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This is the new identity 
of The Finch. 
We are a literary mag-
azine built and run by 
PCS students. We have 
overhauled our design 
entirely to convey our 
direction and vision more 
clearly, while focusing on 
the true essence of The 
Finch. The Finch is back, 
and is striving harder 
than ever to give students 
a serious platform to 
express their work. Our 
identity will continue to 
be shaped by the students 
who contribute to The 
Finch, and the design will 
continue to evolve with 
what The Finch becomes. 
The updated design is 
merely one step towards 
our overall vision for what 
The Finch can be. 
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Letter from the Editor

May 2017 Dear Readers,

This year we have undertaken major 
changes to our magazine: we built a web-
site, welcomed several new staff members, 
and introduced a brand new layout design 
(shoutout to Terry!). We are constantly 
looking for new ways to expand and im-
prove the “Finch” project. However, all 
these new changes got us thinking about 
our roots. We started to this magazine to 
highlight the creativity of PCS students 

and encourage appreciation of literature, 
and this is still our focus today.

We want to know how literature has 
influenced your lives. Send us a short es-
say, story, or poem about how a particular 
story (or stories) has inspired you, helped 
you, or shaped who you are today. We will 
be publishing all submissions on our blog 
(thefinchmagazine.com) and choosing a 
few to publish in the next issue.

Respectfully,

Isabel Folger, Editor in Chief
Anna Lauridsen, Editor in Chief
Rina Rossi, Assistant Editor

Read something you like?
 Vote for your favorite  
 piece at 
 
 thefinchmagazine.com
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4%
Sophie Scott

A bead of sweat rolls down 
my temple. My breathing in-
creases its pace. The only infor-
mation entering my brain is that 
there are too many bodies in 
this room. I can feel every one 
of the 24 other criminals’ hag-
gard breaths in my own; we are 
in a room made for 12 people at 
most. I am cramped in the cor-
ner, one side up against the cold 
concrete wall, another pressed 
into a young man with tattoos 
crawling up his neck and shaved 
head. We are in a waiting room, 
waiting for death. 

Our government deals with 
criminals in one simple way: 
killing 24 out of every 25. They 
build up a number of people un-
til they have 25, and then put 24 
of them to death. Nobody knows 
what happens to the one person 
who lives. The only reason we 
know they’re alive is because they 
show them on television being 
lead out of the death chamber, 
and after that, who knows? They 
may be killed anyway. 

The lone door creaks open 
and 5 people file in and start 
pushing us unceremoniously to-
ward it. We walk down a blank 
hallway. Even with the rush of 
oxygen, everyone’s breath has 
quickened, out of nerves. 1 in 
25, that comes out to an even 4% 

chance of surviving. 4%. 
As we walk, I find my mind searching 

for what the death chamber could hold. 
Crimes are so rare that when 25 build up 
it becomes an event for betting: the execu-
tions are televised so that people can either 
cringe away or eat up the killings. 

I’ve seen a fair few, and each execution 
is different. They’ve had people stand on 
platforms over pits of molten lava where 
all but one are lowered down to burn. 
They’ve had 25 people shoot guns at the 
criminals and only one gun has no bul-
let. They even had the criminals stand in 
boxed off sections with walls of chains, so 
that they could see everyone else get de-
voured by starving animals that rose from 
the ground while one of them got an in-
nocent puppy. 

Whatever they have today will be new. 
They have never repeated a type of execu-
tion; they are always unpredictable. 

We walk through a pair of doors into 
a large hall. There is a round glass bowl, 
filled with small rectangular white pills. 
Behind the bowl are 25 chairs set up in a 
line, and 25 guards standing behind them. 
Within seconds all 25 of the chairs have 
a person in them. A harsh female voice 
floods the chamber. 

“Every one of you have been convicted 
of a crime. In result, 24 of you will be exe-

cuted. What happens to the one who lives 
is the government’s business.” 

I have heard this same sentence every 
time there has been a televised execution. 

“Every one of you will receive a pill and 
it will be placed in your mouth between 
your upper and lower right molars.” 

The guards move, each one grabbing 
one of the pills and placing it between one 
of the prisoner’s teeth. Gloved hands reach 
for my jaw and pry it open. The small pill 
is shoved between my molars. 

