


She has feelings too.  
She puts a smile on her face  
Acts like nothings wrong.  
Tries to ignore the pain, but in the inside   
She’s lost.  
She’s hurt.  
She’s confused. 
Nobody understands what she’s going through.  
Nobody is there to here her cries.   
She hides her emotions, but in reality  
She has feelings too.  

SHE HAS FEELINGS TOO 
BY ANNA ROBISON



You are free,

You fly.

Can you stand by my window for a little while, 
pretty bird?

Flying across the sky, hovering further and 
higher.

Your light cyan feather

Your gorgeous color

Flitters so many people,

unfree people's envious sights.

Where are you going, pretty bird?

Flying across the sky, hovering further and 
higher.

You are just flying, not for migration,

Or any trivial thing.

Because flying is your meaning of life,

And sky is your faith.

Are you somebody's messenger, pretty bird?

Flying across the sky, hovering further and 
higher.

No, you are the free angel that,

No one can hold.

You are so free, 

much more free than anybody in the world.

Have you ever felt tired to fly, pretty bird?

Flying across the sky, hovering further and 
higher.

You fly in storms

Not in indoor birdcage's warm.

I know you have felt tired, 

But you know what is you should do,

Never stop flying further and higher.

You fly, 

You are free.
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YOU FLY, YOU ARE FREE
BY GRACE CHEN



Transform me into a shape of magnificence, O God. 
Chisel me, break me, and mold me into the architecture that you desire  

Melt the metal labyrinth that has always seemed to stay intact,  
Restructure the anatomy of which my thoughts and ideas recycle and rebirth. 

 
Transform me into a shape of magnificence, O God. 

Crack me, fracture me, gash me  
Whisper to me in a beguiling sotto voce or cry to me in a maelstrom of fury  

Raise the well-versed infrastructure that I had once honed, and replace it with the amalgama-
tion of the lessons learned from the loves, the woes, and the torments of daily life to provide 

with me the admonition and fortitude in order to please you, O Lord.  
And until you and I can look upon myself and see a true belief of content in our faces, 

We will continue to work and create the cathedral that never ceases to evolve that is my soul,  
for the synergy of our efforts creates the being we truly are.   

THE SHAPE OF 
CONTENT
 BY BEN SMITH
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I saw a field in the distance,

A barn sat behind some trees.

Beside the barn there was a sign,

But I couldn't see what it said. 

I crossed the stream and crossed the field.

But I still couldn't read the sign.

I climbed some stairs and walked the roof.

I still couldn't see the sign.

I still don't know what the sign says.

BY HOLDEN JOHNSEN

BY GRACE CHEN



HONOR ON MY MIND    

BY ANN ICKES

I remember the day I went to war 

In my new uniform 

With honor on my mind

I met the boys with whom I served in 1969

We rode the boat across the sea

To foreign lands that hated thee 

But we were strong because we knew

We were fighting for you

We braved the field and took hold

But then you lead us back

We braved the field and took hold

But then you lead us back 

We did not know why we charged that hill

Again and again as you ordered

But did, for those we love and the freedoms that 
we own

All the while we dreamt of home 

As we charged we saw our dead

Lying where they stood

We held our breath and barreled on 

to claim the hill you ordered 

We served you well

But did not request

Any honors for our deeds 

We wanted our brothers and the right to liberty 

In the street we welcomed you 

But you did not the same 

You yelled and screamed 

"Baby killer!" "Baby killer!!" 

So now I look upon the wall

Which holds the names of men

Those who served and fought the war

But fail to come home again

I miss those boys with whom I served 

Who answered the call for freedom

I want to be with those who died 

But now I am here with you 

who label them as killers 

I remember the day I went to war

In my new uniform 

With honor on my mind

I meet the boys with whom I served in 1969
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SOME

BY HANNAH SCHWENK

Some don't deserve a face

After they are dead and gone.

Some deserve no pity or grace

After they are dead and gone.

A shot heard round the world

Can start a revolution.

A shot heard round the world

Can unite us all with a common inclination.

Some don't deserve a face

After they are dead and gone.

Some deserve no pity or grace

After they are dead and gone.

Murder is one thing

But slaughtering the innocent is another.

Murder is one thing

Except when it is a lamb and his brother

Some don't deserve a face

After they are dead and gone.

Some deserve no pity or grace

After they are dead and gone.

They named him today

About an hour ago

They named him today, 

Something they should forego

Some don't deserve a face

After they are dead and gone.

Some deserve no pity or grace

After they are dead and gone.

Twenty young sheep

And six shepherds too

Forced by him to take the leap

Up into the blue 

Some don't deserve a face

After they are dead and gone.

Some deserve no pity or grace

After they are dead and gone.

Some don't deserve a face

After they are dead and gone.

Some deserve no pity or grace

After they are dead and gone.

No face, no grace

No face, no grace

Gone, gone 

Gone, gone 
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IN RESPONSE TO A SECRET ADMIRER

BY ANONYMOUS 

Who could it be, what could he say?

Dark hair is all I know.

Ever since that first day,

His face he has yet to show.

I was sure, after a sum of time,

That I had found the truth.

But with complexities many for a dime, 

He had deceived me and proved himself sleuth.

Now, as I await further knowledge,

My mind cannot help but weave

Tales of white knight set to pledge,

To pledge his love for me.

Alas, my rational kicks in,

A joke from a friend, revenge, for sure,

Yet still it is my guilty sin,

To hope it is something more.

Will I ever find out? 

The question stands to bear.

But if I did find truth, my mind astute

With him would my feelings share? 

7

BY NICOLE CHANEY



POSTMAN FOR HEAVEN
BY GRACE CHEN

The morning fields of amber grain were beautiful and peace-
ful. There was a white postbox standing on the field.  A post-
box full of letters to the dead people in heaven. A pretty 
young lady wearing a white dress walked to the postbox 
slowly with a letter in her hand. She put her letter into the post-
box. When she turned around to go back, she saw a young 
man standing behind her. The young man was tall and 
looked pale. He stepped forward to this young lady and said 
to her, " Hello." The young lady felt weird and said, "Hello, 
what are you doing here?" A smile emerged on the young 
man's face, and he said, " I'm a postman, for heaven." 

"Hahaha, you are kidding me," the young lady said and 
laughed.

"No, I'm not kidding. I take letters from the ground to heaven," 
The young man said calmly. He had predicted that she would 
not believe this crazy story. 

"How can you prove that?" The young lady asked and she 
was still chuckling.

The young man looked into her eyes and said firmly, "Your 
name is Doris, you write letters to your dead husband every 
week. Right?"

Doris was the young lady's name, and she did write letters to 
her dead husband every week.

Doris was amazed and she said, "True. What else do you 
know about me?"

"Your husband died when he traveled to Spain. You and your 
husband had many conflicts because of his affair with an-
other woman when he was alive. You thought you hated your 
husband. But as soon as you knew he was dead, you felt re-
gretful because you didn't forgive him when he was repen-
tant. You realized that you actually loved him so much, after 

his death. That' s why you could not accept your husband's 
mistake. "

Doris became speechless because of astonishment. 

After a while, she became calm and said, "True. All you said 
is true. But how did you know this?"

"Because I have read your letters," The young man answered.

"What? Snooper! " Doris said.

"I am not a snooper, I'm a postman for heaven. Reading let-
ters is my job. Call me Lynn," The young man said and 
walked to the white postbox. He opened it and took a couple 
of letters out. Doris saw her letter among them. 

The skirt of Doris's white dress fluttered in the breeze. Clouds 
swirled in violet haze. 

Lynn picked her letter out and started to read it. Doris blew a 
dandelion away. 

"You recall a lot of good memories with your husband, don't 
you?" Lynn said to Doris.

"Yes. I feel the happy times with him like an endless film play-
ing in my mind after he died."

"Have you forgiven him?" Lynn asked.

"I...don't know yet." Doris's face looked helpless. "I don't 
know. I love him. But I was hurt because of his fault. I really 
wish that the happy times could last. But we often had con-
flicts after we married. I feel regretful because not only I 
didn't forgive him but also I didn't tell him I loved him through 
actions. I thought I was all right and he was wrong in the 
past. I often think that if I didn't treat him that way, he would 
not have made such a mistake. "

"And for now, it's too late to cherish him. But don't you think 
it's not too late to forgive him?" Lynn said and looked into 
Doris's eyes.
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"I want to forgive him. I want to. But I think I need time to do 
so," Doris lowered her head.

