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ForwARD

“But don't be satisfied with stories,
how things have gone with others.
Unfold your own myth,
without complicated explanation,
so everyone will understand the passage,
We have opened you.”
— Jalal ad-Din Muhammad Rumi, translated by Coleman Barks

“Between the Lines will change your life.” Alumni of the program write this phrase over and over again. What happens in
two weeks that creates such an indelible impression on a person? Perhaps it is because that most basic of human desires,

curiosity, is rewarded through the craft of writing, and through interaction with others from across the world.

2014 is a landmark year for BTL, in that it is the first year where Russians, Americans and Arabic-speaking participants
from the Near East and Northern Africa gather together in one program for creative writing and cultural exchange in Iowa
City at the University of Jowa. Each participant lives with someone not only from a difterent culture, but from a difterent
continent. Many of these countries and regions share histories of conflict with one another. Yet in just two weeks of living,

eating, and writing together, these students have already discarded the old stories and began new ones.

Most great writing begins with the author trying to understand something: how a situation came to be, how a story about
two people might proceed, how a poem can trace an emotion. In these moments the writer is in dialogue with what she
knows, and what the words she writes are waiting to reveal. BTL follows a parallel path: the participants arrive with a general
idea about Russians, or Americans, or people from the Middle East, but it is in the details that the story unfolds. “World is
crazier and more of it than we think/ Incorrigibly plural” wrote poet Louis MacNeice, and BTL students would agree with
him. After experiencing other cultures up close, many alumni purposefully search out universities that have greater diversity
in their student makeup. They study abroad, or travel to visit each other, years after they spent such a short time together.
‘They have opened themselves to new ways of seeing the world, have seen the pluralness of it, and are hungry for more. Again
and again, our students demonstrate that they are brave, kind, and curious. We cannot wait to see what will unfold in their

futures, in their new stories.

Kelly Morse
Program Coordinator






Nada Abdelhamid

Egypt
Dear Humans,

I guess proper introductions are in order. But then again, you'll meet me soon enough... and you must know upfront that
you wouldn't be looking forward to this meeting. I have been devotedly working tirelessly in the past few years. In fact, I
have forever been.

Although, I don’t tend to visit a human before their time but I could not fight the urge that one time... she had been thinking
about me for months.

That night, I stood in the far corner of her room; I could
hear her thoughts over the sound of her weeping. In her
head, she said it’s not that I'm questioning your authority,
God, but why did you have to use cancer’s help? You know
how much we hate it; you want him, what’s the point of
taking his hair, teeth and health first? He is the greatest
man I know. He deserves a better end than this. If I could
offer death my soul so he lives on, I would gladly do. At
least, my death won't affect anyone as much as his. Is it
possible that he might be lucky enough to survive this? I
wish I wish...

I would’ve sworn she looked me straight in the eye, if I
hadn’t been absolutely positive that (1) the human eye is
not designed to see me unless I reveal myself and (2) I had
no eyes to be looked in.

Please, don’t take him...

“Don't you look at me like that;” I spat “it’s not like I have
any particular interest in your father anyway. Don’t take it
personally; this time, I'm just doing my duty.”

I glided out of her closed window leaving her fast asleep. She had already become extremely unhealthy, depressed; ready
enough, to me, and more tempting than she'd ever been but no, not just yet.

Even though humans have long disgusted me by how they only start giving two shits about other humans when they sense
that I will be coming for them soon but this one, for the first time, triggered my almost nonexistent sympathy.

A small but noteworthy note; I've seen so many young men over the years who think they’re running at other young men,
they are not. In fact, they are running at me.

One fine morning, I was given an order from above to work for another tyrant, taking away protestors’souls... again. Young
lively souls, many of them. I'd always quite liked the image of me with a sickle and cape. Dark and formidable. Unfortunate-
ly, 'm far more ordinary and commonplace. Most of them were aged 17-25; all their last thoughts were something around
having truly wanted to make their country a better place for their children and grandchildren, too bad many of them didn’t
even have any of those. Others, however, suffered a slight remorse; for not sharing more of their very big hearts, for leaving
their helpless mothers alone on as such a brutal planet, for fearing they might miss their families, for having sinned, for not
having acknowledged God’s existence or passionately prayed.

'That afternoon I, also, took an old woman’s soul; she used to work as a nurse in a hospital. Her last thought was... well, other
than calling me an asshole, she pleaded for mercy upon the old man in room 351’s soul. Who did she mean? I wondered.
After I had been done with her, I made a quick visit to room 351 and I saw her soul again.

I could tell from the look of it that it was in a worse state than her, sick with cancer, father lying on the bed next to her. If
truth be told, with the exception of his soul, all the others inside that room were as good as dead. I could tell he knew I was
coming for him soon but he did not fear me. For a split second, I felt like it would be long until I could take this soul away.

9
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Kaotar Aitaili

Morocco
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The lonely, wistful empty eyes,
Shedding crystal tears mixt with rain,
Falling down their pale cheeks,

As the tears washes off the pain,
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Those gloomy, melancholic eyes,
They watch the dove’s broken wings,
They watch it burn and rise,

From the ashes like a phoenix,
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The sky cries for those whom are gone,
Those who have left, and let the others drown,
But the Tragedy will be washed away,

With the tears of angels, day after day. 11



Noora Aldoseri

Bahrain

Mirrors & Twins

You have her voice,
quiet but alarming
And her sky blue eyes,
Andsodol

And I never can look in the mirror too long, and I prefer pictures to be in black and white
Incessant ticks of a heart monitor with long gaps in between

Loud silence

'The first trigger is pulled in a war

And everything after

I mistake you for a phantom in early mornings
My foolish tongue called you by her name
Sorrow tiptoed around the edges of your eyes
before I realized what a terrible mistake I made
And then I remembered how in your room
there are no mirrors

12
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Then a white rose is suffused with their pure blood

Palestine is the birthplace of a wounded identity
Jerusalem enchants people's hearts

That is why it has incision in entity

They began an ethnic cleansing

They burned, and made our bodies rending,

So history had become weapons which wrote on our

bodies
In the arteries of the land we solidify
That is how our identity, we magnify

Yet we have fall under the occupation while you
are trying to justify

The voice of refugee child

My tiny dream is to live in peace

In a small home, wafts with love breeze
With a lemon tree which, hugs it with every crease
I still a little person, I belong to tenderness

I still fell asleep when I fly on the safe wing
I hear the voice of the sweethearts,

The rainbow flowers swing

Thus, it breaks the gloomy silence

And all hands cling

Therefore, they choose the heart as a shelter

And the warm ambition in spring
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Imen Bouhestine

Tunisia
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Mortal Wars

My body is my enemy
It stands as a barrier

to my soul

containing me.

not as a protector

But as a prison

My organs fight

often with each other

I can feel their battles
and wars burning in me

‘They leave behind ruins
and I am filled with

ash and dust.

My eyes grow dim

and the defiance I contain
fades with little more
than a whimper

I am the causality

of battle, to be destroyed
and rebuilt,

over and over again.
I'am tired. I am sick.
My body, once unified
and peaceful, has turned
against itself.

And my soul weeps

For my looming obviation.

McKenna Coon

lowa
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Muhannad Darraj

Syria
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There is a forgotten point in the novel
In the eraser...
There are words written and indelible

There are words unwritten... and delible

peace... unwritten... indelible ........... peace... unwritten... indelible
like trees on the mountain slope ....... On the edge of the road
There is alone narcissus flower...... 'There are white wings ...

There is a forgotten point in the novel

Its sentences.... the Stranger reciting .

Unable to water the blossoms....... Don't bring a green light to the blind

Have you heard about prisoner with no jail?!

Tree with no birds...... Mouth with no smile........ Friendship with no handshake ...... White wings with
no pigeons

We miss peace.... a brother, a map for travelers ..... Mother milk for child..... Antique rifle for the Fighter
Heart and sole...... for lovers

Under the shade of a tree .......... Exchanged their letters

We miss white wings... We miss white wings

We miss Peace!!

we are here... all of us are here

here... in a peaceful state ...... in a peaceful university... in a peaceful program .......... we are writers of
peace

my freedom words flow

It isn’'t Arab, Russian, or American...... We are childhood of humanity
'The World is our country......... Our literature might difter

But melds into one innocent soul....

'The soul of humanity...

Live world.... Live world......... Live Iowa...

Live who lived me.......
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Nicholas Datta

California

Thunder crackles in the sky, and rain pours down. I run as fast as I
can. The roads are dark and the cement slippery, and I nearly lose my foot-
ing, but I continue to run. I stumble as thunder booms again, but I cannot
stop. I need to escape. The sounds of lightning are pursuing me just as much
as the dark monster does, its claws reaching for my flesh, hungry to tear it to
pieces. I make the mistake of looking into its beady red eyes surrounded by
leathery black skin. This being is not from earth. It roars, a sound like glass
shattering, and the rain falls harder. I trip from fear, and slide into a gutter.

