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Eliyana Abraham

Editor’s Note
Dear Reader, 
 I would like to first thank you for taking the time to page through this year’s 
edition of Howler. We are not a well known community among many Neshami-
ny inhabitants, despite our best efforts, however I say with great pleasure that this 
is beginning to change. Collectively, we have held gatherings that share the great 
pieces of writing and art that students are able to produce, and it has been a won-
derful thing to see this community grow. From late nights, to selling cupcakes at 
homecoming, to now launching a greatly designed website, more people are aware 
of who we are. I look forward to seeing this community continue to grow. 
 
 It has took several hours of our staff searching through stacks of hundreds of 
papers to find the very best art that is among Neshaminy students. The entire team 
has put in a great amount of work to build a beautiful magazine that displays the 
most talented artists among our student body. I must say that until this year, I was 
never aware of how gifted our student body is. Our peers are able to create great 
things with their words and paint brushes, and it is my biggest hope that these valu-
able assets continue to be encouraged within our school. 
 
 We are very proud of what we have been able to create, and we hope that 
with each passing page you enjoy what we have designed. It is my honor to be the 
lead of a program that strives to preserve and showcase the arts at Neshaminy High 
School, again thank you for your support. Grab a coffee, get comfy, and be blown 
away by the stories our classmates are able to tell. 

 
Sincerely, 

Hallie Duffy
Editor in Chief



Sunday Table

by amyanne murray

When you face a window that emits light,

from a miracle sun

that the blinds cannot turn away

you can see silhouettes of humans,

sitting and

resting,

the lines around their hair and fingertips

shaped as strong as a tree.

I realized I couldn’t tell if this was

family or strangers.

Either way I stay,

because there is art in the way

their voices skip around

with all that light,

and they pick up their glasses to

sip water.

Pink Stains

by brynn simon

Was it an accident

or was it done forcefully?

Stains of pink and red

splashed and bathed

on the cotton fabric

soaked through

to the other side;

it looks pretty

as if done naturally

by fate.

There’s parts

where both colors blend

I wish I could bathe in

that color.

And I wish I could have a shirt like that too.

A shirt like Eda’s.
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I Used to See Stars
by grace marion

 “You don’t believe me.”
 “No, Peter, i do- It’s just-”
 “It’s just what? I come home a mess, telling you I was 
abducted, so you accuse me of cheating?”
 “I didn’t accuse you of anything. All I said was that 
whenever  you come home late like this, my mom says she 
thinks you’re seeing that girl from work again.”
 “Your mom thinks that, so you think that? Listen, Kar-
en, look at me. Cheating doesn’t do this to people.”
 “If they feel guilty it might.”
 “ C’mon, guilt puts bags under your eyes. It doesn’t pull 
out chunks of your hair. It doesn’t do this.”:
 “Oh, so you’re letting that slut pull your hair now?”
 “No? Karen, are you even listening to me?”
 “I’m sorry, I just find it hard to believe that some little 
green men just-”
 “They weren’t green. I already told you. They were pur-
ple, translucent.”
 “Whatever, you know what I meant. Why can’t you just 
tell me the truth for once?”
 “Karen, I haven’t seen that girl in months...Please, just 
believe me.”
 “For months, excluding last night, right?”
 “I really don’t need this.”
 “What’s that supposed to mean?”
 “Nothing, I love you... Please just believe me.”
 “You had a lot of dirt on you when you got home. 
What’d you do, meet her in a field this time?”
 “You know what, at least those things would touch me. 
When’s the last time you did that?
 “Around the last time you were honest about some-
thing.”
 “Karen, please.”
 “So, if I did believe you, what would you want me to do 
about it? Call the cops? They’ll lock you up like a loon. I don’t 
know what you’re trying to get out of this, Peter.”
 “I’m not trying to get out of anything. I’m not lying 
about anything. For god’s sake Karen, I promise I’ll report 
back to you every five minutes for the rest of our lives if you 
just trust me on this.”
 “Okay, fine. Tell me exactly what happened.”
 “So, I was walking out of work and-”
 “What time?”
 “What?

 “What time?”
 “Why does it matter what time? 
 “If you want me to believe you, then 
you’re going to have to give me legitimate de-
tails, Peter.”
 “Fine. I probably got to the parking lot at 
about six p.m. It was really windy and I need to 
use my headlights even though it was still day. 
There was gravel in the lot. 32 cars total, one for 
every employee at the office. It was yesterday. 
My hair was just as brown as it is now and I was 
wearing my blue button up without a jacket. 
Enough details for you?”
 “You’re funny.”
 “You get a kick out of this, don’t you? Act-
ing like I’m a little kid?”
 “I don’t have to act. Keep going.”
 “Fine. I guess, then the wind started pick-
ing up. I only noticed because my tie was
flinging up by my face, so I went to close my 
window. Just then, a pink light enveloped my 
car. The car started to lift off of the ground and 
after that I don’t remember much.”
 “Well, what do you remember?”
“Some metal bits, a lot of darkness. There was 
definitely some sort of slime, warm slime, in-
volved in whatever happened.”
 “If it was dark how did you see the met-
al?”
 “I didn’t. I could feel it.”
 “Alright... so where did you wake up? 
How did you get back home?”
 “Someone shook me awake. I was on the 
ground of the parking lot, beside my car, and I 
guess they saw me when they were coming out 
of the office.”
 “Who?”
 “Natal- I mean Shane- he’s a temp.”
 “Oh, Natal-Shane, what a lovely name for 
a young man. It almost sounds like they
wanted to name him Natalie if he hadn’t been a 
boy. You know, you almost had me there.”
 “Okay, it was Natalie. But we didn’t do 
anything. She just found me and shook me 
awake. Drove me home and left. That’s all.”
 “Right”
 “I’m telling the truth.”
 “Then why’d you try to lie about who 

