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Poetry (Part 1)
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“Something” by Bayla Greenstein
I have to go do something
I have to do something
I don't know what to do
I have to do something
I still don't know what to do

“Ooh, Mysterious” by Rina Press
That is the mystery
A phrase said only to stop the infinite silence
Isn't that speech itself?

“I'm Swell” by Elana Hochbaum
If you want to know
How I am feeling today
I'll tell you I'm swell

“I Am the Knee Man” by Ariella Leib
I am the knee, man.
I am the knee man!
I am the knee.

“Yaayy Sandwitch” by Rina Press
A sand that is a witch
Picture a jar of sand wearing a hat
It is magical and everlasting
You might not be here in five years,
But the sandwitch will
Yaayy
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“Newton Explains” by Ariella Leib
Newton explains some stuff.
Some pretty brilliant stuff.
Action, reaction.
But is it brilliant,
Or is it common sense?
Or is it common sense,
Because it's brilliant?

“On the Earth Plane” by Ariella Leib
I'm on the plane.
I'm also on the earth.
So I'm on the earth plane.
When I leave the earth plane,
I will be on the sky plane.

“Odysseus's Hubris” by Ariella Leib
My mind is a wonderful process.
Twists, and turns.
Ups, and downs.
It's so amazing that others struggle to understand.
Oh, my mind is a wonderful process.

“Karaoke Version of ‘Feliz Navidad’” by Elana Hochbaum
Feliz navidad
Something I want to wish you
Is Merry Christmas
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“Nascent Winter” by Yaeli Keyes
Small stars from the sky.
They land and fade away fast.
Winter has begun.

“Seventeen-Thousand Likes” by Joseph Korman
Everyone is on their bikes
Because their video got 17-thousand likes
They are all very excited
And now none of them will be indicted.

“I Need a Part 2” by Elana Hochbaum
I need a part 2
I don't need a cliffhanger
Nobody likes those

“They Bird” by Joseph Korman
I'm a bird.
He's a bird.
She's a bird.
We're all birds.
(Repeat as many times as you want, birds.)
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“I Am a Decorated Tree” by Aharon Kosofsky
I am a decorated tree
Bought for someone else's use
Desperate to beautify myself
All in vain
The events of my life
Gone in a flash

“How many Zörit Bluths Can There Be?” by Joseph Korman
At least one!!!!!!!!!!!!

“Your Mom Is a Midnight Sideshow” by Joseph Korman
I thought I would soften the blow
That your mom is midnight sideshow
She goes and entertains for free
And before you know it, she has to pee.

“Grandma from the 70s” by Ariella Leib
Your mom is a grandma from the 70s.
She was a grandma in the 70s.
But I would argue,
That anyone can be a grandma from the 70s.
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“They Bird” by Rina Press
I bird
She bird
He bird
Who bird
You bird.

“Facts vs. Opinions” by Ariella Leib,
Joseph Korman, and Zörit Bluth
Without people, no one would die,
But it’s worth dying to be a person.

“Deguine” by Yaeli Keyes
Verb
To detach oneself from Earth in a sort of spiritual manner.
Music frees my soul and makes me deguine.

“Leftovers” by The Collective
Now that I'm trying to make it look messy-ish,
it looks ridiculous.
I can take you all out
That's a good pun
There's a star on the top of my head
I'm good at this
A star or a bow or whatever you want
Elana is like Liza Minelli
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“A Feeling of You” by Rina Press
Stars, moon, sky, and planets
Lights, electricity, cars, and pollution
Rellium has filled the air.
Rellium; A feeling of you.

“Corrithium” by Rina Press
The ice is fragile
One more tap and it shatters
Leaving a gap in our world
A hole in our heart
The corrithium within us.
Has been released.

“crushed potato chip” by Zörit Bluth
It's that crushed potato chip feeling
The wednesday down in the dumps
Lying on the cold floor wanting to space out of life
The unexplained stomach ache that never leaves
The cousin of that crushed jelly bean mentality
It's the monday blues that lasts all week
That hotel bracelet stuck on your wrist
The eternal backpack on your shoulders
The crushed potato chip feeling.
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“How ‘Bout You?” by Zörit Bluth
It's always 'Where's Waldo,'
never 'How's Waldo?'
or 'Who's Waldo'
or 'Why Waldo?'
Why do dogs eat their own poop, though?
This says popcorn when you are dyslexic.
yaayy sand witch claps and touches sand,
looks to the side WITCH!
In order for soulmates to recognize each other,
Plum Market is having 50% off shrimp sale
The place of recognition. Is it a vibe?
I'm a Christmas Tree
qwismas
I'm a bird, no I'm a bird.
I'm a bird (omg I'm a bird)
I'm radio rebel
boy + girl = all song (all spice)
It's worth dying to be a person.
Drugz
Detective W
I would watch it
Lines forgotten from yesterday:
Hi, Orit.
How are you today?
I'm okay.
And I am alone in this sad world.
Well, that is the end.
Farewell.
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“Why Men?” by Zörit Bluth
Poppin' the veins ain't it you flexing too hard
it looks like varicose veins and that's not a look.
How do I make a WhatsApp group with just me in it?
I meant profession.
Why are hip bones so intense?
It's past the whole oh I heard a sound that's weird
and it's now at the I'm pretty sure a whole ghost crew lives in my
house.
You know when you hear the sound of someone dialing the phone
but it's just you at home so you wonder who your ghost friend is
calling.
What's with the whole "blank progression" reaction trend?
Triple Spiderman.
So Jill isn't even Hunter's mom.
Anime food.
YouTube ads are playing with my emotions.
This emoji

makes me uncomfortable.
Fake fish
I forgot how to write a monetary value for like 3 minutes
Time goes so quickly when you are being dumb
The fact that I just titled an email "you're a lucky dude"
and the email was about how lucky he is to see my random thoughts
and me being high key dumb
Why are they so worried about robots buying Niall Horan tickets
they wanna see the show too
Google low-key wanting me to get a sugar glider
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“Moving to Malta” by Zörit Bluth

🦕: You ever eat dessert and then eat more dinner
Why is his garden so nice
another score for Malta
watching people go to the chiropractor for the first time is like my
new favorite thing
The Ocean Spray cranberry farming business is looking very
appealing
Why was the eBay commercial so specific
I don't understand math language
Why are whales so confusing?
➕🦵🦵

prehistoric animals are a No
for me
Who even thought of white cherry
When you get it right but also so wrong
So earbuds are suction cups
Not me creating a whole little life story in my head
WHAT? a healthy conversation
Does Spotify think I'm a senior in college or something like that?
Mini spoons
Literally who has gotten to level 665 on Jelly Truck?
freckles🤙
Neon freckles
Bubble dog
There are new animals in Australia
What's with all this underlying eugenics culture?
Not me researching Malta so I can move there
Salad isn't sleepy
A lot of things have sloth and bat memories attached to it
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“Things You Learn from the World” by Zörit Bluth
Zoom up day
Capish
Idk Italian but that sounds pretty serious
Cupcakes are for kids but I like strawberries
Every guy in my class used to be obsessed with Roman Atwood
Don says the kidney has a special place in the heart
Raquel wants a sec to grab some fru fru so she can bounce bounce
The skipper likes a movie on that channel nobody ever watches
Everything I know about science I learned from Thomas the train
engine
Are you lost baby goat 👅😏
Okay I'm his grandpa
It's a hat. what's to like or not like about it
I guess you resemble your dad
I hate you, but I do love you
Just so you guys know. Vinnie eats all my bagels, he drinks my coffee,
he broke my Naruto mug, he hulk smashed my Naruto mug with his
forehead
You stupid liar
You lying face
G-d forbid I poke you 😔
Egyptian tweaks
Who is Susan 4
Spaghetti jazz
An angry polar bear
Such an edgy boy this business noodle
They pray for the potato 🙏
The food tastes like sweat
High-key low-key = paradox
Sticky 🐹
Loki, lowkey
Dance to fill the moment
Ayh.....NOYiddish lasagna
I would say tomato sauce is a solution 👍
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“yip” by Zörit Bluth
Serenading my fridge
guess who's been doing the WRONG math homework
Why make it real when you can make it fake and realistic
Way more effort for only a mild payoff
Elf ears, Graham cracker
Spotify needs to get off their high horse
It just decides that I can't shuffle this playlist?
I can do half of premium except for the part I actually want
What Is McDonald's trying to do?
Curbstomp songs, Tree chicken
Piggy nose
NEVER touch the cow
Quizlet and Spotify working together
Am I the only one who thinks the school board is sus
I see you watchin' but I don't see anything else from you
The girl and the gray zip-up
You could go to five or six stores. Or just one
ZOOM UP DAY IS COMING ⚡
So I accidentally made fake gummies
I THINK IT'S SMOOTHIE TIME
It's the lack of personal and emotional boundaries for me.
Spiced maple
Why is she so good at emojis?
I'm jealous but concerned
French? What's the deal?
Ice cream with a fork
I love the put-it-in-rice theme going on
YES, FASHION HISTORIANS COME THROUGH
If I see one more “vocal coach reacts” video on my recommended
page
Just roasting him with the tomatoes
And the founding father hairstyle. It's a vibe
Came here to talk tomatoes and only tomatoes
A staring contest with a box of cocoa ringee O's
Welcome to an episode of I Wanna Nap but I Gotta Eat
It's like hot lunch all over again
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“Florb” by Joseph Korman
an adjective used to describe the frustration felt
when teachers use unnecessarily big words.
Mr. Kaplan used the florb word “ineffable”
in his description of an assignment.
Not a single person uses that word in their everyday vocabulary.
Oy, Mr. Kaplan
Why did you use that florb word?
Oof, quite frustrating.

“Dunn” by Shira Schon
wishing to go dunn
tired of existing here
one day i’ll go neath
beside you life isbeautiful. anything but holf
is your lively soul

“Goodbye Moon” by Rina Press
Goodbye moon.
Goodbye socks.
Goodbye mugs.
And goodbye rocks.
To the color green, I wish a farewell
Goodbye to the world which we know so well.
A long sleep awaits us,
It's just waiting for the step.
The step of mollith,
A choice that we must make for ourselves.
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“Hi” by Ariella Leib
It's the word you use,
To greet someone.
It's the word you use,
To respond.
It's the word you use,
When you feel awkward,
Like you don't know the person very well.
It's the word you use,
With your best friend,
Followed by hysterical laughter.
It's the word you use,
When you don't feel like talking,
And kind of want them to go away.
It's the word you use,
Implying that you want more,
But don't want it to be obvious.
It's the word you use,
After seeing someone after a long time apart,
During an uncomfortable reunion.
It's the word you use,
When you see someone close to you,
But still don't know what else to say.
It's the word you use,
For many different things.
So no matter what Google says,
“Hi” doesn't have a definition.
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“FOGREEN” by Leo Braver
Fogreen
That refreshing taste
You don't know what it is
Fogreen
Clean and fresh
The faint taste of an herb
Fogreen
That specific flavor
That mint taste
Fogreen
But there isn't any herb
It just tastes like there is
Fogreen
Grape leaves
Fattoush salad
Are just a few things
Fogreen
A feeling you feel
YOU CAN TASTE BUT can't explain
Fogreen

“Froll Thoughts” by Aharon Kosofsky
Watching a flycatcher in the air
Sitting by a lagoon to rid myself of any froll thoughts
Flycatchers don't have dangerous emotions
They don't hurt
They fit well into the ecosystem
The ecosystem is both simple and complex
Peace can only be found in nature
And it is there that I escape my froll thoughts
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“Hardfast” by Elana Hochbaum
When she fell hardfast
The world around her fell too
And they both went down

“New Day” by Leo Braver
I step outside
The air feels good
Better than it ever has before
I feel the wind in my face
As it blows through my hair
The coldness hitting my skin
As I step on the pavement
The dirty, wet, roads
Even though my sneakers are white
I step through the puddles
Enjoying the feeling
Not taking life for granted this time.

“Wish” by Leo Braver
I close my eyes
Squinting
I crinkle my nose
Allergies
I take a deep breath
Hold
I exhale
Blow
A dandelion
Resting
Between my delicate hands
Floating
Now bits and pieces in the wind
Wish.
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“Happy Place” by Leo Braver
If I close my eyes and concentrate
I can go back to a place
A place where I'm alone and have peace of mind;
It's buried deep in my memories
My toes in the sand, the sound of waves rolling
onto the shore and then rolling back in the blue beyond
The hot sun on my skin as it sets on the sea,
the smell of fading sunscreen and salt
The clouds are cotton candy, pink against the blue sky,
complimenting the scene
I can walk into the waves, let them crash over me,
and it masks away the day's heat
I melt into the water, feeling free as a bird
as I float in the ocean blue
If only I could wake up from this memory-like dream
and bring with me, you.

“Yellow” by Leo Braver
I asked what your favorite color was many years ago
You looked at me, my sister and brother said that it was yellow.
The color of leaves, the moon, and the stars
The color of happiness and shiny sports cars
Chrysanthemum, marigold, and my favorite, sunflower
Sweet golden kiwis and tart lemon sours
Maybe you just made up the answer on the spot
At the time that I asked you
But now I think it would be a lie if I said
It wasn't one of my favorites, too.
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“Golden Hour” by Leo Braver
Its golden hour
The sun is out
It's in the middle of the sky
The heat is perfect
The sky is blue
The clouds don't bother to try
To cover the glow
Of the heavenly sun
As it showers down its light
Its golden hour
On a summer day
A sunny, glorious day
The sun lies down on all of the world
And dries all the worries away

“Boredom” by Leo Braver
I want to drive
To where I don't know
I want to get out
I'm bored.
The scenery hasn't changed
I've been in the same place for too long
The air is no longer fresh, the grass no longer green,
Everything is dull and beige.
Maybe across the country
If I could make it that far
I don't know where I'd go or what I'd do
But I want to drive away
Out of here, past the city lines
Then maybe I'll feel better.
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“Grandpa” by Leo Braver
My grandfather
One of my favorite people in the world
I could talk to him for hours on end
There's always something I don't know
He can't live without his pipe
And I could do without the smoke
But I'll take it all because I love all of him
Even his boomer jokes
My grandfather loves to golf, cliche
War books and movies and bugs bunny too
My grandpas the best out of all the grandfathers
Grandpa, if you're reading this, I love you.