The loudest blast of thunder sounds as the beast raises its claws. Its
arm lingers in the air, like it gloats of its victory. But I can’t wait for death. I
scramble up and keep sprinting, and the creature continues its pursuit. The
coldness of the rain fights with my red hot fear, counteracting each other,
making my skin feel feverish. The creature cries again, and a wave of de-
spair washes over me, colder and wetter than any rain. I know escape from
the monster is futile. I grow more and more tired, but this creature has not
shown even one sign of weakness. Its strength is boundless, its power unlim-
ited, its cruel hatred fueling its body past any boundaries. One look from its
merciless red eyes tells me that much. And I am weak, alone, I cannot outlast
it. I only run out of fear, and fear can only take me so far.

The rain stops. The creature plants both feet in the ground, cracking
the pavement. My energy ran dry, and again, I fell to the cold pavement. I
turn to see the monster standing still. It does not even glance at me. Its eyes face the heavens. The dark clouds above part,
revealing silver of something else. A giant metal disk, a UFO the size of the city.

'The monster’s ship lets out a blast. The city howls in agony, every building, every inch of cement has a voice, and each
one is crying in pain. Glass shatters and sirens wail. This is the sound of pain, and it rears its deformed head and roars. A
blast of energy fires from the ship, and the city crumbles. Smoke and fire consume my city, emerging from the fiery explo-
sion. The flames burn unnatural colors, black and gray and brown. My creature lets out a new sound. It is laughing.

From the giant ship overhead emerge more creatures, just like my pursuer. They fall to the street, smashing into
the pavement and creating mini-craters in the road. Their cries echo throughout the city as they slash their claws, ripping
through steel and bricks and cement. Building collapse, people scream, and the monsters laugh like chainsaws. My monster
turns its head to me. It opens its lipless mouth, revealing gray knives for teeth. It is finished playing its little game with me,
I can sense it. It smiles.

And I run. It doesn’t chase me anymore, but my legs carry me away. I stumble into an alleyway, far from the destruc-
tion, and try to regain my breath. I can hear the sounds of destruction in the distance. These creatures... they were aliens.
The alien apocalypse so many had imagined was coming. But there monsters... I couldn’t bring myself to call them aliens.
Aliens were other life-forms in distant galaxies. These were not life-forms. They were pain and fire and destruction.

I clutch at my bloody knees. I had forgotten to feel pain when I scraped and cut them in my falls, but now, the pain
caught up with me. I winced and hid from the world outside.

“Not a pretty sight, huh?”

I'jumped. I hadn't noticed the man sitting next to me. He didn’t seem to belong in this scene. Contrary to this alley,
tull of garbage and broken glass, he seems perfectly clean. He was dressed like a business man, with a suit, smoothed-back,
dark hair, and clean-shaven face. Like any guy in his late twenties, going to work at some law-firm or company. Except here
he was, hunched over in an alleyway like I was.

He cleared his throat, “I said, Not a pretty sight, huh?” See, now’s the time that most people would respond with
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something like, ‘yes’.”

I found my voice absent, so I nodded. He looked at the graffiti-covered wall and chuckled,

“Not much of a talker, huh? Well, that doesn’t matter, you can still do fine.”

I recovered my voice, “Excuse me?”

“I mean, it doesn’t matter if you talk much. As long as you deal with these aliens, no one will care if you’re not very
charismatic.”

“Deal with the aliens?”

“Is that not right? Isn't this the point where you bravely stand up and defend humanity? Isn’t it the point where
you- after a difficult battle with the forces of evil, of course- rise and become a hero?”

A hero? Excitement filled me, a warm feeling in my stomach, “I- Yeah! Awesome! I mean,”I added with caution,
“I assume you're going to help me? Teach me?”

“Of course. But first, I need to... ask you a few questions.”

“Um... Alright.”

“Are you willing to fight your hardest, and do anything you can to win?”

“Yeah, of course.”

'The man sighed, and muttered something inaudible, “Ok. Are you willing to act, to jump into danger, even at risk
of your own safety, and even when no one else will follow?”

“Yes!”I said impatiently.

Another sigh, “Are you willing to face your enemies head on, to openly challenge them, despite their attempts to
persuade you?”

“Yes-”

“Because they will give you offers. They will be char-
ismatic. They will give you a chance to live under their reign,
and they will attempt to turn you against your friends if you
obey them. They are powerful, they will appear to have all
the cards. Are you willing to bluft your way out of that? To
stare defeat in the eyes with no one to save you? To be all
alone, the only one fighting in these dire circumstances? To
go against what your friends or family want, to go against
what you want, to go against your own desire to survive? Are
you willing to take all these challenges?”

“Yes!” I shouted, “Yes!”

'The man smiled sadly, shaking his head, “And how
can you take these challenges, how can you help all of human-
ity to survive if you can't even take on these challenges to help yourself?”

I blinked.

The man was gone. I peered out of the alleyway. The sky was the same black and gray it had been when it started
raining. Small showers still sprinkled down now and again. The same silver city stood tall, just as it always had. They were
no shadows in the streets. No fires burning buildings to the ground, no leathery monsters chasing helpless people. There
was no giant space ship of evil aliens floating above my city.

Cars drove past my alleyway. Normal people going about their normal day. And I was just a normal teenager, soak-
ing from the rain and crouching in some alley. Nothing in my world had changed. The problems that had chased me to this
alleyway hadn’t vanished. They were still waiting for me, at home, at school, inside myself.

I stood. I wasn't sure if I was delusional, sick, or my imagination had just overrun me. But those question were
true. I had to be willing to stand alone, to take risks. I had to learn how to take control of my own life, and I had to face my
problems head on. If I want to do something great for this world, I would need to be brave, and bravery needed a place to
gIOW.

I exited the alleyway and walked down the street.
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To dictators...
As much as I'm growing up....I don’t even know what to do?
All what they are saying to me is to give up...Giving up from this game of shadow
1 don’t even care about what they say, ...I’ll stay walking and my eyes at the sky
1 feel so sad and shy ...I'm always thinking, every night and everyday
I'm not a foolish or stupid when I cry...I'm crying because I see the people hurt their brothers
They live without giving care to the others...I only want to draw at children’s face a smile
Because I hate myself when [ listen to 8 mile...Because the singer who'’s calling Eminem was a devil
1 know that my words are not important... Because no one wants to listen to a student

But in fact you have to listen to me at this moment

do know why?
Or to be silent that’s what should I try?
You have to read my words right now ...Or you can see the pictures I draw
And the poor children who are growing up... They feel hungry and cold
1 feel that I'm too old... We all live like there’s no matter
We don’t even know how to help our self or people

Why don’t you care? ...We all know that there’s no body is good here

And no one gives a care!...So mr sleeping man can you stand up?
if you can’t talk you can write by your pen...Don’t be like a chicken ... that’s really shame
Shame on me, shame on you!..Shame on all of us... You ask yourself why? and I'm saying because

1 wrote these words to make you hear my voice....To put everything beside and say Goodbye to the
noise

Listen to me coz you don’t have another choice... You can’t stop, you can’t even control me Stupid
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Kirill Dyshlovol

Vladivostok, Russia

O pBepsax Yrommm. Icce

[lo HeaBHeTO BpeMeHM B HeOO/IbIINX MIBEACKUX TOPOAAX He 3aKPBIBATIN
neepu. CoBceM. JI1oay TOXXMINCD CIIaTh, AOCOIOTHO He OIAcasiCh, YTO
KTO-HUOYIb MOXET CIIOKOJHO K HUM 3aJITV ¥ JTaTHO OBI CTAIUTD Mapy
cepeOPSHBIX BIWIOYEK, HO U Ilepepe3aTb MM ITIOTKY Ha BCAKUI CITydail.
[Touemy Tak HeocMoTpuTeNnbHO? [ToToMy uTO 06paTHOE IIPOCTO OBIIO OBI
IJ1A HAX HEJIOTMYHO. 3a4eM COCefIsIM KPacTh, €C/IN Y HUX eCTb cBoé? CBoIl
JIOM, CBOM CTOJIOBBIE IIPMOOPBI, CBOY ITIOTKM HaKOHel]. BoT oHO 06pasioBoe
eBpOIIelicKOoe 61arononyyne: 4To caMoe BaKHoe - Oaronony4ne 6e3
PY>Xbs1, KOTOpOe caMo 10 cebe ropaso 6onee 6I1aronoNyYHO, YeM
Omaronosny4ne ¢ OHbIM. be30macHOCTh U paccimabIeHHOCTh B HECKOTIbKUX
IIOKOJICHMSIX MEHSIOT YeTI0BEYEeCKYI0 IICKXOJIOTMIO, Y HaBEPHOE, eC/ Obl
3TM CaMble ITpecTaperible IBe/bl, BEPHYBILNCDH C IPOTYIKI, OOHAPY>KIIN
IIOCPeZiM CBOETO JIoMa aOCOIIOTHO HE3HAKOMOT'O Ye/IOBeKa, POIOIerocs B
sIyKe ¢ GaMIIBHBIM cepeOpoM, TO ITogyMany Obl, 4TO Oeosara BUAMMO
3alle1 BBIIUTD C HUMU YaliKy, HO K OTPOMHOMY COXKaJIEHMIO He 3aCTall X
Ha KyXHe.

