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POETRY 



My hands tremble, 

At those sinister pumpkins. 

Are they supposed to look, 

Like they’re about to eat you? 

 

The dead rise, 

Out of their sunken holes, 

Faces dripping 

With decade old blood. 

 

Black ink bleeding, 

Into the autumn sky, 

Like a pen, 

With a loose cap. 

 

The ground rumbles 

After quick flashes of light 

If I can’t hear myself think, 

I know they can’t hear me scream. 

 

Spooky 
By: Reagan Johnson 
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she isn’t just pretty, she’s art 

the difference? being pretty is pleasing to the eyes 

art is supposed to make you feel something. 

she makes me feel everything 

it’s her that takes over my 2am thoughts 

it’s her that gets me through school because I know at a certain 

 point in the day I’m going to see her 

and talk to her 

and be able to admire her up close 

it’s her that clouds my judgement making me believe everything 

 is okay if it’s okay with her 

it’s her who takes over every inch of my mind, making it  

 impossible to focus on anything except her 

it’s her who turns me into an introvert because of the fear of not 

 being enough for her 

or being too much 

it’s her that makes me hate myself for not being able to stop the 

 feelings 

it’s her who I think about and wonder 

how many times does she think about me  

her 
By: Rayanne Anid  
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It was so welcoming, that needle. 

It had me in a trance, I could not break. 

I felt as though my only goal in life was to touch that beautiful 

 needle. 

And that’s exactly what I did. 

But then there was darkness. 

A very interesting darkness, 

It was comforting. 

It was exciting. 

It was DIFFERENT. 

I could do anything I wished. 

There was no one there to stop me. 

And for the first time in my life; 

I was FREE. 

Free………… 

From everything that held me down. 

It felt good to be in this place. 

Like how it felt to be wrapped up in a warm blanket. 

 

I want to thank Maleficent herself for cursing me. 

She has given me a gift; not a curse. 

A gift, that I believe, no one understands 

A gift that will help me realize what I am truly here for. 

 

I know I’m not here to go and be this princess, 

A princess that is supposed to fall in love with some prince and 

By: Briana Smith 

My Name’s   
Aurora 
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 be awoken by his kiss. 

NO, that is not who I want to be. 

I want to be my own person; take over my life, 

Be able to make my own choices. 

I know I’m a part of this story for a reason, 

And I’m going to figure it out. 

Even if it means when the prince comes to wake me that I will 

 leave him. 

That’s exactly what I’ll do, 

Because lying here in this blanket of darkness has made me  

 realize something. 

Something that I would have never figured out if I wasn’t here, 

 

I am my own person. 

I control my own life. 

No more “perfect prince”. 

No more “sleeping beauty”. 

Now everyone shall call me. 

AURORA. 
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Jasmine 

Of six white petals, 

So soft, tender, smooth like a child, 

Faint with aroma, 

Bitter, yet small and flagrant 

Humble, still, silent, like love. 

By: Sam Mane 

Little pale petals 

Drops of dew in morning air 

Smallest of flowers 

Beginning of something big 

Forming a delicate crown  

Flower Chain 
By: Jamie Leist 
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A dark hallway 

You walk at a steady pace 

A light flickers behind you 

But it’s gone without a trace 

 

The walls will close in on you 

Burdening with their weight 

Darkness creeping from the lights once-prominent state 

 

You choose to move forward 

But sometimes move back 

And before you know it you’re under attack 

 

Which path has the pain, the love, the hate 

The things for which we can not compensate 

The deepest of blues and the brightest of reds 

The one we all want, so we think in our heads  

Decisions  
By: Michael Giovenco 
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The air, so thick and chilled as a rainy morning, 

Caresses the cheeks in a light mist. 

A dark figure wanders aimlessly, 

Hopelessly searching for nothing. 

For he is simply a darker shade of gray along the backdrop of 

 black and white, 

Smeared with blurred splotches of pale blues and sea greens. 

The feeling of emptiness, 

Yet without pain, 

Makes him thin and morbid in appearance. 

His lonely temperament paints him as a strange dark line almost 

 as though he were but one half of 

a spearhead, 

Blackened with the void and sorrow of an aftermath. 

Gazing at the space before him, 

He carefully watches the melting and shifting hues. 

Searching, silently, 

For where the sky kisses the Earth, 

Where the air rests upon the ground. 

Yet he sees no change, 

As though the world surrounding him was just sky, 

And he, a floating piece of land adrift among the clouds. 

What creatures, he wonders, 

Might live upon his soft flesh, 

Smooth and unobstructed by hair? 

Just as stone is untouched by life without soil, 

He so appears inhospitable, 

Void of life, and absence of love. 

He drifts further into the gray, the strange line he is, 

Melting away, fading in the distance, 

Dissipating tenderly with time. 

Evanescent.  

By: Sam Mane 
Evanescent  
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My narrative is crowded, strung up by my sad metaphors, these 

analogies covering my feelings up and similes blanketing the 

truth, such silly satires to do the talking for me whilst these 

angsty teen adjectives and pretentious point of views wrap around 

my ironic inquisitions. Why must I shrewd these confessions and 

choose not to elaborate on such conflicting connotations. How 

alphabetic am I, how grammatically correct am I, using these al-

literations. Do they show the setting of my thick tic-tocking 

brain? I am lost in verses upon verses of ridiculous rhyme 

schemes, the devices twisting my thematic statement to be noth-

ing anymore. My dramatic discoveries take back the epilogue that 

expresses the hyperboles of my feelings; am I not just a moody 

teenager attempting to create some juxtaposition for my readers. 

This poetic secretion is now routine, all these split words are just 

kinks and wrinkles on my paper, vile characterizations that this 

brain produces. I know I cannot control my publications but I can 

control my drafts and revisions. 
 