“Red Flower” by Leo Braver
The sky turned gray
Above my head
The world was silent
Like words unsaid
A part of me
Was forever gone
Like the dark
Before the dawn
Her shadow haunts me
Follows my walk
Her spirit in the wind
Leaves trails like chalk
All I have left of her
Is her mark on me
As I drown myself
In my melancholy
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“My Life as a Spoiler Alert” by Leo Braver
My life is like a movie sometimes
Sometimes I can't even believe it myself
There are plot twists and jump scares
around every corner
It's a shame no one’s following me with a camera
I think it would be entertaining to watch
I'd like to think it would get plenty of views
But I don't think I would want to live in the movie,
I don't think I'd want to be me.
I think I'd like the movie. I'd laugh and cry
and feel things
But I'd much rather watch an actor play the part
than have to do it myself
In movies you cringe, you laugh you cry,
you feel bad for the characters you see
But imagine living in that character’s life
You'd be like “I'd never want that to be me”
I don't know if it would be deserving of an Oscar
I don't know what genre would be
But I know it would be unpredictable
Something nobody has ever seen
The ending would shock everyone
Or maybe towards the end,
nothing would be surprising anymore
I'm really wondering now what it would be like
if my life were a movie.
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“Sleep walking” by Shira Schon
Dragging feet with every step
Legs are weighted down
Arms swinging feels like lead
Can I please fall now
Wishing the world to disappear
Or the thoughts inside my head
Every day I’m sleepwalking
Replaced by robot me
All my life is in a haze
Taken over by this invasion
The zombies have infected me
I am now undead
This place between sleep and waking
Between alive and hell
Moving forward in a daze
Life is just sleep walking

“Oedipus” by Shira Schon
I didn't know I didn't know
How dare you blame me
I did my best to do what’s right
And now you pity me
My ruin is your ruin
For your judgement brought my fall
I could not handle seeing
Not when the truth was so
You couldn't save me from my fate
Well fates you should now learn from me
And gouge your one eyeball
Demons I declare you are
Demon as am I
Who decides the destinies
Where do I go to cry
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“Tired” by Shira Schon
Sleep sleep sleep
Til I head and go to neath
Tired of waking up each morning
Feeling as if life is mourning
Things are empty
I feel bleak
The world is cold beneath my feet
My patron angel must be death
That would explain my endless longing
Longing for somewhere to escape
A place to rest my weary heart
My soul is tired more than my body
How can I keep going on
When all I want to do is stop
I'm meant to be everything a girl should be
Yet all I am is tired
Disappointment to all around
Yet all I am is tired
No one is disappointed except myself
But I'm too tired to care
I say I'm tired and they say sleep
But what is sleep for the soul
Except for neath
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“Math” by Leo Braver
I'm just going to be honest
I hate math
Maybe I won't mind it when the numbers make sense
But they don't
Maybe when the calculators aren't complicated
But they are.
Maybe if these calculations will be useful one day
But they won't.
So until it all adds up (haha)
I think I'll hate math.