Ho Bce nsmeHmnoch u He Tak gaBHoO. B IIIBeryio X/IbIHY/I TIOTOK MUTPAHTOB 11 O€XXEHIIEB, IpIYeM U3

KY/IBTYP HaCTO/IBKO OT €BPOIEICKOTr0 yIbTPa0/Iaronoay4si OT/INYHBIX, YTO B OVH MOMEHT BIIUTHCS U
aCCUMMIMPOBATHCA Y HUX HE MOIJIO IIOTYYUTbCA HUKAK. 3/1€Ch €C/IM YTO-TO JIEKUT He MOJ 3aMKOM, TO 3TO
MOYXHO B34Tb. He yAMBIIIOCH, ec/it 9TO lake He IOCYNTAETCS NMPECTYIUIEHNEM: HY @ 4TO, eC/IU OBl JIIOSM ObLIN
JIOPOTY 3TY BelM, OHM ObI HOAYMa/y KaK UX 3aIUTUTh. BOT rje aTo camoe 61aromnony4yHoe 6arononyyne
Ao c1abuHy: YTO, IPaBO, 3a HAITIOCTh? He 3aKpbIBaTh >ke UM JiBepy, B CAMOM Jerie. XOTS J 9TO IIOMOXKET
HeHaztonro. Kaxercs, Kongyimit ogHaxapl ckazas mpo To, 4To ropasgo sQp¢deKTuBHe HayYuTh YeloBeKa
pBI0AUNTD, YeM OTAATh eMY /INIIb OFHY pbIOy. Bo BTOpOM c/ryyae HAKOPMUIIIb JINIIb OHAX/IbI, B IEPBOM -
obecrieuniib efoy HaBcerga. Benmknit Mypper; ObIT HDaBCTBEHHBIM M YeCTHBIM, II03TOMY He YIIOMSHYJI TO, YTO
€C/IV OTKPBITh YeTIOBEKY I71a3a Ha BO3MOXKHOCTb BOPOBATh pbIOY Y IPOAABIIA, TO ThI HE TOIBKO HAKOPMUIIb €T0,
HO ¥ 00/IeTYNIIIb eMY JKVM3Hb. A IIPOAABIy HY>KHO OyZIeT BpeMs, YTOObI IPUCIOCOOUTHCSA K HOBBIM >KVMI3HEHHBIM
YCIOBMAM.

Jto u CIIY9MIIOCh B T€X CaMbIX Ma/ICHbKUX IIBENCKNX IropoJiax. Ecnu Yronusa moxert CymecTBOBaTh, TO IIOC/IE
AOJITrOro IIyTH I10 BO/THAM 9KOHOMMYECKNX ITOABEMOB U CTapaTE€/IbHOI'O BOCIIMTAHNA B COOCTBEHHDBIX KUTENAX
He€3aKpbIBaHUA BHYTPEHHUX nBepeIZ, €€ €JVHCTBEHHOE IIPaBUIO 6YIICT - 3aKPpbITb BEPU BHEITHUE. Toctu
VIMEIOT CBOMICTBO Har1eThb, ¥ paHO MJIN ITO3HO IIEPpECTAOT 6bITh rocTsaMu. U TOrga, KOHE4YHO, YTonusa HaHéT,
rapMOHNA HaApYHINTCS, HO 3aTO €€ JKMUTE/IN YC/IbIIIaT HenepenaBaeMmi{ 7 CTOJIb MHCTUHKTMBHO pO}IHOﬁ 3BYK
3aKpbIBaHNA 3aMKa USHYTPU. I'naBHBIN 3BYK 6€30I1acHOCTI U AyLHI€EBHOT'O criokoyicTByA. CTO/Mb ONMU3KNUIT 3BYK
HallleTo BpOXXAEHHOTO OAMHOYECTBA.

24.06.2014
3a gBepaMu AjioBa-CUTH
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Mustafa Elsheikh

Sudan

Death to Van Housten

Wiaking up felt like the hardest thing to do, at first I was so
tired the most I could accomplish was a feeble flicker of an eyelid: the
exhaustion wasn't just physical either, my brain felt like thoroughly
mashed potatoes. The struggle continued for another 10 minutes but
eventually I found myself on my feet and slowly headed towards the
bathroom.

As I got to the door and reached for its gleaming brass knob I found it
warm to the touch, but that didn’t surprise me, with two roommates it
was only logical that one of them might've been to the bathroom before
me. Pushing the door open I was befuddled to see that I had stumbled
into a bedroom rather than my intended destination. Closing the door
and retracing my steps helped clear my mind a bit, enough for me to
remember I wasn't home.

A half hour later I was practically stumbling down the stairs to the
kitchen, my head still felt a bit foggy and in addition I had become
rather ravenous. With thoughts of pancakes and waffles in my head I
entered the kitchen only to find another surprise awaiting me, this time
in the form of a dark skinned man in a police uniform staring right at me.

A few moments passed before either of us made a move, in the end it was the officer who said, “Mr Russell Van
Houston?” I groaned inwardly at that, he had mispronounced my last name but I didn’t blame him I seldom meet people
who get it right on first try after all it’s not every day you meet someone with a Dutch ancestry.

“Yeah, that’s me.” I replied, hoping it was good news this time, I really needed some of those.
“Captain Renard wants you to call him.” The way he said it made me sure that nothing good would come out of this.

‘These words sent me into a revere of all the times an officer said that to me and his this whole arrangement came to

be.

A couple of weeks earlier my best friend Alan had invited me and a couple
other friends over for a party at a club downtown. It being a weekend and us
being bored with nothing better to do we went.

For me the party was just like any other, I stood in a corner sipping diet
coke and watching everyone else mingle and have fun. The hours went by,
people went in and out, music kept blasting from the speakers, the party kept
on going so when my friends finally asked to leave I was more than happy to
oblige.

As we walked out the club doors I couldn’t be more relived to breath in
fresh air. I wasn’t claustrophobic or anything but seeing open space was amaz-
ing after the close packed club.

'The car was parked behind the club so we had to go through an alley to
get there, it was a very creepy place even for an alley, almost completely dark
only for a few lit parts. I took a moment to let my eyes adjust before I followed
them.

After taking a few steps forward I almost ran into Alan, he seemed to be
frozen in his place I sidestepped him to see what was going on and that was

when the horror began. I found myself staring at the back of a hooded figure
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with a dripping knife in his hand. At that instant the figure chose to turn around, because of a combination of extremely bad
luck and atrocious timing he found himself standing in one of the rare spots of light with his hoodie slightly laid back, just
enough for us to see his face, his heavily scarred, sharp face.

For some reason he was instantly back tracking and running to the other side of the alley leaving behind a still body
soaking in its own blood.

From that moment onwards everything was a haze, we called the police and one thing lead to another and we found
ourselves in the witness protection program which was bearable to a certain extent until the killer struck again but this time
at us. He struck the other two guys first leaving Me and Alan for last. That’s why when the officer told me that the captain
wanted to talk to me I knew Alan was dead and the killer would be coming for me next.
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Alissa Horoshavina

Petrozavodsk, Russia

Macaronia

'There is a country, even smaller than Vatican and San-Marino. It is so tiny that it can not be found on any map! This
is kingdom Macaronia. Macaronians are very cheerful people. They love macaroni so much that they do not only eat them
every day but built houses from pasta and make lace clothes from vermicelli. Macaronians look like average people but they
have pasta instead of their hair. The colour of their macaroni-hair changes many times a day! If a Macaronian eats tomatoes,
the colour of his hair will become red, if he eats spinach
or cucumbers, his haircut will become green. Anyone who wants to be blonde, should drink milk.

No explorers have found Macaronia. It is good: nobody has ever tried to conquer this flourishing kingdom. Unfor-
tunately, Macaronians do not know anything about life.in the world.

Once upon a time the sea washed ashore a magic globe. A Macaronian girl, Walking on the beach found it. She did
not know what a globe was and thought it was just a spotted ball. One spot attracted her attention as it was shaped like a
boot. She rubbed the spot, cleaning the boot from the sand... and suddenly appeared in Italy, in Pisa!

She looked around but saw nothing because it was night. The town slept, covered with ‘the wrap of darkness; and
only the bright moon dispelled the murk. Suddenly she heard a sneering voice:

« Such strange hair! Oh, Seforita, maybe you've just come from the
Venetian carnival?.. What’s your name?

« Lucia! And who are you?

«I'am... The Miracle! Haven’t you recognized me?! I'm the famous
Tower of Pisa! They say, 'm the one of the seven wonders of the world! As
soon as the Sun rises, hordes of people will fill this square. All of them come
just to see Me!

Lucia looked at the Tower respectfully; suddenly it seemed to her
that The Tower was going to fall. if it could read her mind, The Tower began
its story:

« Once upon a time, when people were building me, I knew that
the town I was going to live was little and average. Fame of such places of
Italy as Rome, Venice, Verona, Naples thundered; however, nobody heard
about Pisa.

I thought it was unfair! Certainly, there’re no so amazingly beautiful aqueducts and bridges like in Venezia. St. Peter’s
Cathedral wasn't built in Pisa but in The Vatican. And all roads lead to Rome...Iloved my little town and wanted to make it
famous. But how? I was thinking for a long time; suddenly, the idea to simulate a fall came to my mind! It would definitely
attract the attention to Pisa... So, I was inclining little by little every day. I was training to balance « not to really fall! Finally,
they noticed I was leaning. It immediately attracted a lot of attention to me; people from all the world heard about my dear,
favourite town! As for me, I have become the symbol of Pisa.