By: Natalie Mannino 

Literary devices    
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Beautiful  
By: Shivani Ramesh  

Oh what we would do in the name of love 

We’d make the angels in heaven, shudder above 

As the light of our life flickers one, last time 

Left to tell a ruthless tale in cold, soulless rhyme 

We came as young children eager to take on 

Whatever this harsh world decided to spawn 

Whether it be constant battles between friend, between foe 

And the shivers we’d get from the future unknown 

But yet we would fight on, every single day 

Every single, god forsaken day 

Alone 

So hopelessly alone 

We’d create memories with all those we saw around 

Laughter was a beautiful, hearty sound 

And we heard it whenever we were together 

We slowly figured things out, oh nothing could’ve been better 

Every day was spent with each other 

One could not be without one another 

Stronger than the bond between child and mother 

Foolish 

How miserable could I have been to let this blind me? 

To know that hallucinations was all I could see? 

Vision clouded 

Heart pounded 

Happiness 

We came as young children, lost and alone 

But in this abyss, we had found a home 

And for once, we felt safe and full of joy 

Who could ever take that away? 

Feelings 

Wretched feelings 
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Confessing happiness to one another went well for a few 

 days 

But then tides turning, turning, turning, turned to dismay 

As we found one of us did not feel the same 

And thought this was some kind of sick, twisted,  

 demented game 

How we tried so hard to change the rules 

Alas we only looked like fools 

As we tried so hard to hold on to what was ours 

Maybe it was never ours 

Not then 

Not now 

When? 

And one by one they left, merrily skipping out the door 

Until our so called home was no more 

And in the bleak, desolate silence I sit 

Alone 

So hopelessly alone 

For I made the mistake of playing this woeful game 

Knowing the outcome was only too obvious 

For who could ever love me? 

And as I sit here, wasting, wasting, wasting away 

I hear a noise, clear as day 

And as I turn my head, I take one final deep breath 

For now I am staring, into the grinning face of death. 
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They tell us we’re too young 

They tell us we’re too old  

They tell us to dream big 

But tell us not to believe in fairy tales 

They tell us to act our age 

But then again, they tell us to be ourselves 

They tell us to enjoy our years in high school because it will go 

 by quick 

But then again, they tell us not to have too much fun 

So many different opinions of how our lives should be and not 

 how we would like it to be 

 

What if, I ask you, what would happen if we 

Rebelled. 

Rebellion's a word meaning to resist control or to form a  

 resistance itself 

What if we broke out from the common schedule? 

What if we lived on the edge 

and sleep till dusk 

What if I actually  jumped off the bridge even after our friends 

 did it? 

Would we drown? Would we swim? 

What if we lived our lives as if we were to die tomorrow? 

What if we never grew up? 

What if we had a choice? 

So I ask you is rebellion such a bad thing?  

A Very Rebellious One  
By: Heather Mays 
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Bright hues engulf the rim of the world 

Embracing the light before it fades, 

And as the sun sinks so gently 

Into the sharply edged sky 

He leaves and takes the light. 

As endless dark submerges the rooftop 

Speckled with worn stars and an exhausted moon 

And as the distressed moonlight struggles to outline the clouds, 

I desperately try to hide these thoughts, 

They run through my mind: 

When will the light come back? 

Meanwhile the serene breeze 

Longs for a world of tranquility. 

The black takes the blue, 

The red falls below the sky, 

And light is no longer in sight. 

My mind is worn. 

My mind is night.  

Worn  
By: Nadia Vaca 
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Music is food to the soul 

It tugs at heartstrings 

Envelopes your body 

And consumes your every essence of being 

From grunge that brings the shadow of the day 

To angels singing that usher in the light 

Music is the key to love 

For how can we not love the sweet mistress that plays with the 

 divine will of Apollo 

When she beckons the soul into the hollow shell that is humanity  

Cacophony Turned Goddess  
By: Evan Alperstein 

The Echo Literary Magazine / Fall 2015 19 



Hours turn to years 
Years turn to ages 
Ages turn to thoughts of years past 
But then, 
a ray of sunlight shines through a crack on a dirty window of this 
 bus going somewhere 
And all of a sudden 
Blue 
No, zircon 
Marine? 
Glacier? 
Never have I seen anything so pure and pristine in my entire life 
It reminds me of the long days on the shore 
Watching a mass of blue wash away the day’s debris 
Could these crystal irises be what I’ve needed all along? 
These ocular orbs who have been staring back at me… 
Oh no! Have I been staring too long? I couldn’t possibly look 
 away 
These azure ocular circles might be exactly what I’ve been  
 looking for 
They remind of me home 
When home was where I wanted to be 
“Excuse me sir, has anyone ever told you that your eyes have this 
 magical way of trapping light 
and reflecting the color of a clear sky on a cool summer day?” 
For a moment 
Everything slows down 
And all I see is blue 
It’s all I see 
All I feel 
But that was just for a moment 
These ocean eyes stare blankly 
And he was on his way 
On his own journey 
Leaving me blue  

Blue 
By: Angelica Reyes 
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GALLERY 
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FICTION 



She watched the waves, as dark and sleek as black silk, 
smash into the jagged rocks below, mesmerized by the beautiful-
ly chaotic movements of the water. The girl studied the pattern of 
the foamy troughs, absentmindedly using her fingers to signal 
when the next wave would wash up onto the rocky cliff, and 
wondered how something could be so violent, yet so elegant at 
the same time. 

Consumed by the rhythmic time and pattern of the ocean 
roaring hundreds of feet below her and the cliff she perched up-
on, she almost forgot he was there beside her, peeking at her with 
lustful crystal eyes from under blond lashes. 

In all the time she had been unintentionally ignoring him, 
he had been stealing longing glances at her flawless form, think-
ing about how soft her porcelain skin would feel beneath his fin-
gertips, or how gentle her lips would feel pressed to his mouth. 
He had known her for less than three hours, and they hadn’t 
talked much, but already he wanted her—in every way possible. 