“Out of Your Element” by Zörit Bluth
When I look at it
The girl and the gray zip-up
Piggy noses and curbstomp songs
Dude, square up right now
Like I'm about to take you down
Better start getting ready, buddy
Make it fake and realistic
Spend way too much time on it
Then end up hating it
Any food can be cute
Just paint a little smile on it
And add on rosy cheeks
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“Young god” by Shira Schon
Millennia I watched breath bated
From nothing grew the world
From but a seed into a bud into the flowering paradise I grew to love
Flora and fauna sprung up before my eyes
Soon animals joined as well
The fruit of my labor
all my efforts achieved
When sentience developed I had never been more proud
Look at what I had done
As much as the world was my child
My sweat tears and love
I had gone stiff simply watching and waiting
Now there was something new to observe
For centuries I watched breath bated
And I saw my beautiful heart develop
Into a monster, a parasite, its own worst enemy
Destroying the other organs it so needed to survive
For millennia I have watched
I don't want to watch anymore
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“deeper” by Shira Schon
Missing
Missing
Missing
Assignments, classes, speeches
Missing
missing
missing
Spirit, soul, a smile
Instead I dig deeper
Into the hole inside
Undiscovered monsters
Lurking in the deep
I name them all
They become my friends
When everyone else is
Missing
Missing
Missing
Signals, marks, cries
So instead I dig deeper
Into the whole inside
My friends are there
They wrap around me
Missing
Missing
missing
Will you miss me?
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“Rhymes” by Shira Schon
Follow you
Oh, 'cause I keep diggin' myself down deeper
I won't stop 'til I get where you are
I keep running when both my feet hurt
I won't stop 'til I get where you are
Night times, face times, hard times
I'll stick it out I'll see it through
I promised I'd be there for you
So I gave up sleep time, work time, class time
Until I was in the hole with you
we were together so I missed the cue
pride flags, price tags, red flags
I love you so I missed the signs
I thought for love I'll pay the fines
Your flag, my flag, white flags
This horrid feeling, when does it end
how far is the most we can bend
It's crazy when
The thing you love the most is the detriment
Let that sink in
You can think again
When the hand you wanna hold is a weapon and
You're nothin' but skin
I love you, I love you, I love you
Is it enough or do I say goodbye
I love you, I love you, I love you
Being with you makes my heart fly
I love you, I love you, I love you
I think I need to say goodbye
I love you, I love you, I love you
Goodbye
Like me
Are you insane like me?
Do the colors grow
While the pain just floats
Do the shackles climb
While your hands they bind
Been pain like me?
Drowning in it gasping for air
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Repeating to god that it isn't fair
Treading water while it stays the same
There's no hero to scream my name
Are you deranged like me?
Screaming shouting broken soul
Wishing hard to just be whole
Kicking gnashing at the chains
Tied up alone in the pouring rain
I am
Comin' apart at the seams
And no one around me knows
Who I am, what I'm on
Who I've hurt and where they've gone
I know that I've done some wrong
But I'm tryna make it right
Poorly sewn garment that's what I am
Pulled together by shaking hands
Try me on and throw me away
You could never match this hate
I've screwed up it's what I do
But this time it's differ-ent
Learning to apologize
And tell you what I really meant
I didn't mean to try you on
I still know your birthday and your mother's favorite song
You're stunning jewels
I'd fight for you in all the duels
Try you on and spin around
With you I could never frown
But I guess it wasn't right
We didn't match
All we did was fight
should be livin' the dream
But I go home and I got no self-esteem
I wasn't ready for your power
I'm but a bud and you're a flower
I helped you grow tall and strong
But for my growth it was all wrong
Know I love you tons and tons
Wherever I'm going
I'll never run
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“I Am Gone” by Shira Schon
I'm not here
All you see 's my ghost
She looks like me
And talks like me
But she doesn't have no soul
I am gone
I'm not here
All you see 's my shadow
She laughs like me
And walks like me
While I watch through a window
I am gone
I'm not here
All you see 's my clone
She acts like me
She's got it handles
And I can fade away
I am gone
I'm not here
All you see 's my shell
She dresses like me
And wears my shoes
So none of you can tell
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“Guilt” by Shira Schon
I'm a leaf and it's a bug
it wraps around me in a cobra’s hug
Weighing me down
My legs are heavy full of lead
My mind is swirling, so's my head
Can only frown
Tired of waiting all this time
If gods an ear I'm a mime
Gotta leave town
Heart squeezing pulled by a string
From you I still wear my ring
Tore up my gown
So many goodbyes in such different ways
Walking through life in such a daze
Always am found
He's gone forever while you're still in reach
But I know I gotta practice what I do preach
Petting a hellhound
We were forever
Until I was too under the weather'
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Fiction (Part 1)
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Excerpt from a novel in progress
by Ariella Leib
Are you really gonna make me do this?” I sigh, for what
seems like the seventy-fifth time that morning.
“What do you think?” my mom smiles.
I hop out of my seat and kiss her on the cheek. “Bye,” I smile
meekly.
“And please be nice, Cani.” She puts her hand on my shoulder.
“I know you seem to be having trouble with that nowadays.”
“Whatever,” I mumble and hop out of the car.
I'm being forced to go to some stupid dance class. Jazz, I
think. I'm not a dancer. I'll never be a dancer. I hate dancing. Why,
you might ask, is someone who hates dancing attending a dance
class?
“It'll be good for you,” my mom would say
“You need to get out more,” Dad would push.
“Getting Cani to be social is like making dirt clean,” my sister
Emily would laugh. “It's physically impossible.”
To be honest, I used to be pretty social. About a month ago,
my parents decided to pack up our family and move us from
Brooklyn, New York, to a tiny town in Wyoming. It's been really hard
adjusting. I've never particularly been a fan of intimate one-on-one
conversations, and our town is full of those. Back in New York
nobody paid any attention to me. The streets were always bustling
full of people, swarming in every direction. It was amazing.
Here in Cody, Wyoming, I'm not surprised if I'm the only
person walking down any given street. I guess some people may like
it, but I personally don't enjoy living in the middle of Whoville where
the population is two and there isn't a McDonald's for thirty-five
miles. And soon I have to start school. I'll be going to Cody High
School, with approximately seven other people. Okay, that's an
exaggeration, but still! How is anyone supposed to have a life here?
I take my time walking up the steps to the rec center. I'm in
no rush to embarrass myself in front of every other girl in this town.
The rec center has three sets of clear double doors leading into a
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large vestibule complete with bulletin boards and benches. From the
inside and outside, the building looks huge. It must be able to contain
far more people than this little town houses. This is my first time
here, big surprise.
A small group of teenage girls are gathering at the far end of
a hallway, around what I'm assuming is the dance class. With a deep
breath, I head down towards them. I come to what I think is a gym,
and an older lady who's greeting people at the entrance. Her hair is
auburn red, with subtle graying at the roots and tips. Her eyes are
hidden behind purple sunglasses, which seems kind of odd since
we're inside. With her short yet lanky stature, and round, welcoming
face that reminds me of a cliche grandmother's, I'm surprised that
she seems to be teaching a dance class. I'm no professional dancer
(or any kind of dancer for that matter), but I wasn't expecting a
senior citizen to be teaching us physical exercise.
“You must be here for the jazz class!” the red-haired lady
smiles, looking down at a clipboard.
“Name?”
“Uh, Cani. Cani Sopalt.”
“Cani…” she furrows her brows and scans her clipboard. “Ah,
here you are!”
She looks up at me and seems to do a double take. While I am
used to it, I will never like this kind of attention. I have
heterochromia, which means that I have two different colored eyes.
One's blue, and one's green. This results in a lot of unnecessary
stares from people, despite the fact that it's not that special. I mean,
they're just eyes! Meeting new people in Wyoming has forced me to
deal with this all over again.
I try not to think about it much, given that I'm trying to fit in
and all. Having unusual eyes definitely doesn't help with that.
“My, such pretty eyes you have,” She smiles. “And so mature
looking. How old did you say you were?”
“Um, I didn't…” This lady is giving me the major creeps. She
seems oddly fascinated with the two sockets in my forehead that
help me see. “I'm 15 though.”
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“15, huh? I could have sworn your application said 17, but it
could've been wrong.” She mutters, shaking her head.
“My what?” I question, now even more concerned.
“Never mind dear, you'll find out soon enough.” She says,
distracted by something on her clipboard.
I walk through the door hesitantly. I'm extremely confused,
but the less I read into it, the less I have to think about it. Just get
through this class, I tell myself.
I have to refrain from gagging the moment I walk through the
door. In the front row you have your typical snobs giggling and
gossiping. With their ponytails so high and swinging like a wrecking
ball, it's a miracle they haven't knocked the building down by now.
And Ugh, apparently I didn't get the memo about super tight booty
shorts. I wouldn't wish this sight on my worst enemy.
I walk around trying to find a spot that isn't already taken.
There are yoga mats lined up in rows, but most of them seem
occupied already. I finally notice a ratty yellow mat in the back
corner. Unlike everyone else, I don't have a preference for the quality
of yoga mats, so I sluggishly walk over to claim it.
“Excuse me,” I tap one of the girls in front of me. “Why
exactly do we need yoga mats for Jazz? Aren't we supposed to be
dancing?”
She gives me a look of absolute disgust, and smirks. “They're
for stretching. Obviously.”
I roll my eyes back at the girl. Who does she think she is?
Miss Red Hair claps her hands together in excitement. “Hello,
everybody! My name is Ms. Orr, and I'm so excited to be teaching the
girls beginners jazz class again this year. Jazz is an amazing form of
dance, and it can be a wonderful way to express yourself.”
I roll my eyes.
“Let's get started!” she pronounces.
***
After a lot of sweat, jazz hands, and about half an hour later,
we are finally done. Every minute was as horrible as it sounds. It was
a pretty good workout though. I'm sweating like a pig.
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Panting, I frantically text my mom asking her to pick me up.
While doing so, Ms. Orr taps my shoulder and scares the heck out of
me.
“Cani, isn't it?”
“Yes ma'am.”
“May I speak to you privately? It'll only take a few moments.”
“Sure, I guess,” I say reluctantly, while my mind is screaming
at me to do otherwise. This feels like the start to some sort of twisted
horror movie.
She ushers everyone out the door, and then shuts it-- which
is pretty darn terrifying if you ask me.
“Let me start off by saying, I think you did wonderfully for
your first class,” She practically whispers.
Okay, there is definitely something wrong with this woman. I
learned one valuable lesson today: my limbs are not meant for
dancing.
“Anywho, I have a proposition for you,” her eyes twinkle.
“A proposition?” I grimace. How mature does this woman
think I am?
“Yes, you see, I couldn't help but notice your beautiful eyes.
They really are miraculous. Truly amazing.”
I've heard that you aren't supposed to let suspicious people
know that you're scared, so I attempt to hide my fear. Apparently I
don't do a very good job because she starts laughing.
“Don't worry hon,” she chuckles. “I'm here to help you. You
see, I have the same eyes as you. Well, the heterochromic part. Mine
are blue and brown.” She lifts her sunglasses off her face, revealing
strikingly prominent eyes.
Nice, she also has two different colored eyeballs. “Can I go
now?”
“Not yet, hon. You see, I work for an organization called the
Heterochromia Organization of Savior and Studies, or HOSS.”
Excuse me?
“It's a secret organization devoted to the protection and
study of heterochromic individuals across the world,” she says
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robotically, sounding a lot like the guy whose voice plays on repeat
at the museum telling you about dinosaur skulls.
“So, like a secret society?” I murmur. Now I'm slightly more
interested than I was five minutes ago.
“Yes, I suppose so,” she laughs.
I have never been so creeped out, fascinated, and confused at
the same time.
“Hold on,” I snap, now on high alert. “Why would
heterochromic people need protection?”
Ms. Orr suddenly gets very serious. Too serious.
“Unfortunately, there are some very bad people in the world, Cani.”
“I know that. I'm not five,” I snap at her.
“I'm aware you aren't, Cani,” she says, totally ignoring my
complete rudeness. “As far as I'm concerned you haven't lost ten
years of your life in the last half hour, correct?”
Who is this person?
“Anywho, I was wondering if you would like to join us. Well,
the second part of your initiation of course. You were officially
initiated at birth, but this is the time when members are typically
asked to be a bigger part of HOSS. Being a part of studies,
participating in research, and learning more about how special you
are, are all things you would partake in. Do you follow?”
“Um, I think so. So basically, you want me to be a part of
some club in which I'll be experimented on, looked at, and judged for
my eye color?” I fold my arms.
“Heterochromia is so much more than just eye color.” She
gets that serious look on her face again. “But I'll explain more about
that later, assuming you agree to all the terms.”
Terms?
“And we don't experiment on people,” she chuckles
nervously.
“You never explained why people with heterochromia need
protection,” I put my hands on my hips. I'm gonna keep playing this
game until this crazy woman cracks.
“Again, more for another time. That isn't of utmost
importance at the moment. Let's just say, what I said about
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heterochromia being more than just eye color is true. Certain
heterochromic people have certain 'powers.'”
“Powers?”
“Yes, but we typically call them Intimates. I know this all
sounds a bit crazy, but heterochromic people have different 'unusual
talents' so to speak. Some of it depends on what type of
heterochromia you have. Heterochromia Iridis, Iridium, or Central.
Have you ever noticed anything special about yourself?”
Hold your horses, woman. Iridi-what? I've always known that
my eyes were somewhat unusual, but I never really looked into it I
guess. I never wanted to. And now what, I'm supposed to be a part of
some secret society?
“No, I haven't. Was I supposed to?”
“Not necessarily, dear. Some people notice their Intimate at
different times than others. Nothing to worry about. You see, when
someone with heterochromia is born, the pigment in their eye
causing heterochromia inflicts major damages to their sight. The
brain then sends extra powerful neurological signals to the eyes. In
doing so, the brain must activate a large section of itself that the
typical human isn't able to use. This is what causes your Intimate.
Because everyone's heterochromia colors and pigments are
different, everyone's Intimates are different. If someone has a very
damaging pigment, then they will have a very intense Intimate, and
vice versa.”
“What type of, umm...Intimates--are you referring too?” I
raise my eyebrows.
“You know; warpspeed, invisibility, telepathy. Those are
some of the more well-known ones.”
“WHAT?”
“I know this is a lot to take in dear, and for that reason I
cannot explain everything at the moment, but please consider what I
said about Second Initiation. I don't mean to frighten you, but it's
important that you let me know as soon as you can. I need you to be
aware of the danger you will be in once you discover your Intimate.”
“WHAT DANGER?” I yell. This woman is starting to scare me
a little. Fine, a lot.
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“Please be quiet,” she hushes me. With a look of uncertainty,
she whispers. “You are very valuable, Cani. There are people in the
world who aren't very fond of the power we possess. Have you ever
noticed people staring at you? Or looking at you in an odd manner?”
“Yes, but-- I didn't think it was because they wanted to hurt
me.”
“Why else would they be watching you?” she asks, looking
genuinely confused.
“Never mind,” I sigh. “Do my parents know that I'm in 'grave
danger'?” I fold my arms, not buying any of this.
“I presume not darling, and please don't tell them,” she says.
“I know that must sound a little disturbing, but I mean no harm.
Certainly you understand the troubles that telling a nonheterochromic individual could bring, even if it is your own parents.”
“I'm sorry, but I'm not really interested in your club. I can
take care of myself, mortal danger or not.”
“Of course you would say that,” she smiles. “But you have no
idea what kind of things can happen to you if you don't let us help
you. You will understand more one day, so for now you just have to
trust me.”
“I'm sorry, but no,” I put my hands out in front of me, and
start to back away. “I'm really not interested.”
“Just, please-- I beg of you not to tell your parents,” she
pleads.
“How did you know I was gonna to do that?”
“Well, it would be a pretty good guess.”
“But that's exactly what I was thinking just now,”
“Well, my intimate is Telepathy, so that definitely helps.”
“Excuse me?”
Don't be scared, a message appears in the front of my mind,
like subtitles on a movie screen. This will all be okay.
My jaw drops all the way to the floor.
“Just promise me you'll consider Second Initiation?” she tries
again, swaying from side to side as if she's dizzy.
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“Yeah, whatever,” I call, just to get her off my back, and
continue backing towards the door slowly. As soon as I get out of the
gym, I start sprinting. My mom is thankfully waiting in the car for me.
“Where have you been?” she asks quizzically, as I frantically
climb in and shut the door. “It's been 10 minutes since the class was
supposed to end.”
“Everything's fine,” I huff. “Just please can we get outs of
here?”
“W-what-- is something wrong?” her face floods with
concern. “How was the class?”
“Please, JUST LEAVE!”
She widens her eyes, and immediately slams on the pedals.
We speed out of the parking lot so fast, you would think that we
were riding in Lightning McQueen. I guess you could say I was being
a little bit dramatic, but that lady was saying some pretty far-fetched
stuff.
“Can you please explain to me what happened?” my mother
looks at me through the rear-view mirror.
“Nothing,” I insist. “I just really didn't like the class, alright?”
Something--I'm not exactly sure what--stops me from
repeating any of what Ms. Orr had told me. Why should I tell her? It's
not going to make anything better, right? It will just cause even more
drama. And I hate drama.
A look of confusion and sadness crosses my mother’s face.
“What?” I yell. “What were you expecting? I told you I didn't
want to go. You know that I don't like dancing. Why is this such a
shock to you?”
She sighs. “I've been worried about you, Cani! Ever since the
move you've seemed different. I was hoping that maybe this would
be an opportunity for you to make some friends. You seem to have
this blanket of sadness covering you these days.”
“Well, I'm sorry,” I shoot back sarcastically. “I'm sorry that
you and dad had to move me halfway across the country to the
middle of nowhere, away from all my friends, and the only life I've
ever known!”
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“I understand why you might be upset, but look at it from our
point of view. We care about you. We wouldn't be doing this if we
didn't care about you! We moved for a good reason, and--”
“Yeah, a reason you won't even tell us,” I huff.
“But a good reason nonetheless,” she declares. “One day,
you'll know why.”
“What is that supposed to mean?” I groan, and lean back in
my seat.
“Don't worry about it,” she reassures. “Now, are you sure
nothing happened?”
“Yes,” I grumble. “Can we stop talking now?”
She gives me a sad smile. Her eyes crinkle with grief and
disappointment, and I can see how much pain I cause her. But this is
all her fault. It's her fault that I have no friends. It's her fault that I'm
miserable. It's her fault that my life went completely downhill. She
deserves it.
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“A Day in the Life of a Teenage Waitress”
by Elana Hochbaum
It was a typical Sunday afternoon in November of 1978.
Sixteen-year-old Robin Smith was two hours into the first part of her
eight-hour split shift at a well-known local beef buffet restaurant.
Sunday afternoons were always busy with church-goers dining with
their families for lunch. This particular afternoon, Robin was pleased
to see her favorite regular customer, Mrs. Olyphant. Mrs. Olyphant
was a sweet old lady, who came every Sunday after church and never
forgot to tip Robin a quarter.
“Here you go, dear. This tip is only for you,” Mrs. Olyphant
said proudly as she gave her the quarter and patted Robin's hand.
What she didn't realize was that since this was a buffet restaurant,
all the waitresses split the tips evenly. It was the thought that
counted.
“Thank you so much, Mrs. Olyphant. This really is the best
part of my week,” Robin said, and she meant it. So many customers
were either rude to her or simply wouldn't give her the time of day,
let alone single her out to give her a special tip. She wished all of her
customers could be like lovely old Mrs. Olyphant.
Sadly, though, she was about to experience the epitome of
rude customers. Sitting at the table in the middle of the restaurant
was a family consisting of a grandmother, two parents, three young
kids, and a baby in a carrier on the floor. Robin was walking around
the restaurant with two coffee pots: one decaf and one regular. She
walked up and down through the rows of tables, stopping by each
table to offer to pour coffee. When she got to this family's table,
though, she had to stop suddenly. The baby was in her carrier on the
floor, and she was blocking the heavily trafficked path where both
waitresses and customers walked quickly through to get to the
bathrooms and the kitchen.
Robin was so grateful that she had been watching where she
was going so that when she stopped, the coffee didn't splash over the
top of the pots and scald the baby. Somebody could easily have
tripped over the carrier and hurt themselves or the baby.
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“Could you please put the baby either on the table or in a
high chair? I'd be happy to get you one,” Robin politely asked.
“No, she'll stay on the floor,” responded the mother of the
children, in an annoyed tone of voice.
Robin thought about arguing, but she didn't always get along
with her manager, whose main philosophy was “the customer is
always right.” She knew her manager would simply repeat that
mantra and possibly get Robin in trouble if she asked for help or
argued, so she just let it go and hoped that the poor baby wouldn't
get stepped on.
Walking around to the other side of the table, Robin asked if
anyone at the table would like her to pour them a cup of coffee. The
grandmother said she would and held up her cup. Robin requested
that she put her cup on the table so that it would be more sturdy and
less likely to spill. The woman wouldn't budge.
“Ma'am, please put your cup on the table. I don't feel
comfortable pouring it over your lap,” Robin pleaded.
The woman stubbornly held the cup over her lap and said,
“Just pour it!”
“But, ma'am, I really don't think it's a good idea—”
“Just pour it!”
Robin decided that she didn't want to have an argument with
the grandmother, so she finally started cautiously pouring the coffee
into the grandmother's cup while the woman talked with her family.
Suddenly, the woman said, “That's enough!” and yanked her cup
away while Robin was pouring, so a small bit of coffee landed in her
lap. Robin was horrified, the woman's family was horrified,
everybody seemed to be horrified except for the woman herself. She
asked, “What's wrong?” and her son just pointed to her skirt.
She started screaming bloody murder. You'd think she had
third-degree burns all over her legs, although in reality, the amount
of coffee that landed on her was so small that it was cool by the time
it hit her. She demanded to speak to Robin's manager, and Robin
quickly complied. The manager apologized profusely and agreed to
comp the meal and pay for dry cleaning for the skirt.
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Robin was told by the manager that she was lucky that the
family didn't sue her and the restaurant. When Robin argued that the
lady had insisted, she was told that it didn't matter and that she
shouldn't have been stupid enough to pour the coffee. She didn't
argue that if she had refused and the grandmother had called the
manager, she would have been met with “the customer is always
right” and gotten in trouble for that, too.
Waitresses were never assigned specific tables because of
the buffet; instead they were assigned specific roles, such as pouring
coffee or taking trays from the line to the table. It was inevitable that
she would have to continue to interact with this family, as her roles
today were bussing tables, pouring coffee, and getting food from the
line. She reluctantly went back to the table and apologized again and
she asked if everything was okay with the food.
“No, everything is not okay with the food. My fish is cold,” the
mother replied.
“Oh, I'm sorry, ma'am. I can warm it up in the microwave if
you'd like,” Robin offered, hoping that this would be an easy solution.
“Microwave!? Why would I want it warmed up in the
microwave,” the mother exclaimed, emphasizing the word
“microwave” with disgust. “Everyone knows microwaves only make
the plate hot and leave the fish cold!”
Robin didn't know how to reply to this. She wondered why
anyone would even buy a microwave if they never worked, but she
didn't dare utter this skepticism out loud. Instead she said, “All right,
I'll just get you a new piece of fish from the buffet line. That'll be
fresh and hot.”
“No, it won't! It'll just get cold as you walk over here.” The
woman turned away and crossed her arms.
Robin had no idea what to say. The mother didn't want her
fish to be put in the microwave because she didn't think it would
make it hot, but she also didn't want a brand new, steaming hot piece
of fish from the line. What could one say in this situation? This was
impossible. She inquired of the woman, “Would you like a different
food item from the line?”
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“I want the shrimp cocktail, and I want a lot of it. I'm very
hungry.”
It was then that Robin realized what the mother was doing.
The family's meal had been comped because of the coffee incident,
but they had already ordered their food. The food they had originally
ordered was some of the cheaper food on the menu, and while the
restaurant was relatively inexpensive, the shrimp cocktail was the
most expensive item one could order. The family's meal may have
been free, but they weren't satisfied with a free meal. They wanted
the best food in the restaurant to be free to them.
She didn't argue, she didn't consult the manager, she just
went to the line and got three servings of shrimp cocktail. Robin
brought it to the table, and of course no one in the family said thank
you. As she was walking back toward the kitchen, she looked back
and saw that the mother was splitting the shrimp cocktail with her
whole family, including the grandmother, who had miraculously
recovered from her burns.
The family finished eating, and Robin breathed a sigh of
relief. She finally no longer had to deal with the Family from Hell for
the rest of the day. She got one last nasty surprise, though, when she
went to clear the table. The children originally ordered one bowl of
red Jell-O and one bowl of creamed corn each, and when they got the
shrimp cocktail, they had turned over each of the bowls and mixed
all of the food together into one big, disgusting pile in the middle of
the table. Some had even dripped off into the carpeting and onto the
chairs, and it was Robin's responsibility to clean all of it. She almost
laughed at the fact that she had thought she was done for the day.
Robin still had six hours of customers left to deal with in her
shift. This was going to be a long day.
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“Jerks”
by Ariella Leib
“Hey,” I called. “Can I join your game?” It was about fifth
grade, at recess. I spotted a few of the boys in my class starting up a
touch football game. At the time, football was my favorite sport and I
loved playing it.
“You?” Larry snickered. “Why do you wanna play football?”
“Because I like it.” I said confidently, although I knew exactly
where this conversation was going. It happened almost every day.
“Shouldn't you be playing with dolls or something?” Larry
smirked.
Not all of them were like this. Mostly Larry. I had actually
developed my love for football after playing it with some of these
kids, but Larry was always difficult.
“Dolls are okay,” I said. “But I'd rather play football right
now. So what team am I on?”
Larry started laughing.
“C'mon, just let her play,” a kid named Jack said.
“Whatever,” Larry mumbled.
I had wanted to play quarterback, but I wasn't about to argue
with Larry after he took the position.
“Okay, let's go!” yelled Larry. “Set….Hike!”
“Here!” I called, because I was wide open. Larry looked at me,
hesitated, and then passed the ball to Ricky, who wasn't even open.
Of course, It was deflected.
Whatever, I thought. I wasn't exactly expecting him to pass it
to me on the first down of the game.
But he doesn't pass to me second down. Or third down. And
by some miracle, (none of the boys guarding me because they
thought I was no threat) I was wide open every time.
At fourth down, we were nowhere near the end zone. Of
course not, because all of Larry's passes had been deflected. His
passes were to people that weren't open.
I got fed up. It was obvious why Larry wasn't passing to me.
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“Seriously?” I yelled. “Pass me the ball! I'm wide open every
time!”
“You won't catch it,” he shrugged.
“Wanna bet?” I screamed.
“Hey, Ariella, calm down.” Larry's smile wasn't very warm.
“We let you play, didn't we?”
“But what's the point if you're never gonna pass me the ball?”
I yelled. “How can you all side with Larry?” I looked at the rest of the
players.
I wanted somebody, anybody, to agree with me. Nobody said
anything. Not even Jack. Larry had always been a bully, so I wasn't
fully expecting someone to come to my rescue, but I could still hope.
“Look, Ariella,” Larry started. “You're just not supposed to
play football, okay?
Fifth grade me almost cried.
“You're a girl, so go and do girl things, okay?”
“But football is a girl thing,” I shot back.
“That's a funny joke,” Larry snickered. “C'mon guys, let's take
this game to the other field--away from her.”
They walked away. I started crying. I cried because of Larry,
sure, (I mean, he was a sexist jerk) but I also cried because no one
stood up for me. I knew for a fact there were kids in that group who
had fun playing football with me, and who didn't think football was
only for boys. And they were the ones who had the most influence on
Larry--the ones that Larry had some sort of respect for, unlike me.
Yet they said nothing to Larry. Nothing. And that's what hurt me the
most.
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“The Broken Relationship”
by Bayla Kriegsman
Emily grabbed me and stormed through the hallways. She
rounded the corner and pulled me in for a kiss while all her friends
around her watched in envy.
“Aren't they just the perfect couple?” gushed Jessica.
“I know, look how in love they are,” responded Maddie.
Emily craved the jealousy they all felt and said in a sweet but
bitchy tone, “We got to go; we have more important things to do.
Right, baby?”
“Um, yeah, babe,” I said in a questioning and fearful voice.
We walked away together, and Emily grabbed my hand and
smiled at me. We then got to her locker and finally I could speak my
mind knowing it was “safe” to talk freely.
“What was that back there?” I asked.
“What do you mean?!” she said in a seductive voice, “I told
you we were gonna start being way touchier in school and around
my friends.”
I rolled my eyes. “I told you I didn't want to, though, but you
did it anyway. You never respect anything I ask you to do, it's always
about what you want.”
Emily was enraged: how dare I have the audacity to talk to
her like that? But she swallowed a drop of her pride and huffed
under her breath, “We'll talk about this later, ok?”
“Whatever, I'ma dip to class now.”
“Ok, love you, baby,” she said loudly enough for all her
friends to hear.
“K,” I said with no expression and walked off to Mr. Sanchez's
math class. The day progressed and soon enough it ended.
As I walked home, Emily's car passed by and she told me to
hop in, so I did, knowing it was more of a command than a request.
The ride home was pretty quiet and peaceful. I leaned back in my
seat and relaxed, but of course just as I was getting really
comfortable she said, “Justin, why do you always fight with me? If I
tell you to do something, you should just do it.”
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I could not believe she said that to me. “You know what,
Emily, you treat me like you own me. It's not right.”
The moment those words came out of my mouth she
slammed on the brakes and slapped me right across the face. I was
shocked. She'd hit me before but never that hard and in my face. I
wanted to yell at her or hit her, at least do something. But I didn't. I
just said I was sorry, and the rest of the car ride home was silent.
We got to my house and I hopped out of the car as I was
closing the door. She told me to wait a second, so I got back into the
car and waited for what she had to say. She looked at me and the red
marks that she had put on my face. She knew what she had done, yet
she didn't look or feel sorry, like I thought she would. She told me
that she wanted me to take her out on a date tonight so she could
post us on Instagram to make everyone even more jealous. She even
told me I had to pay. I said I would take her because even though she
hits me, I still love her, and she told me I will never find anyone
better than her, and she wasn't wrong about that. We went to The
Castle for dinner, a quaint and cozy little restaurant on the
beachside. We took the cute couple pictures she wanted, ate, and
then I drove her home.
The next day I went to school and brushed off the events that
occurred yesterday. I knew if I wanted to be with her, I would just
have to learn to be OK with the way she did things. Before I knew it,
it was lunch time. I walked into the cafeteria and saw my friends
Marc and Chase sitting at my table, so I waved and came over.
“Yo, what up, bro?” Marc called out.
I sat down and said, “Oh, nothin' much, you know, just the
usual.”
I was sitting for less than five minutes before Emily came
over. She sat down on my lap, and all the boys began to give me looks
and clap. She came closer to me and whispered in my ear, “Let's go to
the bleachers; meet me there, OK?”
“OK, I'll be there in five,” I said with a fake smile plastered on
my face. I gave her a small kiss, and she left. I finished eating and
then headed out to meet her. She was under the bleachers at the east
side of the football field.
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I jogged over and she started to whisper to me in a seductive
voice, “Hey, baby. I know that I upset you last night, but I wanna
make it up to you; I wanna do something really special.” She began to
slowly trace her index finger down my chest. I grabbed her hands
and held them together.
“What did you have in mind?” I asked, knowing exactly what
she wanted. She had been pressuring me for the past couple weeks,
and I'd been pushing it off as long as I could.
“You know what I want,” she said with a big grin across her
face. It was like she could read my mind.
“Um, Emily I—” I began to speak but she gave me a look. “I
mean, baby, the thing is I just ... I don't know if I'm ready yet.”
She began to whisper all kinds of things into my ear, and
before I knew what was happening, I had agreed to go to her house
at 9:30.
After school I headed home. I let my mom know I'd be out
late and that I was safe so she wouldn't blow up my phone like she
usually did if I wasn't home by 10 p.m. on a school night. I
remembered one time when I was out with Emily and my mom kept
calling. Now I have my mom in my phone by her first name. So, Emily
just kept seeing this girl calling me. The fourth time she called, Emily
picked up, and she was yelling at my mom. She was jealous cuz she
didn't even know that it was just my mom. They got in a whole fight
and I had to smooth everything over. Needless to say, they really got
off to a bad start, and their relationship didn't get much better.
Later that night I hopped into my GT Mustang and drove over
to Emily's. I climbed up a ladder that she put out for me and went
through her window and into her room.
Afterward, the night was going OK, but I didn't really like
what had happened. She then sat up and looked me dead in the eyes.
“You see the bookshelf over there with that camera resting
on the third shelf?” she asked.
“Yeah … what about it?” I asked. At this point I was kinda
nervous.
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“Well, it's been recording everything this whole time. Say hi,”
she said.
“WHAT!!!” I screamed.
She got close to my face and said, “Shut the heck up, and calm
your self.” Calm down? How could she tell me to calm down?
“You filmed me without consent doing activities that I never
even wanted to do!” This was the last straw; I'd had it with her.
She grabbed me and shoved me against the wall and said,
“Now you know what I have on you, and if you ever double cross me
or try and break up with me, I will share that video around so fast
that your reputation will be destroyed within the hour.”
I was so pissed, but she was right. I couldn't do anything
about it. I headed home after a bit more fighting physically and
emotionally.
While I was lying in bed that night, I couldn't stop thinking
about the way Emily treated me, and I started crying. This wasn't my
first mental breakdown. They happened almost every night
nowadays. I couldn't handle it anymore. I got up to go to the
bathroom, took Tylenol, and started downing the pills in the bottle. I
crawled back into bed and waited for them to kick in so my life could
just be over.
My phone rang. It was Maddie, one of Emily's friends from
earlier. I declined the call and rolled over. She called again and
another three times after I declined. I picked up the fourth or fifth
time she called.
“Hello,” I said trying not to burst out crying again.
We began to talk, and she was saying how she liked me and
felt bad about the way Emily treated me. I soon began to feel my
head get really heavy. I don't remember what happened after that,
but I was told that I fainted, and Maddie knew something was wrong.
She came over and ran straight up to my room. She called an
ambulance.
The next thing I remember is waking up in a mental hospital
with Maddie at my side. It looked like she had been crying. She
looked over and noticed I was conscious. She grabbed the phone
attached to my bed and called a nurse to come to my room.
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The Cheyenne Chronicles
1.
“Letter from Timberly to Kimothy”
by Elana Hochbaum
To: Kimothy Joneson Henderson: 3540 Foothill Dr, Provo, UT 84604
From: Timberly Joneson: 215 Walterscheid Blvd, Cheyenne, WY
82007
Dear Kimmy,
How have you been? I've been pretty good here in Utah. I live in a
beautiful apartment building in Cheyenne. It has a pool and a hot
tub! I have a cool roommate, and she also happens to be named
Cheyenne. She does go by “Beans” sometimes, though. She's super
funny and cool, and for 64, she's a real badass! I enjoy hearing stories
about her time in “the war” and the war protests she always talks
about, though to be honest, I don't really understand most of what
she says. She loves her “pets”. These are the animals that she
adopted at the program at our local zoo! Basically, you agree to
sponsor one of the animals and then you get to name it and visit it!
Pretty cool, right? One time her giraffe kicked her in the enclosure
and she didn't go see him for a month, but she got over it eventually
and visits him quite often now.
How have you been lately? How're the kids? I need to find a time to
come visit you guys. I've been pretty busy with work. I guess this is
the season for painting things blue! I rarely have time to do my
second job of highway sweeping. By the time I get home, all I want to
do is eat the comfort food Mom made for us as kids: a pastrami
sandwich on rye with mustard, with a pickle on the side. The pickle
has to be either a homemade new dill, or a Vlasic kosher dill pickle. If
I don't have a pickle, it's basically not a pastrami sandwich. That
reminds me of something that recently happened between me and
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Cheyenne. Cheyenne is awesome, but she has this bad habit of taking
food that's not hers out of the fridge and eating it, even though she
has tons of grapefruits in the fridge. She's been doing this for a while
with my beer cans, but I don't mind as much because she doesn't do
it often and she buys more at the store when she goes if we run out.
My pickles, on the other hand, are an entirely different story. She
eats, like, 7 pickles at once, and if she finishes them she doesn't
replace them! This is obviously extremely frustrating, but the worst
part is that I get home after work, exhausted and hungry, and there
are NO PICKLES for my pastrami sandwich! I also prefer my
homemade pickles, and they take a while to make, so when she
finishes them I'm stuck without my new dills for at least FIVE FULL
DAYS until I can make a new batch!
I asked her to stop taking my pickles multiple times, and she always
said she would, but she never did. I realized that I had to come up
with a plan. I decided that I would make Cheyenne not want to steal
any more pickles, because I had “changed my recipe” to make them
spicy. I started by making my batch of new dills as I normally would,
and put them into the jar that I labeled “Tim's pickles, don't touch,
don't eat!” because I knew she would eat them anyway. After I made
the brine and put the cucumbers in it, I added just a few drops of hot
chili oil. I tasted the pickles when they were ready, and to me, they
were VERY spicy. I put them in the fridge and waited for Cheyenne to
fall into my trap.
I saw her come into the kitchen, open the fridge, and grab one of my
pickles. She put it in her mouth and I waited for her to run to spit it
out and get water, but it never happened! She didn't even look like
she tasted the spice. I couldn't believe it. I figured it may not have
been enough spice, so I added a few more drops the next time I made
the pickles. It happened again! At this point, I realized I just had to
keep experimenting with the spice and wait to see when she would
stop liking my pickles. I didn't want to hurt her, so I couldn't put in
too much oil at a time. I kept putting more and more chili oil into the
brine, but it just wasn't affecting her. Eventually, I got so desperate
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that I put THE WHOLE BOTTLE of hot chili oil into the pickle jar. This
mixture hurt my nose just smelling it, so I figured that there was no
way she wouldn't notice it or would like it. I was wrong. She
mentioned it, but in a good way! She said that she hadn't “had spicy
pickles this good since Woodstock,” whatever that means.
I was so discouraged by this point that I decided to just see what she
would do if I put the cucumbers in plain water instead of brine.
Cheyenne took one bite and then immediately spit it out and ran to
the sink for water. She hated it! She had gotten so used to the hot
chili oil that when she ate the plain cucumbers, she was grossed out
by the fact that there was no spice. It worked so well that she
actually stopped taking any of my pickles from the fridge. When I
asked her why she didn't eat my pickles anymore, she said that I
made them way too bland for her taste. She also said she's now
afraid of pickles because the experience traumatized her. I hope that
doesn't come back to haunt us.
It's SO much nicer to be able to eat my pickles with my sandwich
again. I'm so happy that it's behind us and I don't have to worry
about her taking my pickles! Other than that experience, my life has
been pretty good. I sometimes miss being in Las Vegas, but I'm
happy being a blue painter and living with Cheyenne. She's teaching
me how to jazz dance! I know you used to take dance classes back
home. You guys should come to Wyoming to visit me and meet
Cheyenne. I think you'd really like her!
I have to go now, I have to go to a client's house to paint. I love you
and I miss you. I hope we can see each other soon!
Love,
Timmy
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2.
“The Confidant”
by Rina Press
Milo dashed down the street in a half, slow-paced jog careful
not to attract too much attention. He got a few odd stares since it was
Maribole, Wyoming, but nothing out of the ordinary. Milo stopped by
an odd-looking storefront with a pink facade and a sign that read
Jazzy Beans and looked both ways before stepping inside. The bell
made a small jingling noise, but no one was around to hear it.
“Hello?” Milo said, “Beans, you back there?”
Milo heard a few clashing noises and a string of what seemed
to be curse words in a foreign language. “Milo! Is that you?” a
strained voice said in between curses, “I'll be there in a minute!” He
heard a few more crashes, but eventually, a middle-aged woman
with a friendly face of wrinkles emerged from within the storage
unit.
“Milo! It's been far too long!” the woman said, her face
lighting up with excitement.
“Yeah, hey Cheyanne, listen I've gotta tell you something, I-”
“Oh no,” She said, interrupting him with a sigh, “what did you
get yourself into this time?”
“Hey, it's not like that,” Milo protested. Cheyanne gave him a
pointed look and Milo shut his mouth. “Well, not exactly.”
“Hmm...” Cheyanne went to the back and continued digging
through the explosion of boxes, “Well if you're already here, the least
you could do is help out a bit.” Cheyanne handed Milo a pair of gloves
and motioned for him to get to work. Milo silently obeyed and began
to sift through the piles with Cheyanne, digging in a comfortable
silence.
Milo finally had enough of the silence and turned to
Cheyanne, “Listen Beans, I know that this might be goodbye, but it's
only for now.” Cheyanne remained silent as she organized her pile of
boxes, “I'll try to come back soon, really, but you know that I've gotta
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get out of this place.” Milo rambled on, “Really, don't be mad at me
Beans, but I've gotta go and leave, it's not a good-”
“Milo.” Cheyanne said, “I'm not upset at you, I understand
why you must leave, but you're going to need a bit of assistance.”
Cheyanne walked over to a rusty file cabinet in the back of the room
and opened a drawer revealing a large cardboard box. Milo looked at
her with a nervous expression, he knew that if she was taking out
that box it meant that she was serious. Cheyanne motioned for Milo
to follow her as she cleared off a table overflowing with old looking
tap and ballet shoes. She gently placed the box down on the table and
opened it with enough care and precision that one might've thought
that there was a bomb hidden in there. Cheyanne turned to Milo with
a serious expression on her face, “Milo,” she said, “are you sure that
you're ready to do this?”
“I don't have a choice” he responded solemnly, looking a bit
nervous at the idea of it.
Cheyanne nodded solemnly and opened the box revealing a
metal safe that looked brand new. She began to unlock the complex
mechanisms of the safe but paused taking a moment to look at Milo.
“You do realize that you'll have to leave your family, right?”
Milo nodded, looking nauseous at the thought of abandoning
his life. “I don't have a choice.” he repeated,
Cheyanne shifted a bit and looked around for a moment.
“Actually you do.” she replied carefully.
“Cheyanne, what're you talking about, the agency contacted
me, there's no way out.”
“How do you think I got out of it?” Cheyanne replied with a
pointed look, revealing a hidden smile.
“You? But you love your job with the agency!” Milo protested
in disbelief.
“I do,” Cheyanne said cautiously, “but it wasn't always like
that.” she said. “You were chosen for a reason Milo, you got involved
with the wrong people and made a few mistakes, but there's still a
way to escape them, they're not invincible.” She paused, analyzing
Milo's face for a sign of distress or confusion, but Milo remained
58