"Good. I think you can do it. Do you want to work with me dur-
ing these days?" Lynn said and smiled. A smile like sunshine.

"Work? What kind of work?"

"My job is comforting to the people who miss someone dead. 
I read the letters in order to help them." Lynn said.

"Sounds interesting. I want to try," Doris answered.

"By the way, here is one thing you must remember." Lynn 
said.

"What?" Doris asked.

"You mustn't tell anyone that I exist."

"No, not everyone. Only those who miss someone dead very 
much can see me," Lynn said seriously.

"Ok...But I'm still confused," Doris didn't know if she could 
trust his words. But she wanted to.

"Don't think too much about me. Let's start work now," Lynn 
stood up.

Meanwhile, a woman walked to the white postbox.

"Now let us laugh loudly and run, in order to make her think 
we are playing here," Lynn whispered to Doris.

There was a letter and a lunch box in the woman's hands. 
The woman put her letter in postbox and left the lunch box on 
the ground near the postbox. She wiped away her tears and 
walked back.

The woman was gone. Doris and Lynn came to that postbox 
and opened the lunch box. There was some sushi in the 
lunch box. 

Lynn read the letter, "My dearest girl, you said that you loved 
sushi before. But at that time my skills in making sushi were 
really bad. Now you aren't here, and I started to learn how to 
make tasty sushi. I hope you'll like this sushi. I will continue to 
learn and make better sushi for you. I miss you so much. I 
dreamed about you last night. I saw your innocent smile, I 
heard you call me momma. But when I opened my eyes, you 
were gone. You must be happy in heaven..."

Tears filled Doris's eyes. Lynn took one sushi out.

"What are you doing?" Doris asked.

"I'm going to eat this sushi." Lynn said.

"What? Do you think it's ok to eat the sushi from a mom to her 
daughter? If you are hungry we can have something else." 
Doris suggested.

"I'm not hungry. I have told you I'm postman for heaven twice 
before. Don't regard me as human. I'm going to eat them be-
cause if the mother comes here again she will see her sushi 
was eaten. She will be happy to see that, and she will think 
her daughter liked the sushi." Lynn said quickly and started 
to eat.

"Well...I can even see your mouth water." Doris said and 
laughed out, "Don't tell me eating sushi is your job..."

"I do anything to comfort people who miss someone dead," 
Lynn winked slyly to Doris.

Lynn and Doris did a lot of things to comfort those people 
who were missing someone dead during those days. They 
comforted a teenage boy. The boy had called his best friend 
when his friend was driving. This call caused a traffic acci-
dent in which his friend died. The boy was so sad and tor-
tured by guilt. They talked to him and helped him feel better. 
They also comforted a man. The man asked for forgiveness 
in every letter to his dead son; the man focused too much on 
business and he always flew around the world for business. 
He wanted to make a lot of money, but lost his family’s love in 
the process. His son died from illness. He regretted that he 
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did not pay attention to his family before and that he did not 
accompany his son for longer time. Lynn and Doris com-
forted him.

On one twilight evening, Lynn and Doris sat in the field. Lynn 
asked Doris, "Have you found that the people alive often feel 
sympathy for those people dead during these work days?" 

Doris answered without hesitating, "Yes, I have."

Lynn said, "The same as the people in heaven. They regret 
the mistakes they made and feel sorry for those people they 
hurt when they were alive."

Doris became silent.

Lynn said, "Your husband is one of them."

Doris asked in a low voice, "Really?"

Lynn answered, "Yes, I'm pretty sure. Just like those people 
alive hope those dead people forgive them, your husband 
hopes for your forgiveness."

Doris took a deep breath and said, "I think, I forgive him. After 
seeing those people, I started to think about my husband 
and me in another perspective. We did have a good time and 
that's enough to appreciate. I will sweep away my grievances 
from now on. My one and only my feeling towards him is 
love."

Lynn smiled and said, "I finish one more task. I think I will 
leave for other people who need me. Now close your eyes."

Doris looked at him and closed her eyes slowly.

Doris felt a breeze. She opened her eyes.

All she saw was fields under the sunset glow, and the white 
postbox.
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Four seasons of magic and true beauty,

Attracts me at the sill,

I learn forward for a glimpse,

At the hour of dusk.

Rough, jagged, smooth, real,

Pure, untouched, thumps I feel,

I see it slowly drifting farther away,

Closing in around me a fogged constructed 
earth.

Beauty deep down,

All these eyes see,

Nothing negative or imperfect,

Nature the essence of life.

Comes in ways,

Not thought of,

Pure rich in color, power only one can create,

Higher figure.

Nature,

True beauty.

NATURE BY HART SEMLER
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Looking at the beautiful turquoise seas

Feeling the blowing breeze

These moments tend to please

The happy moments in life

But sometimes there are roaring winds

And unfortunately sins

Sometimes sadness wins

These are the difficult times

These difficult times will go away

Which will be a happy day

Raising thanks to pray

All the days of our lives

THE 
DAYS 
OF 
OUR 
LIVES
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The shadows fall upon the ground,

And as they fall they make no sound.

The soft, sweet trickle of the stream

Opens the new world of a dream.

The pungent scent of fresh cut grass...

Although these are nice things, alas;

When winter comes the flowers die,

And on the cut grass, snow will lie.

The streams frozen, the shadows cold

And the dreams of spring die, untold.

DREAMING BY MEGHAN AUSTIN
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MRS. HARBOUR’S TREE

BY MEG EVETT

Year round Mrs. Harbour’s tree remains beautiful 
as it sways in the wind;

It is close to the sky yet close to the children as 
they climb the branches, which bend;

When one is sad, a short venture outside to this 
tree can help, as it always has a branch to lend.

In the winter the uncovered branches may make 
one believe it is doomed;

But sure enough again  in the spring it will 
bloom.

Its beauty remains for everyone to see;
Whether spring, summer, fall, or winter it may be. 

With the beautiful tree always there;
Inside Mrs. Harbour was always full of care.

With sound of the creek trickling behind;
And the chirping of the birds way up high;
The memory of this tree will never be denied.
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Anger and cold

This storm's getting old

When the fire lights it all aglow

We'll know

We've made it mad

Because the destruction's so sad

Creating a work of art

Setting us all apart

Is this what we get?

I thought they told us not to fret

But until our heavens cry

We must wait patiently and lie

BY SAGE VILGATS 
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My middle school was near to the airport
So I used to
Watch different airplanes.
Admire people on them
That they can escape from here.
Three years have passed
I saw another airplane again
Flew over my head.
When will it come ---?
The day of my return?
Return to the place 
Where I always want to escape.

BY GRACE CHEN



Once upon a winter’s tale

When the frost and snowflakes pale

Falling o’er the little wood,

Came a song for common good.

All the birds and people sung

Joining old and children young.

In the icy air of night  

Notes were heard and did invite.

 

Soon the springtime’s warmth blew through

Melting snow where flowers grew.

Falling o’er the little wood,

Tunes were heard and understood.
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In our first years there came the pen,

So vintage, simple, and clean.

We swooped the loop dee loop again and again,

There never was a thing less serene.

An innovation with quite an odd stink,

So novice, bright, and brilliant.

It smudged the ink but made us think,

We'd somehow become a pedant.

But in the end of the book, the story,

With words now tainted for the rest;

To try to tell if happy or gory,

Without a doubt will be a true test.

A page of black and white,

Should never decide a wrong or a right.
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I have traveled across the seven seas,

come in contact with many a strange thing

Trust me, boy, there is no reason to sing

of the wonders out there, it’s not all a breeze

Do not think all knowledge out there is there to seize,

that the outside world contains benevolent beings,

who will lend you their help when your heart stings

You’re on your own out there, alone to freeze

It’s only you out there, despairingly alone

Nothing to rely on but yourself and the air

Remain home, where love is always shown

where life is forever and always fair

where there are no dangers and all is known 19
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The Knight

The dark was my sole witness in that night.

I sadly watched my life go far astray.

The happiness I had with me in slight,

I sadly watched two bullets take away.