The girl, not a few inches from the boy, could feel the un-
invited tension pressed like thorns into her side. Every time he 
swallowed too hard, she noted his anxiousness, and dismissed a 
wry smile from her perfect lips. She knew the only reason he had 
approached her was because of her enchanting beauty—that was 
the only reason anyone ever approached her. The attention she 
seized while she was out and about—on those rare but necessary 
occasions—was the exact reason why she loathed, and ultimately 
avoided, leaving the comfort of her home. 

But she had to do this—whether or not she wanted to, she 
had to come to this bonfire party. It was her turn to talk to people. 
And more importantly, based upon observation and close inter-
pretation, it was her turn to choose who would leave with her. 

The cute boy sitting crossed-legged and fidgety beside her 

Sea Foam 
By: Jessie Bryant 
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was the one. It had taken many agonizing hours of meeting and 
being approached by intoxicated boys, and some girls, before 
scouting him out in a crowd of crazy teenagers. He had been 
alone under a tree, standing idly by without company. Once he 
had spotted her, he immediately moved from his spot and intro-
duced himself. She realized then that he had been the most boring 
person she had come across throughout the night, and thankfully, 
that was what she was looking for—a boy who could easily be 
manipulated, and a boy who could easily disappear. 

All it had taken was a small smirk from her perfect coral-
tinted lips, and her soft, small hand in his to lead him up to this 
cliff. And it wouldn’t take much more to get what she needed. 

“It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” her voice was soft velvet, be-
witching the boy almost instantly. 

The boy stared into her opaque-like eyes and forced a 
charming smile. “Yes, yes it is. But it cannot compare to you.” 
The girl prepared to give an exasperated sigh. Fortunately, she 
caught herself and made an attempt to act flustered, as she imag-
ined young girls might do in such a pathetic situation. 

Before another word left her hypnotizing tongue, he 
scooted over until their shoulders met—and as the wind from be-
low the cliff clipped over their heads, tousling short golden locks, 
she could smell him. His skin had the sweetest aroma of any hu-
man she had ever come across. 

Saliva pooled in her mouth like venom. 
A hesitant, course hand came up and cupped her cheek, 

which she had not been prepared for, as she was too distracted by 
his tempting scent. 

“You’re so beautiful. I almost can’t control myself.” He 
let out a low chuckle, and she almost does too, for she knew he 
did not have control. 

None of them did. 
However, something in that instant overwhelmed her. As 

she stared back at him, she almost felt this strange warmth 
spreading throughout her being. In all of her encounters, she had 
never felt anything when dealing with her victims. But this boy 
… there was something about his golden hair, dimpled smile, and 
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kind aura that almost made her feel … remorse? Pity? Regret? 
The undistinguished feeling felt heavy in her chest, and she was 
so angry that it was there. 

Finish it. Just finish it. 
Before she could let the feeling spread any further, she 

asked, “Are you going to kiss me, or are you just going to stare at 
me all night?” 

When he leaned in, eager to feel the gentle lips he had 
been thinking about all night, she encompassed him in—what 
outsiders would think if they had seen it—a romantic em-
brace.  The boy was immediately consumed with the girl and 
blissfully fell out of reality. Her lips were sweet with toxins, put-
ting him in a peaceful reverie in which, once again, he had no 
control. 

She detached herself from his body and whispered to him, 
“Follow me.” And he did so, stupefied by her kiss and her angelic 
voice. As they approached the cliff, she felt the feeling again, as 
hot as cooked coal in her stomach: pity. 

Why am I feeling this way? I have done this so many times 
without remorse. Why now? 

She looked at him and held his boy-ish face between her 
cool hands. “I’m so sorry, but I have to do this.” She knew he 
hadn’t understood or cared about what she said, but somehow 
saying that out loud had made herself feel better. 

Dismissing the coals burning within her, she commanded 
the dark, dense waves to her; they submissively climbed the side 
of the cliff and met her waiting command at the top, collecting in 
the open air before them as thick tendrils. They spun and curled 
in the open air, elegant and waiting for a body to capture like 
huge, hungry serpents. 
            She led him into the waves, and as soon as the water en-
veloped them, they retreated back, hundreds of feet below, into 
the ocean. 
              As soon as his body was embraced by the ocean, the boy 
awoke from his trance, and found himself gasping for air. He had 
not remembered anything but the kiss, and here he was now, sub-
merged in dark, cold water, fighting the strong tide feebly. 

When he finally fought to the surface for a single, gasping 
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breath, he was thrown under again. And again. And again. His 
lungs were two flames burning inside his chest, and his head was 
growing dizzy. The waves were too strong to fight and he was 
miles away from help. 

Eventually, he couldn’t fight a second more, and he sank, 
slowly fading out into the abyss as salt water trickled into his 
lungs. 

Before he blacked out, he saw red through the water; an 
amazing red that shone between the blackness not a few feet 
away. Immediately he recognized that beautiful color, and re-
membered that beautiful face, and felt both confusion and hope 
reach him. Then—once he got a clearer look through the muck of 
the water—fear. 

The once beautiful girl now adorned a bony body, with 
sharp angles and features, and gray-green skin. Barbs of thick 
bone jutted out of her spine and forearms, while nasty, opaque 
scales embellished a long, muscled tail that curled about her 
body. Her hair was still that beautiful red, but now it coiled 
around her like flickering flames, bringing attention to her bulg-
ing, milky white-gaze. A frightening sneer stretched from ear to 
ear, revealing rows and rows of sharp, jagged incisors. 