“You will be forced to crunch down 
on your pill in 15 seconds, at which time 
it will either issue a deadly poison, or an 
edible gel. The poison will have a lemon 
flavor, the edible gel mint.” 

By the time the voice stops we have 8 
seconds. My mind automatically thinks 
of ways to escape, but my guard has a 
firm grip on both my lower jaw and the 
top of my head. 6 seconds. I can feel my 
heart hammering so hard on my rib cage 
it hurts. 4 seconds. Why did I commit that 
crime? 3 seconds. I basically insured my 
death by doing it. 2 seconds. My name is 
Nala Baldwin, I am 21 years old, I live in 
San Francisco, California. 1 second. 0 sec-
onds. The taste that floods into my mouth 
as the guard pushes my jaw up isn’t mint. 

It’s lemon.
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Not            
That 

 Kind
Cor

I met a vet at the gym today. We walked down the 
stairs and at the end was a friend of ours - a NASA em-
ployee we had met at that very gym - and a stranger. As 
we approached, our friend was saying, “I have a friend 
who was in ‘Nam in 78.”

“I was in ‘Nam in 74,” the stranger said. “But I did 
everything my dad told me and I got home.” The two 
glanced at us as we joined them. Their conversation 
shifted to medaled soldiers.

“After they commend them - give them silver stars, 
gold stars- they move ‘em somewhere safe, you know? 
They get them out of there,” the stranger was explaining.

“That’s good - that’s great,” said our friend.
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“Save a hundred lives and they get you 
out, it really is,” the stranger agreed. At this 
point our friend recognized us. I gave him 
a nod.

“Oh, hello! I didn’t recognize you at 
first. How’ve you been?”

I nodded again as my mother said 
“Good! Good, uh, (name) just took - just 
got back from taking the ACTs this morn-
ing.”

“ACT,” I murmured, and she gestured 
toward me in agreement.

“You really didn’t recognize us?” she 
continued.

“Haven’t seen me since my haircut,” I 
suggested, as I had been the one to walk 
down the stairs first.

“Oh, really?” After a brief interlude on 
the nature of ACTs and SATs and our 
friend’s work, the conversation returned to 
the stranger’s time in Vietnam.

“And these medallers get shipped off 
somewhere safe... save a hundred lives 
and you get shipped off to, to the Philip-
pines or something.” The two men shared 
a laugh at this. I wondered why the Phil-
ippines were funny. Our friend continued, 
“but my friend, when he was in ‘Nam, they 
didn’t really get much, you know? They 
got mortared a few times but that was,” he 
shook his hand dismissively, “that was it. 
What about you?”

“Oh no, no.”
“Not much either? Only a few people 

in your squad...?”
“Oh no, no, 39 out of 42.” The three of 

us who had not been in Vietnam during a 
war double-took that last statement. “They 
were- it was-” he cut himself off.

“And you were one of the three who...” 
our friend continued.

“I don’t want to talk about it, I’ll start 
crying.”

“You must’ve been urban?” He nodded.
“But you made it out alright?”
“Oh no, I got hit right there,” the 

stranger said showing us the back of his 
right hand. There was a long, triangular 
scar on the top. Now that I was looking, I 
saw how his three rightmost fingers were 

swollen. A circular scar adorned his ring 
knuckle. “But I got the guy who did it.”

“And were you withdrawn for that?” my 
mom asked.

“Oh no, no,” the stranger shook his 
head, “just wrapped it up and...” He made 
a gesture. I wasn’t sure if it was meant to 
indicate marching or the holding of a gun. 
He gestured at his arm and chest. “I saw 
guys getting worse out there and they just, 
y’know, kept going.”

“And they weren’t withdrawn either?” 
Our friend questioned.

“No, we were surrounded, they had to 
med evac us from above.” He raised his 
hand and lowered it like a helicopter de-
scending. He was soft-spoken and his face 
remained placid, but his scarred hand, un-
supported in the air, trembled.