The greatest loved ones I knew hit the 
ground.

An orphan, I had put myself    to blame.

If criminals were thriving underground,

Then I could not eliminate the pain.

I then found out how I could help the 
cause.

Behind symbolic shielding of a mask.

I fought to bring back balance and the laws.

Through fear and darkness, I took on this task.

I now fight to restore a fading light,

As a silent guardian, a dark knight.

          The Man Who Laughs

Smiling is the only way I lived life.

Knife in hand, my mirth and laughter fester.

Ending mine, I turned to causing him strife.

I became his nemesis, his jester.

Dynamite, gunpowder and gasoline,

Of which many folk are apprehensive,

Are related to each other, you see,

In the fact that they are inexpensive.

I was asked how I can be so crazy

Injustice is the only dish I serve

But I'll tell them their own vision's hazy.

I'd say I'm only ahead of the curve.

I ask them all, because I'm curious.

I ask them all; why so serious?
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FRIGHT IN THE NIGHT

AUNT’S MANSION INCIDENT 1

BY EESHA R. IMAM

Based on a true story

 I cannot mention their real names so I'll give them variables.  Let the older brother be Brother A, the younger brother 
be Brother Z, my aunt will be Auntie, my uncle will be Uncle, and Auntie's daughter will be Cousin F.

 It was an ominous night in my aunt's mansion...yes the two brothers from before? Well let's just say that they decided 
to sleep in a bedroom ...the one that belongs to my aunt's son. Well, they were sleeping peacefully one night in the room 
when a sound broke the trance. A sound that was echoing throughout the whole house. Something like

 "Click...Clack...Click...Clack" Brother Z was startled by the sound. 

 "It's okay, it's all good" the Brother thought to himself, "be cool." But the reoccurring sound put him on edge. He woke 
Brother A,

 "...don't wanna go to school yet. Five more minutes Mommy." Mumbled Brother A sleepily. Brother Z shook Brother A 
until he finally woke up. "What do you want?" Brother A mumbled. Brother Z gulped and said,

 "I heard a scary sound Brother A...I can't sleep!"

 "It's probably the wind."

 "That's what they all say. But then that person later finds out that...it really wasn't the wind." Brother Z's lips began to 
quiver. Brother A looked at him and sat up, placing a hand on his head.

 "My God...you watch to many movies. Do you want me to take you to Auntie's room?" Brother Z nodded. " 'Kay, let's 
go." He got up and dragged his younger brother up the stairs and it Auntie's room. He laid him on the sofa in there and put a 
blanket over him that Brother A brought from the family room. Brother Z fell asleep immediately. Brother A smiled and glanced 
at Auntie's bed to see only a single figure lying there and the lamps left on.

 "Huh," thought Brother A, "well whatever." He shrugged. The next couple nights followed the same pattern. On the 
fourth night, Brother A gave Brother Z a death stare from under the covers, (the lack of light and the dark circles under his 
eyes had seemed to enhance the dark aura surrounding Brother A). "Brother Z, " he began, grinding his teeth, "I have SAT 
class tomorrow like I've had the past few days. So I think it's time to suck it up and be a man like in the MULAN movie." With 
that he fell asleep. Brother Z, inspired by his older brother's words "...be a man" tried to get back to sleep. 

  But that sound was becoming louder. He couldn't take it anymore he slowly left the bed. With Brother A's words echo-
ing through his head, he decided to play the song lyrics in his head to keep calm.  He tiptoed down the hall trying to ignore 
my uncle's research room filled with pickled pig and sheep hearts (he's a heart surgeon) and slowly approached the main 
staircase. But then he heard  "CLICK...CLACK...CLICK...CLACK...CLICK...CLACK"
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 He began to sweat and gulped. "Okay the back staircase then" He thought as he tiptoed in the other direction and 
crawled up the stairs. When he reached the top and was in the kitchen he saw a shadow on the countertop by the window. It 
had pointy ears and a long tail. " 'Be a man, with all the strength of a raging fire...'" He continued in his head. The shadow 
screeched and the brother held onto a nearby chair...then crouched down and begged God's forgiveness. The pointy-eared 
figure came closer to him. The brother's heart was beating so fast but then...he heard the sound of a bell. "What?" he whis-
pered. When he opened his eyes, he saw Boots, my aunt's cat sitting in front of him. The brother breathed a sigh of relief. But 
then the sound, "CLICK...CLACK..." reoccurred and out of fright and being in the moment sprinted to Cousin F's  room and 
slept in there.

 The next morning my cousin's scream filled the house (she was around 7 or 8 years old or something). "EWWWWWWW! 
WHY ARE YOU SLEEPING IN MY ROOM!!!!" 

 "Well..um..you see.." Brother Z didn't want to look uncool and like a scaredy cat in front of my cousin. He had to keep his 
cool. My aunt entered the room. 

 "What's wrong beti (beti is daughter in Urdu)?" Auntie asked. She then looked at the brother who was drowning in the 
stuffed animals Cousin F threw at him. "Oh so this is where you were beta, (beta is "son" in Urdu)."

 "Huh...wait what do you mean by that?" Brother Z asked surprised.

 "Well, after I finished reading my book I came downstairs to check on you but couldn't find you." She took a step for-
ward, and he slippers made a "CLICK" sound.

 "Wait a sec...that sound was YOU?" Brother Z asked.

 "Oh my slippers? yeah they're new! Aren't they gorgeous?" She asked admiring them. Brother Z became all red in the 
face from embarrassment.

 "Oh man..." he thought, "my cool's totally gone, I'm not gonna ever tell anyone this totally uncool story." Cousin F then 
burst out with laughter.

 "Don't tell me that you, the 'I'm too cool for you to hang out with me" Bhai (bhai is brother in Urdu) got scared of the 
sound mommy's shoes were making and came into my room cause you didn't want to be alone?" Brother Z blushed with em-
barrassment and anger. Cousin F continued her laughter. "Oh poor Bhaijhan (means big brother)" Cousin F started talking in a 
voice used by mothers for consoling a crying child, "poor little Bhaijhan (oxymoron) was so scared. It's okay Bhaijhan don't 
worry, you're little cousin will make sure mommy's shoes won't ever scare you again. If you want you can take one my teddy 
bears or take Boots down their to sleep with you." She began to laugh even more. Brother Z looked pretty upset. My Auntie 
laughed a little too. Then my uncle popped in and gave him a thumbs-up and smiled followed by a refreshed Brother A, who 
was grinning mischievously.

 "It's okay Beta," he assured him, "We'll make sure the slippers won't scare you ever again." Brother A continued to smile 
big and folded his arms while leaning against the room's entrance. Brother Z caught his glanced and saw the widespread 
smile. Brother Z clenched his fists and grimaced (oh yeah, the slipper-phobic is mad). 

 "You...you couldn't have possibly known about this, right?" Brother Z asked Brother A. "RIGHT? Or else you would have 
told me, right away that they were slippers, right?" Brother A shrugged and made a "who knows"-kind-of-pose. This burst a 
blood vessel in Brother Z's head. Brother A began to speak, with a victory smile,

 "Well, my perceiving skills are simply far superior to yours."

 "What..." Brother A sighed,
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 "It's elementary really. I'm Sherlock Holmes, and you, " he pointed at Brother Z, "are simply Watson. Better luck next time 
bro. I'm glad I didn't do something so embarrassing as getting scared of slippers." Placing his hands in his pockets, Brother A 
began to walk away, purposely making loud sounds with his shoes.  Brother Z was more irritated than ever. He then stood in a 
challenging pose and pointed at Brother A, 

 "No....I'll get you back for this! I'm gonna surpass you and prove to the world that I...Brother Z... AM NOT AFRAID OF 
AUNTIE'S SLIPPERS!!" Brother Z stood triumphantly, believing himself to be in the limelight. Brother A smirked and thought to 
himself,

 "Heh, so he admits it that he was afraid." Brother A chuckled. "He wants to surpass me? Doesn't that he admits that I'M 
currently superior to him? Hahah." Soon after Brother Z realizes what he really said and became even angrier. 
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BROTHER IN THE ELEVATOR

AUNT’S MANSION INCIDENT 2

BY EESHA R. IMAM

Based on a true story

 It was yet another ominous night in my aunt's mansion...well, more like an ominous mid-day-kind-of time. Well, as my pre-
vious mansion story, the two brothers, the sons of my father's older brother, were the victims. Well only the oldest brother was a 
victim.