...The Sun rising, caressing the ground, cooled down after the night. Suddenly The Tower enviously looked at the
girl from top to toe and told:

« I've never seen people with such a strange appearance! Although macaroni on your head look absurd,you’re too
pretty... Soon there will be tourists. I'm afraid you’ll attract all the attention! But the main star here is me! So... Ciao! Youd
better go! By the way, don't forget to take your globe.

The girl lowered her eyes and saw the spotted ball that she found at the beach. She took it in her hands but stayed
on. She didn't know where to go...

« And where are you going now? « The tower asked her.

«I wish I could go back home...But I don't know how!

« Hey, you're holding the magic globe!
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Artyom Kondratyev

Vologda, Russia

Tonight

'The world tonight

is splendid, naked, void,

and sharp & shrill are outlines of objects,

and air’s clean, and all the moves are jerky,
and thin is light, and irretrievable

is crunch of milky ice, a branch;

one’s voice is husky,

and heavy dusk is jagged with a star,

and deeper are the skies, and so they are
ending in moon, like frustum.

You are leaving.

Your hasteless tread yet does not let the street
start rising skyward, but the sounds are fading
& withering, & flying. — So the hands are,
your empty hands, and in the night goes:
Stop!..

Oh, stop and let your footfall flounce up

the crown of bricks with crispy, ceasing echo
along the walls and higher, through the hollow
& algid hole in existence - skies.

You see?

'There's no arch more graceful than a thread of
the stars that rim the well and whiter than
two hands in murk near the water and

more limpid than a tear in the micaceous chamber...
'The silence, pouring, streaming down your fingers,

like fountain between your palms is trembling,
and no louder silence sad old Earth has heard.
Oh, drink skies at a gulp and glorify the thirst,
the hollow & the fragile glorify, while

the withered bud is soaring and imbibing,

and you are gliding,

and no one’s aside.
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Ha Bogomoii.

VYBsaAmuil 1MCcT B HOUM JApeidyeT BAOIb ONpaBbl
I10 3e€pKajly peKH, FellIupOBON Ayroi
BJIEKyLIeMy Te0s1 Ha BOJIONOM

Kyaa-To B bantuky. [Toxanyii, 6butn paBel

BCE T€, KTO KWJI, U EN, U YMep 110 10pore
10J1 TepBbIM (POHAPEM, HE pacTepsiB TOCKH,
KTO OWJI paccyJI0K, IPUYMTasi, HA KyCKH,
YTOOBI IPOBOPHEH JKaXK/1bl OKA3aJIUCh HOTH.

I'motast cné3bl 31€Ch, ThI Yyellb OO MOJIBIM,
[IepIIaBbIM, KaK HOKIAK, pacChllyaTei mecka,
(poHaps pacuBén y mpaBoro BUCKa)

1 X0YeTCs, KpUia HaB3PbIJ, YChINATh MO UM,

YChINIaTh IOTOJIOK, CMCIIAB UCPThI CO3BE3aUil

C [ICCYMHKAMHU CTCKJIA, XpaHAIIUMHA TBOM KpHK.
beru BnoTbmax K 34JIMBY, HAIIpAMUK,

KaJlbIK ITPOMOYHIIb TaM, HO paJOCTHBIX HU3BECTUM

U [IEPEMEH HE KU, HE TEIbCS NTOHAIIPACHY:
BOJIHA OOHHMET I10JI, a B3IJISA] TBOK — ITOTOJIOK.
Bcé nmagaer, neiizax KIOHUTCS B OOK,

B JIMJIOBBIX CyMepKax (oHaph LBETET, U SICHO:

UITH, HO HE IPUITH, 1 KOHYUTHCS OJTHAXKIBI,

OT U3HU CMEPTh MPUHATH, OT MyKH )KHUTbh KUBBIM,
OT MyKHU HaOII0aTh U OBITH YYXKUM,

MOKA HE MO3/THO — YMEPETh OT JKaXKJIbI



"0 BcTpeve"

Mo3pHui, NpoxnagHbIi
Cnyckancst rop6ato,
Jloxxacb Ha OrpOMHbIE CBeYN,
®deBpanbCckuii Beyep,

[apys BcTpedy

Ha nepekpecTtke.

CBeTodop KpacHen.

CBepxy cBeTUNN BNECTKU,
To4yb-B-TOYb Kak B KOCTIOMYMKE
Co6ayvoHkM,

Xanko xmyuencs

B KOCTNABBIX XO3AMCKMX
PyuoHkax

OcnenuTenbHbIX,

Kak nsBectka.

Po6ko cTynas,
06x049 OCTOPOXHO JIOAEN,

JloxMaTbIi Nec OCTaHOBUACS Y Kpagd,

B>aBLUMCb B Yy>YIO TEHb.

«llanky 6bICTPO HageHb!» — kpuyana

py3Has pama.

«Mamal..» - CTblAACb HAaTArnmBano wanky

Takoe >e rpy3Hoe 4Yafo.

MNec kypa-To cnewwn. O4yeBUIHO,
K cebe Ha HOYEBKY.

B nom?

He cmewwuTe.

OH 6bl NPUHSAN TaKylo U3LEBKY,
Opapu ero bor ywamu n ptTom
Yenoseunmu.

YBeubsmMu

PaHamn,

)KecToKuMKn BCTpEYHbIMU
Wcnncanbl 6binm rnasa.

Ecnn cobakn mornm Obl NnakaTh,
HenpemeHHO BbikaTMnach 6bl
OrpomHasi cnesa

Julia Kozlovskaya

N TSHKKO ynana Ha3eMb.
YBbl. U HeT.

Cobakun He nnavyT.

Ha acdanbT Banuncs
ToNbKO PaBHOAYLUHBIA CHEr.

HeoxwupaHHO 3BOHKO

Paspancs npoH3UTeNbHbIN Nan cobavyoHKu
MncknNaBO-NPOTUBHBIN.

He anBo,

[poxalyee Teno rasneno
MNpe3puTenbHo-cMeno

C x034aMcKux pyK BbICOTbI

Ha nca.

OH nopHsn rnasa:

YenoBek ¢ co6ayKkon.

OH BXancsa B 3emsto, NONSTUIICS Ha3ag,
BrvHoBaTO ornsgbiBasicb U 4ero-To CTblASCh.
Tak nogn 609TCSa Aep>Kalmnx Bnactb

Hap HUMK, CcTOSLWMX BbILLE,

MNpep, KOTOpbIMK COMBYMBO AplllaT.

3eneHbIn curHan U3BeCTUN NELEXOLOB.
lMnuckngaBas opa
Ctuxana. lNMec KnHyncs npoyb

OT MaluvH, OT JAEN B HEMPOTNAAHYIO HOYb,

3a coboit ocTaBnss NO30PHO
Nain 6e3 oTeeTa.

* % %

MNec, munbin! He Hy>xHO nn Bam coeeTa?
5l 3Halo, XOTb Mbl HE3HAKOMBbI,

Ho Bbl Befb YTUTE NpMpoabl 3aKOHbI!
OTYero >e Bbl HALUMM FAYyMNenLnM

Ekaternburg, Russia

Bbl, BEpHO, HE 3Hanu,
Y710 3BEPEM ObITH NlyyLLE:
BosaTbcs He Hy>HO

Hu paHros Ha cnyx6e,
Hun rpomknx peranui.

He 6onTech Bbl nasthb!
He TopmosuTte ceom Ger!
Bam noBe3no, 4to Bbl -
He 4enosexk.

He 6epute npumep

C oanvanbix noaen.

be3 nocTbigHOro cTpaxa
XKntb Kypa Becene.

CnepyeTe?
He Hy>HO 3TOro.

YeMm xy>xe Bbl ckBepHoOm
Muwawen TBapw,

Y710 MeHbLUe Bac,
nynen n HaxanbHen?
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Kirill Kuchinskil

Vladivostok, Russia

HoBbi MWD BbIXOAUT Ha HOBbIN 3Tan,
CTapre 3Be34bl BbllW/IN Ha CTaprﬁ 3EHUT.
CMOpLU,VII'ICFI B Hebe OT 3aBUCTM COJTHEYHbIN Kp36, Bbiinswmce B 4YepHoe 3HamA 061a4HbIX NANT.

Horu passecunu gHu KatacTpod U TpeBor;

CoBecCTb Nt0ACKYI0 MPOTKHYA INLEMEPHbINA KUHXKa.
[Obim Tabaka, KNIOMETPbI BOLLEHHbIX A0OPOT -
[eBCTBEHHOCTb MUP Cpeab MUPOB U AOXKAEN NoTeps.

B XKeHLMHaX - NAamMaA, B MyXXYMHaX - PacTONNeHHbIN ned; KanatoT ¢ KpbILl CUHE-KeTble Conan
BECHbI.

MTUubl BBEPXY M3BEPratoT B3anpasaallHNi Mmea, HOBOKanH pacnmana odepTaHba MO3ros v
[EecHbl.