“And these medallers get 
shipped off somewhere safe... 
save a hundred lives and you 
get shipped off”
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Burning 
Memories

Rina Rossi

 Feature Story 

The lingering redolence of ash was 
present even miles away from the Triangle 
Cottage. Lieutenant Simmons wrinkled 
her nose and quickly inhaled a few times 
before picking up her speaker to commu-
nicate with the dispatcher. It was a cold, 
rainy Sunday morning, at around 2:55 
a.m., and the sky was a murky pudding. 

“The fire is at the Triangle Cottage. The 
Triangle Cottage!” the dispatcher spoke.

“We got that. Copy that,” Lieutenant 
Simmons replied.

“This fire’s gonna burn that house to 
the ground,” Chief Lloyd said, sighing 
heavily, the deep creases in his forehead 
evident, even in his middle-aged soul.

Creak! The truck came to a complete 
halt and the crew spilled out of it like ants 
in a colony, yelling, motioning to others 
on how to tackle the mission. The cottage 
was a small one, one that could not house 
more than a family of three. Its aesthetic 
before the mysterious fire resembled that 
of one from a children’s fairy tale: perfect, 
the right color and with a perfectly lined 
garden in front.

But that perfect color was no longer 

there; the house was a deteriorating grave-
stone, and reflected the color of basalt. The 
garden was a mass of crispy, dying weeds. 
Chief Lloyd was right, the fire would burn 
the house down in a matter of minutes if 
the department did not get down to busi-
ness.

“Simmons! There’s a person in there!” 
Chief Lloyd shrieked anxiously, breathing 
heavily.

Lieutenant Simmons sprinted into the 
cottage through the shattered window and 
sought the person, whose feet were stuck 
in a hole in the stairs leading to the base-
ment. There was something awfully famil-
iar about the basement, but there was no 
time to spare. If she had wasted more than 
just a few minutes, as Chief Lloyd said, the 
house would burn to the ground, with her 
and this poor struggling person in it.

Ahhhh! Ugh! Lieutenant Simmons 
murmured as she grappled with the in-
dividual who she finally got ahold of, and 
their face was nestled on the knees of 
her burning suit. She gasped, and saliva 
dripped off down her mouth. The individ-
ual’s face was the same as Simmon’s culprit 

in The Attack, the dreadful, blue incident 
that caused her so much emotional dis-
tress--one that nearly killed her willing-
ness to continue with the hard struggle 
called Life. Her recovery from The Attack 
was the most beautiful thing that had oc-
curred in her life. Now was not the point 
where she could return to her previous 
deadly mindset. The Person had the same 
shaggy brown hair and green eyes as her 
attacker. Those burning eyes were water-
ing, and gazing up at her, the two in rec-
ognition of each other, both breathing 
heavily.

Sparks flew as the roof of the cottage 
began to fall off. 

“Simmons? Are you in there?” an officer 
shouted.

Lieutenant Simmons gazed furiously 
at The Person’s eyes, whose head was still 
carefully nestled on her knees, and a series 
of thoughts ranging from pure hatred of 
This Person to the necessity to treat each 
individual raced through her mind. Boom! 
The roof finally began to cave in complete-
ly. The time to leave was now. 

It was now or never.
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"Its aesthetic before the 
mysterious fire resembled 

that of one from a children’s 
fairy tale: perfect, the right 
color and with a perfectly 

lined garden in front."
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Some Days...

Seowoo Lee

Whiteboards and chalkboards, equality, freedom
Creativity, constellations, so much more to explore,
Perfection, nobody can achieve it
Dreams, cats, literature, and architecture
Positive, absence, existence, negative, lies
Consistent arguments, yet everlasting friendship
Diseases, some cured, others not
Feelings; sadness, happiness, jealousy and anger
Colors, logic, God, family
Day, night, differences

Some days I’m here, other days I’m in another world

Secession is necessary, but is war?
Flights, vacation, magic, sensation
Ballet, street art, acceptance,
Disney movies, education, flowers
Snowball fights, and soccer
Movement, waves, musical instruments
Music in general is fine as well, so are sunsets
Letters, words, sentences, essays,
Dawn and space, stars and moons
Astrology, ecology, magic
Glitter, sparkle, chocolate