 I cannot mention their real names so I'll give them variables.  Let the older brother be Brother A, the younger brother be 
Brother Z, my aunt be will be Auntie, my uncle will be Uncle, the brothers' youngest sister will be Yazi, and Auntie's daughter 
will be Cousin F.

 It was the summer of 2006, probably July-ish, and the eldest daughter of a old and close family friend was getting mar-
ried near Long Island, New York. I, along with most of my extended family on my dad's side, were getting ready at my grand-
parents' house in Long Island. But not everyone was there. See my two cousins, Brother A and Brother Z, were with Auntie, Un-
cle, and Cousin F in Hartford, Connecticut, about two and a half hours away. They were probably on their way here, at least we 
thought they'd be here soon. But you know, two brothers, my aunt's mansion, what can happen?

 ****

 In Auntie's mansion, there was some hustle and bustle for getting ready to go to Long Island.

 "Beta!" (beta means child in Urdu) "Beta can you take my  suitcases down the elevator? They have my shaadi kapra 
("Shaadi" means wedding and "kapra" means clothes) in them. But don't go in with the suitcases I don't know how safe the ele-
vator is!' Auntie said. Brother A began to pick up the suitcases.

 "Okay Auntie, hey Brother Z come here and help me with these bags. "

 "Fine." said Brother Z. The two brothers walked toward the elevator located in the central area of the top floor, opened it, 
and placed all the bags inside. "Hey Brother A, maybe one of us should go in too so we can pack the car faster."

 "Yeah, I think it works pretty well. Remember when Eesha was here last week?"

 "Oh yeah, she and Cousin F tried to put that big toy car in it and it worked." Agreed Brother Z.

 "Okay, I'll go in and you meet me downstairs. I'm sure Auntie was only joking anyway." Brother A walked and closed the 
elevator door. The elevator began to descend. Quickly bored, Brother A began humming under his breath; 
"Nananananananana Batman Nananananananana Batman Nananananananana Batman

Nananananananana Batman Batman BAAATMAAA-WHOA!" Brother A fell against the elevator door. "oowww" groaned Brother 
A. Suddenly he heard a knocking. A knocking on the elevator door.

 "Hey! Hey bro!" Brother Z yelled. "Are you all right? Here let me open the door!" Brother Z pressed the elevator button. 
The elevator door opened but the opening was only about two inches wide. He pressed it over and over and over again each 
time failing. " Oh my God, oh my God, OH MY GOD! It won't open anymore!"
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 "Well go get Auntie!" Brother A screamed through the crack. Brother Z gulped.

 "O-okay." Brother Z ran up the stairs yelling, 

 "AAAUUNNNTIIIIEEEE!!!! BROTHER A IS STUCK IN THE ELEVATOR!!!!!" Brother A smacked his face and muttered,

 "Can't you be any softer?" At that he heard running coming toward the elevator. 

 "Brother A! Brother A!" Two little girl voices called, "are you okay?" Not wanting to worry his younger sister too much.

 "Yeah Yazi! I'll just climb out the ceiling like Spiderman!"

 "Brother A that doesn't work on us anymore." Cousin F replied.

 "Brother A wanna play a game with us?" Yazi asked hopefully. Brother A was just about to say that he couldn't in his posi-
tion  but then Brother Z, Auntie, and Uncle ran in to see him.

Brother A was staring at them through the crack looking hopeful. Auntie ran to the elevator, and looked back at Brother A.

 Auntie looked at Brother A with a frightened look on her face which worried Brother a little bit.

 "It's okay Beta. Just stay calm and relax we're going to call someone to get you out. Just stay calm! Relax! JUST RE-
MAIN CALM!!" yelled Auntie. It appeared as if she was hyperventilating.

 "Auntie!" exclaimed Brother A. "I'm fine and calm. I think that, Auntie, you need to relax." Brother A calmed her down.

Uncle just stared. 

 "Well Beta," Uncle began, "looks like you'll have to stay in there until we find someone to get you out." He turned to his 
wife and told her come with him to find someone. Brother Z folded his arms lent his face really close to the crack.

 "What are you doing?" asked Brother A with an emotionless face. Brother Z responded with the same kind of face,

 "Wanna playa game?"

 "What kinda game?" Brother Z flipped out a pack of the game "UNO" and smiled mischievously (as he would usually do).

 "A card game."

 "A card game?" Smiled Brother A.

 "A card game." They stared at each other with these blank faces for a minute or two. Brother A's smile widened, stretch-
ing from ear to ear, and had turned mischievous as well.

 Ten minutes later, Brother A held up only one card,

 "UNO." Brother A said with a grin.

 Brother Z's face turned red with anger and, though he could not be seen, Brother A had kept his mischievous smile 
spread. Brother Z clenched his fists, grinding his teeth, and looked completely defeated. "You..." Brother Z began, speaking 
through his teeth, "you...How dare you? You cheater!" Brother A just smiled bigger.  Brother Z stood up and pointed at him 
through the crack. "You can't put down three cards in one turn! I saw you hide them one behind the other. There are rules you 
know!"

 "What's the big deal? It’s just a game. So what if I played a trick or two?" Brother Z's face became very serious and said,
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 "In the words of Sister M( the eldest of the brothers' sisters) you are truly a BIG FAT SORE LOOSER!!!" 

 "Tch." was all Brother A could say. At that moment, Cousin F came close to elevator along with Yazi and began to speak,

 "Mommy says I should talk to you so you don't feel lonely." Brother A then thought,

 "Well, she's better than nothing."

 "How are you Brother A?" She asked.

 "I'm good thanks." But then he heard two small sets of footsteps scurry away hurriedly and the Mario Party 8  turn on. 
"Cousin F?" Brother A called. "Yazi?" No one answered, he was yet again alone. 

 Bored, Brother A began humming a song (and boy was he getting into it!) and then softly sang the lyrics, "dootoodoo-
tooda Dora! Dora Dora Dora the explorer!" He really started to get into the music (three younger sisters, you know what I 
mean...) moving his arms up and down and everything, completely distracted. Dora! blahblahblah Dora Dora something else 
and then You can something the wayha-" Suddenly through the small gap between the elevator door and the wall a book came 
flying through and smacked him in the face. "What the-" Three more came flying, each indenting his face."

 "Catch." said Brother Z in an emotionless voice.

 "Don't you think you should have said that BEFORE you chucked the books at my face?" Brother Z looked at him with 
askance.  

 "Tch." Brother Z smirked "I am ashamed of being you’re brother."  Brother A felt he had popped a blood vessel in his fore-
head. "I can’t believe you would drop so low as to start singing Dora songs out of boredom! Wasn't it YOU who said BE A 
MAN? (previous story). Not a Yazi" Brother A became infuriated.    

 "I heard that!" Yazi called from the other room.

 "Whatever." Brother A picked up the books, the one on top said Green Eggs and Ham (By. Dr. Seuss).  Brother A shot 
Brother Z an evil glare through the elevator door crack. Brother Z smirked, and said reassuringly, 

 "I just wanted to pick something appropriate for your age." Two of the others were also Dr. Seuss classics but the fourth 
widened Brother A's eyes. It read, The Adventure of Sherlock Holmes (Condensed edition).  Brother A was flushed with excite-
ment, and almost squealed, (keep in mind I've made up a good portion of this up, my cousins aren't really like this...most of the 
time). Well he began reading immediately, going through each page with a remarkable speed and excited to read about his 
role model (personally for some reason he reminds me of Sherlock Holmes). When he got to The Speckled Band, a packet of 
OREOS and Ritz Crackers was shot at him through crack, this time, hitting his nose. 

 "Thanks." he said to Brother Z. 

 "T’was nothing." After reading through all the stories Brother Z gave him and munched on his snacks. It had already 
been  about three hours had passed by. Auntie burst into the room along with Uncle and the mechanic. 

 "Alright honey, we're going to get you out of there. Just calm down. Remain calm, calm, calm, calm, CALM-" She began 
to hyperventilate again.

 "AUNTIE!" Brother A cut her off, "I'm fine. I think you need to relax. Take a chill pill." Within half'n hour, Brother A was set 
free and was being bear-hugged by Auntie.