Ty4HbIl capKkasm 06113an Mo U3HEXKEHHbIN a3, MNpeaan aHademe KenTble CBEYKN MOCTOB.
Betep 6opmoyeT NATb-WEeCTb [1aAKOo BbIOpUTbIX dpas, CMaB nog KabayK OTUYYKAEHUA NYHHbIN
NOKpOB.

XysKe BCero 6biTb roNI0A4HbIM B KPOMELLHYIO TbMY:

Mo TpoTyapam Ha y/iMLax MACO UCKaTb,

agHbIM KOHCbEPXKEM L0OXKAEN NPOKANHATL TULLMHY, TOPbKKMI1 HeBeCHbIN 0TBap Yepes HoC
MCNUBaTb.

B TeHAX penurum gpemaeT CnokoHaa cMepTb, J/lTafLaHOM CMa3as UCTOPUIO aHAXopeT.
ToT, 4To 6eCTaKTHO 326K AepPeBAHHYIO *Kepab B TBOM caMblil 3HAYMMbI B XKU3HW AYXOBHbIN
ober.
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MoaTy.

Obiwn, BAbIXaA BO34YX NOMHOW rpyablo.
Bo/iwebHO-CNafAKOM NOXKbIO Pa3ym ycbinu.
M nycTb 06 ym TBOM, KaK 06 cKanbl, 6btoTca ntogu, A Tbl 0 HOUb pasbelica, Apyr, U KPENKO Chu.
Yinam B 6ecnamaTcTBO HOYHOIO O3apeHuUs,

Cnenow 383401 NOHMKHM B BapxaT TbMbl.

Molimun ceit MUp KaK CTpaHHOe BUAEHME,

Mpuweawee 3 Mpaka, Kak U mbl.

3a 6pOoH3y ryb, XoNoAHbIX N HAAMEHHbIX,

NHOM 1 cepaLe BbIPBET Pa3oM M3 rpyau;

He nononHsai pagbl YHUKEHHbIX U NAeHHbIX!

Y3pu noxap nckycctea u 6ar0am

CBATOro caja *KM3HM PacnopapoK;

KuBYH MbIC/Ib BKYLLIAM, KaK PaliCKUI COK.

M ByIHbIX OTKpPOBEHMI Becnopasaok

Mpumun Tbl K cepauy, Kak cam 6or 6bl cmor.

Tpona repoes cKaTepTblo KAybuTtca

Hap 6e3gHoM cympaka v ibaa *KUTEUCKUX AHEN.

He 6yzet nepeBépHyTa CTPaHULa,

Moka B Aylle TBOEW OrOHb He CTan cuabHei; MoKa 13 r1as TBoux He BPbI3HYT KPOoBb U cie3bl; NoKa B
TUCKax Lenei Hora He oTwymuT, - He ByayT 6poleHbl opaH:Kesble po3bl Ha ciomaHHbIN xpebeT
MOTWUJIbHBIX MINT.

lpemAaT B KPOBM J,OCNEXM OKEAHa,
B3abiManch, Kak open, Hag, 61e4HbIM gHEM,
M rpo3HOM MOLLbIO aTIAaHTUYECKOTO CTaHa
JleTuT Ha Hac, cMeLaBLIKUCh, CO/b C OTHEM.
Ho Mbl cTOMM, He APOTHYB, HE COFHYBLUMUCS,
KpWnunT cnneTeHHbI cnor ronropHbin amb.
TBOPUM Mbl CBET, TEHAMMU 06EPHYBLUUCH,
Bboram He BocneBas audpupamb.

Tak 6yAb, NO3T, CUAbHEE, YEM CTPALAHWE;
FopsAYer N1aMeHU U XoNo4Hee Nbaa.

M nycTb C UCKYCCTBOM CTPAcTHOE CBUAAHUE
TBOE OCTaHeTcs, Kak BEYHOCTb, HaBceraa.




Anastasiia Kurganova

Saratov, Russia

In memory of all victims of the school shooting in Connecticut

'The living room was silent. It was not the awkward silence, but an unbearably heavy one. We didn’t know what to
say, and I don't think we wanted to say anything. Even words seemed to us like bullets, determined to break the silence and
hurt us. How could that ever happen? What a creature could break into such a peaceful community, bringing horror to the
lucky ones and death to those, who happened to be helpless against this terror? What a creature could shoot a kid... twenty
kids?

We didn’t know the names yet. Maybe there was information about this in the news, but we didn’t want to watch
it. No, it seemed horrible to make ourselves watch the reports, see the crying children and parents, stare at the face of the
suspected murderer, and hear the ambulance cars coming there, one by one. And after all, was it going to help us if we knew
who the victims were? We needed to know it, but the silence remained; which meant that we were not ready.

'The silence was suddenly interrupted by a quiet sobbing from upstairs. Another thought came to my mind - how
could that happen to our child? Why this school, why this town? I was happy that my girl was alive; but the damage had been
done: she was terrified. That day even grown-ups didn’t understand how life works if events like this happen; as for children,
they were shocked and scared, they felt unsafe.

I'looked at her father. He heard our daughter crying, too - I could see it in his face. Not saying a word, I stood up
and quietly went upstairs, trying not to scare her. I came into my daughter’s room.

- Amy, listen... You are safe. That will never happen again. It... We are...

How to make a child believe you in a situation like this? *

- Believe me, darling. It’s over. You are safe.

She didn't look at me - I could see that her thoughts were far away. She looked puzzled and confused. Finally, she
looked at me and said quietly, as if she was afraid to ask a question that her mom and dad can’t answer until she grows up.

-Mom, when all the countries unite and people stop hating each other, what will the Earth Flag look like?

My eyes filled with tears. I sat there and thought - if a 6 year old child understands that we are one, how come the
rest of us see the rivals all around? how come we kill? hate? threaten?... Why did we have to break apart? Why do we have
“us”and “them”? Who started this... and how to unite and become people again?

- Try to sleep, it’s late. Tomorrow you can draw the flag... For the whole Earth, honey... For the whole big Earth.

A lullaby for Amy

'The creatures living on the earth

Once raised their arms up in the skies,
And they asked God if they could live
A happy life, where no one cries

And they divided all the land

And every country had its name.

And people promised they won't stand
For those whose flags are not the same.
The little angel comes to us,

'The day when hate and evil strike,
'The angel lands and quietly asks:
What will our common flag look like?
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Tanya Lepkovich

Smolensk, Russia

OTpBIBOK 113 He3aKOHYEHHOT0 poMaHa «Phiniapp nomein»

Prinjaps 6osics gparbes ¢ Cepemb6ernt. OH YKPBUICS B TeHM JBOPUKA, IO

apKe KOTOPOTO CITyCKa/ach IIAIKa IIBETOB, ¥l BHMMATEIbHO CMOTPEN Ha
IaJIEKNIT KPOXOTHBIN CUTYST, CTYTAIOLINIL Ha BBICOTE - BJO/Ib KOJIOHH II€PBOI
3BOHHULIBL. KOJIOKOJI ITepBOJl 3BOHHMIIBI HE IIeTI, A pe3asl, IepeKaTbIBAJICA
COZTHEYHBIM BaJIOM, MEJIKO JPO>KaJI ¥ OU/I B rO/IOBY. Bcé-Taky cCMIbHO 3aMeTHO,
YTO KOJIOHHBI, OKPY>KaIOIl[yie €T0, - IePEeBsIHHbIE, CYIBHO IIOOUTHIE BETPOM.
KpacHblit 1a1y pesi B 1y4ax 3api, KaK U3paHEHHOE KPbIJIO.

PrIljapb CHsJI MAaCKyY ¥ IIOZICTaBWJI JINIIO COJIHITY, CTapasch lepecTaTb 60AThC,
HO He CMOT; B TPYAM JIMIIb OCTpee 0OHaXINCh mnibl. OH Tpy MecsIia MCKa
Crapiero, HO He OXBATV/I ¥ IIOJIOBMHBI 3/IeIIHIX MeCT, ¥ TeM 0ojiee He MOT
npefyrafath Xoj, ero Mbicieil. ECTb TONIbKO OMH K/IMY, KOTOPbII IIPOHMIIAET
KaMHM, KOTOPBII He YCIIBIIINUT TOMbKO MEPTBBIN — 3BOH MOHACTBIPCKOTO
KOJIOKOJIa.

ITO €ro LIaHC - MPOOUTHCS Ha CAMbIll BEPX 3BOHHUIIBI I 3BOHUTD, OUTD

II0 MeTAJUTy B OTOJITE/ION HajjeX e, CyTKaMy HarponéT. JIropu 61y B 3TOT
KOJIOKOJI, HaJlesICh, YTO MIX KTO-HUOY/b YC/IBIIINUT U CHACET; PhILIaph IOKaXeT
UM, KaK Hafio 6uTb. KoHe4HO, 9T0 OyeT BeNMMKIi HOABUT, HO OH C Y)KacoM
IIOHJI, 4YTO HE X0ueT OOJIblIIe C/IABBI - €My IPOCTO CTPAIIHO 6BITh offHOMY. [To3op. OH Hu 3a YTO He CKaXKeT 06
3TOM AHHe, K TOMY K€ OHa He IIOVIMET ero CThIa, IOTOMY 4TO JTIOfIM IPUBBIYHO O0sThCA. [0 Beyepam Bcé
Jalle OH CBOpauMBajIcs KITYOKOM 1 0OHMMAIT ce0s 3a IIedH, CTapasch MPEACTABUTD ce0s KeM-TO JPYTUM, B
IPyTrOM MecCTe.