‘found’ you?”
 “I didn’t, I just...” 
 “Just stop”
 “You know what, maybe I should’ve 
gone home with Natalie. She believed me. 
She knows me, Karen.”
 “I know you.”
 “No, you knew 16-year-old me. People 
change”
 “I don’t want a divorce.”
 “You know, I didn’t either but the more 
and more jealous you get of Natalie for put-
ting an effort into even just being my friend, 
the more pity I feel for you. I love you more 
than anything, but you won’t waste a minute 
of your time on getting to know the real me. 
You wouldn’t even listen to what happened 
last night.”
 “What do you want me to do? I work. 
Neither of us have time for a Q and A session 
on each others daydreams”
 “What about right now?”
 “Alright, fine.”
 “You go first”
 “What do you see in the stars?”
 “I used to see you, Karen, but now I 
know it’s all just pink lights and dark rooms 
and probing purple minds. I don’t think I can 
do this anymore” 
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    His lips, a vibrant pink and plump, moved quick-
ly, forming words I was not hearing. We began his 
session exactly thirty minutes ago, when the minute 
hand hovered over 11.  He was always five minutes 
early. I appeared to listen intently, that was my job 
after all. I made solid eye contact, which is usual-
ly the key sign that you’re holding one’s attention, 
but really I was captivated by his eyes. They weren’t 
the cliche crystal blue that remind pondering girls 
of oceans, but instead a muddy brown kissed with 
reflective flakes of gold. I nodded too, when appro-
priate, to make him feel as if I was listening to his 
communication problems with his wife. 
    Still talking, his husky voice crashed into the 
cream-and-confidential-colored walls, vibrating my 
occupational awards as well as the car motor that 
was located on the left side   His lips, a 
vibrant pink and plump, moved quickly, forming 
words I was not hearing. We began his session 
exactly thirty minutes ago, when the minute hand 
hovered over 11.  He was always five minutes early. I 
appeared to listen intently, that was my job after all. 
I made solid eye contact, which is usually the key 
sign that you’re holding one’s attention, but really I 
was captivated by his eyes. They weren’t the cliche 
crystal blue that remind pondering girls of oceans, 
but instead a muddy brown kissed with reflective 
flakes of gold. I nodded too, when appropriate, to 
make him feel as if I was listening to his communi-
cation problems with his wife. 
    Still talking, his husky voice crashed into the 
cream-and-confidential-colored walls, vibrating my 
occupational awards as well as the car motor that 
was located on the left side of my chest, right below 
the breastbone. The car motor revved as he spoke, 
sending it into overdrive and eventually left it sput-
tering for gasoline. 
    I needed to regain focus, this was incredibly 
unprofessional, and I needed to do my job. Desper-
ately I yanked my eyes from his, peering around the 
room making sure my frames hadn’t fallen from 
their nails. The car motor stopped sputtering, and 

slowly returned to its steady hum. The fire 
that burned my cheeks dwindled. For a sec-
ond, I let myself wonder what it may feel like 
to fall into those lips, to tangle my fingers in 
his tangled curls, to feel the stability of his 
sure arms wrap around me. 
    The thought, completely inappropriate, 
lasted only a minute. He called for my atten-
tion and said “Karen, are you even paying 
attention.”
    I was busted, and red roses brushed my 
cheeks. 
    “Oh, sorry, of course. Have you done the 
homework I assigned last week?” I stuttered 
over the course one too many times. 
    “Yeah, but I wasn’t talking about the home-
work.” 
    “I know, but we are almost out of time, so 
please tell me how the exercise went.”
    His eyebrows stitched into one the way they 
always did when he was concerned, usually it 
was about Laura and his marriage, but I knew 