 "My poor child! You must've been SOOOO scared!!!" Brother Z then fake coughed, 

 "AHEM!" Brother A glanced at him and blushed out of embarrassment,
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 "Thanks..." he whispered. Brother Z put his hand to his ear 

 "What? Did you say something?"

 "I said THANKS!...God." Brother Z grinned and said,

 "I know, you're welcome."

ETHEL AND HER GRANDMA

BY GRACE CHEN  
 
"Hey, Ethel, it's time to do what you want to do." Ethel says to herself. 
 
Ethel has graduated from high school today and what she is going to 
have an amazing summer vacation. When someone asked her about her plan 
for summer vacation, she just said," I have no idea." But now, when 
she sees the photos of her grandmother, she knows what she is going to 
do firmly. 
She is going to China.  
 
This plan has to do with her grandma. Ethel grew up with her grandma, 
Of course, grandma is the person Ethel loves most. Grandma is Chinese.  
She lived in China as an English teacher until she married Ethel's  
grandpa, an American. She left her hometown and moved to the U.S. with 
her husband. She lived as a housewife in the U.S. for many years. Her 
husband, children and house are her whole life.She could only recite 
some Chinese poems when she saw the spacious firmament; she could only 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imagine that one day she would come back to China when she noticed her 
black hair; she could only make a skirt for her daughter when she  
recalled the skirt her mom made for her when she was little; She could  
only wish that one day she would have a different life. She didn't 
like the boring life, she wanted to live a more fantastic life.  
Unfortunately, she died before she achieved her dream. 
 
Ethel lived with her grandma in her whole childhood and Ethel's  
childhood was full of stories, myth and legend about China. She  
dreamed Chang'e, the goddess in the moon, after she was told the myth 
of Chang'e by her grandma; She drew pictures of Seven fairy maiden,  
they are in an old myth which is told by her grandma.  
She loved the handwork of China made by her grandma. Her favourite one 
was a blue purse made of cloth and with some white embroideries on it, 
her birthday gift from her grandma. The purse is always with Ethel, 
always. Though some of her friends thought it was silly to take it all 
the time, Ethel never put it down. Though Ethel's parents bought her 
some fashionable purses sometime, Ethel never used them. She knew 
clearly those beautiful dresses and smart toys are just her parents'  
compensation for their absence of her childhood and the lack of care 
for her, the way they comfort themselves, so those things means 
nothing to her. What she want is not other things, just love. She took 
the blue purse with her so that she could feel the love of her grandma 
day and night. 
 
Ethel was wondering what her grandma hoped for because her grandma  
always made her hopes come true. For instance, when her blue purse had 
holes on it, her grandma made it  looks as pretty as new. Ethel wanted 
to know her grandma's dreams and help to achieve them. Now when Ethel 
looks back, she realizes this thought is an exchange of love. On one 
snowy night, her grandma told her," I hope I can go back to China one 
day." The candlelight in her eyes was flickering, but Ethel thought 
firmly that was light of hope. Ethel said,"You will go back to China 
with me one day, trust me," Grandma  smiled deeply and said," Trust  
you, sweetie." 
The glassy sea is so beautiful and cannot be more peaceful. Don't just 
stand at the beach and giggle. That's not something good. It means the 
tempest is coming.  
 
 
Ethel was growing happily those days, and she thought she would be  
with her grandma all her life. They would warm each other till the end 
of world. 
 
A normal moonlit night, God told Ethel, not the end of world, but the  
death of her grandma. Ethel was too young to face the death of the 
only person she only loves. God, obviously, thought there was no "too 
young". After crying for days and nights, Ethel remembered that 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grandma had said, "trust you." The bitter smile on her face made the 
moon sad. Ethel said to the moon, or more exact, to Chang'e on the 
moon:" Do you know the feeling of losing the person you love? It's 
like the world becomes meaningless." Chang'e may was heartbreaking to 
look at the gloomy girl, the moon hid behind gray clouds. Ethel  
thought, grandma's hope became my hope. I' ll achieve it and grandma  
must be happy in heaven.  
 
Ethel was picked up by her mother and lived together. But she became 
quiet and felt lonely. Though her mom provided good food, a beautiful 
room, and modern dresses for her, she could not feel the love. In the 
past, the love could be felt from just a TangDui, sugarcoated haws on 
a stick, a kind of Chinese snack made by her grandma. Though many new, 
strange and trivial things happened, Ethel never forgot the hope, 
China. 
 
 
 
Ethel had grown into a pretty young girl, and she graduated from high  
school. The summer vacation was coming. She was going to China. She 
was going to achieve her and her grandma's dream. She was going to  
fulfill the promise, the trust. She was going to find the story in her 
childhood. She was going to see the place her grandma lived for twenty 
five years. She was going to make her grandma happy in the heaven.  
 
 
The plane landed on Beijing. Ethel met XingDai at the airport. XingDai  
was Ethel's friend on Facebook. XingDai heard that Ethel would come to 
China, so she decided to go on trip with Ethel. Ethel said to XingDai 
:"You are my guide from now on."  
"Sure, I am!" 
 
 
Their first stop was Beijing. This city was too busy, a great number 
of cars on the streets. Though the roads and streets were wide, the 
cars were one next to one. Skyscrapers were everywhere, Ethel stood at 
a bus stop and when she looked around, there were five skyscrapers 
around her! The color of sky was not blue but gray. XingDai told Ethel 
that was due to the serious pollution in China, Ethel was a little bit  
disappointed. This city was not like what her grandma told her at all. 
Her grandma's hometown was quiet, beautiful and easeful, not busy at 
all. Ethel asked," Beijing is the capital of China, what do you think 
of  Beijing?" XingDai answered," Um...People from everywhere of China  
want to go to Beijing to work, to live because they think  
opportunities to success should be more in Beijing. But the big 
population in Beijing results big trouble, it makes Beijing a city 
uncomfortable to live, it's too narrow."  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Ethel went to many cities with XingDai. They went to Tianjin, a big  
city, but not very busy. People there live easy and comfortable  
livesThey went to Inner Mongolia, they rode horses on grassland 
there. They went to Hangzhou, The west lake there was so beautiful. 
They went to Huangshan, a famous mountain in China, they climbed the 
mountain and took many amazing photos.  
 
Finally, they went to Wu Zhen, a  beautiful old town in southern part 
of China, it's grandma's hometown. Ethel walked along the river in Wu 
Zhen, and she started to cry ,not knowing why. Maybe because she 
thought of her grandma, the stories about this old town she knew very 
well. Ethel missed her grandma. She even thought, would she find her 
grandma here? Grandma may can be here after she died as she dreamed 
of. 
 
 
Grandma told Ethel, the Maiya Tang, a kind of candy from her hometown 
, was the most yummy tasting in her childhood. Now, the Maiya Tang is 
on Ethel's tongue. It's not very sweet but has an endless flavour. 
Ethel even thought, grandma would be here and share the candies with 
her. 
 
 
Grandma told Ethel, the mist over the river is beautiful. Women wash  
clothes beside the river, the water in the river is so clean and has 
its own scent. Grandma called it, the scent of Wu Zhen. The clothes 
grandma brought from her hometown all have the faint scent. Ethel saw 
the tears fill grandma's eyes when she smelt the faint scent before. 
Ethel smelt the familiar scent appeared again, In her opinion, the  
scent is her grandma's scent. She could not help to cry. She even 
thought, grandma is nearby.  
 
 
The sunset was very beautiful at twilight in Wu Zhen. The light orange 
clouds were reflected on the river, the mild sunshine were on the low 
roofs. 
 
 
Ethel felt a little bit hot. Then, she saw a familiar back beside the river. 
"Grandma," Ethel said in a low voice.  
"Grandma!"Ethel started to run to the old woman beside the river. 
Ethel ran and ran, though the distance is not long but she just can't 
run to the old woman. 
 