Some days I’m here, other days I’m in another world



Ghosts

Anonymous

A haunted wind
Blows over one
Who is scared of his past

And the taste of the air
Is stale with ghosts
Floating over your life

They are but painful memories
Hovering in the shadows
Weeping over fate

Long pale fingers, stretching
Pulling at your fragile reality
Till it breaks

Weaving heavy shrouds
Over your life
Enveloping you in your thoughts

Guilt
Despair
Gnawing at your conscience

Get rid of them?
Impossible
You must learn to live

With your Ghosts

The Finch Semester 2 2017 11  
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Edith’s 
Story

TWhite

 Feature Story 

Edith, she was loved. 
This sort of blindness was not for Edith, 

who in fact did care about how her dad 
spent his time. She hadn’t told anybody 
about his jobs because she wasn’t so sure 
people were trustworthy, at least none of 
the ones she had met so far.

Edith decided to really use her last day 
here to its fullest potential. She made sure 
not to go to school first. Then, she wan-
dered into a museum, pretending to be a 
part of some class on a field trip. She stared 
at the lifeless, full of life. She thought how 
strange it was that something made of 
paint, with no breath, could have more 
soul than some of the people walking 
around, who if you were to cup a hand in 
front of their mouth, would breathe hot 
thick air into it. These plumes of thick air 
hung in front of their faces on the side-
walks because of the cold. Edith watched 
this and thought that maybe it was this 
cloud that blocked their sight. But it was 
not always cold and sometimes breath was 
expelled and couldn’t be seen. It could still 
be poisonous, she thought.

She was very much in her head now, so 

Edith remembered it as a hot day. This 
was peculiar considering it was in fact a 
glacial 20 degrees. But in her mind the 
temperature neared three digits, balancing 
between the livable and the livable only for 
desert snakes and rodents and insects, and 
rocks. She thought about those rocks and 
how some managed to stay solid through 
time, while others eroded away into sand. 
Edith was young but understood the met-
aphors’ context in her life. The minds of 
ten-year-olds are so bright and exuberant 
in thought that perhaps they see more 
than the so called “older” and “wiser.” 

This girl was especially bright. Her 
thoughts leaped around in great swirls 
of color. She could keep any rhythm she 
heard just once with a tapping shoe. And 
even though her dimples made her look 
cute, you could tell she wasn’t really from 
her eyebrows. They stood strong and at-
tentive on the bone. Edith wasn’t cute be-
cause she was much too strong. At least 
that’s what all the parents of the other girls 
at her school said over ants-on-a-log. But 
the ants only waved to Edith; they thought 
she was cute.

She remembered it being hot that day 
because she was moving out of the city 
and it’s easier for things to move in warm 
weather. She knew her muscles were more 
relaxed away from snow so that’s where 
she put herself. She wasn’t very sad that 
her family’s prospects here hadn’t panned 
out. The apartment was too snug and only 
had the view of a four-story parking com-
plex. Still, it was strange that they hadn’t 
stayed more than a year. Usually, Edith’s 
father took time establishing his himself 
in executive buildings and well-regarded 
businesses. That’s where the real money 
was. But here they were after only four 
months, packing up again. 

Edith’s mother knew nothing of her 
husband’s ventures. She wasn’t dumb, but 
she also just didn’t care. With every move 
came more people; that was what Edith’s 
mother wanted. She wanted to meet as 
many people as she could in her lifetime. 
She kept diaries to keep track, and always 
assured Edith that she never cheated on 
her official record number. She was a kind 
woman and supremely sociable. Though 
no one understood her, except perhaps 
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the five miles that took her to the bakery 
really took no time at all. Edith had decid-
ed that there were no better cookies in the 
world than here, and she had lived in many 
places. So she got one peanut butter cookie 
and one chocolate. She broke the choco-
late one into halves. She did this now, 
when the cookie was still warm, because it 
was the only proper time to break a cook-
ie. Her mother insisted so. Edith always 
thought that chocolate, especially dark, 
was like her mom. Velvety but confusing 
in layers of flavor, chocolate is complicat-
ed and a little unnerving to tastebuds. It’s 
loved anyways.

This was all Edith had wanted to do be-
fore she left town, so she skipped over the 
cracks in the sidewalk to a van parked out-
side her apartment. She handed her mom 
the two cookie halves, and buckled herself 
into the backseat for now. 