passive. “I had to figure it all out by myself, there was no one to guide
me, but lucky for you, you have someone on the inside.”
“So what's next?” Milo replied with a newfound sense of
confidence and determination.
“Now we ring the bell.” Cheyanne replied with a mischievous
grin spread across her wrinkled face.
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3.
“Cereal” by Yaeli Keyes
“Mommy, can we get this cereal?” Sharyl asked, holding up a
box of Dino Bites. The colorful cereal was easily her all-time favorite,
but her mom rarely allowed her to get them.
She sighed. “No, not right now.” Then she continued pushing
the cart, moving on to another aisle.
Sharyl ran after her and tugged on her coat. “Then can I go to
the toys?”
Her mother nodded, so she giddily ran off.
She ran through the produce, through the boys’ clothes,
turned the corner....and smacked straight into someone.
“Sorry!” Sharyl cried. She was burning with embarrassment
when she noticed the mess of groceries she'd made.
“No, no worries!” The lady said, her words slow and drawn,
but very loud. She was tall (to her, at least), had tan skin, red hair,
and two different colored eyes—one brown and one blue—behind
thick glasses. She wore neon pink leggings, a t-shirt, and a wide
smile.
Rushing to clean up her mess, Sharyl gathered the dozens of
grapefruits on the ground. She only wanted to get to the toys, and
her mom wouldn't like that she's speaking to a stranger, so she tried
to clean up as fast as she could.
When she successfully returned the fallen grapefruits and
was handing them back, the lady said, “I like your tattoo.”
Sharyl glanced at her hand, having forgotten about the green
peace-sign she got as a prize in school.
“It's important,” she continued. “We need peace. Nowadays,
there's so much fighting going on, so much.” She shook her head.
“Little girl—wait, what's your name?”
“Sharyl,” I whispered.
“Well, Sharyl, you and me are some of the few people in the
world who see things correctly. So much fighting all the time, so
much war, when we should all be learning to get along.” Her colorful
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eyes stared straight into Sharyl's. And all Sharyl wanted to do was
leave.
“Oh—okay, thank you.” She tried to stand up taller but she
was still so much shorter than the lady. Speaking to strangers always
made her tummy squirm, but her feet didn't seem to want her to
leave just yet. Also, she was still staring at her with those eyes, which
held a slightly crazed look. “I—I should go now.”
“Wait. Take this.” The lady handed her one of her grapefruits.
“You'll need this on your journey.”
What? “Thank you,” she repeated, taking steps back.
“My name is Cheyenne, by the way.”
“Okay.” Before the lady could say anything else, she dropped
the grapefruit, ran down a random aisle, and hoped she wouldn't see
the lady again.
Strangers are weird, Sharyl thought. I better not get any toys
today, not unless I'm with Mommy.
Little did she know that grapefruit would find its way to her
again, and yes, it would be needed for a quest.
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4.
“Katey Stripe's Diary” by Bayla Greenstein
Dear Diary,
My name is Katey Stripe, I am 12 years old and live in Upstate New
York. I had the strangest thing happen to me today so I was walking
through the city looking through the windows of the stores when
suddenly I noticed that there was a sign on one of the windows that
said someone by the name of Cheyenne L. Orr was coming to a local
dance studio to teach a Jazz dance class! Now it just so happens that I
go to that studio to help with a volunteering organization with my
friend Chris. Anyways, while I was looking at that sign someone
bumped into me causing me to lose my balance. Luckily he caught
me in time before I fell, ¨Oh my goodness I am so sorry!¨ He said I
told him it was okay, blushing slightly, ¨What´s your name?¨ he asked
I told him my name and asked him what his name was. That's when
my day could not have gotten any better, I am still geeking out over
what happened. Oh, I forgot to mention his name. His name is, RUM
TUM TUGGER!!!!!!!! Anyway, I immediately asked him for his
autograph which he did and after thanking him I quickly headed
back to my home and pined his autograph to my bulletin board
which hung above my desk.
Anyway Talk to you tomorrow Diary,
XOXO,
Katey Stripe
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Five. Easy. Pieces.
by Bayla Greenstein
One fine morning in New York City, home to vast amounts of people,
including the Avengers. However, in the Avengers Tower, it is an
ordinary day for the Agents of S.H.E.I.L.D. We see that one agent is
even busier than the rest of them. That agent's name is Black Widow,
also known as agent Romanoff, who is busily typing away on her
computer when out of the blue Tony Stark walks into her office…
Agent Romanoff: (looks up) Oh hey, Tony, what's up?
Tony Stark: (walks over to stand by a filing cabinet) Not much. I see
that you are as busy as always.
Agent Romanoff: (looks back at the screen of her computer and
sighs) Yup. I have to complete a report about a classified mission I
completed.
Tony Stark: (Snorts) Uh Huh… So anyway, I have finally finished
that invention I told you and the rest of the team aboutAgent Romanoff: (Clears her throat) Yeah, sorry to cut you off there,
but do you mind telling me about that some other time, I am really
busy right now and I don't have time to listen to Tony Stark: (Chuckles) Oh yeah, I forgot you were 'busy.' You
always are.
Agent Romanoff: (Tries to keep her cool) Tony, if you don't leave
now, I swear I will kick you out of my office myself, and believe me
when I say that. I. Will. And you know it.
Tony Stark: (Chuckles) Oh yeah? I want to see you try. So as I was
saying, this invention will be able to get rid of just about any threats...
Agent Romanoff: (starts to lose her patience) I have just about had
it with you!
Tony Stark: (in a mocking tone) 'I have just about had it with you!'
Oh, relax, Agent.
Agent Romanoff: (Loses her patience) THAT'S IT!! (gets up and
walks over to Tony, who is still rambling about his newest invention,
and drags him over to the door) GET OUT AND STAY OUT!! (Slams
the door in his face)
Tony Stark: (stops mid-ramble confused) Huh, What did I do?
(shrugs) Oh well. (walks off to go find someone else to talk too)
*Cut to black and fade-out*
*Curtains close*
*End of Scene*
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Queen Elinor and Rum Tum Tugger
by Bayla Greenstein
Scene: a woman is sitting in a living room when a man walks in.
Rum Tum Tugger (walks over and sits down next to Elinon, in a
friendly tone) Hey what's up?
Elinor (looking up from the book she was reading): Not much. How
about you?
Rum Tum Tugger: I’m good. (checks his phone) So have you heard
about the new Black Widow movie coming out?
Elinor (closes the book): Yes I have. I think it sounds interesting.
Rum Tum Tugger (stretching and putting his arm around Elinor): I
also think it sounds interesting, I am thinking about watching it. (has
a dreamy look in his eyes) I also have dreams about one-day meeting
her in person.
Elinor (snuggling up against him, about to fall asleep): I have met
her a couple of times, I have even helped with her with some
missions.
Rum Tum Tugger (in a slightly jealous tone of voice): Oh? How has
that been?
Elinor (hesitates slightly): It was rather nice actually. I enjoy working
with her and I am sure she feels the same way.
Rum Tum Tugger (checks his phone again): I am sure she does.
Elinor (after about a minute or so): Oh, By the way, I am going to be
helping her again soon. (absentmindedly checks her phone) Thought I
ought to let you know.
Rum Tum Tugger (stroking her hair): Oh, okay thanks for letting me
know. (he is now really jealous)
Elinor (looks him in the eyes): You're welcome (pauses and looks at
him) is everything alright?
Rum Tum Tugger (Sighing): well not really. Yes There is
Elinor: Please, tell me about it.
Rum Tum Tugger (hesitates): Well, I was wondering if I can join
you guys?
Elinor: Sure you can!
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Caregen
by Meira Goldman
Bailiff: Beatrix Matthews, Please come up to the stand. Do you swear
to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth so help
you God?
Beatrix: I do
Bailiff: You may have a seat. Can you please describe the events
leading up to and during the alleged assault that took place Saturday,
June 25th, 2016?
Beatrix: I had met the Defendant, Miss Caragen, for the first time 4
years ago. I had just gone through a horrendous breakup and she
was my new roommate at University of Utah. We hit it off and she
knew my whole story by the end of the night. We were Psychology
undergraduates together. Only the weirdest of weird people go into
psychology. They're the only ones who can handle it.
Bailiff: Ma'am you're getting off track, please continue.
Beatrix: Okay. She was extremely supportive and that night we went
and egged the house of the previously mentioned ex girlfriend. She
was unaware that it was a female's house we were egging. As the
year went on we became closer. I got attached to her rigid, cold, and
yet caring, and subtle personality. She was my ideal roommate. I
came out to her a couple months after that and admitted that it was
my ex girlfriend's house, not boyfriend. She got, what I perceived as,
unreasonably upset with the idea that I would lie to her like that. I
tried to tell her that I didn't know if I could trust her yet; it was the
first day we met. She tried to throw a chair at me but luckily missed.
She then left and I thought it was for good. Since I was a psych
student, I had thought that was odd and spent the night thinking
about the situation. I came to the conclusion that it was probably
something else that made her so upset and this was just the last
straw. Or maybe she was homophobic. She returned a week later
with an apology. A sincere one too. I forgave her and she gradually
moved back in that day as we got caught up. When I asked her where
she went when she left (since she was not from Utah) she said
“My girlfriend's apartment.”
66