Finally, she got there, she was  at the back of the old woman, to 
Ethel, at the back of her dear grandma. Ethel thought it was  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impossible and unbelievable. She couldn't believe that her grandma was 
really back to her. She saw the back of the old woman carefully. 
Ethel said in a quiver tone without any thinking:" Grandma?"  
The old woman stopped walking and turned back to Ethel slowly.  
Ethel was astonished when she saw grandma's face. She is grandma. She  
is grandma! 
"Grandma, grandma!" Ethel cried. Her eyes are streaming with tears.  
"My little girl, Don't cry,"Grandma said this, but her eyes are also 
filled with tears. 
Ethel can't believe what she saw and heard, but the strong love and 
miss made she have a hug with grandma.  
"How did you come back, grandma?" Ethel thought of this important question. 
"I'll explain to you later. I have no time now, my dear,"grandma said. 
"Wait, you have to go somewhere now?"  
"I have to leave you when the night falls."  
Ethel looked at the sun, it was getting lower and lower, almost 
disappearing. The color of sky was getting darker darker.  
"Don't , don't leave me again, grandma," Ethel said and sobbed.  
"I don't want to leave you my dear, but I have to. I'm happy to see 
that you have grown up into a mature girl. I will always miss you. The  
thing you must remember is, I love you," Grandma said with a smile. 
"I love you, too, grandma," Ethel said it hard because her sobbing.  
"Close your eyes, dear."  
 
When Ethel opened her eyes, grandma was gone.The sun was gone, too. 
 Ethel smiled to the sky and said," I love you, grandma,"  
Then, she went on her way.
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THE SOLDIER’S DILEMMA

BY EESHA IMAM
             

A glimpse into the past,
I wish it could be forgotten.
But what I did was a crime,
And I am the traitor,
Who wants to deny this truth.
It's haunting me everywhere I go.
 
Every second of the day,
And everywhere I go,
I feel as though I'm being followed,
And I always feel like screaming “No! Just go!
And please leave me alone!”
 
Yes I do admit,
That I committed that crime.
But was it so wrong?
So bad that you have to come along?
And follow me?
Why is it always you I see?
 
Little by little,
My days fade away.
I feel terrible each day,
To see that I came all this way
And gained, nothing.
No, not one little thing.
 
I never knew beforehand
That I would feel this guilty.
And every day I'm clutching my head,
Shutting my eyes tightly,
And screaming.
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One tear follows another.
 
Would killing be a crime,
If I was to do it out of being ordered?
Then why? Why now at this time,
I always seem to shudder,
When
Innocent
The
All my comrades refilling their guns,
Shooting at each and everyone.
How could I have done such thing?
How did I do it even with those
Innocent faces staring at me?
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As the time ticks,  
What should I do? 

 
As the time ticks,  

I wish I knew.  
 

As the time ticks,  
Just how it flew. 

 
As the time ticks,  
Where are you? 

 
As the time ticks,  
I guess it's true 

That you've gone too 
And all I can do  
Is wait for you,  

As the time ticks.
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MY SANCTUARY
BY KIRBY EVETT

As I drive up to the downtown building, 

There is a sense of belonging that’s felt. 

The excessive stress that the day has dealt, 

The familiar surroundings are mending. 

The aged, beige cinderblocks I am spending 

At the iron barre, with pink slippers, welt

In plié, to bend, and fondu, to melt. 

Cambre forward and back I am bending. 

With dignity and grace we breathe and move

Chasse and jete across the wood floors.

Music playing from stereos that soothe 

One’s mind from the work done in the indoors. 

Each week I focus and train to improve, 

My dance when I come through those homely doors. 
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HUNTING
BY MAX REVERCOMB

Sitting quietly in the woods,

Waiting patiently for something good.

Beautiful sounds of nature heard,

Leaves falling while birds start to chirp.

Bundled up in gloves and hats,

load the gun as it clicks and clacks,

Now comes along the giant herd,

Boom, gunshots are heard.
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Thoughts, some say,

Are like water,

They are fluid;

They move around hard things,

Never stop moving,

Slow down when it is cold.

But I think of thoughts more like ice,

They materialize and rush quickly in a hot shower,

Are beautiful for a second, then smack you in the face and shatter immediately,

And you have to slowly piece them back together.

The world is full of ocean water,

But only the ice caps are potable. 
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MORPHINE

BY VINCIENT ARNOLD

It isn’t a wonderful feeling,

It is a wonderful lack of feeling.

Oh, could you imagine,

The lack of our pain that burns in our legs,

And the sublime absence of depression that slowly creeps up our throats,

Only to jump back again into our hearts, but then finds them too cold?

And could you imagine being deaf?

Oh, how wonderful, 

Because then we wouldn’t have to hear the news reports talk 

About all the death so obligatory in this world,

And the words “Faggot!” and “Idiot” and “Queer” and all the others

That are laconically thrown our way without even the slightest thought or consideration? 

And could you imagine being blind?

Like Morphine, the deficiency of vision would sedate the image of 

The child who receives silent looks that are louder than words,

Because he can’t walk correctly, and

We wouldn’t have to see the pictures from Syria or The Congo!

We wouldn’t have to see another dying soul.
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But could you imagine being deaf?

One could never hear the beautiful words of our languages,

Ame, amo, and ai. 

One could never hear that thousands were saved with the new vaccine,

One could never hear a person stand up and fight with all they have for one, simple Moral.

And one could never hear “I love you.” Or “Te amo.” Or “Je t’aime.”

But I guess that’s irrelevant,

Because we could always just write those things down, and they’re prettier

On paper anyways.

But could you imagine being blind?

One could never see blue mountains turn to the ocean in the fading sun,

And one could never see the eyes flutter after a kiss,

Or a child being born, or a horse run free in a field.

So, I suppose, now, that the absence of sense and emotion

Would make for a perfect race,

But that race would never ride the roller coaster,

And that’s a shame, because 

Ups and Downs?

Those can be really wonderful feelings.
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ONE WISH
BY EESHA IMAM

If I could I would

Or maybe I would not

Depending on what it is

I may give it some thought

However, choose wisely

What it is you want

We're only here once 

And that's all we've got
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MES YEUX

BY VINCIENT ARNOLD

I once gazed through a mirror,

Just to see what I could see, 

And I was surprised to find a man,

Staring back at me.

I looked, ignoring his beard,

Into his eyes,

And he looked at me,

And I saw a perfect reflection,

Of the purest humanity.

His microcosm eyeballs

Were curious in color,

And the blanched backdrops,

Hid pain and wonder.

He looked to be about sixty,

But it seemed quite obvious to me,

That in this world he was superbly green.

And I wondered what he’d done;

What he’d seen.
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And I wondered where he was from,

Why he had come,

And if he had any children.

It all became clearer, 

As a voice broke in,

“Sir, would you like to purchase that mirror?" 
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THE NOSTALGIC ROAD

BY EESHA IMAM

Another road is laid out in front of me

So far I can't even see its ending

I guess it's time to pack up

Gather up all my stuff

And form a trail with one step

The old days are gone, let go of the past

Those days, you know, they can never last

I've told this to myself, I don't know how many times

But I can't help it, no, I can't stand it

I can't keep myself from looking back

Another day, another year, another time

passes along the way

But I continue to retrace my steps

The now is now, future's then but the

Past can't be forgotten

Do you know what I mean?

Do you know what I mean? 
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SIXTY SECONDS

BY VINCIENT ARNOLD

WE watched it tick, blood red,

And waited for it to complete the circle dotted with little black and white spikes.

Her first minute was not memorable,

Not to her,

But it was much too short for her mother,

Sixty seconds of holding your child in your arms

Will never be long enough.

His was not remembered,

A stupor of drugs and alcohol is not time, but a faint perception,

Sixty seconds of pain killers was not enough for him,

His avid hands reaching for more to console the pain of his minutes,

Much too short.

The minute of sprinting in the Olympic games,

Was an hour of glory, gilded in sweat,

Each second was thirty,

That little red needle stopped to watch in amazement as well,

And all vision and objects moved like honey,

She tasted it for one minute,
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Not enough.

His last minute was spent between consciousness and unconsciousness,

Pictures of life projected on the sky, sweet to taste once again,

And impossible to let go of.

Much too long.

Their minute awaiting the arrival of the surgeon’s feet on the white tile,

Was an hour of the worst,

Of not knowing, life or death,

And to be spoken from a man they did not know,

It was one in which the second hand on the clock

Above their heads stopped working every second,

Rusted, and waiting too, for the delivery of overwhelming happiness, or unspeakable depression,

Waiting, waiting for that sound of feet, that had deceived them so many times before when it was just the 
night janitor, or the evening shift nurse,

Waiting for breath, waiting for tears,

Of joy or misery,

But tears, a dram of solace.