Her 
 thoughts 
 leaped 

around in 
great swirls 
of color.
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Valentines Day

Andrew Vu

 Valentine’s Day is approaching. All 
around me, I see people doing the thing 
they have always done. Either they are get-
ting other people Valentines, and talking 
enthusiastically about it, or they simply ig-
nore it, or they consider doing something 
but end up doing nothing.

For me, this Valentine’s Day is radically 
different from any previous. For the first 
time ever, I want to give a Valentine to 

someone.
In elementary school, my parents forced 

me to get a bag of candy, write messages 
on each piece, and give them to everyone 
in the class. I resented this and didn’t know 
why I was being forced to do it. “Why not 
just give everyone candy without this heart 
stuff?” I thought. The entire premise felt 
like adults forcing us to do things for no 
good reason.

In middle school, we stopped giving 
people things, so I stopped thinking about 
Valentine’s Day. Valentine’s Day became 
just another random, irrelevant event that 
passed without me ever caring. Valentine’s 
Day applied to other people, not me. Ro-
mance was some outlandish concept that 
applied to an entirely different universe. 
To me, a red heart was simply a misnamed 
shape in a rather common, boring color. It 
did not have any special meaning. I would 
have been more interested in mathemat-
ically computing the area of a heart than 
actually using it for something.

In 9th and 10th grade, I had the same 
mentality, but there was the added pres-
sure of being in high school, and having to 

save face in front of other people. I did not 
want to be made fun of as the guy trying 
to impress girls. I would have said, “Val-
entine’s Day? Feelings? Doing something 
for another girl? Are you being serious?” 
I probably did say these things at some 
point. If you told me in 10th grade that I 
would want to give a Valentine to a girl in 
11th grade, I almost certainly would have 
laughed at you. I would have thought that 
was ridiculous.

And yet, here I am.
I had to overcome an internal barrier 

to want to give a Valentine. Before, I hid 
my feelings behind a facade of logic and 
thinking. I did not want to deal with oth-
er people. I thought everything should be 
logical and orderly, like math and science. I 
craved order and organization in my life. I 
wanted numbers, not words. I found expo-
nential functions easier to understand than 
emotions. I viewed pathos as the problem 
with humanity: we were too emotional. 

My heart was imprisoned by my brain.
Now my heart has broken free.

The Book and the 
Bus Cat

Goldfish

Who are you…?
I was hearing the voices again. They 

were whispering inside my head.
What are you…? Who do you think 

you are…?
“Stop…” I murmured, gripping my pil-

low.
You are nothing….
I felt myself giving in.
“Nothing….”
You are nothing….
“I am nothing…” I whispered, “I am….”

The loud buzzing of my alarm clock 
arose me from my trance-like sleep. My 
eyes were half open, allowing me to see my 
dorm room, but with a touch of blur added 
to everything I laid eyes upon.

I groggily dragged myself out of bed 
and quietly pressed the button on my 
clock, hushing the loud buzzes. I stood 
there for a minute, eyes closed, not real-
ly remembering why I set an alarm in the 
first place. Then it hit me.

“The ceremony!” I exclaimed, my eyes 
bursting open as I realized I only had a few 
minutes to make it to the transport before 
it passed my dorm.

I hurriedly grabbed an old black t-shirt 
and some ratted jeans out of my drawer, 
threw them on, snatched an apple from 

the fruit bowl in my tiny kitchen, my socks 
and shoes, and burst out the door, barely 
making it to the transport in time.  

“Wait!” I called, struggling to put one 
sock on one foot. “Stop!”

'
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The transport heard my calls and came 
to an ear-gnashing halt, steam rushing out 
from the tracks that it rolled on. I climbed 
on and sat down in an open seat, slip-
ping my shoes on over my socks. Then I 
breathed a sigh of relief. I had made it, and 
I could finally eat my apple.

The hissing of steam alerted the pas-
sengers that the transport had started back 
up again. It sped down the tracks to the 
ceremony. I could hardly contain my ex-
citement as we got closer to the area where 
my parents would be arriving back, ex-
hausted, bruised, and bloodied, from their 
battle with The Crimson. Yet, their bright 
smiles would shine through the pain and 
welcome me into their arms, where we 
would embrace happily. We would become 
a family again. I exited the transport with 
a dozen other students, excited to see their 
families returning from the fight. I was 
anxious to see them: my heart was pound-
ing in my chest like a drum and my smile 
stretched up to my ears.