Bailiff: And what happened after that?
Beatrix: I had a discussion with her about how it felt and she said
that it was “suspended self-microaggression” which makes perfect
sense from a psychological standpoint. After that things were a little
bumpy but we rebuilt the friendship within another couple months.
And then a couple months after that it became more than a
friendship.
Bailiff: A relationship?
Beatrix: No ma'am. It wasn't official or anything but we were having
relations. The story of her life that I had known was that Sarah
Caragen grew up in a little town in North Dakota. She had three
brothers, four Bernese Mountain Dogs, and divorced parents. She
loved psychology and astrophysics. She was a clearly bright girl who
had lots of school and scholarship opportunities. She was very close
with her community and kept in touch with her elementary school
teachers.
Bailiff: Ma'am, do you remember their names. The elementary
school teachers.
Beatrix: No, ma'am. I only remember Bakery Fraizer. I thought it
was a really odd name and she never stopped talking about him.
Bailiff: Did you ever meet this “Bakery Frazier?”
Beatrix: No Ma'am. She did occasionally talk about going out to get
tea with him though. She was never really home because she took an
insane amount of classes. It's hard to believe she kept up with so
many people.
Bailiff: So what happened on the evening of June 25th?
Beatrix: She was out late having tea with Mr. Frazier and she came
running into the room in a sweat at 2:35 am. She woke me up and
told me she loves me but she has to go. I tried to question her but she
wouldn't say anything. She was frantically packing a bag. Right
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before she's about to leave she turns to me and says “Frazier tried to
murder me.” That was the last I ever heard of her until today. Within
the hour her cell line had been cut off.
Bailiff: And did you go to the police with this information?
Beatrix: Yes, ma'am. They said they'll get on it. I genuinely forgot
after a while.
Bailiff: Is that all?
Beatrix: Yes Ma'am.
Bailiff: You're excused. Next witness please. Lance Uerie. Please
come up to the stand. Do you swear to tell the truth, the whole truth,
and nothing but the truth, so help you God?
Lance: I do
Bailiff: Mr. Uerie is it?
Lance: Yes, ma'am
Bailiff: How did you meet the defendant?
Lance: I was tryin' to catch a train to my job and I noticed a letter fall
out of her bag. I tried to give it back to her before she left but the
door closed right on the letter. It's like something you'd see in a
movie! I took all the stops back and looked around the city for her.
There were no addresses or nothing and I had invested a serious
amount of time into returning it so I gave up at this point and went
on my way. It got me curious. I had the letter, might as well read it.
Bailiff: And what was in it?
Lance: Coordinates. I was starting to get a lil' suspicious. I thought
it's better if I just threw out the letter and that's the end of it.
Bailiff: And so did you?
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Lance: No ma'am. I was talking on the phone late that night with a
friend and he suggested that we look up the location at least. It was a
person's house. I was getting really concerned now. My bud said he
was gonna go whether I was with him or not. He loves this kinda
stuff. Real into mysteries and those types of things.
Bailiff: What is this friend's name?
Lance: Ghiligan Manheim
Bailiff: Is he a good guy?
Lance: Yes, ma'am. One of the best I've known. Anyways I got a bad
vibe from this so I didn't want my buddy getting into danger. I wasn't
sure what was gonna happen but I didn't think it'd result in this,
that's for sure. We went in disguise for safety. Nothing too serious,
just dark clothes, sunglasses, etc. We also went at night so no one
would see us. At this point I was mostly just indulging Ghiligan
because he was real' deep into the curiosity.
Bailiff: Do you still have the address of this house?
Lance: Yes Ma'am, 3957 Allentown GC
Bailiff: Okay thank you, that is all we need. You are dismissed
Lance: Wait bu—
Bailiff: You are dismissed! Will Mr. Ghiligan Manheim please come to
the stand? Do you swear to tell the truth, the whole truth, and
nothing but the truth so help you God?
Ghiligan: Yessir.
Bailiff: Now, Mr. Ghiligan, has all of Mr. Uerie's testimony been
truthful thus far?
Ghiligan: Yes ma'am
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Bailiff: And all the details he has shared thus far aline with your
alibi?
Ghiligan: Yes ma'am. Of course, gold ol' Lancie over 'er was quite
interested in the house too. He's got an anxiety disorder. But I reckon
he's just as interested as I was that evening.
Bailiff: Okay. What did you do once you got to the house on the
evening of June 25th?
Ghiligan: We just drove 'round. Looked at the house. He was lookin'
for the girl too. She was a mighty fine looking girl. Her hair split in
half pink and half purple hair colorant. I had never seen nothing like
it before.
Bailiff: Did you at any point get out of your car?
Ghiligan: No ma'am, I recon not so. After there was nothing there to
see, we left disappointed.
Bailiff: And this is your only connection to Miss Caragen?
Ghiligan: Yes ma'am. I hadn't even seen her till this here court
hearing.
Bailiff: Thank you, sir. You are dismissed. Please bring Ms. Nellie
Darth to the stand. Do you swear to tell the truth, the whole truth,
and nothing but the truth so help you God?
Nellie: Why yessir of course!
Bailiff: Ms. Nellie, You were a neighbor to Xavier Phantom?
Nellie: Yes Ma'am. He was the sweetest man. I'd loved living next to
him. He's one of those fellows that you meet and you never forget. A
real stand up type of guy.
Bailiff: And what did you see happen the night of June 25th?
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Nellie: Well I noticed a suspicious car driving around the
neighborhood and Xavier's house. I didn't think much of it at first but
they were there a mighty long time. 'got me worried.
Bailiff: So you called the police?
Nellie: Uh yes ma'am. Of course! But first I called Xavier and told him
to stay safe. He came over to our place for dinner because we had an
extra spot and I was a little concerned. I made it seem as though we
really just wanted more company for dinner.
Bailiff: Did the police ever show up.
Nellie: Yes and when they did they took away a man in a ski mask
and put him in the back of the mobile.
Bailiff: Does he look like either of two previous defendants.
Nellie: Well, your honor, he was in a ski mask so I can't really tell but
h-he did have a similar build to Mr. Lance over there.
Bailiff: Okay thank you, that is all. You are dismissed. Will Mr. Gregg
Howard please come up to the stand. Do you swear to tell the truth,
the whole truth, and nothing but the truth so help you God?
Gregg: Yes
Bailiff: You may have a seat. So Mr. Howard, what is your relation to
the defendant, Ms. Caragen?
Gregg: She's my fiancée.
Bailiff: So you guys had planned to be married soon?
Gregg: Yes ma'am. We have most of our wedding completely
planned and paid for. It's supposed to be within a couple months.
Bailiff: The exact date please, sir.
Gregg: December 15th.
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Bailiff: Thank you. Now would you mind telling us about Sarah
Caragen. What's her personality, life style, etc.
Gregg: Oh she's such a sweetheart. The minute I'd made eye contact
for the first time, I fell in love with her. She's just so kind and loving.
She's everything you'd want in a partner and a mother.
She grew up in Oregon on a farm. She had TONS of pets and animals
because of it. She also had 1 brother, and 1 sister. She'd walk a mile
and half every day to go to school as a kid because the farm was so
big and they didn't own cars. They only had tractors. But her family
was big into education.
Bailiff: Have you ever met this family?
Gregg: Unfortunately not. They all died in a tragic car accident when
she was younger. She still has the scars from it all over her body.
Bailiff: Do you think Ms. Caragen is guilty?
Gregg: My god no! She would never do such a thing!
Bailiff: Okay, excused. The last witness will be Mr. Xavier Phantom.
Do you swear to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the
truth so help you God?
Xavier: Well I'm not a very faithful fellow but of course.
Bailiff: Mr. Phantom, what is your relation to the defendant.
Xavier: I was her preschool teacher. I worked at a school for
troubled kids up in New York. Sarah was one of the worst cases I'd
ever seen.
Bailiff: When the last time you talked to the defendant?
Xavier: Her last day of school. I made sure never to do so again. I
knew she was up to no good. We always butted heads but she really
concerned me as a kid. She was always talking about fire, trying to
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hurt other children and laugh about it, and she even tried to break
one of the legs of our pet rabbit claiming it was for “good luck.”
Bailiff: So what happened on the evening of June 25th?
Xavier: I got a call from Ms. Nellie Darth, bless her soul, saying there
was a suspicious car out front of my house. She said, “On an
unrelated note, we have extra space at the dinner table, why
don'tcha' join us?” It was kinda a lonely night so I did. The food was
great. She's a real good cook. Around 11:00 pm I got a phone call
from the police department asking where I was and who I was with. I
told them and they picked me up and brought me back to the station.
They told me that a hitman had been hired to murder me that night.
They got him and he was now in the custody of the federal prison. I
stayed at a friend's house for the remainder of the weekend and then
moved back into a condo I had upstate and sold that house.
Bailiff: Thank you Mr. Phantom that is all. I now request a brief
recess. We shall rejoin in 15 minutes.
(15 minutes later)
Bailiff: I declare that on the charge of attempted 1st degree murder,
Miss Sarah Caragen is guilty and shall be put in prison for 90 years.
Miss Caragen is a sociopath, no degree of psychological help can
treat her. She will just remain abusing and manipulating others.
Miss Caragen was in two simultaneous romantic relationships with
partners who knew seemingly nothing truthful about her life. Bakery
Fraizer is not a person. There is no record of said Bakery in any US
documents that I have access to. Said Bakery is Xavier. The night
Bakery allegedly tried to kill Miss Caragen, she was paying and
seeing off a hitman to kill him for their messy past. Miss Caragen
planted the note with coordinates just for some suckers like you two
to be charged with murder instead of her and her hitmen. You fell
right for it. Good thing this isn't my first rodeo. That is all, case
dismissed.
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“Where Are We”
by Yaeli Keyes
“Where are we?” Henry shouted over the hubbub as he was
almost trampled by a nearby lopsided-cow-thing. The room was in
full chaos, sounding and looking like a zoo.
“Yeah, this is definitely not the right place,” Jared called,
having already hidden in the shadowy corner of a room.
“I know, I know. I'm—” A screaming person smacked right
into me, backed up, stared for a second, then continued screaming
again.
I tried to reach one of them, but the ocean of people and
animals refused to split.
Henry seemed to keep getting sucked back in to the worst of
it, dodging and ducking from the gruesome things. He shouted for
help, and again—I couldn't do anything about it.
“What in the world—,” someone said, accompanied by a
scream and a hissing noise.
Just then, the world seemed to fade away, and we were in
another setting.
The moment he was able to, Henry ran over and grabbed my
hand, and he began instructing me to never let go so we'd never be
separated, and again, we heard a scream.
It was Jared.
I had never heard him screaming before. Usually he was a
comforting, quiet presence, rarely showing any outward emotion.
Tearing my hand away from Henry, I rushed over to Jared.
Light seemed to be pouring out of him, and it burned at my eyes.
Before I could make it to him, heat was rushing through my
entire body, and everything felt like I was floating, drifting away.
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“Arthur and Dorothy”
by Elana Hochbaum
Arthur is a man who has dealt with much loss in his life.
When he was young, he was in love with a beautiful girl named
Dorothy. Dorothy and Arthur were madly in love for many years, but
one day Dorothy left for a trip on a boat, and she never returned.
Arthur was devastated, as he assumed she had died. He even planned
and held a funeral for her after she had been missing for years. It has
been fifteen years since Dorothy’s disappearance. Oh, how he misses
his beautiful Dorothy. He leans against a tree, chain smoking and
thinking about his lost love, when he suddenly feels a breeze behind
him. He turns around, and there is an image of his enchanting
Dorothy, shining golden like an angel. He feels sick. He turns around
to gather his thoughts and lets the wave of nausea pass. When he
turns to face her, she is gone, and in her place he sees a demon,
glowing red and angry. He lets out a scream and tries to run, but he
can’t move. The demon advances on Arthur and grabs him…
...and Arthur wakes with a start. His phone lies on his chest and he
unlocks it, seeing the image of the real Dorothy's Facebook profile
page. He wishes he hadn't seen that page. Rather than having
disappeared, his college girlfriend Dorothy has ended up a middleaged housewife with a husband and three children living in Topeka,
Kansas. And Arthur is a chain-smoking middle-aged man who has
nothing better to do than stalk old girlfriends on social media. Arthur
is having a very bad day.
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“Bristles”
by Ariella Leib
“Ow, my bristles hurt so much,” the toothbrush whines, not
actually feeling any pain but very much enjoying the drama of it all.
“Why does Ariella have to be brushing so much recently? It isn't fair.”
“Are you kidding me?” Toothpaste exclaims. “You drive me
crazy! Of course it's fair! You're a toothbrush, for G-d's sake. People
are supposed to brush their teeth.” Toothpaste has always felt a
certain detestation towards all things idiotic.
“Well, it's not my fault I was born a toothbrush.” cries
Toothbrush. “I didn't ask to be born with a job in which I am being
pushed and shoved against a tooth. Aren't people only supposed to
brush twice a day? Ariella brushes like three times in one sitting!”
But Toothbrush knows it isn't all that bad to be useful.
“It's not her fault! She's been going to the Orthodontist a lot
recently. She always brushes more before she goes to the
Orthodontist in case she has food in her teeth. She's in a lot of pain.
Can't you tell? Whenever she brushes she moans as if she's being
stabbed in the stomach. Cut her some slack.” Toothpaste huffs.
Toothpaste actually thinks Ariella is quite lucky, getting to miss so
much school. Toothpaste has never particularly liked sitting in the
medicine cabinet listening to the old, empty bottles of toothpaste
lecture on and on about the proper way to hold yourself as your
insides are being squeezed out onto a toothbrush.
“I don't hear what sounds are coming out of her mouth,”
replies Toothbrush. Again, not true.
Toothpaste rolls their eyes.
“You are in her mouth for crying out loud!” Toothpaste yells
in frustration. “This is by far the most ridiculous conversation I have
ever partaken in. I'm done talking about this.” Toothpaste isn't
stupid. It knew the conversation was most definitely not going to
end, but it was worth a try.
“It's because I was too busy wincing in pain. And how many
conversations have you partaken in anyway? You're a tube of
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toothpaste!” Toothbrush thought this was quite clever. It wasn't used
to being the sharpest brush in the drawer.
“Well, it's not my fault I was born a tube of toothpaste. I
didn't ask to be born with a job in which I—” Toothpaste starts,
mockingly. Mocking Toothbrush was Toothpaste's favorite pastime.
“Oh, come on!” Toothbrush whines. Toothbrush did see this
coming, if it were being honest.
Toothpaste smirks.
“I hope she never brushes her teeth again. I hope her teeth
turn brown and rot.” Toothbrush huffs. “Serves her right.”
Toothbrush really doesn't care that much, but when you aren't the
smart one, you can always be the dramatic one.
Ariella walks into the bathroom and grabs the toothbrush
“Noooooo,” Toothbrush cries. It really loves being the dramatic one,
doesn't it.
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“Just a Normal Night”
by Elana Hochbaum
On Elana Hochbaum's second day of school, at around 9:30 at
night, her parents, Alison and Marty Hochbaum, were sitting on the
couch in the family room. Elana had just run upstairs in a huff trying
to finally finish her assignment in her Creative Writing class. It had
been a long day, and Elana was facing many challenges in school. One
new challenge was that Elana had never taken a Creative Writing
class before, and she was freaking out slightly about having to write
her first assignment.
Alison, while simultaneously scrolling through Facebook,
asked, “Why can't Elana just write? She's so afraid of it not being
perfect that she barely wants to even start.”
“I know!” Marty replied, while also half paying attention to
the Law and Order marathon on Sundance. “What she doesn't realize
is that perfect is the enemy of good. She needs to just do her best
with it and not worry so much about how it sounds the first time.”
Alison nodded and tried to listen to the sounds coming from
her daughter's bedroom, but she could no longer hear the muffled
cries and pacing she'd been hearing for the past 20 minutes directly
above her. “I hope now that she's cried in her room for a little while,
she'll be able to actually finish her dialogue. She must have started
and deleted and restarted it at least five times by now!” she
exclaimed.
“I've tried to tell her that she doesn't have to be so critical
about what she's writing. This class is supposed to be a fun way for
her to start getting comfortable with writing and get better at it,”
Elana's father responded, though he was thinking that if she kept
reacting to her assignments this way, not only would it not be fun for
her, it wouldn't be fun for him either.
“It may have something to do with her being assigned a lot of
homework on the second day of school. That seems a bit unfair,” said
the woman who enjoys giving her daughter a nice list of chores to do
before Shabbos.
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Marty replied, “That's true. Almost every teacher assigned
homework!” Then he thought he would play devil's advocate and
said, “You can't blame them, though. They're a week behind
schedule, and they have to start the kids off with some sort of
foundation to get into the material.”
“I guess,” Alison shrugged. “Oh, look, she came downstairs.”
Marty, who was pretty sure his daughter had just spent her
time watching The Simpsons instead of doing work, said, “I think she
finally finished! Thank G-d.”
“Now she has to start her math homework…” Alison groaned.
It was going to be a long year.
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“The Love Triangle”
by Bayla Kriegsman
“Mom!” called Joe, “I'm heading to go meet up with Mike.” He
patiently waited for her ok and headed out. Two minutes later, Joe
walked into the park to see Mike waiting in his car. He signaled to
him to go to the benches, and Mike followed. They began to talk
about all the random things they had on their minds. Soon the main
reason they met up came out.
“So, Bayla is quite something,” Mike said.
“Ye, she's on the plane. She just texted me,” said Joe.
“Yeah, I'm going to be the one picking her up.”
Really?” said Joe in a surprised but sarcastic voice and
mumbled under his breath, “It should have been me to pick her up.”
“Yup!” said Mike.
Joe wasn't too happy but passed off a smile and responded,
“Aight. Bet.”
The boys soon departed as Mike headed to pick up Bayla
while Joe headed home in a pissy mood.
Two days later…
Joe picked up his ringing phone to see it was Mike calling. He
answered saying, “Yo, wassup”?
Mike explained how they should meet up outside of
Sunflower Café because Bayla wanted to vibe with them. But he
wanted to talk to Joe privately before Bayla got there. Joe got
approval from his mom and started to head out. He got there and
waited as patiently as he could. It felt like forever, but finally Mike
arrived in his car. They rounded the corner and began a
conversation.
“Sooooo, what's on your mind?”
Mike looked uncomfortable when he responded, “She…kissed
me.”
Why didn't Joe feel surprised at all? “Who, Bayla?” he said,
rolling his eyes.
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Mike retorted, “No sh**, Sherlock.”
But why would she do that?” Joe wondered aloud.
“I think she may like me,” Mike said, knowing she did based
on the conversation they had the night before that led up to the kiss.
Ooooooo, was Joe pissed at this point. “That's not possible.
She likes me, or I thought she did.”
Mike felt the tension between the two of them. “I don't know,
man,” he said.
Joe was over the whole situation, and then he saw Bayla
coming down the block and turned to Mike and said, “Oh, sh**. I
think that's her coming now.”
“Well then, bro, we'll have to talk later,” Mike said, hoping Joe
would catch the vibe and say no, but “aight bet” is what Joe said
instead. The three of them headed down to the restaurant while
Bayla had no idea what she had just gotten herself into.
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“Lils & Jen”
by Shira Schon
I walk into the bathroom and am immediately accosted by
the school gossip, Rachel. Mentally I roll my eyes, but outwardly I
smile and say hi. She starts blabbering right away, and I totally start
like spacing out until I hear my name.
“Lils! Did you hear what happened with Jen?” she exclaims
dramatically.
Rachel is like the only person on the face of the Earth who
calls me that, and it annoys me to no end.
“No,” I say, “I haven't spoken to anyone but my family for a
like a week.”
Damned Covid, I've been like so isolated. But, I'd rather be
quarantined alone than stuck talking to Rachel in the girls'
bathroom.
“I can't believe I didn't tell you! She had a complete
meltdown!” she bursts out excitedly.
“A meltdown?” I ask, suddenly concerned. “Was it like a
mental health thing or like an argument?”
She smiles this weird smile she always gets when she's
gonna say something mean that she thinks is super juicy.
“Well, I would probably consider it both—more like a mental
breakdown to be honest. I mean, she completely overreacted.”
She pauses, waiting for me to ask her to continue. I resist the
urge to roll my eyes. “Well, tell me! What happened?” I ask, a bit
curiously, hoping that masks my annoyance at how utterly ridiculous
this conversation is.
“Basically Johnny told her she's more aggressive than the
other girls at school, and she like completely flipped out, which
totally proved his point!” she says and pauses, waiting for my
reaction.
Apparently I do not look as excited as I should be, so she
continues, “I mean, she is kind of aggressive, don't you think? It's not
like Johnny did anything wrong to deserve her going off on him like
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that. No one is gonna listen to her if she acts like that,” she continues
in what is possibly the most condescending tone I've ever heard.
I don't stop myself from rolling my eyes this time. “Wow,
Rach, you and Johnny sound perfect for each other.” I smile sweetly.
“You're both f**king racist,” I say, and she starts to protest, but I
shush her. “Lemme guess! Trump isn't all that bad, and all lives
matter,” I say in my most Karen™ voice.
“What the h*ll are you talking about, Lily,” she says in a rare
use of my real name.
“I mean, Rachel, that telling the only Black girl in our school
that she's more aggressive than everyone else is racist!” I say “racist”
slowly so even someone with her low IQ gets it.
“I don't understand why that's racist. You're overreacting
just like Jen did,” she says, getting increasingly annoyed by the
second.
“Sure sure, being upset at people employing and upholding
racist stereotypes against Black women is such an overreaction. How
dare I actually be sensitive to the discrimination other people face
and my role in continuing or ending it. How dramatic of me—dare I
say aggressive? Oh wait! I'm white, so I'm probably just emotional
and hypersensitive. You're such a hypocrite, Rachel. But whatever—
agree to disagree.”
I walk out of the bathroom, leaving her stunned. I can tell
she's watching me walk away, so I strategically give her a view of my
favorite ring as I leave…
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“Making People Uncomfortable (or To Be Hated)”
by Shira Schon
It was a beautiful evening in early August and I couldn't wait
to go outside and enjoy it. My father had taken us on a trip to the
coast and I was allowed to invite my girlfriend along. It was our first
night there and I couldn't wait to spend time with her and take a
clichéd but romantic walk on the beach. She already got along with
my little siblings and it was shaping up to be the perfect day.
We got a little dressed up and went for a walk on the
boardwalk ourselves as my dad took the other kids somewhere else.
It was comfortable and I couldn't stop smiling just being able to hold
her hand. The boardwalk was busy, and there was music coming
from many different restaurants and attractions, and the din of
conversation and fun added to the atmosphere. We were heading
towards one of the entrances to the beach to walk around and maybe
dip our toes in the water when someone started saying something to
us.
I looked up in a bit of surprise as I'd been mostly ignoring the
many people around us. I felt her squeeze my hand tighter as we saw
a guy probably in his mid-twenties clutching a mostly empty bottle
of some sort of alcohol—probably beer. He was still a decent
distance away, so we kinda tried to go around him and stay near
people. I couldn't stop my thoughts from spiraling fast in a million
different directions as I felt him looking at each of us and both of us
together like we existed purely for his enjoyment.
As he got closer his words got clearer saying how hot girls
who like girls are and a variety of similar things. Some of his words
were a bit slurred and he didn't stop leering at us as he passed us,
but thankfully he kept walking. I was wishing my dad was with us so
I would feel safer, and then I got angry that I felt the need to have a
man with me to feel safe. I could tell it had also affected my
girlfriend, and I launched into conversation to distract her.
Even after, though, I couldn't stop myself from shaking and
feeling like he was still there.
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“Immoral Human Being”
by Yaeli Keyes
“Sir,” the boy started toward his master, his entire body
trembling. “I...I believe it is time for me to go.”
The older man peered through his glasses with a cold glint in
his eye. “Not yet.”
“What?” He'd never kept the boy from leaving before—he
was the singular person who knew the boy's condition, and he knew
what would happen if the boy didn't leave soon. The effects of the
night were due to pounce on him at any minute. In fact, signs were
already showing up, making his skin crawl like the legs of an ugly
centipede.
“Well, I want you to clear the dishes. I certainly am not going
to do them.” The man stood up, starting off, ending the discussion.
But the boy kept trying, for he knew there were only seconds
before it was too late. “Sir...Sir, I cannot. The moon…and...well, I
cannot even touch the silverware! Shall I die? Shall we both die?” His
voice was becoming slurred, and his head was foggy.
“If you go, won't everyone die?” The man's voice was low,
and he refused to look back. “Is it better that one of us dies, or that
the good live?”
“Why...why are we not good? I certainly...didn't choose
this...life.”
“You were made bad, it was never a choice. You are a
monster.”
“I...Sir…” Tumbling to the ground, the boy found himself
gasping for air. There was a scream, possibly from him, but he was
unable to speak, so probably not, and his whole body was burning
and changing into something so grotesque. Blood's savory and salty
aroma filled his lungs, and his mind was curtained with raw anger
and fear, dimming the world red. He was no longer in his rags, for
they were now in shreds, and his body was now cloaked in fur.
No one would be clearing the table, now that the man was
dead.
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“The Tale of the Simp”
by Zörit Bluth
Once upon a time there was a piece of trash named Zack. He
was a follower and often fell into peer pressure; hence, he became
trash. Your typical douchey frat guy you know, “homiesexual” but
will laugh at homophobic jokes because he could “never” be gay,
doesn’t respect women but also confused on how all of them aren't
all over him, has pals who are gay but only to add flavor to his
personality, has friends who are transphobic, drinks even though he
doesn’t actually want to, and of course has to act hyper-masculine.
He has his own struggles but doesn't share them 'cause he doesn't
want to be vulnerable. He's a popular guy and is in the “it” crowd.
Doesn't want to be seen as the wimp friend. He decides to take a
little break to focus on himself and then comes back into the public
with a slight shift. He is a little more open now, still a lot of the same
friends and some new. He starts meeting new people and starts
meeting some of his friends' girlfriends. Now Zack is making new
connections and getting different kinds of friends. He grows as a
person and gets a new girlfriend. He starts hanging out with her
friends, learning more, educating himself, and breaking down walls.
Starts speaking about issues he has had, such as eating disorders,
depression, and divorce. Starting a new chapter in his life, he is
becoming a better person. Through the ways of simphood, he has
shown his affection for his friends and girlfriend, been less
judgmental, become more accepting, and just more vocal. He is now
not afraid to show the music he likes and is coming out of his shell.
The bar is still low, but through the ways of being a simp, he will
change for the better. Everyone can become a simp and change just
like Zack; it's not too late to start a new chapter of yourself. #simp
for the better.
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“Sun Shine” by Yaeli Keyes
Dancing in the rain,
Washing all my pains away,
Maybe there's a chance for things to get better,
Maybe I can smile again.
Singing with the raindrops,
We make a beat and melody,
To calm this speeding soul of mine,
To keep this little haven in time.
Don't fall too far,
It won't forever be dark,
And I'll hold your hand along the way.
Just listen to the raindrops' song,
They'll cry so you don't have to,
They pray for you to see the sun shine once again.
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“Paint a Poem, Poem a Paint” by Aharon Kosofsky
Rolf Nesch:
Self-division beating his old split heart
Forever lost in the circling ruins of grief and distrust
Otto Dix:
A party for the dramatic devils dealing lies and misfortunes
A mockery of the fortunate fools feeling forever fine
Five things to know: Otto Dix
1.
The nihilistic devastation that imprisons the sorrow of desperate
recollection
2.
Conformed miscalculation battle for a lost identity
3.
Precious misjudgment prime in forbidden growth
4.
Cautious stranger in the laughing cry of unguided perplexion
5.
A passing man hiding in laborious achievement
Negerrevue:
A ghostly perception in denial of freedom
MC Escher:
Looking faceless into a never-ending clock
Seeking clarity in a blurred depiction of clear death
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“Religion” by Ariella Leib
There will always be people
Who believe what they do.
That's what religion means.
There will always be people
Who think you're wrong.
That's the reality of belief.
There will always be people
Who don't like difference.
It's the way the mind works.
There will always be people
Who don't understand.
But it's okay, because you don't truly understand them either.
There will always be people
Who put down others
In order to feel good about themselves.
There will always be people
That feel the need to tell you
Why your opinions don't matter.
There will always be people
Who are more to the right than you
And who point out the length of your sleeves.
There will always be people
Who are more to the left than you
And who decide you're part of a cult.
There will always be people
Who create conflict.
But is conflict inevitable?
There will always be people
Who say that you're “too Jewish”
And that you believe too much.
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There will always be people
Who say that you're “not Jewish enough”
And that you believe too little.
There will always be people
Who interpret life differently
And don't adhere to your logic.
There will always be people
Who say, “We can both be right.”
But does belief allow for that?
While we may not be able
To all be right,
It's important to show respect
Because the most important thing
That we all have in common
Is our ability to believe.
There will always be people,
So find your own path
And respect that others may be different.
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“Waste a Second” by Leo Braver
Yellow, orange, red
Leaves start to fall off the trees
Summer has ended
I woke up different
Must have been something I dreamed
That changed who I am
I'm glad I got up
Went out and smelled the roses
Feel the sun shine down
Walk the streets at night
The shadows on the pavement
Of surrounding life
Roll the tape of life
Sit back and just watch it play
That's much easier
A piece of me is gone
It blew away in the wind
To find a new home
Keeping track of time
Don't want to waste a second
I've done that before
I need to let go
I hold on when I shouldn't
It never pays off
I shouldn't re-read
Old texts that once broke me down
I can't help myself
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“Infinite Evergreens” by Aharon Kosofsky
Infinite evergreens
Stand atop a blank expanseCardinal in flight
A beaver awakes
The forest falls to the groundSmall yet persistent
Leaves glide in cold wind
A cottontail breathes fearStaring at nothing
Freddie Mercury
Bohemian RhapsodyIs this the real life
Littered cigarette
Fire and smoke burns unguidedDying tree in bud
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Cats, Bravery, Camp, School, Summer” by Bayla Greenstein
It's morning time to eat
After eating it's time for a nap
It's night time to play
Strong hearts beating fast
Adrenalin pumping fast and heard
Ready to risk lives in order to save lives
Sun is shining bright
New adventures waiting to happen
Time to wake up
Bell rings time to start
Lots of new things to read and learn
Time to go catch the bus
The sun is shining
Animals are coming out of hibernation
The birds are singing
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“Warmth and Love” by Shira Schon
Snowflakes speak of beauty
Silence and grief turn them grey...
The loss of a soul
Petal falls to earth
Time, beginning to dwindle...
Until the curse locks
Sun rises early
Rubbing sleep from my tired eyes—
Pain rose early too
Sunscreen protects skin
From gods angry blazing sun—
Not my vengeful knife
Footsteps in the sleet
Wracking shivers and big coats—
Home brings warmth and love
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“What the Heck’s My Brain” by Joseph Korman
I am really cold
But when I wear a sweater
I am really hot
Oh, Mr. Kaplan
Why you gotta be like that
Very Interesting
שירים בעברית
אני לא מבין עברית
? מה זה עברית,אוי
Look at Orit's cup
It's all pretty and purple
Wow, that's a nice cup
Creative Writing
This is a really strange class
What even is this
Gosh dang it, Jacksfilms
Now this song's stuck in my head
I don't mind it though
School is now on Zoom
And so I can't see my friends
Now I am lonely
Elana Hochbaum
Rina Press and Orit Bluth
Ariella Leib
This is due today
Is this really due today?
Yes, it's due today
Out of ideas
Out of ideas, I am
Yoda please get out
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“The Worst Things in Life” by Ariella Leib
The worst things in life
Are ones that we need to do
Food at two a.m.
I don't have a clue
What I should talk about in
This haiku for school
Every time I sleep
The dreams I have wake me up
This does not make sense
Dreams are me asleep
Wait so does that mean
My sleep is waking me up?
Mac and cheese pizza
Yummy mac and cheese pizza
No I can't explain
What were we doing
I wasn't paying attention
Sorry, Mrs. Sklar
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“Messy Goals” by Rina Press
The world is a mess
A mess of nothing at all
Destroyed by people
Speech is limited
But words remain infinite
Forever spoken
Imagine living
The chance to change the whole world
You waste it right now
Poetry is fake
A ruse made to deceive them
But it's okay, right?
Skimming through your life
Trying to complete your goals
Goals set by yourself