Theirs was much too long.

So the next time we monitor that little red needle,

Waiting for it to complete the circle dotted with little black and white spikes,

  We will stop staring, and pull our eyes from its addictive motion,

Because many merry go rounds and candy apples can be experienced and life changing words spoken 
and new powerful emotions felt,
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In just one minute.

Sixty seconds could be our last,

And they will never be enough.
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ACHIEVEMENT
BY EESHA IMAM

Call forth more light more shooting star

Then surely you can go so far 

Beaming through the sky above

Faster than light, warmer than light
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KENOPSIAS

BY VINCIENT ARNOLD

Empty houses 

Are scary at night

Not for the presence of evil,

But for the absence of light.

And a building isn’t terribly scary itself,

But I prefer one with a steeple,

Because there, maybe we can find,

Some sort of heavenly wealth.

But the unsettling thing about logic is,
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As far as I can tell,

A cross is not the Holy Trinity,

Father, Son , or Ghost;

It is but a flowery synecdoche,

Simple as the average post.

Often at night I look for the devil, or Kony, or suicide,

But when I wake to find them not there,

The Old Hag upon my chest,

Still does not subside.

I suppose, when looking over the countryside,

I’m not searching for October shadows to be gone.

The conclusion He wrote for me is this:

I’ve been waiting for dawn all along. 
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A THREE-DIMENSIONAL LIFE
BY EESHA IMAM

I won't guarantee

Whether I will return or not

But I, I have dreamed to see

More than in this box and thoughts

That maybe, one day, just maybe

I could revive something before it rots

Or save a flower who has no garden or tree

I wonder if that is what I want

Maybe I want a sphere, not a box
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THE LADYBUG
BY EESHA IMAM

I sense that spring has come once more

The wind breaking by the opening of my door

A colorful smell, a damp breeze

A sweet taste, the hum of the bees

A sheet of red, prints of black rain

Gives this world a ruddy terrain

This creature, can one describe in another way? 
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COLORFUL FLOWERS
BY EESHA IMAM

Violets

Tulips

Lilies

Irises

Bluebells

And many others

All different flowers

All different colors

All different scents

All from different places But all flowers

They don't over rank or under rank one another They are all different

But all the same

Roses are red

Violets are blue

But they are both flowers

So neither is better than the other
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A NEW BUD

BY EESHA IMAM

Blossoms blooming all throughout

Bringing brill-ynt  rain around

 From the heavens onto the earth 

 Critters crawling all about

Climbing clinging dew, icebound    

 Spring fully wrapped within its mirth

 But it won't last for too long

 Three, two, one, oh look it's gone

 It seems all wonderful things won't listen to my tear-choked plead

 Listen    

 Is the wind transmitting?
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Closely

Is my message reaching?

To all of those ears who keep refusing to hear?

 Blindly    

 Viewing without a clue

 Walking

 In things they should have knew

 Sfrustrating that you can't see in front

 Of you     

Can't you see there's no time remaining 

Have you done what should've been in living

A whole world waiting for you to do...just something

 Your whole life has just wasted away

 Doing nothing but play 

 It's time to change your life

 Unselfishness moves you to the light
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SHOTS
BY MEHREEN IMAM

Info: It's that time of the year, when everybody has to get 
their physicals and shots. Everybody on the list has been checked off 
except a few. Who knew that a batkid would be afraid to get a shot?  
What you need to know: Zeta-tubes are machines that can teleport 
people. Nightwing and Batgirl have been friends since they were 8, in  
this story they are around 18. Nightwing was the first Robin, but 
changed his appearance once he left Gotham. Babs is a nickname that  
Nightwing created for Batgirl. M'gaan is a Martian with telepathic 
powers. This is story is pure fanfiction, I do not own any of the 
characters nor is this story from the actual comics. 
 
 
     "Who’s left on the list?" Flash asked Black Canary. Most of the 
leaguers were in the med-bay. They were there to make sure that their  
protégés got their vaccines. Each member had to stay healthy, and this 
was one of the requirements.  
      Black Canary looked at her clipboard and flipped through a few  
pages, "According to the list, Batgirl and Nightwing," after she said  
this, the leaguers and the Young Justice team heard a commotion from  
the zeta-tubes. 
 
Recognized: Nightwing B01 and Batgirl B16  
 
     "...wing put me down!" Nightwing walked in carrying Batgirl over 
his shoulder, both in civvies and sunglasses. "Let me go, you jerk!  
I'm pretty sure this is considered harassment" He smirked at that 
comment.  
      "Its only one shot..."  
      "Yeah, and I'm trying to tell you that..." Nightwing moved her  
over his shoulder, and stopped the rest of her sentence. Batgirl 
knew he would not listen, so she just kept trying to get out of his 
grip. Problem was, she also knew that he was too strong and that he  
would not give her the chance to escape. Nightwing carried her past 
many of their teammates, who were trying to hide their laughter at the  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whole situation. When they got into the med-bay, the leaguers stared, 
along with Superboy, Beast Boy, and Robin. Batman seemed amused about 
what was unfolding in front of him.  
     "I never knew that Batgirl was afraid of shots," Beast Boy  
commented. Nightwing put her down in the middle of the room. She  
rubbed her left arm and glared at Nightwing, hard. 
     "Tell me about it," Nightwing said while staring at Batgirl head 
on, "I found her in a library hiding behind books."  
     "I was working on my English paper that is due tomorrow, which 
I've barely started thanks to you," Batgirl said while crossing her  
arms and glaring at Nightwing.  
     "That doesn't mean you can skip required health precautions," he  
said while rolling his eyes, "and don't think of trying to escape." He 
said while gesturing to the other heroes in the room. 
     "Hey, leave us out of it," Flash said holding his hands up and 
referring to the Justice League. "She's your team member."  
     After that was said, Nightwing saw something change in Batgirl's  
eyes. "Well then," Batgirl said with a smirk on her face and taking 
small steps away from Nightwing.  
     "Superboy, get the main door. BeastBoy, Robin, the back one," 
Nightwing said while he kept his eyes on Batgirl. "Where's your escape 
now?" Nightwing said with a satisfied smirk.  
     Batgirl tsked. "Really, Wing? Never forget one of Batman's most 
important rules." She folded up her shirt a little bit, showing off 
her hidden utility belt. "Always have your utility belt," she said 
with a smirk. "Oh, and another, look at all of your surroundings,"  
Batgirl's hands were slowly moving towards some pockets on her belt.  
"Sometimes the way out is..." Batgirl threw smoke pellets on the 
ground using her left hand, while her right hand moved to her 
grappling gun and shot straight up toward an air vent, which she got 
in and crawled through easily, "up!" Everybody was shocked. 
     "Great, now she could be anywhere," Robin said, being the first on  
the Young Justice team to recover from shock.  
     Nightwing growled, "Split up, quick, we have to find her," he 
said in his leader voice turning this whole situation into a mission. 
Beast Boy turned into a bird and flew in the vent following her. When 
he got into the vent, he turned into a mouse to follow her scent.  
Robin ran out the back door, while Superboy walked out of the main  
door, both went to go and start looking. Nightwing looked at Black 
Canary, "we'll be right back." He looked around the room, and his gaze  
landed on Batman. Nightwing gave him a confused look, because he could  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tell that Batman was amused. Batman nodded to him, and Nightwing 
shrugged it off as he turned and ran out the door following Superboy. 
     The Justice League watched the three boys leave to go after the  
female bat. Flash stared after them and said, "This may take a while." 
Some of the leaguers nodded and agreed with him. 
     Batman sighed and turned towards Black Canary, "Dinah, I have to 
tell you something..."  
 
