





































































































Pennies

Pennies are never alone;

they travel in numbers, like ants,

but never too auspiciously

for they can attract unwanted attention.

A penny is fascination trapped in an empty jar,
vulnerable and discombobulated
like a child trapped in plastic playscape,
searching frightfully for a way out.

Yet, time passes; one penny

isn't as intriguing as an entire ant farm.

Recruit a stray penny from under a couch,

the side of a road, or the dark corner of a kitchen,
he’s still trying to scamper away.

Taken in hand, the pennies assemble in a glass coliseum
opposite bigger, stronger, and worthier coins.

The pennies become a nuisance,

fighting for attention like gladiators, shifting their weight.

Soon they'll fall to the ground

covered in dirt, agitated and distressed.

Stilt, like a tribe of ants,

they can fight unwaveringly, synergistically, like a nation;
they can struggle to prevent disgrace and defeat.

Sad pennies, distressing ants,
marked for untitled greatness
yet, with the rest of us, they coexist.. -

Listen. In the darkness, in the light,

even the ants are silent,

as each penny chants his steady mantra:
“In God we trust! In God we trust!”

Natalie Roxas



Benediction for a Mapie

Sovereign of the forest,

you are the grand protector of our lives.
In your loving arms is stability,

in your roots, strength,

yet you provide us with succor.

Peace is your gift to your subjects,
woven in the green flags of welcome,
proclaimed throughout this luxurious land.

Thusly, are all aliured to the lasting comfort you provide.

Over us may you rule for ages,

flourish with prosperity,

growing closer to the clouds each year,
as elders do.

May you ascend further in the heavens,
to ultimately soar with the angels,

to claim your place

at the sun’s right hand.

Jillian Lemke



The Great Demise

One time | heard a fair king preach

from his tattered throne on 12" Street.
ranting about the better days

hefore his kingdom's defeat, about

A day where the sun played with the stars
and the moon waltzed with the clouds.

A time where people sang with their feet,
. and always danced out loud.

The mice invited the cats to dine

while dogs ran off to hide.

The plants and trees sprang up indoors
while the furniture stayed outside.

People gardened in the sky

and the rain fell from the ground.
Shouting was a quiet noise

and silence, a deafening sound.

The winter chill brought things to fife

and the summer made life die.

The children laughed when they were sad
and happily started to cry.

He threw up his hands in shock

and cried Your world is strange to me!
The people only pointed and laughed,
too pompous to agree.

So he said,

| remember a time when black was white
and vivid was opaque.

The fish and whales roamed the fand
and the animals swam in lakes.
Politicians sat down for cakes and tea
instead of fighting wars.

Morals and values walked arm and arm
instead of “evening the score”.

Global warming did not exist.

Mother nature did not cry.

People chose love over hate.

Innocent people did not die.

Do you believe me now? he asked
Are you ready for me at last?

To save our future from ourselves
we mustn’t forget the past.



The people continued to saunter by,
ighoring his angry cries.

Then, looking from face to face, he saw

the empfiiness in their eyes.

With defeat he stepped down from his
shabby throne and spoke, so soft and plain:
You people hurt, kill, and steal everyday
yet you write me off as insane?

Kelly Sloan
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Jasmine

She is the dream

of a sleeping garden,
the patterned bedsheet
of the ladybug.

She is the dewy butterfly
in metamorphosis,

a tiny yellow larva
resplendent

in her maturity.

She is the seraph
whose blooming wings
guard all earthy creatures.

She is the treasure
which children find,
the radiant coin

of a pirate's destiny.

Chanel Shina



Winter Cold

You are a vixen

with a heart of stone, Winter.

You never care about who you hurt,
as long as you accomplish your goal-
{o claim another victim,

to flaunt your frigid beauty.

You leave a trail of broken hearts in your passing,
of those who beg you to stay.

Again and again, Winter,

you taunt them with your mystery,

teasing them into believing you will be faithful.
The quicker you come,

the quicker you leave,

smirking at the sight of their devastated faces,
frozen tears, icy cries.

if only you were the least bit altruistic, Winter,

if only you were compassionate,

concerned about something other than your immaculate self—
then maybe the world could move onto something more pleasant,
say, the innocence of Spring,

the sweetness of Summer.

Jillian Becker



Rapunzel

Rapunzel, Rapunzel,
let down your golden hair.

Better yet,
cut it off
and climb down yourself.

Read a book,

tour Europe

go to college

or become a beautician,
spinning your own gold.

Sometimes you have to
get down
to discover new heights

And if you're still

rampant

in preferring the tower,
once you've passed fantasy,
I'll lend you a ladder

and send for a prince.

Libby Hagemeyer



A Summer Night

The sky is black,

as black as the murky water of a pond.

But even the sun shines on the surface of a brackish pond
and, when it does, it glows like a hundred fireflies

trapped in smokey glass.

Even the darkest sky has tiny lights, speckling brightly

in its translucent darkness.

Sometimes, a light will arch across its gloomy background
leaving a whimsical tail behind it;

bright as a jet’s flame it dives rapidly

straight down to the earth

to float obscurely in the darkness of a pond.

For seconds, that seem like minutes,

it leaves the viewer's eye dazzled.

dimming the rest of the sky to a muted whisper.

A wish, a blink of the eye, and the sky, once again,
becomes a turbid pond shimmering in the sunlight.

Ashley Huffman



Heart Shaped Box

Delicate, fragile, and misunderstood,
you sit there collecting nothing but dust,
a permanent guest in the unused room
of my grandmother’s house.

Aged and worn,

you spend all day waiting

“to reminisce about the past, to savor

old letters, prized trinkets, pictures of a cherished past.

In truth you simply want to be admired again,
to feel significant, valued.

Losing hope every day,

your life is empty and forsaken.

Perhaps that's why

you sit here on this desk
unable to express the thoughts
that fill your hollow heart.

Lauren Preininger



Girasoles*

They are the attention-seeking
missle children,
the malcontents, so enviously green,

the inappropriate laughter
that, muffled at first, grows
into an irrepressible explosion.

They are honesty, truth,

all the exemplary virtues.

They are the patronized overachievers:
intellectual athletes, faithful scientists,
artistic mathematicians,

and poets—Iogical poets.

They are the second generation

who took risks, who aimed higher,

to give children the ability to see further,

to know what lies beyond the plywood fence.
They look fine

but cannot forget

the practicality of their roots.

A sense of direction?

It is their nature.

Instinctive they turn to the sun.
They follow greatness

*girasoles: the Spanish word for Sunflowers,
literally means “turn to sun”

Gina Rotondo



Typesetting — Alyssa Selasky
Cover Art — Chrissy Pelton
Advisor - Jan Mordenski

Art Advisor — Susan Smith
Editorial Assistance — Mike Gruber, Steve Morgan