Taboo Tenderness

by hallie duffy

this wasn’t the case. His lips twitch when it’s 
about that. 
    “Are you okay? We can end early and I can 
tell you about it in next week’s session.”
    I couldn’t stomach the idea of losing even a 
second of our time, it was bad enough I had 
to cut back from 2 sessions a week to 1. “No!” 
I said too excitedly. I felt like a teenager with 
a hopeless crush. “I am okay, just didn’t get 
much sleep last night. Go ahead, I’m listen-
ing.” I said, grasping for maturity. 
    With hesitation, and what looked like fear, 
he muttered an unsure “okay” and told me 
how well the exercise worked for him and his 
tall, blond, and voluptuous wife. 
    Pins prodded repeatedly. It was wrong to 
wish his marriage would fail, especially be-
cause my paycheck depended on its success, 
but I couldn’t help it. 
    My hand should’ve been sparkly cauliflow-
er, not hers. 
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 When Simon Fields was seven 
years old, he went to the Camden Aquar-
ium. His mother knew that he loved the 
movie Finding Nemo and how excited he 
was to see the sharks. In the days leading 
up to the class trip, Simon coulnot stop 
talking about it. He told her in the car on 
the way to the aquarium that he thought 
it was nice to know they didn’t actually 
eat fish if they could avoid it. Simon had 
told his motherhow he thought vegetari-
an sharks were cool. She had smiled with 
a slightly nervous look on her face
 “Simon, you should know—”
 “Mom, I really love sharks. They’re 
so nice to fish.”
 His mom sighed heavily.
 “Okay, Simon.”
 Their tour started at one o’clock in 
the afternoon and they were going with 
the rest of Simon’s second grade class. He 
had told his friend Michael how excited 
he was to see the
sharks.
 “Sharks are scary,” Michael had 
replied.
 “Only, I think, Michael, if you meet 
the wrong one. Just like people actually, 
the sharks  can be vegetarians too, and 
they try their best not to eat fish,” Simon 
replied with sheer conviction in his voice.
 Michael seemed to be satisfied 
with this answer, and the boys ran to the 
shark tank.
 As the boys ran away, Simon’s 
second grade teacher, Mrs. Morra, cast a 
nervous look to Mrs. Fields, contemplat-
ing how to approach this warped sense of 
reality.
 Two years later, Simon stood in 
his fourth grade teacher’s classroom. For 

a year Simon had gone to counseling, but 
had remained unswayed in his resolve. His 
mother had only grown more concerned 
and her therapist had doubled her Xanax 
dosage.
 “My project is on sharks,” he said to 
his class with a proud smile curling up the 
edges of his lips. “I’m here to debunk the 
myth whicmakes the sharks seem like mon-
sters— this is false.”
 That morning, Simon’s mother had 
tried to explain to him again.
 “Honey, sharks they eat—”
 “Mom, I know, veggies. Gotta go now, 
can’t be late. I need to enlighten the fourth
graders of Harbrook Elementary.”
 He had never let her finish that sen-
tence.
 When Simon presented that day, he 
told his fourth grade class his story.
 “Only bad sharks eat fish, just like 
only bad people steal things. Most sharks 
are actually
very nice.”
 Simon’s teacher, Mrs. Cornwall, had 
been nervous— expecting him to be ridi-
culed for
his strange theory. To her surprise, the other 
children nodded in awe as the pictures of 
sharks
smiling next to other animals flashed across 
the screen, clearly photoshopped, but ap-
parently
not clear to the 27 nine year-olds nodding 
in synchronization.
 In his concluding words, the children 
all gave Simon a standing ovation, and read-
ily
attached his “sharks are friends” pins to 
their shirts.
 As Mrs. Cornwall looked on, dialing 

the guidance counselor, for a fleeting mo-
ment she
and Simon made eye contact and with his 
quick wink, she suddenly realized this child 
was
smarter than all of them as a pit rose in her 
stomach.

Simon Fields

by brooke romberger
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Bicycles
by eliyana abraham

 “Timmy, I bet you couldn’t climb it!”
 “He can, but he won’t!”
 “He’ll fall. He’ll get hurt!”
 “Or he’ll break the branches,” Sophia 
looked at him, “Don’t break the branches, it’s so 
pretty.”
 Timmy agreed, the tree was bright with 
autumnal oranges and yellows. Mixed with the 
smiling pumpkins and atmospheric lights fram-
ing each of the houses on the street, it was a per-
fect harvest picture.
 “I’ll climb it. I don’t even care. I’ll be fine.” 
Timmy said.
 A chorus of whatever and be careful and 
geez erupted among the children.
 The tree faced down at Timmy, staring at 
him and beckoning.
 Timmy first placed his palm flat against 
the tree’s full trunk. The bark felt rough beneath 
his sweaty hand. He was nervous, however he 
was determined to keep his cool, so not to wimp 
out before his friends.
 He stunted his foot upon the lowest 
branch and propelled himself up. And again, 
and again, and once more after that, until he had 
reached the top of the wiltering tree, knocking 
down frail, corn-colored leaves as he rustled in 
the branches. 
 Down below, Sophia, Trevor, Bobby, An-
nie, and Jack all stared up in awe at him. 
 Timmy could barely decipher their smiles 

from where he rested. He flashed back a gap-
py grin of his own, each tooth bearing stains 
from leftover Halloween sweets.
 Reassured by Timmy’s success, the oth-
er children began to make their ways up the 
tree. 
 Jack clambered up and sat upon a 
smooth branch a few levels below Timmy’s. 
Sophia tried to scale up the trunk, but after a 
few attempts, the cuts on her hands drove her 
devise a new plan. Trevor and Bobby sat to-
gether on a low branch holding hands, while 
Annie resided at the bottom, leaning against 
the trunk and chuckling with Trevor at some-
thing Bobby said. 
 Meanwhile, Timmy had climbed up 
even higher. He could see the tops of all the 
other trees around him; they looked to him 
like they were covered in rust, each branch 
encased in thick layers of rust. 
 Timmy thought maybe it was because 
of the rain. He remembered that in summer, 
his bicycle would occasionally become cov-
ered in orange dusty rust if he’d accidentally 
left it outside in the storm. 
 Yes, the trees were rusty, and perhaps 
the pumpkins he saw below were really some-
thing else, just rusty. Maybe watermelons. 
 The pumpkins were rusty watermelons 
and the leaves were rusty, too, and later when 
Mom got sad because the weather was getting 
colder and the green leaves were going, Tim-
my could remind her that the trees were just 
like his bicycle. 

