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You Feel It Rising
You feel it rising;
The ripple on the peripheryGrowing,
Building,
Gaining power.
You feel it surging;
The wave on the horizonSwelling,
Advancing,
Fending off your fear.
You ignore, repress the whisper of its
return to the beaches
The tsunami tides in the shallowsWaiting,
Churning,
On the brink of breaking;
The imminent power of the crash haunts
the air.
Yet you refuse to listen, to feel the tension of the impending break that lingers
in the atmosphere.
My dear,
Don’t you know the waves never cease?
And ignoring the ripple,
O my dear,
That brings the tsunami.
Katie Mills (2018)
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Sophia Usewicz (2019)

When I woke up today, I hoped that it would be a
good day. I was excited to spend the day with my sister.
“Shh. Stop fussing. Braiding hair is harder than it
looks,” I hushed my younger sister.
Jane, my younger sister by four years, sighed loudly
while scrunching her shoulders.
“What’s taking so long!” she whined. “My neck
hurts! Toria, hurry up!”
Ah, yes. Toria. The somewhat cute nickname Jane
made up when she was a baby and couldn’t pronounce the
“Vic” in Victoria—so “Toria” stuck.
“I’m almost done,” I replied. “But it would help if
you stopped moving.” Thankfully, Jane sat still while I
finished the tail end of braiding her beautiful blonde hair. I
was always jealous of her hair, but whenever I mentioned
it, Jane never failed to say that she prefers my mousy brown
hair instead. I tied off the end as Jane jumped up, causing
the braid to flap against her back.
“Finally!” she shouted, “I thought I would be sitting
here forever!”
I rolled my eyes. “Very funny.”
Jane stuck her tongue out at me. I laughed. Jane
always made me laugh. She could be so childish sometimes,
yet mature at other times.
“What do you want to do now?” I asked.
Jane stopped jumping and thought for a minute
before shouting, “I want to watch a movie!”
“What movie?!” I shouted back at her.
Suddenly, Jane looked at me in fake shock with her
hand on her chest, as if I had just told her that I used her
hairbrush to comb the dog.
“Why, Tangled, of course!” she stated as if it was the
most obvious thing in the world. Which it was, if you knew
Jane. Ever since she first saw the movie, she loved it. All
the free time she had was spent either watching Tangled or
playing with her Rapunzel doll.
“Okay,” I chuckled, “Go get some blankets and
pillows, and I’ll put the movie on.” Jane’s face lit up like
our blinding LED lights we put up for Christmas.
“Yay! Thank you so much! You’re the best sister
ever!” she exclaimed, while running to get the pillow fort
materials.
In a few minutes, we settled down on the couch
while the movie played. I started to get cold and tried to
grab Jane’s blanket to share. Jane whipped her head at me,
the braid slapping against her check, and scowled at me.
“What are you doing?” she asked, irritated. “Get
your own blanket.”
“Can’t we share?” I whined, as I threw my head
back against the couch, “I’m your favorite sister, aren’t I?”

“Fine,” Jane sighed, as she moved her blanket to cover me.
I smiled sweetly and said in a sing-song voice, “Thank you, Jane.”
“Yeah, whatever, “Jane replied, completely focused on the movie.
As the movie neared the end, Jane abruptly fell against me.
“Ow, what was that for?” I asked her, a bit irritated.
Jane made an unintelligible noise, “You’re my pillow now.”
I craned my neck to see her face. Poor Jane was fighting to keep her eyes open. I smiled to myself
and shook my head. Moments like these when we aren’t yelling or fighting each other are the best
moments that I want to cherish forever.
After the ending credits appeared on screen, I turned off the TV and saw that Jane could not resist
the urge to fall asleep. Carefully, I shifted to not wake her, and picked her up bridal style. I slowly made
my way up the stairs and into Jane’s bedroom. As I laid her down, Jane cracked her eyes open.
“I love you, Toria,” she sleepily said.
“I love you, Jane,” I echoed. “Sleep tight.”
Jane closed her eyes and smiled as she drifted off to her dreamland. I smiled and quietly walked
out of her room. Yeah, today was a good day.
Gianna Monetti (2020)