As the gate to the outside world clanked 
open, I held my hands over my mouth.

Expecting to see the warriors return-
ing, hearts held high as they made it back 
victorious, I was slapped in the face with 
reality.

Half of the warriors were gone, sup-
posedly swallowed up by the souls of the 
lost or turned by The Crimson. My heart 
seemed to skip every other beat when I 
scanned the remaining warriors for any 
sight of my parents. I never saw them.

The warriors that had made it rushed 
to their families, squeezing them tightly in 
their arms, their matted hair covering their 
faces and their tears of joy blending with 
the earth as they hit the ground.

People started abandoning the gate, 
still tightly hugging their loved ones. The 
sky grew dark. Writhing black swallowed 
the sky as twinkling stars burst through 
the dull colors. Almost everyone was gone 
except for a few others who were with me 
in the same situation.

“Mommy?” 
I turned my head towards the small 

squeak of a voice. A small boy, probably no 
more than six, was tugging on his mother’s 
dress.

“Daddy isn’t back yet, Mommy. You 
said he’d be back,” he squeaked, tugging 

on his mother’s dress a bit harder.
“Be patient, Timothy,” she said, putting 

a finger to her chapped lips. “Be patient.”
You could hear the sadness in her voice, 

a big lump in her throat muddling her 
words.

“Timothy, we have to go,” she said, 
grasping his hand and turning back to-
wards the transport.

“But… Daddy?” Timothy asked, his 
shining eyes becoming dull with fear.

“Daddy won’t be home tonight,” his 
mother said, tugging him along, wiping 
her eyes with her sleeve.

Something about that made me want 
to wait even longer, like there was still a 
small spark of hope.

I waited for about another hour before 
I heard a voice behind me.

“Hey, kid, time to go back to your 
dorm,” a burly man, toothpick stuck in be-
tween the spaces of his yellow-grey teeth, 
growled.

“But, my parents, you don’t understand, 
I have to find my parents--”

“Your parents ain’t here,” he said, lean-
ing close to my face, grinning. The scent 
of liquor was heavy on his breath. “And if 
they ain’t here, they’re prob’ly dead.”

He gave me a heavy pat on the shoulder 
before pushing me towards the transport.

“G’night, kid,” he laughed. “Sweet 
dreams.”

My legs felt wobbly, like jelly, shak-
ing underneath the weight of my body. I 
climbed back onto the transport, knees 
weak, legs trembling, and sank into one of 
the seats in the back.

I don’t think I blinked once after get-
ting on the transport. My eyes hurt. I was 
so full of disbelief that I wasn’t sure of any-
thing I was doing.

The last thing I remember is getting 
dropped off at my dorm, collapsing into 
my bed, and my thoughts being overtak-
en by the awful, ever-present voices in my 
head.

Red Cup
Blue Cup

Calvin Dunbar and Alex Olson

Red Cup, Blue Cup
Yellow Cup and Pink
When you’re done drinking
Put it in the sink.

Coffee, Water,
Juice or Tea.
Drink too much,
And you might have to pee.

Donuts and Cakes
Cookies and pies,
Find you a yam
And chef up some fries.

And if you’re still hungry
That is a lie,
You just had dessert,
So don’t even try.
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Holding Out for a 
Hero

Ruby Rorty

In elementary school, everyone is invit-
ed to birthday parties. Games of foursquare 
are open to all, and a lack of academic fo-
cus keeps everyone in a single group. But 
as the first eight o’clock bell rings through 
middle schools across America, new sixth 
graders begin to form concrete ideas about 
who sits atop a social hierarchy. For me, 
certainly, middle school represented the 
first foray into the complex jungle of ad-
olescence—something a bookish eleven-
year-old wasn’t prepared for.

Excluded from slumber parties and 
group Halloween costumes, I began to 
hate school. School meant spending lunch 
eating in the corner of the leftmost stall 
of the women’s restroom, reading graffiti 
and comics while the other girls joked and 
gossiped outside.