Before he could attempt to panic in his slowly fading 
state, shadows began to surround him, spiraling in the dark water 
like evil wisps. Bright reds, golds, greens and blues shone their 
way between the dancing shadows, and approached him from the 
ocean depths eagerly. Thousands of milky-white eyes reflected 
back, throwing flickering lights against the darkness. 
            She gave him one last remorseful look with that forever 
frightening sneer before she let a territorial growl gurgle through-
out the water. Shrill shrieks of impatience pierced the water as 
others appeared amongst the chaos of the ocean. 
            He began to black out, salt water replacing the oxygen 
that had once filled his lungs. And as he faded into nothing, he 
saw those beautiful red flames spiral toward him. 
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 I have obeyed every order. I have killed every thought, 

buried every opinion, and shunned every notion my conscience is 

telling me otherwise. My mind is clotted with ideas I never once 

thought of; ideas that stay with the status quo. I have become the 

person I have been programmed to be. I am happy. He says that I 

am. 

 My head starts to hurt. My back begins to feel sore from 

carrying all this weight. My wrists become stiff from the chains 

sitting upon them. I wish that the pain would go away. 

 No! Are you insane?! You cannot think of such sin! He 

said you are happy. He said you are fine. Why would you ques-

tion the person who made you who you are? 

 Maybe I don’t want this. Maybe I do disagree with the 

status quo and that makes me happy. Maybe I want to be uncon-

trollable. Yes, that’s it. Freedom is what I truly seek. 

 My mind is fighting back. He is fighting harder. He will 

win because he always does. Or maybe because I allow him to. I 

have the power and the knowledge to destroy this evil presence, 

and it is time to end my suffering and his pleasure. And as I con-

tinue to fight back, pushing against the weight of the chains, he 

becomes weaker. My persistence and determination is overpower-

ing his brute strength, and it becomes so intense that he disinte-

grates right in front of my eyes. 

 A weight has been lifted. The chains have rusted off. My 

mind has been cleansed of thoughts. I emerge a damaged soul, but 

a soul nonetheless. My wrists are discolored from the tightness of 

the chains, but they are still attached to my body. My shoulders 

are slouched by the pressure once disposed upon them, but I am 

not crippled. My mind is bruised from the violence and the threats 

Controllable No More 
By: Cristina Ortega 
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it received, but it still functions. I can finally move as I please, 

with the grace of a swan and the power of the wind. I am now 

able to use my mind the way I see fit and free it from those re-

stricting thoughts, escaping the cave I once called home. My life 

can finally begin, now that my evil presence is dead and gone. 

Who knew death could be so enjoyable. 

 As I take my first steps, my legs give out from their lack 

of use and I tumble back to the ground. But I rise up again and 

stand. I have realized persistence and power was what he feared, 

and they were the key to my freedom. This is my one and only 

chance. My body is weak and tired, but my heart and soul are 

new. And as I push forward, the strength I once had is building up 

again, giving me a new sense of independence. The sun appears 

on my face and it feels rejuvenating against my skin. I now walk 

towards it, never looking back to the life I once knew. I feel no 

more fear. I am now in control. I have been reborn, and death was 

the reason why. 
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By: Cristina Ortega 

EXT. FUNERAL HOME - AFTERNOON 

 

A man sits on the steps of the funeral home, hunched over with 

his hands on his knees. His head is bowed as he struggles to 

speak. 

 

MAN 

(In a slow, low voice) 

Damn you, God. Damn you and your selfish ways. 

Do you even care about me? Have you ever? 

 

The man waits for an answer. Silence. 

 

MAN 

(shakes head) 

That’s what I thought. You’re not all powerful. 

You couldn’t even save my wife… my kids. Why 

did you take them from me? Answer me, damn it! 

 

In the distance, a stranger walks out from the shadows with the 

assistance of a cane. He passes by the neighborhood church when 

he sees the man. The stranger looks at him with confusion and 

care in his eyes as he approaches him. 

 

 

STRANGER 

You alright there, son? You seem a little troubled. 

 

Healing Comes  
From Within 
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The man picks his head up. 

 

MAN 

Yeah, what else is new?... I’m sorry; I’m just hav-

ing the worst week of my life. 

 

STRANGER 

We all go through those weeks. But we persevere 

through them in the end. 

 

MAN 

Well, it’s not every day you lose your wife and 

kids in the same week, now is it? 

 

STRANGER 

No, I suppose not. However, others have lost fami-

ly members as well; some are leaving this world as 

we speak. What makes you so special? Why do 

you deserve sympathy? 

 

The man looks directly into the stranger’s eyes and rises from the 

steps. 

MAN 

(raises his voice) 

Listen, I don’t know who you think you are but I 

didn't ask for your sympathy; you came here on 

your own accord. Now, is there something I could 

help you with? Because if not, I’m gonna ask you 

to politely get the hell away from me and leave me 

to grieve. I’ve gone through enough crap already; 

the last thing I need right now is your condescend-

ing attitude! 

 

The stranger puts his hand on the man’s shoulder and eases him 

back down to the steps. He follows. 
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STRANGER 

(in a calming tone) 

This will only take a minute; I’m not looking for 

trouble. You looked like you needed someone to 

talk to, so I came over. I actually have some more 

questions for you… if you don’t mind me asking 

them. 

 

MAN 

(gives a hesitant look, then shrugs shoulders) 

Sure. Why not? 

 

STRANGER 

(looks at the man) 

Why are you blaming God? What did he do? 

 

The man gives the stranger a surprised look, taken aback by his 

questions. 

 

MAN 

Why do you care? 

 

STRANGER 

(agitated) 

Will you just humor me for a minute, please? Why 

blame someone you never met before for the death 

of your family? 

 

The man let out a sigh. 

 

MAN 

I’ve been a Catholic my whole life, but I always 

had my doubts. I always questioned Him and his 

authority, yet still labeled myself as Catholic. Hyp-
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ocritical, I know. But when I saw my family cling-

ing to life, I fell to my knees and prayed to Him; 

the first time in 6 years. And he responded by tak-

ing them away from me. So yeah, you could say 

I’m a little pissed off at the big man upstairs. 