Don’t Believe What You See
She’d whisper to him at night, purr comforting words in his ear after his nightmares were over. Don’t
believe what you see, it’s just your eyes playing tricks on you, she’d say as she ran her fingers through
his hair. He held onto her words every night as she lay beside him.
She was an angel to him, beautiful and glowing, but he’d see her turn into an eldritch demon in
his dreams. Don’t believe what you see, he’d whisper to himself every night. Sometimes she’d smile
in her sleep after he would say it. In the day, her eyes were bright galaxies, but at night, the stars would
abandon them, leaving them dark and empty.
His nightmares made their way to the day and he had no way of knowing what was real anymore.
Don’t believe what you see, she’d say while he’d see her laugh with monsters.
He slowly became more and more exhausted as his nights filled themselves with dark dreams and
sleepless terror. Don’t believe what you see, he’d chant quietly, alone in the dark as she slept beside
him. The nightmares came more frequently in the rare nights he slept. She’d wonder why his eyes were
half-closed, why he was avoiding her, and tear him to pieces in the next breath.
Don’t believe what you see, she’d beg as her monstrous form would attack him for writing to a
friend.
Don’t believe what you see, he’d gasp as he lay in pain--wondering if the cuts and bruises he
constantly saw were real or just more hallucinations.
A dark-eyed being lunged at him one moment and she lay dead and bleeding on the floor the
next. Don’t believe what you see, he whispered, backing away from her prone form. It was all a dream,
wasn’t it, it couldn’t have been real, he silently begged. The figure didn’t stir from the floor, and he
collapsed into an exhausted sleep. When he woke up, she was walking, the floor was a spotless white,
and he didn’t know what to believe.
The nightmares had mixed with reality, and nothing made sense anymore. Don’t believe what
you see, a demon with empty eyes would purr in his ear again and again. And he believed her, repeating
her words as she tore him apart inside and out. Don’t believe what you see. Don't believe what you see.
Anon Y. Mous (2020)
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Hey, Paranoia
Hi, I’m paranoid.
I don’t actually have any friends.
I’m not sure why I trust the few people I do,
Seeing as how everyone is just talking to me
to keep me pleased;
It’s easier to appease than to ignore and upset.
Hi, I’m paranoid.
My family doesn’t care for me.
They pretend to care,
For it’s easier to pretend to care
Than to tell the truth and hurt.
Hi, I’m paranoid.
My significant other doesn’t love me.
Maybe at one point they did,
But they for sure love someone else more
than they love me now.
I’m not lovable in that way.
It’s been proven time and time again.
Hi, I’m paranoid.
I have no special talents.
Anything that might set me apart from others
Is overshadowed.
There are people better than me,
And I don’t matter in the slightest.
Hi, I’m paranoid.
I see things in the corner of my eye.
Whether or not they’re there, I’ll never know,
For they’re always gone when I look at them.
Hi, I’m paranoid.
I hear my name being called in the silence.
I don’t know whose voice it is.
Who could it be,
When I’m lying awake all alone?
Hi, I’m paranoid.
Every hour
I watch out for anything that could take my
life.
I’ve started writing letters to loved ones,
In fear of dying unexpectedly.
Hi, I’m paranoid.
How’s your day going?
Anonymous (2019)
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Crash
"So, come here often?" asked the man next to me.
"No, I can't say that I do, unfortunately," I replied.
Not many people come here to begin with. It's just a small,
dingy, roadside eatery. I'm waiting for a special message.
Who knows if it'll arrive.
Yet still I wait.
Counting the time.
Until suddenly:
Crash.
Everything happened at once. The door and the wall
surrounding it crumbled to the ground. Plates and glasses
crashed to the floor as tables wobbled and tipped over.
Before the dust even had time to settle, I could see them
walk in: the people dressed in white. Whatever message I
was supposed to get was too late; that, or it got intercepted.
I had to get out of here, and fast.
I ran behind the counter and out a door in the back. I could
hear them shouting, asking where I was, if anyone had seen
me. I pitied the man I had been talking to; they’ll find out
we had been talking and beat him to death because he won’t
be able to tell them anything.
I had intended to get to my car, until I saw more people in
white patrolling the parking lot. Instead, I climbed onto the
dumpster and then went onto the roof, in hopes of waiting
it out. Before I could get to my feet, however, a gun was
pointed at my head.
“Keep your head lowered, get to your feet, and raise your
hands in the air.”
I did as I was told. I had no intention of dying yet, but I had
to escape somehow.
And perhaps I would have, if my hands hadn’t been forcibly
tied behind my back.
There is no escaping the people dressed in white once they
have you.
A. N. Onymous (2019)

Depersonalization
It’s a strange feeling
Feeling so little that you give up on everyone
Feeling your heart go hard and not wanting to have anyone around you anymore.
Pushing everyone away, because you don’t care anymore
From going to lonely and desperate for friends,
To being overcrowded and suffocated, even when you only have a few people around you
Becoming so cold to the world, that even people you don’t talk to seem too close
Slowly feeling yourself turning into a hermit
Logically knowing that you will want these people around, when you snap out of it
Not wanting to snap out of it
Wanting to live alone forever
Not wanting to be loved anymore
Wishing you were actually an outcast, so that no one would care about you
Feeling like you're already dead, but somehow still walking the earth
A corpse that happens to still retain its sight and ability to hear
Not caring about anything society has to offer
Not caring what happens to you
Becoming soulless
Not caring if you're alone
Wanting to be alone
But somewhere, I still know I will care someday.
Somewhere, somehow, I still love you.
I think love is different.
Love isn't an emotion.
I can’t feel any emotions anymore
But I still love you
And I’m ok with the fact that you don’t love me
Because if I weren’t
That would be disappointment, which is an emotion
And I can’t feel those anymore
So please don’t ask me to show you I love you
Just take my word
Even though I may fight with you
Even though I would be ok if you left
Even though I can’t make you feel loved
Even though I can’t care about you like I want to
I love you
I can’t feel anything, and I want to be alone
But before I give up on communicating
I wanted you to know