Superheroes have always been a part 
of my life—what young person doesn’t 
dream of discovering a secret talent, one 
to distinguish them from the crowd? In 
sixth grade, however, my penchant for 
powers went from a hobby to a compass, 
guiding me through the trenches of gym 
class and across geometry’s barren plains. 
Every night, the posters above my bed—
faded prints of Marvel’s X-Men and DC’s 
Wonder Woman beside science fair med-
als and a framed Periodic Table—lent me 
the strength I needed to wake up. Though 
I doubt any of my peers realized it, they 
attended school with an invisible army of 
heroes who followed me throughout the 
day, sitting next to me when nobody else 
would.

There was one day in particular, when 
I went to a girl in my class’ birthday party. 
We danced to Taylor Swift and then ate 
chocolate cake with white frosting and 
wax from the burning candles. My parents 
picked me up at 9 o’clock, but not before I 
had stumbled into the girl’s bedroom and 
found twelve overnight bags nestled in 
the corner. Everybody had been invited to 
sleep over but me. On Monday, I hugged 
my comics close and refused to speak 
when called on.

My parents searched desperately for a 
temporary solution, something that might 
build my confidence or earn me friends 
outside of school. Eventually, they landed 
on self-defense, taking inspiration from 
the pictures of karate-chopping heroes 
plastered across my wall.

On the first day of Taekwondo, my feet 
flopped like cod across the blue mats, and I 
jumped every time the teacher shouted an 
instruction. But with every class, my kick 
grew stronger and my voice louder. I fell in 
love with the sounds of bare feet against 

the hardwood floor of the studio, with the 
battle cries that echoes off its whitewashed 
walls, and with the stiff white cloth of my 
dobok. More than anything, though, I fell 
in love with this new version of myself, a 
girl who carried with her an enviable pow-
er. Like Wonder Woman’s indestructible 
bracelets, my new skill set gave me the 
courage to dodge the daily snubs of sixth 
grade. I stopped bringing comics to school 
and eating in the bathroom—I didn’t need 
to anymore. The next year, I moved to a 
much larger public school and found a 
close-knit group of friends. Pictures of us 
at dances replaced my hero posters, and 
my comics became novels or biographies. 
And though I never quite found harmony 
with that peer group, looking back, I find 
myself pitying them. We all struggle as 
eleven and twelve-year-olds, faced for the 
first time with the inequalities of life. The 
girls I made out to be supervillains prob-
ably needed a hero just as much as I did, 
as much as anyone does, and I hope they 
found them.

Butterflies and 
Foam
Anonymous

A planter box grows succulents
In our old space
Every week, we’d sit there
Pouring out our souls, blending them together
You drank your coffee with ice
Mine was too hot to hold without a sleeve
I remember the butterflies
They capered when you slid your fingers into mine
When you bought the perfect muffin
And didn’t have to ask me which one I wanted
On the days when the air was bright and sharp and cold
I would lean into you and you would smile
Hold me close and wrap your hands around mine
And my coffee would keep our fingers warm
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Elemental 
Deities

Annelise Bond

Everything was black, the darkness en-
gulfing her, she couldn’t see, she couldn’t 
breathe. She wondered why she had 
agreed to this mission in the first place. 
It felt as though everything was being 
stripped from her. She clutched tightly 
onto her shirt, in case somehow the whirl-
pool managed to suck it up as well. She 
wasn’t going to fail. She was brave, she was 
strong. The human race depended on her. 
She attempted to take a deep breath, but 
was choked by the whirlpool. Suddenly, 
the pressure suddenly decreased, and she 
felt like a 5-foot long torpedo being flung 
out of a rocket at hyper speed. She landed 
sideways on the ground, kicking up a cloud 
of dirt as she did so. Coughing, she looked 
up at her surroundings. Very barren, dry. 
Most likely some sort of desert. Quickly, 
she whipped out her knife and scanned the 
horizon for some sort of campsite. Noth-
ing to the North, West, South, or…. Sud-
denly she was picked up, feeling the rough 
and calloused hand of some sort of giant.