B xaMeHHOI1 cTeHe ObIT ycTpoeH (GOHTAaHUNK, M3 KOTOPOTO JIIOIM, HaBepHOE, MOMINCh. Boga counach mmo xame
U3 pXKaBoil TPyOOUKY, poXKa OT yTpeHHel npoxiazabl. Kans saepxuBanach, epenmpanach BCeMU [[BeTaMI,
CpBIBaIach 1 pa3byBamach 0 KAMEHHYIO Yally — a CIefyIoliasd, IOFOCIIeB, paCTePSAHHO ITOBJCAIa, YTOOBI
yMepeTb TOUHO Tak >ke. Henbas ceno crepoBars mytu Crapiuero. Hy>kHo ydecTs ero omnbxn. Cepembent
JKVIBA, 3HAYUT, OUTBa ¢ Hell cTana s Crapuiero Heucrnpasumont ommokort. Kak Haio gpatbes, 4ToObI CyMeThb
OT HETO 3aUTUTHCA, OT CUTBHOI0, BCE3HAIOIETO0?..

A emé Cepembent 6b1a Kak ACTpe6d, ¢ XOTOFHBIMM I/Ia3aMM, KaK Y HACTOAIIETO BOVHA, C TPeIeIlyIlel eeit
11071 a/IbIM IIamoM. HeBujanHoe cymecTBo, 60COHOTast U TOHKasl XKeHIIMHA. PpIljapb He XOTe BUAETD, 4TO
CTaHET C Hell OT ero y/lapoB.

OH cHOBa ITOYYBCTBOBAJI XO/IOf, BHYTPY CeOsI U pellnI XOTs Obl B3ITIAHYTh Ha AHHY. MO>KHO OBUIO Kak-HIOYAb
MHOCKAa3aTeTbHO CIIPOCUTD Y e€ COBeTa, YTOObI OHa ycriokowa. Hy Kak CIipocuTh — MOMBITaThCS COCTPOUTD
HeJIeTIble JKECTBhI, BbIIaBUTh MICKOBEpPKAHHbIE CJIOBA U HafleATbCS, YTO OHA IOVIMET.

EMy ObII0 CTpaHHO XOAUTH TaM, I7ie XOVIIN JIIOAY, TIO3TOMY OH BCIPBITHY/I Ha KApHU3 JOMa U TIOHECCS BIIEPEL,
BeJis Ia/IbIJaMM 10 BBIITYKJIBIM KaMEeHHBIM KoochssM. OHa cHOBa OyyieT 605AThCs; HaJjo OTB/IEYb U 3a/JOOPUTb.
PrIljapb mycTmIcs o KpbIliaM, OKYHY/ICS B TeHb CaJjOB U 11O BETBSAM CITYCTU/ICS K Oepery, CTapasch, 4TOOBI
IaHIVPb HE CMeNIaJl CIOMaHHYIO HOTY. YeToBeK >Ka/JHO BIOXHYII 3aI1aX MOPCKOJ COMM M TONIBKO TYT BCIIOMHITI,
YTO BIIEPBbIE B KM3HM 3a0bUI HaleTh MacKy. Ero saBopaxuBaso, Kak peccopbl HEBECOMO IIyPIIAT IO IeCKy Py
Ka)X/IOM IlIare, ITyMHee, 4eM CaMy CTYIHMU. PBIOKM Urpajy Ha MeNKOBO/bE, TOJIOCAThIe OT TEHNCTHIX JOPOXKEK
IIeHbI. PhIIlapp BUJeN IIeHHOCTD UX YeIly), HO He XOTeJI TOBUTb U OUTH O KaMHY, He XOTeJT, YTOObI OHM VICYE3IIN.
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Torpa oH HEIpHYT 06PaTHO MOJ, KYIIU A€peBbeB U, IEIUIAACh pecCOpaMy U U3BO3MBIINCH B poce, cOOpa B
HAKMJKY KpacHBIX s10710K. VI3 B1a>kHOIT TeHM He60 Ka3anmoch 0cob6eHHO cvHUM. OH IpeAcTaB/IAN, KaK KaKoe
A6710k0 AHHA TIOT/IaKMBaeT OeTbIMI 3BOHKVIMI MTa/IbI[aMH, KaK OH OyZieT CUAEeTh, OIyCTVB FOTIOBY, CTapasch
3aHIMATbh KaK MOXKHO MEHbIIIe MeCTa, J €I0 HAIIOJIHA/IO CTPAaHHOE YYBCTBO TOCKM, KaK OY[ITO OH 3apaHee
qyBCTBOBAJI IoTepio. Eciii 6bI OH MOT, KOorfa BepHETCA OMOIA, B3ATb € c000i1 1 MOpe, ¥ GOHTAaHUYNK, 1 AHHY, U
AOIOKMN. ..

Omna oTnymBaa 13 YallKy 1 CO LIeTYKOM OITYCTH/Ia e€ Ha 1071, BCKaKMBas U CTOPOH:ACH. Ppillapb Ha Mur
II0YyBCTBOBAJI, KaK OyATO €ro MBIPHY/IN HOXKOM; HO OHA BAPYT OPOCKUIACh K HEMY C IIMPOKO pacIaxHyTbIMI
I71a3aMI.

- 90 4To? J1o cTpenbi? IlogeMy ThI He BRITAMIID UX?!

- Tpenbl, - ckasan pbIapb, MOPIIACH OT COOCTBEHHOTO KOCHOA3BIUNA.

Ow nonoxmw A6710kM Ha mopore 6aIKoHa, CTapasACch He 3aMevaTh, KaK OHA HACTBIPHO OLIYTIBIBAET €T0 PyKaMI,
OTBOPAYMBAsACD VM YyBCTBYA, KaK HETIOBKO 3aHMMAaeT cO00il BCIO apKy.

- Teb6e >xe 60mbHO! A Bapyr TaM Bcé yxe Bocmammnoch?! ITocmyari, HaM CpOYHO HAJIO X BBITAIUTD, ThI
YMPELIb, €C/IU MOMAAET MHPEKIIVA. ..

OH HaKoHeI] COCPefOTOUNICA ¥ Habpasics AyXY, YTOOBI OTTapabaHUTD TO, YTO COYMHMIIL

- Epynpa. YemoBek yMpéT, a 51 HU4ero He YyBCTBYI0. Tpesbl TOpYaT - KpacuBo. 3HAKM JOONIECTH U XKepT. ..
KEePTOCTI.

OH BCIIOMHITL, KaK IIe/Ty0 HOYb YYI/ICS BHITOBAPUBATh CTIOBO «T00/IECTb».

- XBarut yxxe! Tbr yenosek!

- Hentpaspia. OTery mopopu Hac 13 3BE3].

[lepuaTKy CKMMaeT MasleHbKas JajoIIKa.

- He oTBOpaunBaiics, - TOBOPUT OHA C BUJIOM, He TePIIAIIMM BO3pakeHNIl. YesoBeK MOHMMaeT Tenepb, 4To
OHa He OTCTYIUTCA. — Y Tebs y)KacHbIe T/1a3a, ¥ MEeH: [0 CUX IIOop [iEpraeT, Korja A B HuX cMoTpro. Ho onn
Je/I0BEYbH, IIPOCTO M3YPOIOBAHHBIE. Y TeOs IIATD MajIblieB U Ba YXa, ¥ OT 9TOTO HMUKY/A Tebe He IeThCA.
Priniapp Morya Habmofa, Kak 3eleHOBaThIe XKIMJIKY YXOAAT B €€ pykas. HaBepHoe, 110 OBeX/011 Y KeHIINH
KOXKa eIl[€ TOHbIIIE, KaK IIPOTUBHAsA NOMyNpo3payHast IVIEHKA.

Jlenxosuy T.
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Dani Lipman

lowa

Times of Tired Eyes

Seven A.M.

My alarm goes off with both an obnoxious buzzing and a high-pitch howl-
ing sound that I've become so accustomed to, I could practically fall asleep to it as
it it were my mother singing me to bed with a softened Mozart tune. Despite how |
mundane the sounds of morning have become, it doesn’t matter. I am always awake
before the siren-alarm goes oft.

Always at six-fifty-three A.M.

Always at that same exact time, when the digital, blue lights flicker past the
fifty-second minute of six. Always staring straight up into the blank, void-like ceiling,
counting the seconds and minutes before the next hour comes.

I turn off the banshee-alarm and slip myself out from under the covers,
stretching on my way to the bathroom.

My shoulders retract as I shiver into myself. I assume that it is because of the
haunting. My haunting. The ghost that follows me in many forms, changing itself
every time it appears. Every morning there is a different face in the back of my bath-
room mirror saying “Good morning, Jade,” or “Found you, Jade.” I know it’s the same ghost every time, even though it tells
me a different name each day, each form is definitely the lonely, confused soul that has been following me since I moved in
last summer.