Painting 3-B Class

You were one of the last people who could make me feel anything
And I’m glad it was you
A. Nonymous (2020)
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Perhaps
Perhaps
Perhaps one day I won’t be sad.
Surely this sadness isn’t never-ending,
Surely this life is something worth living.
Perhaps one day I won’t be sad.
I don’t need to be happy.
An escape from sadness is all I need,
Something to plant a milder seed.
But I don’t need to be happy.
I have a garden of words.
Sometimes these words are hurtful,
Sometimes it’s these words for which I am thankful.
I have a growing garden of words.
Perhaps someday things will get better.
They could always get harder,
But I think they’ll get better.
Perhaps one day things will be better.
I think things are looking up.
I’m in a better place,
But I’ll keep my guard up-just in case.
I think things are looking up.

Audrey Filonczuk (2018)

I have this good feeling.
I’m really hoping it’ll stay,
And never ever go away.
I’m keeping this good feeling.
Perhaps one day I can be happy.
I know me best,
And tend to ignore the rest.
But others have shown me
That happy is something I could be.
Perhaps one day I can be happy.
Today, I am happy.
Ano Nymous (2019)
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Anya Acharya (2020)

Family
It has been three years since I’ve seen her,
the Girl From Across the World. Three
years since we've been together; it wasn't
always like this; no calling in tears, just
to remember that the other is asleep; no
missed holidays; no missed birthdays; no
not knowing if she is ok. And now it will
be just like it was before, like it should be.
I’ll hold her, cherish her, love her. Because
now we are together again, my sister and I,
as a family again.
Anon Ymous (2020)
Sophie Doyle (2019)
Confidence
“No one wants you, you know. You're a slut.”
I’m a virgin, but I know I'm loved; I don't need sex to know I'm loved. There
is no such thing as a slut, that's just a social trap. If you do it, you're a slut,
if you don't you're a prude. Neither one is true. That's it. I am more than the
number of people I've slept with.
“They would be better off without you. You are such a burden, and you know
it.”
There are people who love and depend on me. I am valuable and
irreplaceable. No one else is quite like me, so who knows? I could be just
what the world needs. And if not? I could be someone's world. No, I am
someone's world.
“You're fat. You shouldn't be here. You're an embarrassment.”
I am just the size I should be. I am healthy. I am beautiful. Marilyn Monroe
was considered one of the most beautiful people, and she wasn't a size zero at
all. I am beautiful in my own right, and no one can take that away from me.
“You're cocky. You should be ashamed. You should kill yourself.”
Sam McAllister (2019)

I am confident in myself. I spread that confidence to others around me. I will
not be ashamed of loving myself and keeping myself healthy.
I will not commit suicide.
I belong here and you can't tell me otherwise.
Anonym Us (2020)
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It appeared at dawn, just as the world was waking. The morning
was crisp and cold with a biting breeze. The moon was just slivers
away from being full; it still held tightly to the sky, clinging to its
reign of the heavens before the sun deposed it. I was by the edge
of the stream on a mossy rock pained with frost. The trees stood
tall around me, reaching as if trying to grasp the stars. The stream
runs fast enough that it rarely freezes, so it bubbled along cheerily,
lending its melody to the symphony of the wood—the soft lilt of the
mourning dove, rustles of the deer and foxes, and conversations of
geese as they make their way to the lake, whose soft lapping could
be heard for miles in this silent hour. It appeared then, when no one
was meant to be watching—a single robin fluttered down beside the
stream. We sang to each other in the icy glade.
Katie Mills (2018)

The Mystery Gift
Wrapped up,
laying down,
Earthly kingdoms, heavenly crown,
Loving mother, Heavenly Father
Come to save the people so loved,
One so fit
To be the mystery gift.
Gwynneth Poole (2020)

Stardust
We are made
from the dust of stars,
in this bright swirling universe
that we can’t understand.
Here we exist
the only way we know how,
looking up in wonder
at the sky above.
We don’t know why
and we don’t know how,
but here we are -from the dust of stars.
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Elaina Murphy (2018)
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