“Instead, Homework” by Elana Hochbaum
I don't really like
writing poetry at all
except for haikus
In class you guys spoke
In New York City accents
And it was so cute
I need a long break
I just want to watch TV
But instead, homework
My name starts with “E”
Its meaning is the word tree
OMG that rhymed
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“Jar of Tears” by Yaeli Keyes
Friendships break so soon
Thank you for the memories
Hope you had fun too
Why's forgetting hard
If that's all I want to do
But that just seems worse
Take something from here
A jar of tears awaits you
Leave me in the dark
Dancing lights in dark
They show you hope in darkness
Something’s missing here
Sweaters and coffee
Reading by the warm fire
What if my book fell
Please give me some time
I cannot keep up with life
So I need some help
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“BTW” by Elana Hochbaum
My teachers have a favorite phrase
Which is usually followed by something I won't like
They typically say it at the end of class
Or sometimes in an email right after
This phrase is “by the way”
Or “BTW” for short
“BTW, you have to study for the quiz I just made for tomorrow”
“BTW, you have to do Edmentum”
“BTW, you have a 3- page essay to write”
“BTW, you have to read a 30- page chapter in your textbook”
“BTW, you have to make a chart with the Hebrew terms”
“BTW, you have to make flash cards”
“BTW, you have to do bekiut”
“BTW, you have to write three paragraphs about the video that you
thought would be a break”
“BTW, you have to finish the worksheet”
“BTW, I want it by tomorrow”
“BTW, I want it by 11:59 pm tonight”
“BTW, I want it before Shabbos”
“BTW, turn it in to Turnitin”
“But it'll only take you two hours, I'm sure you have that much time”
I'm sorry, teachers, I know it's your job to assign work
But we're overwhelmed
We have nine classes
And limited time
And I know that it's hard to imagine
But we want to have time to relax as well
So BTW, please lighten up a bit :)
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“Spoiler Alert” by Meira Goldman
My life as a spoiler alert:
Stuff sucks
Life sucks
That's kind of the point though
Without adversity what will we learn
Without adversity my life could be nice
Without adversity life wouldn’t take any turns, it'd just be a straight
line
People without struggles just float through the air without learning,
without growing, and without giving any cares
Without tears, without pain, without crying in the rain screaming
why me?
Why her? Him? Them? That's not what they deserve
But spoiler alert life's not fair
Nope:
If you went back to when you were a kid what would say to yourself?
How am I supposed to know?
You don't remember?
Nope.
Who is your idol?
What is an idol?
Who do you admire?
Me.
That's not an answer
That's my answer
Well pick a different one
Nope.
How are you feeling?
What?
You don't feel those?
No, I do but not many
Well pick one that's prominent to you.
No
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What's your favorite food?
Chocolate milk
No, I said food. That's a drink:
You don't eat?
Nope.
Well just tell me something about you
I really don't like you
Oh-