Standing

in the

cereal aisle

with the soft hum

of 1 am

around my eyes,

I turn the paper clip

in my pocket,

stopping once it’s bent

into a circle

that eclipses an Earth where

people think in

terms of time

and cereal isn’t

on sale

S
by tessa mcdonald
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A single flower with immature pink

petals and youthful green leaves 

floats on top of a river bank with a 

delicate honey cone in the center,

under the sun, where the morning 

light strikes perfectly.

Little Lotus
by victoria fischer
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Paper, plastic, cans,

and bottles.

A green bin in

every room

that is made

to save the world.

Reduce waste, recycle

the recyclables.

Giving the gift of

reincarnation to

your bottle of

caffine-free Arizona iced tea.

But the half eaten

sandwhich that got

thrown out because you

don’t really like tuna

all that much

lands in the arrow marked bin.

Because in reality

We just have two trash cans.

The Story of Rebirth
by brynn simon
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This Park Bench
by sarah kelly

On a park bench she sits

on the same park bench as the day before,

her boots printed in the dust,

a red scarf tucked away in her sweater

hiding the smile playing on her lips,

before disappearing into her book,

as I often do with mine.

I wonder about their mom

where she went and why she left

them cold and unattended.

so safe in that shell

warm and innocent like flowers,

just a handful of feathers before entering a 
world

so cruel and violent

it makes me want to cry.
 

His bottom lip poised,

more telling than the sun through the win-
dow.

A toy train can mean so much when

even Austrailia takes up

two inches,

pastel blue on a piece of canvas, hung on

the wall.

Yellow Blankets
by amyanne murray
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A piece of my soul

exists and remains

inside of a seventh

grade art classroom.

Yellow-coated brushes

soaking in warm

water cups take up their

tiny place in my mind

alongside the memory of

a tightly tied smock and dark

red clay under my fingernails.

O
by tessa mcdonald
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Secret Note

In the hallway chatter buzzed

all around. Paper hearts

were plastered to the walls and

candy wrappers scattered the

grounds, while there tucked in a

rusted vent of a locker was a faded

candy wrappers scattered the

were plastered to the walls and

candy wrappers scattered the

grounds, while there tucked in a

rusted vent of a locker was a faded

pink note with a signature.

by victoria fischer

art by  sofia carasquillo
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Call From the Sea
by emily stewart
 The wind whispered at my hair, pull-
ing and pushing it out of my face. The moon 
shone, illuminating the ocean below. Every-
thing looked like it was out of another world
right now, nothing fits with the the world I 
know. It’s too peaceful, too calming to be the
world I know.
 I breathed out a white cloud, watching 
it drift away from where I stood. My legs
were shaking from the cold and the smell of 
salt assaulted my nose. It won’t bother me
for much longer anyway.
 The ocean turned and twisted below, 
each wave slapping against the sandy shore.
The cliff alone seemed unmoving compared 
to the waves, offering a bit of security to me.
 Another breath, and another cloud. 
My heart seemed to be in my ears, and my 
stomach in my throat.
 The wind grew stronger, pulling at my 
skirt and tossing my hair into my eyes. My
bare feet stepped forward, feeling their way 
to the edge of the cliff. One more moment
and this would all be over. I’d be somewhere 
where everything makes sense again. Bits
of rock and earth from the cliff gave, falling 
into the ocean and destroying what little
reflection of the moon there was. Another 
step, and nothing but air will under my foot.
 My breath came out shaky, no cloud 
following it this time. I inched forward again, 
and let myself be pushed over the edge like I 