Staring into the mirror, I shift my eyes slightly to my left, expecting that figure to be behind me as it is every day.
But the back wall of my bathroom is bare and aqua-blue, nothing like what I expected to see. I turn myself around and scan
the floral-patterned shower curtain. I furrow my brow and lick my top lip. My mind starts to lift just slightly as I entertain
the idea that the apparition has finally left me.

For some reason, the only thing I can manage to do is smile. After waiting so long for this ghost to disappear, I have

become apathetic to its presence and the solemn, one-sided conversations it has with itself before I leave for the gym or
for class. Perhaps it has been feeding its lingering stillness and emotionless nature to me through its presence. Is that why I
teel so little towards its vanishing? At this point, I am just finally happy to be alone in the morning. Finishing up, I put on
running shorts, a sports bra, and a tank top and head into the kitchen.
I fix myself a bagel and cream cheese and take the red plate in one hand, the other firmly holding a glass of cranberry juice,
ring and pinky fingers struggling to hold the most recent draft of my in-progress screen manuscript until I reach the table
and allow the papers to spill from the edge of my grip. Setting my food down, I pull out my chair and sit, ready to munch on
the bagel and swipe my black pen across the first page of Scene Five. I take a bite of the blueberry bagel, mark up the second
line of the scene: SO HOW DO WE FIGURE OUT WHERE HE WENT? I circle this and start splicing and reshaping
the sentence to my liking. Another bite of the bagel. The next line must be altered too; I DON"T KNOW...MAYBE WE
SHOULD, YOU KNOW, JUST TAKE A BREAK FROM SEARCHING FOR HIM. Another bite. The next line. NO,
WE CAN'T RISK THAT. HE’S STILL OUT THERE AND WE NEED TO FIND HIM BEFORE...

I start to take a drink of my cranberry juice as I read this line. Before my eyes can reach the end, a voice in front of
me speaks,

“ Found you.”

Taken aback by the toneless voice, my action of drinking spurs and I cough, spitting the crimson juice from my
mouth and staring, shocked, at the splattered stains it has created on the table, my bagel, and my white running shirt. My
manuscript crinkles; the ink smudges in the speckles of cranberry juice, aftecting at least ten pages of my draft.

I don't even think to glare, I only look up at the figure that has spoken to me so softly, almost as if it were squeaking
like a mouse.

In the chair in across from me sits a small child with wavy hair, wearing a pretty white dress and an emotionless face.
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Covering it is a purple light that radiates off of her translucently pale skin. The ghost’s immediate form looks about nine-
years-old.

“I found you,” the ghost repeats with a dim echo.

I purse my lips and nod. My annoyance and anger is beginning to simmer. “Okay,” I say, grabbing the cranber-
ry-stained items from the table and standing up. The specter stays in its chair, watching me as I throw away my manuscript
and toss the remainder of my bagel into the trash. My fingers clasp to form fists and my teeth grind against each other as I
search the basket by my laundry hamper for a bleaching pen.

Always there. Always wanting to talk. Always a different face.

For once—just once—I wish it would leave. Why me? Why my apartment? Why the different forms and faces?

As I prepare to walk back into my room to change out off the splattered, white top, the little ghost-girl begins to
speak again, “You weren't in the bathroom like you usually are.”

I pause and turn to face the ghost. The bathroom? I had been in the bathroom earlier—it wasn't there. Why did it
think I wasn’t there?

I make deliberate eye contact with the ghost for the first time since the haunting began, “What are you calling your-
self today?” I asked.

“Emmy,” it replied.

“Okay... Emmy,” I walk back to the table and look at my fingers as I sit down. When I look back up, the ghost has
changed forms. It is now what looks like an 18-year-old boy in a t-shirt and jeans. Still the vacant face, though.

I take a deep breath, my chest feels a bit heavier than before. The ghost has never changed forms twice in one day.

“What do you mean, I wasn’t in the bathroom? Um...”

“Jake.”

“Alright, Jake. I was in the bathroom this morning. I always am at 7:05.”

“But you weren't today,” the ghost says, the voice is soft and light, “you woke up too early.”

That’s when I realize what time it actually is. The clock on the wall behind the spirit reveals the truth, all but five
seconds before the alarm in my room goes off, screaming at the digital picture of seven A.M. I take my eyes off of the clock
and the ghost has changed once again into a stone-faced middle school girl with her hair pulled back tight into a high po-
nytail, wearing athletic shorts, a white tank top, and a bright pink sports bra that shows through the shirt like a highlighted
passage filtering color through the next page.

I shudder, noticing how familiar this younger version of myself looks.

“Why did you wake up early?” it asks.

I am unable to respond, I don’t understand what is happening. The purple-hued flashback stares at me.

“You're losing track of time, Jade,” it says, I nod, “it’s like youre expecting too much.”

“What are you?”I say, finally. Finally. Finally I ask this question! The one thing that I've never been able to ask before.
It had never occurred to me to actually investigate the reason for my personal haunting. This ghost, this specter, this thing
that takes on new faces and tries to talk to me. While I walk past it on my way out the door, why have I never even thought
to find out why I have been the cursed one?

“Close.” She says.

Close! What does that mean, close? To what am I close?

“What are you?” I say again, my voice is growing in volume, my fingers clench the edges of the table.

“Almost.” She says, even more emotionless than before!

“What are you!”I shout, ready to jump out and attempt assaulting this phantom-mirror who has chosen to taunt me
tor over a year. Whose has developed an odd pattern of playing games of “hide-and-go-seek” and “find-Jade” by itself? Why?
Why did this disconnected, apathetic vision connect itself to me? Why did it choose to look like me?

One last time, I jump out of the chair and scream at the girl sitting at my kitchen table, “WHO ARE YOU? WHY
ARE YOU MEY

I focus myself, fixing my eyes on the empty chair in front of me. The young Jade-ghost has disappeared, leaving
behind nothing but the kitchen table speckled with cranberry juice stains and a pushed in chair that had never been pulled
back for anyone to sit in.

Looking up, the kitchen clock clicks to 7:01 A.M., and the angry buzzing of my digital alarm stops.
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Two Chairs

"Two chairs stand in the middle of the room
A man sits in one

Quiet and still

Loneliness envelops the silence

A cold blankness in his face

reminded of the one who sits in the other
aa voice whispering yet incomprehensible
like a dying voice needing to be heard

a figure begins appearing on the chair

a woman’s features that have not changed
since her time of dying

the man lets out his hand

a pale hand reaching for his

two hearts beating faster

their hands touch

but, only for a split second

the figure of his wife

tears streaming out of their eyes

as she disappears once and for all

a ritual only to be done four times

he falls to the ground

crying out like a broken soul

this was his fourth time

Johnny Lorenzana

lllinois
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Nothing More Than An Empty Shell

'The cold breeze brushes up against my skin. The chill wraps around my body after a while. Yet, I stay sitting where I am
because my heart is of nothing no more. It is tainted. It is broken. It is bashed. It is ripped. It is shattered. It is once more,
nothing. Parts of my hand begin to freeze as the tears that had flown over them turn to ice. Memories turn to dust in front
of my eyes. Any piece of hope I held is all gone. I do not feel the pain of frostbite, nor do I feel the goosebumps appearing
out of my skin.

I Feel Nothing

My skin loses it’s color and becomes much more blue by the passing seconds. Time itself is slowing down. Fear has noth-
ing to do with my oncoming demise. I expect it more than anything else. A desire I hold for this overarching nightmare to
be over. Things do not quite matter anymore. It’s been going on for far too long. You get to a point where you give up, yet
that makes no difference. That is simply giving up. The real difference is where you finally had enough of everything else.

I Fear Nothing

It’s taking over. The blood inside of me turns to crimson ice. The cold wind blows harder. The storm is seizing
everything in it’s path. I still stay sitting. Let it blow against me. Death is coming closer. My own body tempera-
ture is at subzero. I let it all go. I'm immobile. The winds pushing up all over my body. I make no movement
whatsoever. Destroy me. Take me apart. Kill me. Not a thing can cause me any greater pain. A powerful gust of
wind forces my body back. I fall on my back. My eyes can't be moved anymore. My heartbeat slows down by the
passing time. I look straight into the sky. A frozen body I am now. A piece of ice in the snowstorm. No longer
human, no longer living. After all, I am....

Nothing More than an Empty Shell
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She was only happy when surrounded by art

She was only happy when surrounded by art.
She was only happy when it

enveloped her,
engulfed her,

encompassed her,
She was only happy when she saw

it hiding within the patterns of her sheets,
trickling through the coffee machine.

She was only happy when she saw
it radiating off the sun
and reflecting itself on grass.

She was only depressed when surrounded by art.
She was only depressed when it

conned her,
consumed her,

killed her,

She was only depressed when she saw
the real meanings that hid within the pigments of it,
the brush strokes,

She was only depressed when it stabbed her sanity and shattered

it to pieces,

hiding within the blank whiteness of her sheets,
trickling through the IV machine.

After the Earthquake

Eyes.

Kerry Luo

California

Buildings, houses, offices, hospitals, retail stores, shopping malls, all recognizable yet unrecognizable.

To a giant, they would look like bread crumbs scattered on a dirty plate.