“BTW” by Bayla Greenstein
I wanted to say something BTW
But I forgot what I was going to say.
I was going to say something to you BTW
But I did not have the courage to say it.
I needed to say something to you, my friend BTW
But you left me before I could.
I have to tell you something, my dear BTW
But you left me to stay with that other girl.
I really needed to talk to you BTW
But you told me to go away.
All I wanted to say to you all was that
I am thankful for all that you have done for me
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“I Will Eat Your Baby” by Joseph Korman
I WILL eat your baby,
I'll serve it to my dog.
My dog will devour it in no time at all,
She eats like a hog.
I WILL eat your baby,
Tell all your friends.
They will join me in the feast,
And the meal will never end.
I WILL eat your baby,
Carrots if you don't want them.
Did you really think that's what I meant?
Wow, your brain is a gem.
I WILL eat your baby,
I'll eat him like a fish.
Your family will be very sad
That their child is a dish.
I WILL eat your baby,
And serve it to the needy.
If you have nightmares about this again
I'll forever call you greedy.
I mean seriously, you already have 4 kids; how many more do you
need?
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“Out of Hand” by Shira Schon
Things are getting out of hand — better pick them up
Wow! I’m so impressed 🥰💖✨
with how absolutely horrible that is 😇😘💗
You killed it! 🧚✨💖
now kill me so I don’t have to hear it ever again 💖😘❤
That’s priceless!!🥰😍💗
seriously no one will pay anything for that garbage🧚😛😘