 

STRANGER 

But you never saw Him take their lives. Are you 

blaming him because that is your usual “go-to”? 

It’s unexplainable, so God must have a hand in it? 

 

The man remains silent. 

 

STRANGER 

I’m not trying to bring you down, son. I’m trying 

to make you see clearly. Some blame God because 

they cannot, or will not, blame themselves. Is this 

the case with you? 

 

The man bursts into tears. 

 

MAN 

I should’ve been there with them. I should’ve nev-

er fought with her and stormed off to that bar. 

God, that fight was so stupid. That shouldn’t have 

been the kids’ last image of their parents. I 

would’ve protected them. They would still be alive 

today if I had protected them from that bastard! 

Don’t you understand, man?! They were shot to 

death because of me and my selfishness; my negli-

gence! I didn’t even get to say good-bye. I’m so 

sorry… I’m so, so sorry… 

 

The man buries his head into his arms and continues to weep. He 

eventually pulls himself together and lifts his head. He grins. 
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MAN 

You know, my wife loved that bar I went to. It’s 

actually where we met. Man, she was gorgeous… 

anyway, it was that bar she told me she was preg-

nant with twins. Oh God, the twins. I remember 

holding them in the hospital and never putting 

them down; the nurses had to come and take them 

from me. I couldn’t help it. I just felt… I felt so 

blessed, for the first time in years. 

 

STRANGER 

Son, if I could go back in time to make things 

right, I would. But Fate has a funny way of work-

ing-- 

 

MAN 

Don’t give me that crap. Not right now. What, so 

you’re saying God wanted me to go to the bar so 

my family could be murdered? That’s messed up, 

man. Either way that still doesn’t give me answers. 

If anything, it makes this whole grieving process a 

helluva lot worse. 

 

The stranger pats the man on the back and stands up. He grabs his 

cane and starts to walk down the stairs. He stops and turns back 

around to the man. 

STRANGER 

Do you really want answers, son? What would you 

do if you got them? I can tell you right now you 

will be the exact same, if not worse. The point is 

that you cannot change what happened. You can-

not bring them back. What you can do is move on 

and live your life; your family would want that for 

you. Instead of blaming God, ask him for for-
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giveness. You will feel much better than you do 

now. 
 

The man continues to bow his head. 
 

STRANGER 

(sighs) 

Look, I’ll talk to my Father and see if he can give 

you a shove in the right direction. 
 

MAN 

Your father? Who’s your father? What can he do? 
 

STRANGER 

Ehh, I’m not going to say his name. He gets too 

much attention already. But ask anyone about him 

and they will say he works in ways that baffle 

them. He is usually the guy to go to in the neigh-

borhood if you need reassurance or closure. He 

will help you out; I know he will. But my Father 

sees a lot of people so it may take a while. In the 

meantime, try to work things out on your own. It 

will do you some good. 
 

The stranger starts to walk away. 
 

MAN 

(yells) 

I never got your name! 
 

STRANGER 

(yells back) 

The name’s Adam! I’ll see you around, son! 
 

As the stranger walks away, the man watches him and smiles for 

the first time all week. He finds the strength to get up, brush him-

self off, and walk back into the funeral home. 
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Entry #1 
 I’ve noticed him since I was a young girl. Even when my 
family moved to a different state, even when I left for college and 
moved into the campus dorms, still he seemed to follow me wher-
ever I went. When I first saw him I think I was about seven years 
old. I woke up one night in a cold sweat and as soon as I opened 
my eyes, there he was. This tall, dark shadow standing at the foot 
of my bed. He didn’t move, didn’t speak, just watched. He just 
stared at me with these pale, white eyes that glow almost feline 
like. All he ever does is stare, unblinking. I’ve tried to talk to him, 
tried to reason with him, ask him why he’s always following me. 
He never answers. When I scream and my parents burst into the 
room, he vanishes. I even threw a pillow at him once and it just 
went right through him. No matter what I did, or what I said, he 
would always stand there, watching, every single night. Some-
times it was almost comforting in a messed up, sadistic sort of 
way, always having someone there by your side looking over you. 
That, of course was only in the beginning. When I grew older, he 
started appearing during the day. Now I often catch a glimpse of 
him in the shadows of trees, in alleys, under the street signs. He 
never seems to go away now. I mean, I’ve learned not to be afraid 
anymore, all he does, all he’ll ever do is watch. Now though, it’s 
becoming creepier and creepier. Just recently in class it’s become 
worse. I-I felt him. I felt him standing right behind me the entire 
lecture. Usually he only waits outside for me to get out, but now 
he's becoming brasher. The only time I ever have alone anymore 
is in the bathroom, where I am now writing this entry. I know 
he’s probably standing right outside, staring at the door with 
those round, lidless eyes. Don’t think I haven’t tried to elude him 
by jumping out a bathroom window or slipping out the back when 
he isn’t watching. That-that thing always knows where I am. He 
always finds me. 
 I really don’t know why I’m writing all of this. I think I 
just need to get my thoughts out. It’s not like I can tell anyone. 
No one else can see him; just me, and so I’ve learned to isolate 
myself from people. Everyone else would think I was crazy any-

By: Danielle Sturgill 
The Watcher  
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how. I fear this situation is growing exponentially worse, and I 
don’t know how far this thing is going to go. Thus I’ve decided 
that tomorrow I’m going to try something. For the first time in 
my life I’m going to do something about this thing- this Watcher. 
There’s a psychic across town who I’ve heard is legitimate. I’m 
going to see what she can tell me about The Watcher. Wish me 
luck. 
 