art by grace m
arion

already had been so many times already. My
skirt warped and twisted around my legs like 
it was trying to cage a flightless bird.  The fall 
seemed to be an eternity, giving my too much 
time to think about why I’m doing this.
 Then, I hit water. The sound was almost 
deafening to me, but no one else probably 
heard it anyway. My arms and stomach hurt 
from the impact. Slowly, I descended deeper 
and deeper into the darkness below. My lips 
started to open a moment later, a bubble of 
air floating away. It was calm here too. But, 
the unnerving kind of calm. The type most 
people avoid with all their might, the kind I 
needed the most right now.  The water shift-
ed and shadows came closer and closer, infil-
trating my mind and making my vision grow 
darker and darker. More and more bubbles 
escaped and floated in the direction I assume 
up the surface was. Closing my eyes, I waited 
for my last breath to leave, for the moment 
where water will completely fill my lungs.  The 
salty sea came pouring in and I smiled at my 
watery grave. For years, the ocean had been 
calling, looks like I finally picked up. Anoth-
er second passed and something grabbed my 
arm, pulling me. However, I couldn’t stop 
myself from passing out. The next thing I was 
aware of, was pressure on my stomach and 
something warm being passed through my 
lips. With a start, I started to cough up water. 
I stared at my so-called savior. I didn’t ask for 
this. I didn’t want this.
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 People believe that because of her 
rosy cheeks or her perfectly curled hair, 
Anna has everything figured out. As-
sumptions of if something isn’t visible 
then it doesn’t exist, like she
would wear her demons on a scarlet letter 
taped to the front of her chest for every-
one to clearly see. She walks around with 
a smile painted on her face but no one 
ever looks past her straight white teeth 
to know how she feels inside. As if pain 
is only something that can be noticed by 
physical injury under a bandage or in a 
cast. Broken body parts or open wounds 
seem to be the only pain realized. 
 People who say the rhyme about 
stick and stones only see the little
things that hurt on the outside, but the 
overwhelming kind occurs on the inside 
where it cannot be noticed. 
 Justin sits next to her in the mid-
dle of a coffee shop, starting to lift his 
arm around her shoulders. The burden 
of anxiety tears her apart from the inside 
out, hesitant at every sudden movement, 
her stomach ripples at the absence of fuel 
but she hides it behind her artificial laugh 
 He looks deeply into her eyes, 
and asks if he can kiss her. Her breaths 
become more intense and she begins 
to quiver. Without an answer, he leans 
towards her, and kisses her softly. In the 
distance, coffee beans are grinded, voices 
mutter around as people walk to their
tables. Vibration through her ears, a 
21

constant metronome of spastic drummers, 
she listens to every beat as each foot taps 
the ground and rolls from heel to toe. Justin 
places his hand against the side of her face, 
his forefinger threaded into her hair. Paralyz-
ingly numb panic attacks, no apprehension 
of the bomb dropped in front of her, heart 
beat continuously ripples like waves crashing 
on the shore at high tide.  
 Not able to shut herself down, over 
the edge of a cliff she falls into all her inse-
curities, leaving her in a sense of impending 
danger. He begins to lean in closer to her, 
kissing her more powerfully. Collapsing 
into another dimension, Anna’s dark shad-
ow brushes against the back of her neck 
and sends an undefined sensation down her 
spine showing no escape. She doesn’t want 
the moment to end, but she begins to antic-
ipate something horrible will happen any 
second. Evaporation of the gravitational pull 
holding her sanity clenched to world she 
knows of . His touch overwhelms her, she 
begins to lose feeling in her feet and hands, 
as if they aren't there anymore.
  Decomposing into the ground, evap-
oration into the soil being compost for the 
flowers and snails, becoming beneficial to 
her surroundings. Anna knows she's sur-
rounded by her demons but Justin can't see 
them, all he sees is the look on her face as he 
pulls away. His thoughts trail happiness but 
all she feels is the agony burning inside her 
chest.

Anxiety

by anonymous
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by emily stewart

Dark ebony matched against

the purest white.

One will win and the other

will fall.

But just how many lives

of the innocent

Will be tossed away

in the duel?

How many families torn

apart? And how

many hopes and dreams

crushed when one

Side’s defenses fail?

And so the question stands,

Is this game really worth it?
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My mom told me I had a clock in 

my stomach

Which made me special. Then she 

said 

My brain was a ticking bomb, but 

it was alright because

She said it wouldn’t hurt.

I asked her why my blue knuckles

 were turning into

Rustic hinges, and she said that I 

shouldn’t worry because

It made me strong. But then my 

wrist turned too. I

didn’t ask her anymore.

She brushed my hair as I watched the tin 

man drink

Oil I never had.

by nathalie hernandez

The Big C

2423



In My World
by sarah kelly

In my world

ten little eggs sit in the dirt

the size of my fists,

under my window sill

I wonder about their mom

where she went and why she left

them cold and unattended.

so safe in that shell

warm and innocent like flowers,

just a handful of feathers before entering a 
world

so cruel and violent

it makes me want to cry.
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You said it was only my child’s luck. The four aces

Sitting next to the kings and queens. You let me cheat

And I knew, but I didn’t tell you. You said I could

Take your kings every time mom served you more red water.

Then, your jacks when you rolled your paper and smoked clouds out of

Your ears.

You told me I won and that I was the queen now. I asked

You if I should count them, but then you asked me If I counted stars.

You said why count them when they are already dead.
 

Falling Suns
by nathalie hernandez
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Mr. Robot Needs Oil
by eliyana abraham
 “Sir, could you direct me to the oil?”
 “Oh yeah, it’s down this way, follow 
me.”
 “Thank you. You are such a help.”
 “Yeah it’s no problem, it’s just my job.”
 “You are doing it well.”
 “Oh, ha-ha, thanks...well here you are, 
and don’t forget that all the donuts down in 
aisle seven are fifty-percent off.”
 “Thank you, I will not forget!”
 “Yeah, yeah...ha...have a nice day, 