__________________________________________________________________ 
 
     Batgirl crawled through the vent, she knew very well that 
Nightwing probably sent Beast Boy or Robin after her. She crawled  
through some more, when she heard a squeak from a rat? Mouse? She  
wrinkled her nose. She had not had many good experiences with rodents, 
especially bats. She chuckled to herself. So he sent Beast Boy, 
Batgirl thought as she came across an intersection. She could keep 
going straight or turn right. Think fast. A few thoughts appeared in  
her head, and she made up a plan. She reached into her utility belt  
and pulled out catnip. I never really thought I would ever use this.  
Even though I keep one of these, it is not for the same reason as  
Bruce. Definitely not. She opened the can of catnip. She took a  
zip-lock bag out and placed a little bit of the catnip inside. She put  
the bag in her back pocket and slid the can straight down the vent,  
hoping Beast Boy would be confused by the same scents going down two  
different paths. Then, she went to the right and sped down. She kept 
going until she got to the vent that she needed. She looked down and 
saw her target. She opened the vent and jumped down and landed 
perfectly. Her target was facing away from her. 
     "Hey M'gaan, I need a favor." M'gaan nearly jumped out of her 
skin. She turned around in a defense position. Not many people can  
sneak up on M'gaan, but the batkids are a bit, too, good. 
     "Oh, Batgirl, you scared me."  
     "Yeah, sorry about that," Batgirl said sheepishly, "But as much 
as I love having boys chase after me, I need a favor," Batgirl looked  
at M'gaan hopeful, and then she went into an explanation about what  
had happen through out the whole day.  
    "I see, but what do you need my help for?" M'gaan asked with a  
confused look on her face.  
    Batgirl smiled, "well you see..."  
 
__________________________________________________________________ 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Nightwing went back to the main room where the zeta-tubes are. They  
had been searching for an hour. He had not found a single clue of 
where she could be. Superboy, Robin, and Beast Boy walked in a few 
minutes later.  
     Nightwing looked at them. Superboy and Robin shook their head  
'no'. "Man, she is good," Beast Boy said while holding an empty can of 
something.  
     "We searched everywhere," Robin said, mentally checking a list 
off of all the places she could possibly be hiding. 
     "Yeah, all the training rooms, the garages, checked the bedrooms,  
and asked around," Beast Boy said counting on his fingers with each  
passing note.  
     The boys heard laughter. They looked toward where the laughter  
came from, and saw M'gaan and Zatanna walk into the room. Beast Boy 
bounced up to them, "have you guys seen Batgirl?" Zatanna and M'gaan  
looked at each other and then back towards Beast Boy.  
     "I haven't seen her, Gar," M'gaan said, while ruffling his hair. 
     Nightwing walked closer to the girls, "Zatanna, I thought you  
already left to go the watchtower?" He looked suspiciously at her. 
 
Recognized: Zatanna A03  
 
Everybody looked at the zeta-tubes, as Zatanna walked in. She saw the  
boys starring at her. With a questioning look she said, "Hey guys, 
sorry I just forgot my bag here..." She stopped talking as her eyes  
fell on the other Zatanna, "Umm... What's going on?" The boys looked  
back and forth between the Zatannas with wide eyes. 
    "Is that a new spell?" Beast Boy asked.  
    "The zeta-tubes confirmed that she," Robin said pointing towards  
the Zatanna who walked through the tubes, "is the real Zatanna,  
then..." Nightwing was already moving before Robin finished his  
sentence. Problem was, so was the other Zatanna. 
    This Zatanna moved fast, and pulled a grapple gun out, and shot it 
toward a vent hidden up above everyone. "Thanks, M'gaan! I'll see you  
later Zatanna!" The voice of Batgirl came out of the second Zatanna.  
Before she could disappear in the vents again, everybody saw a well 
known cape follow behind her. Nightwing stared at the place she  
disappeared to and growled.  
    "Wow, she is really, really good," Beast Boy said while scratching 
the back of his neck. Superboy, Robin, and M'gaan all nodded.  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    "So, Batgirl is hiding from Nightwing?" Zatanna asked, picking up on clues. 
    "Yup," everybody except Nightwing, who was still starring after 
Batgirl, said in unison.  
    Nightwing smirked. "That may be true, but I think I know where to  
find her," Nightwing said while heading to the garage. 
 
______________________________________________________________________ 
 
    Nightwing got outside of the mountain, turned, and looked up at  
the peak of Mount Justice. He took out his own grapple gun, aimed up,  
and shot. The gun took him up slowly, because if he was correct, he  
wanted to sneak up on her. Using M'gaan to make us believe she was 
Zatanna. Where does she come up with these ideas?  Nightwing thought  
as he was gliding up. When he got closer to the top, he heard her  
talking.  
    "...Yea, I know..." Batgirl said. She was sitting on top of a 
rock, looking out towards the water talking on her cell phone, "Dad,  
how can I forget? I have been looking forward to this all week," she  
paused again hearing a reply from her father on the other line, "Dick? 
I think he's busy chasing after some girl," Dick raised an eyebrow as  
he heard laughter on the other end of the phone. Batgirl chuckled too, 
"I'm kidding dad, I'll ask him but I don't know if he'll be up to it," 
She paused again, "love you, too, dad. See you tonight... yup... kay  
bye," She let out a sigh and stood up. She stared off into the water  
before turning around almost bumping into Nightwing, who was standing  
right behind her. 
    He smirked down at her, "got you Babs," she rolled her eyes, and  
let him drag her off to the med-bay.  
 
____________________________________________________________________ 
 
    When they got to the med-bay, they noticed that almost all of the 
leaguers left. Batman and Black Canary watched as Nightwing dragged 
Batgirl to the medical bed so she could sit. Superboy, Robin, Beast  
Boy, M'gaan, and Zatanna came into the room. They were curious about  
what was going to happen.  
    "Alright, it took a bit more than an hour, but I finally got her," 
Nightwing said as he turned to Black Canary. Black Canary looked at 
Batman, and then at Batgirl and raised an eyebrow. Canary saw Batman  
and Batgirl both nod.  
    "Well then. Thank you, Nightwing. If you could just stay right by  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her side while I get everything ready..." Nightwing nodded as Canary  
moved around. Batman moved closer to Nightwing and Batgirl. Canary  
turned around, "All right, ready Batgirl?" Right after Canary said 
that, Batgirl and Batman moved. They both grabbed one of Nightwing's  
arm and held him down. 
    "Hey! What are you doing?" Batman pulled one side of Nightwing's  
sleeves up to his shoulder in one swift movement, while Black Canary 
moved around him. "Wait a second, I'm not ready," but it was, too,  
late. Canary gave Nightwing the shot, "Ow!" It was hard to tell, but  
Batman and Batgirl could see pain on his face. Batgirl moved around  
and put a bandaid on the place where the needle went into Nightwing's 
skin. She pulled back, and Nightwing started rubbing his arm very  
slowly and cautiously. "How could you?" he asked Batgirl, "you've been 
my best friend since I was 8. You let them do this to me," then he  
turned to Batman, "why would you do such a thing?" 
     Batman sighed, "you needed the shot, and you have stalled long  
enough," Batman simply said. He turned around heading for the door  
towards the zeta-tubes.  
     "Wait, what about Batgirl?" Nightwing asked, almost whined, 
"Doesn't she need to get a shot?"  
     "If you ever listen, former boy blunder, then you would know that 
I got my shot this morning so my evening would be free for me to do my 
own work," Batgirl said while crossing her arms.  
     "But, the list said you didn't..." Nightwing looked desperate, 
for some reason.  
     "She got her shot from Agent A, unlike someone who has been  
avoiding him all week," Batman said before leaving to head back to his  
cave. 
     "That explains why Batgirl's name wasn't checked off on the 
list," Black Canary said while she checked Nightwing and Batgirl's 
name off the list.  
     Batgirl smacked Nightwing on the back of the head receiving 
another "Ow" from wing. "Thanks for shortening my free-time," Batgirl  
got up and started heading towards the door. Nightwing looked like a  
gaping fish in pain. "Oh and by the way, my dad wanted to know if you  
would join us for dinner, but I figured not because you probably need  
time to recover from your wound," she said the word 'wound' using air  
quotes. Nightwing looked utterly defeated, which caused Batgirl to 
gain some pleasure as she left to go meet her father at some  
restaurant. Nightwing had been chasing Batgirl for the past hour, only  
to get caught in her and his father's plan. He was scared, not 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physically but mentally. He was shocked, that he let them play him. 
    Beast Boy was the only one of the audience to mouth their  
confusion, "Wait, so Nightwing, our fearless leader, is afraid to get 
a shot?" 
 
____________
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