Entry #2 
 Okay, so that did not go well at all. The Watcher didn’t 
follow me into the psychic lady’s house; maybe it sensed that she 
was mystical or something. She was an elderly woman, pretty 
over-dressed for the part if you asked me. Like somebody’s bad 
Halloween costume. Anyway, she sits me down, reads my palm, 
and all of that regular junk. Then she takes my hand and looks me 
in the eyes and says, “My dear child, is something the matter?” 
She was smiling so sweetly until I told her the truth. Then she just 
stared at me like she was in shock or something. She threw my 
hand back and she runs into the back room and brings back this 
dirty old book. It looked like it was written in some weird lan-
guage I couldn’t read but she starts flipping through pages like 
crazy until she stops on one and turns it to me. 
 It was him. For the love of God, it was The Watcher. 
There was a drawing of him in the book and he looked exactly 
like- I can’t even describe how freaked out I was, I almost ran out 
right then and there. I tried to read more but I couldn’t understand 
the writing and she pulled the book back. She was mumbling 
something under her breath but then when I asked her to tell me 
what was going on, she just asked me how old I was. I’m 20 years 
old, why does it matter? She didn’t answer me. She didn’t even 
tell me what was going on or what The Watcher was. The lady 
just hustled me out and before she slammed the door she looks at 
me with sorrow and says, “My dear, I’m so sorry.” I mean, what 
was that? What the heck is The Watcher? I’m seriously beginning 
to get worried now. The Watcher never leaves me alone, even for 
a second, only in the bathroom am I still safe. After everything 
that happened he’s so much more menacing now that I’m starting 
to fear him again. 
 Ugh! What am I saying? Maybe I’m just overreacting. I 
mean, all these years and he’s never hurt me, he’s never done an-
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ything at all. There’s no reason that he would change now, right? 
Right? 
 
Entry #3 
 Nothing really important happened today. He’s still there, 
as usual. What that lady said is still kind of racking my brain, but 
maybe she’s just a crazy old woman. Yeah, that’s it. On that point 
(with that in mid), maybe I’m just crazy too. I’ve never seen a 
doctor about this stuff so maybe it’s all in my head. Oh my God, 
maybe I have schizophrenia! Man, that would suck. At least 
they’d be able to give me meds for it. Then maybe The Watcher 
will go away. Yup, I just have to keep telling myself that broken 
psyche. Maybe I’ll make an appointment after my birthday, which 
I am so very excited for. I think it’ll just be nice having familiar 
faces around me. I haven’t seen my parents in a few months and 
it’ll be so great catching up with them. They’ll help me forget 
about this whole Watcher thing, I know it. 
 In the meantime I have to learn how to deal with it-with 
him. He makes it a very unnerving habit, looming over me nowa-
days. It makes my skin crawl just knowing that he’s so close all 
the freaking time. Hopefully meds will help. God, all I need is 
some space, some air to breathe that doesn’t have to pass through 
this shadow. I feel like I’m suffocating sometimes. I just have to 
keep telling myself that it’ll all pass. All of this will be over soon 
enough. 
 
Entry #4 
 I can’t believe it. My parents aren’t coming down here for 
my birthday. How could they do this to me? They kept making all 
these excuses as to why they couldn’t show up and none of them 
even made sense. Why wouldn’t they want to see their only child 
on her 21st birthday? This is a pretty special time for me, I mean, 
I feel like I’m passing some sort of milestone or something and 
now I have to do it all alone. Well, not really alone, right? I don’t 
think he’ll ever leave me but The Watcher is hardly good compa-
ny. It was weird how in the beginning my parents were so happy 
to hear from me, telling me how much I was missed, and all that 
jazz and yet, as soon as I asked them about my birthday, they- 
they got really quiet. Something was bothering them but no mat-
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ter how much I asked about it they would just change the subject 
or dismiss me. What were they hiding? Why did they try so hard 
to keep from seeing me? They’re my parents aren’t they? Don’t 
they love me? 
 I don’t know, maybe I’m just overreacting. There’s no 
way they’d blow me off without good reason, I’m sure of it. I 
guess I just can’t believe that they sort of abandoned me this year. 
I don’t really have friends that’ll help me celebrate and so I guess 
the only one who’s going to be with me on my special day is Mr. 
Watcher. Wonderful. I’ll remember to invite him to the party 
when I get out of this bathroom. The bathroom. It’s strange now 
that I think of it. Why would he possibly care about privacy in the 
bathroom when he certainly doesn’t care about it during other 
vulnerable moments? For God’s sake he watches me sleep at 
night. Whatever. All I know is that it does feel really good to fi-
nally be proactive about The Watcher. I’m finally doing some-
thing about it and it all started with these journal entries. Thank 
you, journal. You are my ever faithful companion. 
 
Entry #5 
 Why did I have to do it? It never crossed my mind before 
to look him up but I just did on my phone in the bathroom and oh 
my God! There’s this- this forum I found talking about ghosts and
-God, a few people, they have the same story as me! There’s 
more than one Watcher! All of us started seeing him as kids, all 
of us, and now they say he’s getting worse for them too! I mean, 
how is this possible? I thought it was just me! I thought it was just 
in my head! Now they’re saying there’s some sort of-of connec-
tion between us all and this is just a part of something bigger? 
One of them read part of some old legend that says The Watchers 
wait until their- their children mature and then-and then what? 
Nobody knows! She couldn’t find the end of the myth so it could 
be anything! The Watchers could just be letting us ripen before 
they slaughter us in our sleep. I mean, it’s just sitting there now, 
outside the door waiting like a freaking cook waits for the turkey 
in an oven! I’m the freaking turkey! I’m scared now, I’m genu-
inely scared. The worst thing is I’m not alone in this. It’s not just 
in my head, oh God it’s real! I don’t know what to do. I don’t 
know. The others, they haven’t gotten rid of him either. We’re all 
just freaking out right now. God please, please, please help me! I 
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don’t know what to do. 
 