“My Life Is One Giant Spoiler Alert” by Ariella Leib
Go do your homework, or you'll flunk out of school!
You can't see that movie or you'll have nightmares!
Please clean your room or you'll trip on these clothes!
Don't eat that burger or you'll get fat!
No more TV or your brain'll turn to mush!
Stop eating candy or your teeth will fall out!
Go to the bathroom or you'll wet the bed!
Take out the trash or the tower will fall!
No eating the seeds or a tree will grow!
Oh, why must my mother ruin my life?
She tells me all the endings!
My life is one giant spoiler alert.
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“Can You Hear Me?” by Ariella Leib
“Are you asleep?”
Yes
“But then how could you respond?”
I can't
“Are you ignoring me?”
Yes
“Can you hear me?”
No

“More on the Next Page” by Ariella Leib
Since there is more
On the next page, there
Isn't much
That can be said
Here

“A Triggering Story” by Zörit Bluth
💋❤a triggering story ,💖💗 but make it publicly shared 💄
👗💫💍 boyz, 👠 but not trashy 👑
🎂 eat some food, 🍪but choke on it 🍦🍩
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“I Loved Her” by Shira Schon
I loved her. She was mine; the brightest star in my sky. My muse, my
inspiration, my call to art. I loved her, but she didn't love me. She
wanted to leave. How could I let her leave? I knew we hadn’t become
everything we were meant to be. She was still glowing, and I wanted
that light.
❀❀❀❀

❀❀❀❀

❀❀❀❀

Two stories. Two men. Two paths.
❀❀❀❀

❀❀❀❀

❀❀❀❀

I let her go …
I loved her too much to make her unhappy. It was like letting the sun
burn out. Everything was darkness. I was broken, my heart ripped to
shreds as I let her slip away. I turned around. I couldn't watch her
leave. She was like a ghost. there was nothing for me to grab onto,
yet she was still full of so much life and light.
❀❀❀❀

❀❀❀❀

❀❀❀❀

She was mine. I don't care where she wanted to go or that she didn't
want me. She was my muse, and I won't let my inspiration leave. If
she doesn't want to be my love, fine. But she is my muse and I will
draw from her light as I please. Until she is as empty of light and
spirit as she is of love. Let her spirit scream and beg for light and life
like my soul did for her love.
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“Fire” by Rina Press
You look fire 🔥 🧚💫🥰✨now burn 💕🧚💫✨🦋
Confidence is keyyyy 🦋🧚💫💕✨now lock the door 🧚💫🥰💕✨
Dream big dreams 💫🥰💕🧚🦋 but then forget them 💕🥰🧚💫
Your hair reminds me of my grandma 🧚💕✨🥰💫 dead 💕✨🥰🧚
You almost look unreal 🦋✨🥰💕💫 make it a reality 🧚💫🥰💕
Your makeup looks nice 🧚✨🥰💕💫 for a clown 🧚✨🥰💫🦋
I love snakes 🧚🦋✨💕🥰 you’re the exception 🧚🦋💫💕🧚
What a nice drawing 🧚💕✨🥰🧚you should add whiteout 💕✨🥰🦋🧚
Cute picture 🧚💕✨🦋💫 delete it 🥰🧚💕🦋✨
You look rad 🧚💕✨🦋🥰sorry... autocorrect I meant bad 🥰🧚💕🦋💫✨

“IAJSSTYDIOY” by Ariella Leib
LOL
JK
TTYL
TGIF
YOLO
I almost just send something to your dad instead of you
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“My Aching Knees” by Rina Press
Holding up the weight of trees and seas.
I am Atlas,
Punished for my crimes,
Forced to carry the world for times upon times.
Being tasked to carry the world upon my shoulders:
Is it fair?
They don't care.
They don't mind that my knees suffer in place of my shoulders.
A constant bending,
Breaking my back,
The world upon my shoulders,
Like a head wearing a hat.
In the end I resent them so.
They should be on my side,
I should be supported in my every stride.
But instead my knees ache,
As they begin to shake.
The weight of the world is too much to hold,
I've been here awhile for I am quite old.
I fall on the ground,
My knees trembling now,
As the world falls down around me.
A weight is lifted,
While my knees feel gifted,
As the world falls down around me.
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“I've Been Trying to Say That My Whole Life” by Ariella Leib
I've been trying to say it
It won't come out
It's too hard
The pickles __ I ate
__ news that I read
No matter what
In a sentence I have to skip it
I've been trying to say __ my whole life
“What are you trying to say?”
__!

“Nope” by Ariella Leib
“In conclusion, this is why pizza is gross.”
Nope.
“But I'm entitled to my own opinion.”
Nope.
“We can both be right.”
NOPE.

“I Will Eat Your Baby” by Ariella Leib
I will eat your baby. It will be me who does it
I will eat your baby. It's gonna happen
I will eat your baby. You know, chewing and swallowing?
I will eat your baby. Not Kathy's, yours.
I will eat your baby. No, no, not lady. baby
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“Nope” by Shira Schon
Hey, are you alright?
Nope.Ya I'm okay. Thanks for asking!
Oh, are you sick?
Nope.Yes, but don't worry I'll be better soon
I can't believe your parents are letting you ditch online school
Nope.Yeah ikr! Since it's online they don't really care.
Do you think you'll be in class tomorrow?
Nope.Maybe, I hope so.
I know you're going through a lot, but you're going to be okay.
Nope.Ya, I know.

“What the Joseph?” by Zörit Bluth
Welcome to What the Joseph
A show where we ask ourselves what the Joseph
And other questions like why Joseph? Or how Joseph?
Each buzzer is equipped with a classic Joseph noise
You'll have questions like what the heck was Joseph thinking
Or why did he send this meme
With a new category called Joseph understands
Where Joseph says something and you have to figure it out
And help him understand the missing piece of the conversation
The special bonus round of where is the correlation
Hosted by the no correlation queen herself the purple carrot princess
If you're interested in the show email someone
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“I Want Carrotz” by Zörit Bluth
This message is brought to you by the purple carrot princess
I want carrotz
Carrotz of all different colors and sizes
The saucy orange carrotz that are tall and snazzy
Her royal highness the purple carrot
The wittle carrotz that taste like sweet dirt but are cute
The homegrown champs who deserve the hype
The carrotz for eyesight that doesn't work
The oompa loompa danger of carrotz
Those dudes who should eat a carrot
For the love of carrotz

“My Aching Knees (Revisited)” by Rina Press
How sore they are
Tired from carrying the weight of my mind
Days go by, I fear that I may fall
The pressure is too much
My knees can only stall
The weight is unbearable
And my fall is inevitable
But my knees only ache
While holding the weight of my mind
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“Can You Hear Me?” by Shira Schon
Hello?
Can you hear me?
I feel like I've been screaming into the void
Forever. Can you hear me?
I'm not okay, I shout
But the only sound I hear is silence
Nothing has ever been as loud
Please, I plead as
Tears fall
Can you hear me?
Please, I need you
Who are you, and
Can you hear me?
Nothing
The silence wraps around me, but
It’s not a blanket.
Rather a snake
Suffocating
You come to life
Surrounding me, but
Can you hear me?
Hello? Please?
Help me
Why won’t you help me
I know that you're
Here
I can feel you
Can you hear me?
I hear
Something
Drip.Drop.
Drip.
Drop.
Oh
That’s not you
Droplets hit the ground
Piercing the silence
Are you gone?
Can you hear me?
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“My Life as a Spoiler Alert” by Leo Braver
My life is like a movie sometimes
Sometimes I can't even believe it myself
There are plot twists and jump scares around every corner
It's a shame no one's following me with a camera
I think it would be entertaining to watch
I'd like to think it would get plenty of views
But I don't think I would want to live in the movie,
I don't think I'd want to be me.
I think I'd like the movie. I'd laugh and cry and feel things
But I’d much rather watch an actor play the part than have to do it
myself
In movies you cringe, you laugh, you cry, you feel bad for the
characters you see
But imagine living in that character's life
You'd be like, “I'd never want that to be me”
I don't know if it would be deserving of an Oscar
I don't know what genre would be
But I know it would be unpredictable
Something nobody has ever seen
The ending would shock everyone
Or maybe towards the end, nothing would be surprising anymore
I'm really wondering now what it would be like if my life were a
movie

“I Wish We Didn't Have to Do This” by Meira Goldman
if I tell you that I love you what's your response gonna be?
If we admit that there's feelings what's our parents gonna think?
I wish we didn't have to do this
I'm not crazy baby, I know that you feel it too
If I tell you that I love you, what's the plan, what we gon do?
I miss those simpler high school kisses
When no one really meant business
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“Spoiler Alert Alert” by Aharon Kosofsky
Nothing hides unless you believe it does
For all there is lies before you
The only thing you witness is your very existence
There is nothing beyond what you witness
All stages of life you can see
All perspectives you can see
All limitations you can see
All decisions you can see
All pain you can see
The wall that alienates your self is created from nothing
Hope is created from nothing
Hope is vital to every witness
Hope is the fuel that keeps us going
But it doesn't exist
People wait for a future that doesn't exist
People laugh at nothing
People are happy
But happiness doesn't exist
Beauty is seen as a source for happiness
Beauty kills for it is found in everything
But beauty doesn't exist

“From the Heat of the Sun” by Aharon Kosofsky
From the heat of the sun a colorless stampede of livestock
tramples on the whaling victims of human expression.
A sick widower's hand brightens as he lights
himself on fire to join his heavenly deceased wife.
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“BTW” by Yaeli Keyes
Here's a short letter,
Which I wrote in my head,
It's really messy and it's really bad,
Which is why I write it here instead.
Remember those moments I ignored your words?
When my answers were short and curt?
I was trapped in my head,
A frozen, yet ever-racing mind who couldn't seem to make a sound.
Screaming in my mind, zipped-shut lips just making things worse.
So here's a little apology,
For seeming kind of rude,
But people tend to make me feel sick inside and I'm not sure what to
do.

“The Predetermined Fate” by Rina Press
Limbs, lights, animals
Black and white
Words tell the untold tale that begins;
A pattern of life and death
A singular light bulb lights the air
Space; dark and mysterious with limbs poking out
Time; infinite within itself
A flower amidst the chaos
silence. A deafening noise
A change within
panic or not
Taste the predetermined fate
Before,
During,
After,
The End.
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“The Monster Within Us All” by Bayla Kriegsman
The pain I feel is real.
The hurt is there and people just don't care.
The words you say each and every day, can affect someone in so
many ways.
I feel happy now but the monster is not a how, but when will he
come out and scream and shout.
He will throw all my emotions at me at once, and it's tough but the
worst part is yet to come.
I begin to feel dead inside my heart bleeds out so many cries.
The words they say soon wash away, I'll believe that everything is
gonna be ok.
But just as things begin to get better, life throws me a resetter.
A chance to make everything right, a chance to save and fight for my
life.
I try to get back on track but you see it's not as simple as that.
I begin to give up and numb the world, it haunts me until everything
is cured.
How do you fix it, well don't ask me cuz I'm still struggling can't you
see.
But nobody cares until I'm done and the fight I have not won.
I'm gone and it is too late now, goodbye world I go and make no
sound.
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“I Was Shattered Before It Began” by Bayla Kriegsman
She walks past me and I see the light fighting to get through the
dark.
I see the pain she carries around, for she has simply lost her crown.
But she still holds on to the happiness within, she sucks it up from
others and she always wins.
She takes the good from within me, and spreads it to others yet I'm
still unhappy.
I feel nothing but hurt and anger, I don't know how to express it, she
does me no favor.
I love her very much but the pain has got to go. She leaves me some
happiness but I fear it's too slow.
My sadness overwhelms me; it can't be kept in, the way I feel begins
to set a thin line.
It rushes out to others around me including her, and not gonna lie
couldn't think of a rhyme.
That's all I gotta say about this piece of art, just know it comes from
within his heart.

“Breaking Down” by Bayla Kriegsman

I love your shirt...is it supposed to look like a stained rug.
You are so smart...it’s really annoying tbh.
You have the coolest car...is it always breaking down tho.
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“Medieval Times” by Leo Braver
people look like they are in pain, running. it almost looks as if this is
depicting a panic.
the sound of people shouting, the horses neighing and their feet
clacking against the ground.
there is a broken sword in the hand of what looks like a dying man,
maybe he feels pain, for he's just been stabbed.
everyone is going about their day.
there is some form of a battle.
everyone is checking the damage, there are dead people, broken
weapons, and loose animals.

“Poison” by Elana Hochbaum
You light up the night like the stars… with your acne
Never give up... any of your secrets
Enjoy your food… poisoning

“Stop Talking” by Aharon Kosofsky
I’m lost—in your book.
I love Frank just the way he is—behind bars.
I need you—to stop talking.
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