“I see, another one,” said the Deity. Its 
breath was cold but still filled her with 
disgust. “Why do y’all just keep busting 
in here?” She tried her best not to look in 
its eyes. Its gray skin, raspy voice and cold 
breath were an indication that it was the 
deity of blindness. One look in its eyes, 
although not fatal, could eliminate your 
eyesight for the rest of your life. Not some-
thing she wanted to deal with as of now. 
“Famine! Take this one to the dungeon, I 
want them all in one place.”

“Yes, of course, sir,” came a squeaky 

voice. She turned to see a strikingly skin-
ny Deity with hollowed out eye sockets. 
“Now, would you like me to….”

“Silence! I know what I want,” replied 
the larger Deity. Every time it spoke she 
felt a blast of cold air. She shivered. “Take 
her to the dungeon,” it repeated. “I don’t 
want to see her until the rest of them are 
captured. Do not harm her in any way, 
shape, or form. I do not want to give any 
of them the relief of death. What humans 
hate most is to live in blindness. Be-
lieve me, I would know.” The other Dei-
ty gulped, its throat protruding strangely 
from his bony neck.

“Yes, sir,” it mumbled sheepishly. The 
Deity handed her off. This Deity had 
smoother skin, although wrinkled from 
years of starvation. She clung tightly to its 
fingers as it started leading her eastward. 
She reached for her knife, just to find an 
empty sheath where it would have been. 

“Darn it,” she whispered to herself. She 
noticed a city appearing in the distance. 
This must have been the ‘hub’ for the De-
ities. A cold chill went up her spine. If 
she wanted to figure out a plan, she had 
a limited amount of time to do so. She 
quickly opened up her backpack. Okay, 
loose string, canned food, water, a flash-
light, a length of Iron piping, a volleyball, 
and a sharp stick. Good, the stick might 
be useful. She stabbed the Deity mul-
tiple times in the hand, hoping it would 
drop her from shock. It didn’t so much as 
grunt. Alright, time for plan B. She took 
out the iron piping, holding it in one hand 
and tied the string around the other end. 
With the string attached to the piping, 
she swung the string as a lasso. The piping 
flew a couple meters until it slammed into 
the eye socket of the Deity. It snorted and 
turned around, but maintained its hold on 
her. Suddenly, it squeezed her tighter, and 
she struggled to breathe. 

“Careful,” it spat in its raspy voice, its 
hot breath roasting the side of her face. 
“You might want to think before you act.” 
She tried her best to turn her face away. 
“Look at me!” screamed the Deity, thrust-
ing her toward its face. Its eyes were a pure, 
milky white. A sign of blindness, probably. 

“Ahh, you stupid thing,” it gargled. “You 
can still see.” She rubbed her eyes just in 
case, and looked back up. Yes, she could 
definitely still see. 

“How do you know?” she spat bitterly 
as she packed up her backpack hurriedly. 
She was not a fan of random Deities who 
enjoyed kidnapping her.

“I can sense it. Your eyes store much 
energy.” It gulped, and she could see the 
saliva leaking from its mouth. She shud-
dered. Gross. She averted her eyes and 
noticed that the light was dimming. They 
seemed to be descending. She could barely 
make out that they were traveling down 
some sort of staircase. 

“Is this the…dungeon?” she asked.
“Hmph,” replied the Deity. It seemed 

uneager to talk to her after the last inci-
dent. By now she had to squint her eyes 
to see. The blackness seemed to be en-
gulfing them. She felt her backpack. The 
flashlight was still in there, thank God. 
A few more layers of steps, and then they 
came to a halt. She jolted upright as the 
Deity stopped suddenly, grasping onto 
one of its fingers for balance. “Get down,” 
it commanded. She heard the lock open 
and felt the cold air as a door was pushed 
in her direction. She clung on tighter to 
the Deity’s fingers, feeling its cold but 
leathery skin against her hand. The Deity 
shook its hand wildly, flinging her into the 
depths of…wherever. She hit the ground 
with a thunk, her mouth colliding with 
the hard cold flooring. It tasted like dirt, 
or salt? She attempted to feel around for 
some sort of posthold, but felt nothing but 
empty space. She heard a door shut behind 
her, and the familiar click of a lock. “Cha-
clunk!” There was silence after that.
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