Entry #6 
 Okay, okay this is weird, The Watcher backed off. I mean, 
he’s still there, of course, but something’s off. Something’s dif-
ferent. I don’t know why, or what happened but I’m-I’m just re-
lieved. It’s like this weight has been lifted and my life, everything 
can start going back to normal again. I smiled today. I laughed 
and I had a coffee. I lived for an entire day. For the first time this 
entire month I didn’t feel hounded. He’s still watching me, I can 
feel him standing there in the shadows but things are different. 
Instead of hovering right behind me, he’s off in the distance 
again. When I go inside he stays out, watching from the window. 
Now, having some dark spirit peer at you through the window 
may not seem like much of an improvement, but believe me, it’s 
much better than having him stare you straight in the face only 
inches away. 
 I’m actually happy for once as I write this, still in the 
bathroom because you can never be too sure. I can’t believe I’m 
saying this but things are finally looking up. The Watcher has 
backed off and my birthday is tomorrow. Who knows? Maybe my 
parents will surprise me and show up after all. Maybe I’ll go get 
coffee and meet someone special. Maybe The Watcher will disap-
pear altogether. I doubt it, but a girl can hope can’t she? Maybe 
that’s what he waits for. His kind finds children to torture for 
years and years until they finally grow up enough to get rid of 
them. Maybe, just maybe my nightmare can be over. 
 
Entry #7 
 He’s here, God he’s here! He tried to get me! He reached 
out and there were long, black fingers and- God, please! I’m 
trapped in the bathroom, I’m screaming but no one is coming. I 
woke up and it was there, it was just standing like always until the 
clock hit midnight and it freaking-it laughed! I never heard any-
thing so evil! Then the fingers and-oh God it tore at me but I got 
away. I’m scared, dear God please help me, I’m so scared! It’s 
pounding on the door now. I’m going to die. This is it. If someone 
is reading this, tell my mom and dad I love them. He’s coming. 
He broke a hole through the door and I see him, his eyes. Oh 
God, his eyes, he’s-  
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Cars burning. Banners flying. The troubled wreaking havoc in the 

once innocent streets. The sky, a pure white and blue mixture was 

now poisoned with an orange, red, and black tint. In a clearing of 

smoke stood a cottage-styled house on the corner of a street. In-

side, the furniture was demolished and reeked of burnt wood, 

much like the other houses in the neighborhood. Up in the attic-

that dark and disgusting place-there was a girl sitting by the win-

dow, so angelic and radiant. Her powder blue dress made her 

shine brighter than the burning fires down below. In her hand rest-

ed a white rose; it matched the ones stitched on her dress. She 

stared at the rose with wonderment, as if she had never seen any-

thing of its kind before. She smiled, knowing it was once a com-

mon flower created to spread joy and comfort to others as it did to 

her. She broke her gaze from the rose and peered out the window. 

Those people need this more than I do, she thought. She let out a 

big sigh, opened the window, and tossed the white rose onto the 

frightened down below. The window closed quickly afterwards to 

make sure the suffocating smoke did not reach this innocent girl. 

The flower rocked through the air like a feather and landed softly 

on the cement. The white petals illuminated through the smoke 

and chaos, making their presence known. One tormented soul, 

shielding himself from the world with a gas mask, noticed the rose 

and was instantly entranced. He bent down and reached for it, on-

ly to have it crushed by the foot of one of his “brothers,” turning 

the pure white rose charcoal black. 

A White  Rose 
By: Cristina Ortega 
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NON  
FICTION 



 From the time I was five years old, I spent most of my 

time 35,000 feet in the air. Smelly strangers and salty peanuts 

weren’t an oddity--they were something I looked forward to. Liv-

ing 1,000 miles away--well 1014.9 miles to be exact--from the 

person who gave birth to you isn’t easy. I longed for more excur-

sions to the chilly airport. 

 I wasn’t unhappy in Florida with my dad, but something 

was just missing. 

 I lacked a soft shoulder to cry on when a boy broke my 

heart--something I was too embarrassed to bring up to my dad. A 

partner in crime to gossip about the obnoxious girls in my class 

that I just couldn’t stand. No matter how hard a father tried, some 

things are just a mother’s job. Just like how you wouldn’t expect 

your mom to be cleaning a shotgun at the kitchen table when your 

first boyfriend comes to the front door, you can’t assume your 

father is able to do everything that a mother can. 

 I did see my mom, once every few months for a week, and 

then two months in the summer. But it wasn’t enough. 

 I longed to come home to my mother sitting on the couch 

watching some futile reality show. Or getting into fights over 

whether or not those shorts that I just “had to have” were too 

short. Getting picked up from school “just because.” 

 My friends complained about how unfair their moms were 

and how they just “didn’t understand,” but all I could think of 

was when I would see mine again.  

Missing 
By: Reagan Johnson 
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 Have you ever wanted to write? What a silly question. One 

should be asking if you’ve ever envisioned being the ultimate di-

vine deity of all things literature, wishing that you could spew 

memorable quotes left and right. News flash: you have to get there 

via a couple steps. First, it doesn’t matter whether you use com-

puter or paper, just pick between the two. Oh, and use your brain. 

You don’t want to forget that step, either. Your step two: scribble 

or type a few words. Congratulations, you’re a writer now. 

 Oh God, it’s another one of those awful how-to-write piec-

es. Oops then, must’ve ruined the point by telling the secret in the 

first paragraph. No; this is the disclaimer of one girl who became 

too bored, who urges the reader onward, if only for her own 

amusement. So do go on, I’m eagerly hovering over your shoulder 

and munching popcorn in your ear. 