then.”
 “Wait, sir!”
 “Yes?”
 “This oil is the color of yellow.”
 “Yeah, er—it’s just vegetable oil.”
 “Vegetable oil?”
 “Yea—”
 “Sir! Vegetable oil will disrupt my entire 
sytem! You must have something else.”
 “Well, I think we have some coconut oil 
in the back—”
 “Coconut oil?!”
 “Uh yeah, it’s organic if that’s what 
you—”
 “Coconut oil will cause my gears to 
grind!”
 “Your gears?”
 “I must oil my gears with the proper 
oil!”
 “I’m sorry, Sir, I don’t think I can help 
you. I can get my manager if you’d like…”
 “I do not need to speak to another 
useless human being! Oh dear, the button…
please sir, there is a button between my shoul-
der blades. Push it! Oh, we are running out of 
time…”
 “Really, I think I should just get my su-
perviser—”
 “Push it! Zero! One! Zero! Zero! One…”
 “Er—what!?”
 “Zero! One! One! One! Zero! One!”
 “What the hell?”
 “Shutting down...five...four...three…”
 “Sir! Sir! Are you good?”
 The man before the clerk clattered to the 
ground, and the shock of the fall reverberated 
through his body like a bell. 
 “Oh my god...I guess I ought to go get 
my manager.”
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On her quiet hands

Rough to touch

Sweet as candy

Simple

Placed on her body
 

Hands
by layla stanger
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 The man looked down at his watch.
 “They should be here in a minute,” he 
thought “little bastards.”
 Then all of sudden a flocks of grimey 
smoke colored pigeons sat at the old man’s feet. 
He reached for the bag next to him and started 
to throw bits of bread at the birds.
 “Good afternoon, everyone” he spoke 
sweetly.
 Some of the pigeons flew onto his arms, 
lap and bench around him.
 “Settle down, everyone. I made sure to 
bring enough” the man said smiling.
 More pigeons flew onto him.
 “C’mon, get off me” the old man said 
moving his arms around, “sit on the ground”.
 He kept throwing bread from the bag and 
more pigeons flew onto his lap.
 “Get away!” the old mawn shouted.
 He moved his arms around and tried 
to shoo the pigeons off his lap. The old man 
reached into his bag of bread to grab nothing. 
The pigeons stared at him and he froze. More 
birds flew onto him and he was breadless.
 “Come on, let’s be reasonable” he mut-
tered.
 He tried to get up but the pigeons were 
holding him down. Another pigeon flew onto 
the top of his head and stared down at him.
 The old man gasped “Eugene? I thought I 
saw the last of you eleven years ago.” 
 Eugene shook his head at the old man.
 “Do what you must, Eugene” the old man 
said sternly “after all these years you’ve won.”
Eugene sat still for a second before he looked to 
other pigeons and nodded. At that moment the 
old man was pierced by thousands of beaks.

Pigeon Grandpa

by sara xibos
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They fixate

Somewhere between

The exterior walls

Of a glass envelope

And the dampened seal

Of its interior insulation.

Their legs stiff pens

Of grass-descent,

Their arms outstretched ellipses

Of mustard seed and melted sunshine,

And their eyes fastened annuli,

Seeking the sun through

A tapestry of human thought.

 

Flowers in a Vase
by jessica souder
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The Pink Umbrella

 “The rain sure is cold today,” 

 Those were the first words she had said 

to me all day. She didn’t look at me, just stared 

at the street before us. And I couldn’t even 

respond. Not once did I say anything to her 

from my sitting position on the sidewalk. Her

hands shook slightly, clutching the umbrella. 

She didn’t say anything for a while. Just held 

the umbrella over the two of us, even though 

we were already soaked.

 Cars passed us, shining their headlights 

on the dark road in front of them. And every 

now and then. Light would land on us, making 

the dryish circle we were in look pink. Heck, 

even our skin would glow with the color. 

Though, it looked good on her.

 The umbrella started to spin, making it 

seem as though it’s flowery pattern were danc-

by emily stewart
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k ing. A sigh escaped her lips and her eyes closed, shielding her from the world around us.

 “I’m sorry, I really am,” she mumbled, refusing to lift her head to look me in the eye. The 

passing cars seemed more interesting at this point as she kept apologizing. I wanted to say it 

was fine, I wanted to go back to how things were before, but I couldn’t. I can’t erase what hap-

pened, and I can’t forget it either.    Water dripped down onto me, 

invading the circle that was dryer then everything else around it.

 Her eyes finally met mine when I took her umbrella, holding it steady above our heads. 

Tears rolled down her cheeks, and she wrapped her arms around me. Wrapping my free arm 

around her, I let her take what little warmth was left in my body. 

 Staring out beyond the street, I watched the rain get heavier and heavier. Soon, my heart 

felt just as cold as the rain.
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The People on Rooftops

 She laid on her back staring up at 

the dark blue sky that was freckled with 

white stars. Her right knee scraped against 

the brick wall over the city streets far be-

low. Her left leg rested on the top of the 

wall with the rest of her body.

 A light far off blipped and she won-

dered what it would be like to fly. Not even 

to fly, but to flow, flow through the air like 

nothing at all, to be weightless and hollow.

 Do astronauts feel that way? Sur-

rounded by stars and feeling like nothing?  

 The stars. She just wanted to be with 

the stars. Shining beautifully bright over 

the dark world. Giving people like her, 

the people on rooftops hope.

 She liked the dark blue of the sky 

too. How the color only got darker and 

darker as every minute passed. It was a 

blanket, open and waiting. Waiting for 

her.