 When one stares at a blank screen or sheet of paper, they 

are facing the internal war to annihilate all wars. There are pla-

toons of paper fibers and pixels screaming insults, throwing toma-

toes, intimidating you. Welcome to your friend, the psychological 

barrier, who will make or break you. Somewhere in that brain, 

you’ve determined that real writers sit down at their desks, crack 

their knuckles, and write fifty pages in one go. How silly of you to 

even imagine you could accomplish the same! Only some writers 

do this, however, and it’s extremely disconcerting for the rest of 

us. Don’t fool yourself into thinking that super-writers are normal. 

We can’t all be child prodigies like Christopher Paolini, who start-

ed to write Eragon at the age of fifteen. He had too much time on 

his hands. 

 We can, thankfully, pour out every thought into words. 

You may call it therapy, scoff at the idea of maintaining a mental 

The Informal Writer’s 
Guide To… Well, Writing 
 By: Jamie Leist  
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compost heap, but at least try it out. As you’ll find, it takes cour-

age to bare our hearts and innermost thoughts, and to mold them 

into something more. This is the essence of a writer; courage lies 

within each of us. (Of course, feel free to flip a table if you feel 

this is too cheesy. I keep the foldable ones right behind you.) 

 If you find something within the deep confines of your 

mind, a shiny treasure if you will, then have a cookie. Pat your-

self on the back and feel proud. You’ve made it further than some 

of your compatriots on this quest, since a few have undoubtedly 

given up on this strange wandering path. If you haven’t found 

something worth looking back at, get yourself a cookie anyway 

and keep writing. Your hard work will pay off eventually. No 

matter what, write onward towards your purpose. (Does anyone 

else picture being dragged off by the thought police?) 

 So long, survivors of the typical self-help writing article. 

It’s good to see you alive in the end, even as you choke on the last 

bits of dry humor and cough up cheesy snippets of advice. Good 

luck on your long journey as a writer, and as a side note, it might 

be a good idea to sign up for a stress relief class. 
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 At the age of 11, being home alone was one of the greatest 
freedoms I could ever receive, even if it was only an hour and 
five minutes and my mom was down the street at a neighbor’s 
house. Every Tuesday and Thursday night, my mom would put all 
my brothers to bed, close up the house, and leave for the personal 
trainer’s, leaving me in charge. I would sit in the window, watch-
ing the group of moms from the neighborhood walk to Sarah’s 
(the personal trainers) house. 
 I waited until they were out of sight. Then, I skipped up 
the stairs to the safety of my bedroom. The next challenge I faced 
was how I would occupy myself. Unfortunately, my favorite TV 
show wasn’t on, but I wasn’t about to let that ruin my night. 
Stuffing my face with leftover Halloween candy sounded just as 
appealing. After a long self-debate with myself about whether the 
candy was worth getting attacked by the creatures my imagination 
placed in the shadows, I decided to stay in my room. Nice, safe, 
and a lot less traumatizing. 
 So there I was, basking in my freedom, scrolling through 
various social media sites. I seemed to be a woman. Realistically, 
I felt 12. 
 Then, my alternate universe was destroyed as I heard my 
garage door open. I checked my clock in irritation. It was only 
eight-thirty. It was too late for my mom’s class to be cancelled, 
but too early for it to be over. Who was home then? Panic started 
building up in my stomach. I texted my mother. I said, “Are you 
home?” 
 As I waited for her reply, I heard the garage door to my 
house open. It had to be her, who else would be here this late at 
night? I had to ignore my imagination creating things from those 
shadows again. My iPod light illuminated. Relief washed through 
me. As quickly as it came, it was destroyed. 
 Her response was, “No. Why?” 
 I was almost frozen in fear although I was able to pull the 
covers over my head for safety measures. “Then who is?” I typed 
back, as quickly as I was capable. Now my mother was replying 

By: Morgan Nelson 
Home Alone  
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quickly now, curious about what I was talking about. 
 “No one should be home,” she said. No kidding mom, 
thanks. 
 “Well someone is,” I told her. 
 There was a long pause. I could feel my heart pounding in 
my chest. Then my phone began to ring. It was mom. I picked up, 
not sure whether it was a good thing or a bad thing. 
 “Morgan,” she said, her voice shaky like she was running. 
“I’m on my way home. Stay in your room, make sure your broth-
ers don’t leave.” 
 I wasn’t sure what to say. The worst thing that’s happened 
to me in my 11 years of age was a spider in my bedroom.  “They 
are, they’re all sleeping.” 
 I could hear the wind echoing through the phone as she 
ran. It terrified me. “Okay. Don’t move,” she said then hung up. 
 My mind went blank. Then, I started trembling. What if 
someone was in my house? The back of my mind told me I was 
dumb, of course there wasn’t anyone in the house. But what if 
there was? What if it had a gun? Maybe a knife, coming to kill me 
and every single second I waste sitting in the open is a second 
closer to my death! Where to hide? Under the bed or in the clos-
et? This was an important decision. Then the garage door opened 
a second time. Please be my mom, please be my mom, I repeated 
in my head. 

“Hello?” my mom’s voice echoed throughout my house. 
Relief washed through me, but I continued to tremble. I went to 
the hallway so my mom, would stop calling my name. Once she 
saw me, she walked everywhere in my house, searching and yell-
ing things like, “I have a gun!” 

We didn’t have a gun. A neighbor, a detective, showed up 
at our house shortly after. He had his belt in with all the detective 
tools. I tried calming myself, but nothing was working. The de-
tective searched our house, but it was empty of intruders. 

My mom made me go back to bed. I laid there for the 
longest time, replaying what had happened in my head. The de-
tective said the house was empty, but what if the person had left 
before he got there? Over and over and over it replayed in my 
head. I didn’t get any sleep that night, my head jumbled up with 
conspiracies. The last thought that I can remember from that night 
was the last one I had, what if they were still in the house? 
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