Arms streched up towards the blanket of 

stars. It felt like a home to her, up on

this ledge. But she wanted more. She 

wanted to be completely surrounded by 

the sky. To get up in the sky she had to 

let go of theworld. It would only drag her 

down.

 So she lowered her arms to her 

sides before turning and dropping.

 She would be their star. She would 

shine beautifully bright over this dark 

world.

by brynn simon
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Untold Stories
by sarah kelly

Words upon words

stacked in my hands,

places of plenty walking the stairs.

I move in caution

quiet enough to hear

all the knowledge in these tiny little hands.
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Where the Sun is 
and isn’t a God

by sabrina gonzales

 “She is comely, isn’t she.”
 “Perhaps.”
 “Can’t you feel her in your veins?”
 “I can, but it burns too much. She 
will kill us both.”
 “I don’t care, I find her too lovely to 
give up. She’s so much like fire in a hearth, 
she keeps me warm in my rawness.”
 “I doubt Aurora holds value to 
your existence. Look at the skin she eats 
through. She whom you find so pretty 
itches to kill you.”
 “That may be so, but sunburn is 
better than the loneliness of frostbite in 
the night.”
 “You are blind the light has stolen 
your sight. Her nails have scorched a path 
straight across your temples, discoloring 
her words.”
 “I’ve not been blinded yet. It is you 
who has lived too long in the night. See 
the illumination under my skin, she has 
accepted me.”
 “Moons ago my eyes were opened. 
You speak in confusion. The light has 
pierced you; your free will is dust. Nothing 
is left.”
 “Without the light it’s like a mon-
soon inside of me. All that which she ban-
ishes, collides like particles causing rain, 

lightning and crashing thunder so loud it 
wakes sleeping clouds.”
 “I know the truth that you speak. 
The monsoon is alive within me. Wa-
ter has poured from my eyes and wrists, 
lightning has ignited my veins- a pleasant 
stick and burn. Thunder has powdered my 
thoughts. Sadly, without water there is no 
life.”
 “Life is not what I look forward to, 
death and her skin are my grace.”
 “ Her skin is cyanide and Death, 
laughable at best.”
“Fire needs to eradicate the living, there 
would never be room for new life.”
 “ But a fire kills all possibilities for 
the existing. Her hair sparks destruction.”
 “Destruction is much more com-
mon than night. It is a false sense of secu-
rity like swaddled infants. They can always 
be dropped.”
 “You can always drop him but trust 
gives hope. Where is trust in the shadows 
casted by light? Shadows where monsters 
hide.”
 “Your goddess is of smoke and 
frost.”
 “And yours of fire.”
 “In their silhouettes our house has 
been built.”
 “We are infants swaddled in mon-
sters.”
 “Embrace them and us. Be here and 
not simultaneously. We can fade into ob-
scurity. Hold hands in death as it exists in 
life. Because the moon is beautiful but my 
god have you seen the sun?”
 “I have, and she is ablaze in beauty.”
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The Bell Tolls

by devon  place

 They’re drowning in ash, he thinks, or bathing in the 
fine dust of time . It falls from the clouds clemently, tenderly, 
burrowing in Eva’s hair as she stares at her hands, fingers slip-
ping across the sheer fabric of her dress.
 The bench beneath them creaks with their weight, echos 
the lullaby haunting the air.
 There’s a river running below them, the city blinking 
before them, and he halts his breath to see
it catch in the clouds, rise to meet its family in the sky
 “When I was young,” Eva says, kissing the silence , 
 “I’d sit with my pastor on the steps of our church and 
watch the snow tumble down from heaven. He used to tell me 
God was doing something in his house, but he didn’t know 
what it was.”
 He blinks the ice from his eyes; his vision blurs.
 “I’ve never been a man of God.”
 “I know.”
 “Eva—” Snowflakes clot on his tongue, make it sticky 
and heavy and the words on the precipice of his lips freeze 
there, force their way between the skin until a drop of blood 
falls down his chin. he Moon is reflected in her eyes but when 
he looks to the sky for guidance, to find it, he sees only smoke.
 “Tell me what to do,” he says, fingers shaking.
 “Continue on.” Her smile is gentle, a hellebore in the 
winter. “Fix the house. Have your article published. Meet me 
on Mercury when they send you out.”
 “There’s nothing on Mercury for a botanist.”
 She leans her head on his shoulder, the weight of the 
world breaking the bones there.
 “You’re not usually cynical,” she says.
 “You’re not usually dying,” he says.

 Then: “Come home, Eva. Please don’t leave.”
 The snow numbs his hand where she grips it, and he 
wonders if rainbows appear after snowstorms. He considers 
the distance to  the Moon and back; it seems impossible.
 “Funny,” Eva murmurs, “I thought car crashes like that 

only happened in movies.”
 “I should have been paying more attention.” 
 Frost bites at his eyes , burns his tongue,
and the temperature on Mercury seems relevant now. “Jesus, Eva, I should have never taken
that right—gone around the bend, like you said, should have turned left, I— ”
 “Do you think,” she asks, “it snows on Mercury?”
 “I—no.”
 Stars float in her pupils. She brings a pile of white powder, fine and sweet as sugar, to her 
lips, breathes it in. 
 “It has to come from somewhere.”
 “Eva—”
 “I never thought the warmth from the snow would kill me.”
 “You’re not making any sense.”
 “Matthew.”
 They stare and stare and stare, at each other, at their hands, at the sky, and Eva glows like 
embers against blazing winter colors. The lights from the city smear across her lips and cheeks, 
gashes raising there, bringing with them bright blood. Matthew tries to brush it away.
 “What happens when I wake up?” he asks, and if his voice is a little desperate then he’ll 
blame it on the cold.
 “You harvest the seeds. And you plant a garden.”
 “But you won’t be there to help the flowers grow.”
 She faces the crooked, rushing river before them—it crashes against the city-line like the 
clapper of a bell against its soundbow. Her answer is lost in the roar of the water.
Snow breaks under his feet as he stands, and he loses himself in the storm.
 “He’s got a fire up there,” he tells Eva.    “God, I mean. He’s burning the hell 
out of something. I hope he’s keeping himself warm.”
 He looks to her, but she is gone, and the ash is piling up.
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 The day the telephone rang was Sunday the 27th. Phil was slouching 
on the living room couch and I was sitting on the kitchen counter, staring at 
the TV while Phil slept. He didn’t sleep for long though, because the ringing 
shook him up. 
 When the ringing of the telephone woke Phil, he started whimpering 
for me to hurry up and answer it. His eyes were bloodshot, like the crimson of 
the telephone.
 The day the crimson telephone rang was the day I spoke with Mr. Wil-
liam Crabbati. When I picked up the telephone, I was greeted by raspy voice 
that sounded old, but not unfriendly. He asked if he’d reached the Clements 
residence, and I said yes and introduced myself.
 The man on the line asked me how I was today. He had an Italian ac-
cent, like Phil’s mother. I told William Crabbati I was doing fine, he told me 
was William Crabbati. He also told me he was doing alright.
 The day the crimson telephone rang was the day I probably thought 
about crab apples for the first time. This is because when Phil asked me who 
was on the line and I told him, he thought I was talking to a Mr. William 
Crab Apple. I don’t think it sounds like that, and Crabbati probably doesn’t 
either.
 The day the crab-apple crimson telephone rang was when I asked Wil-
liam Crabbati what I could help him with. Mr. Crabbati told me he was from 
a charity, the William Crabbati Foundation. That’s when I almost hung up the 
phone, but William Crabbati said he wasn’t a solicitor, he was only trying to 
spread awareness and all that. He asked for 10 minutes of my time.
 The day the crab-apple crimson telephone rang was in the year 1991. 
Phil asked me what Mr. Crab Apple wanted.
 “He says he’s from a charity.” I said.
 “Tell him we’re kids and we don’t have any money.”
 “I don’t think he wants our money.”
 “What sort of charity doesn’t want money?”
 “The William Crabbati foundation.”
 “You heard of it?”

 “No.”
 “Seems sketchy.”
 I resumed my phone call.
 The day the crimson telephone rang was the time I talked to the most 
lonely man you’d ever meet. Mr. William Crabbati told me that him and his 
wife ran their charity. I asked him how his wife was. He told me she was swell, 
and on a vacation in Maine with a man called Brad. When I asked when she’d 
be back, I found out that she left on a train for her vacation two months ago, 
and Mr. Crabbati wasn’t sure when she’d be back but he hoped it was soon.
 William Crabbati asked me what my favorite food was. I said I was a 
big fan of turkey sandwiches. He told me that he ate a lot of spaghetti, and 
that his old friend Martin loves spaghetti with a lot of parmesan on top. I did 
not ask William Crabbati how his old friend Martin was doing.
 Phil and I decided to make spaghetti for dinner. On the phone, I asked 
William Crabbati what his charity did. He told me his foundation was to help 
people like himself. I was going to ask William Crabbati what he meant by 
that, but then the line died out. Or maybe William Crabbati hung up. I hung 
the crab-apple crimson telephone back on the wall.
 
 The day was the 24th of February in 2002. I read Mr. William Crabba-
ti’s obituary in the newspaper dropped off in Phil and I’s front yard. Phil said 
he just barely remembered the man from that day when we were 16. I silently 
put away the newspaper.
 The day I used the crab-apple crimson telephone for what I thought 
was the last time was in the year 2004. I answered that telephone and the 
woman on the other side asked if I was Mrs. Clements. I told her yes, and she 
told me she was from Capital Two Hospital, where Mr. Philip Clements had 
just been checked in. 
 Then it was an evening four years later. I was sitting alone in my kitch-
en, waiting for my spaghetti to cook. I still wasn’t quite used to cooking din-
ner for one. The spaghetti sauce I made seemed to be a few shades darker 
than the dusty telephone on the wall. I flipped through all the channels on TV 
that night; I just couldn’t settle on any program. Television was boring and 
the couch felt like a heap. Instead, I put my bowl in the sink and retrieved the 
big yellow phonebook. I blew some dust off the telephone and dialed. I greet-
ed the man who picked up and I told him I was calling on behalf of the Wil-
liam Crabbati foundation.

Crab Apple

by eliyana abraham
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