To me, they looked like a giant had walked across the city with brute strength as we walk across fields of small flowers and

grasses, not knowing or even caring what we step on.

Nose.

A certain residue; we had never met before. Is it the smell of the shoe store? No, because the shoe store is gone. Is it the
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recognizable, comfortable, familiar aroma of the coffee shop that I love? No, because that is gone too.

Ears.

A silence that cannot be unheard. Then suddenly,

acry.

Perhaps from a mother who had lost her child in the midst. Perhaps from an adolescent who wanted so desperately to do
something he or she couldn’t: to find his or her parents.

Hands.
It’s like touching a broken plate and expecting it to be full. But multiply that magnitude by infinity.

Nerves.
I feel an amalgamation that I can only attempt to articulate. Mostly fear and concern. And other

things.

Kindergarten Teacher

At the age of four I was shoved into a dark room,
chained down to the floor,

and told to obey a lady I had never even met before.
She said her classroom was a place for learning things.

but what do you learn when you're told

that your seat in the classroom

is determined by a piece of tape on the floor,
and that you can only sit criss-cross apple sauce?

Or when you want to draw a cat,
but you're told that you have to draw a pig,
just like everyone else?

As students, success is defined by numbers and letters
the numbers in our scores,

the letters on our report cards,

the letters of acceptance we get from colleges and

the number of

those letters that we

get.
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Katrina Manrique

Pennsylvania

7 years ago, I thought we really did it

We threw flames with our fiery tongues and rolled punches of blame
Our regrets and mistakes punctured the living room
How you should’ve never had me
And how I should’ve never had you

Barely little was touched however so much was lost
Lost?

Physically, you can say. You were missing that day
You got tired of smelling the fumes and deceit
And in that case, I wouldn't blame you. I would leave too.
You got tired of throwing the punches and tasting the salt tears
But what I failed to see that day through the smoke and flames
Is that you got tired of hurting me

However when you left, you missed something too
'There besides the garage door
Wiaiting for the sound of her mother’s car engine
sat a girl whose eyes were shut
She was tired too

And I guess you can’t blame the little girl
She was young but she fought just as hard as the mother who she waited for
She fought just as hard to defend herself
She fought just as hard to protect herself
And she was still fighting, long after the tears had stopped and her tongue had settled
Struggling to keep herself from hurting the only mother she had

I guess we were both fighting back then

But for what it may have been
seems different now compared to then
I'm sure we were both convinced
In our own little way
‘That we were fighting for ourselves

Ourselves

Detending
Protecting
And Saving

Ourselves

And even now we fool
Ourselves
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‘That our relationship is nothing more than a
Don’t hurt me and I won't hurt you
Or maybe even a
Don’t touch me and I won't touch you

'The strain of adolescence didn’t do us much of a favor
You tried, as you did, to change it all
You were a doctor after all
And I guess as your profession called
You tried to fix what was hurt

Except instead of using IVs and sevoflurane
You used words like
“How are you, Katrina?” and the occasional
“What did you learn today?”
and I knew, deep down inside, that you meant more than small talk
that it was more than a simple formality

That when you said “How are you?”
I knew it really meant “Remember honey, that I love you”
And that when you asked me about what I learned today
It really meant “I care about you in a special kind of way”

Yet, I still refused to let you fix it
And I guess instead of letting me talk
I let those childish hormones do the talking for me
Slamming the door and ignoring those words
Writing it all off as another one of those
Generic
formalities

And as I closed the door
And retreated into the quietness of my room
I launched head first into my textbook and work
Not because I had an undying love for school
But really because I was scared of who I really loved

Because It wasn't the boy in my English class
Or the cute actor on the movie screen
No
No
No

I was scared of the fact

And the fire that we threw
'The person that I truly love
Is you



Anton Meshkov

Buturlino, Russia

[la 6yneT nBepn

YenmoBex M3MEHNI IPOCTPAHCTBO JIMIIb OfUH pa3 — KOIZa 1300per ABepb.
QyHKIMOHAIbHBIN, TOIIOJIOTMYECKMIA, @ TTABHOE Xy 0KECTBEHHBIN TOTEHIMATI 3TOTO
Be/IMYAlIIero N300peTeHn YeoBedecTBa o4eBUAHbL. OfHAKO Ufies ABepy HeceT B
cebe Kypa 607bIle CMBICTIA, IEP30CTHU VM IIPOTUBOPEYNA, €M CaM IIpefIMeT.

B xynpType ABepb Bceria MHOrOQyHKIMOHaNbHA. OHa — IPOJIOT MPEACTOAIIETO
IpOCTpaHCTBA. [IBepb — 3TO PUIBTP, OTOMPAIOMINX NTPaBEAHBIX, OHA OTKPBITA TOIBKO
A HYX. I XpucTraH fABepbio K 6maropaTu sAngercs Vucyc: « ecmb nBeps:

KTO BoJifieT MHolo, TOoT cnacetcs...» (Voanna 10:9). lllymepckasa 6ornua VHanHa
IIPOXOAN/Ia Yepe3 CEMb ABEPEN, CEMb Cy/ieil IapCTBa MEPTBBIX, a B IIOJ3EMHOM MUpe
fpesHero Ernnra Takux Bpar IBeHa1aTh. B MuTpansmMe yepes ceMb JIBepert IEKUT
IyTh K peMHKaPHALIVN.

CymHocTb gBepy NOHUMaM elle gpeBHue Pumiane. OcTaBmnch Ha OPOre,
ABYMKUI 60T SIHYyC 0603peBaeT MPOCTPAHCTBO BHYTPU U cHapyxu. CaMo nMs
OTIOCTUTENIA IPOVICXOUT OT CTIOBA «ABEPb», KOTOPOE TAk>Ke 3HAYNT M Havaso. SIHyc

BCerJia CTOUT Ha IIOPOre COTBOPEHMA. U
3aKpbIB 3a COOO0II IBEPbD, Ye/IOBEK COTBOPUII cebs, anl cebe HOBOE OIpefie/ieHNe — OH CTaJl OTAE/IbHON YacThIO
MarepuanbHOro Myupa. OH npro6pen MUTI03NIo IpaBa Ha YIOPSAOYMBaHe )XII3HEHHO OITACHOTO Xaoca B
COOCTBEHHOI eIMHIIIe TPOCTPAHCTBA, TO €CTh IPaBO TBOpeHue. Eciu Bepb 3aKpbiTa, BeTep He IOAHNMET
IIBUIb B OPOYHOBCKOE JIBVDKEHIIE, He CMelllaeT TeMIIepaTypbl BHYTPY U CHAPYXXU, He 3aHeceT 60/1e3Hb, BpeMs 3a
3aKpBITOJ [IBEPBIO €CTh I/IM[HA B PyKaX Y€/I0BE€YECKIX.

I'maBHOE — He BBIXOUTD 13 KOMHATBL. OTKPBITh IBEPb 3HAUNUT YPABHATD €VHULIBI IPOCTPAHCTBA B IIpaBax,
CIe/IaTh «CBOE» «OOIMM», YPOBHATD Sl C «MbI», IOTOMY 4TO «MBI», T.€. <XOHV» HECOMHEHHO B 3TY JBEpb
IIOCMOTPAT, @ CaMble Haryble — 3aiiyT. OTKPBITh ABEPb 3HAYUT PACHIVPUTD IOPUCAUKINIO Xa0Ca Ha CBOIO
TEPPUTOPUIO.

C Ipyroil CTOPOHBI, IBEpb — 9TO CaMblil 0O/IBIIOI CaMOOOMaH YenoBedecTBa. bypyun ugonom
caMooIIpefie/ieH s, IBepb He CO3/laeT MaTepUaIbHbII 9KCK/IaB HAIlIero «f» B IPOCTpaHCTBE, HO CO3/aeT
peamucTuyHyo nnosnio, Pary-Moprany atoro «». [lomagas

3a JIBEepbI0 B 30HY KOMQOPTa, TIIETHO Ye/IOBEK HaJIeeTCs Ha
oTgmeneHune ot 6bITUA. BbITHE HACTHUTAET ero U 3a COOCTBEHHOI
IBEPBIO, IOTOMY 4TO IBEPb — U €CTh YaCTh OBITIS, YaCTh MAaTePUI,
IIO/IBEP>KeHHAs BIMAHUIO BpeMeH. [|Bepb UTrpaeT Ha [iBe CTOPOHBI
— [aeT Ha HaJIeXX/1y Ha aBTOHOMUIO, 2 CaMa ABJISAETCS CIYroi
nepeMeH. CHOBa BCIIOMHMM fIHyca, KOTOPBIil XOTb ¥ CTOUT Ha
TpaHNIIe Xaoca U NOpsA/iKa, ONNLETBOPsET BCe YK€ MIMEHHO XaoC.
Taxum o6pa3oM, gaBasi 4enoBeKy 00)KeCTBEHHOE IIPaBo
YIOPAJ0YMBATD Xa0C (V1M 9TO Ye/IOBEK JlaeT 00Ty 3TO paBo?),
BCEBJIACTHBII SIHYC OocTaeTcs HabmogareseM, M paHO VI MTO3/IHO
paspyllaeT COTBOPEHHOE YeTIOBEKOM ITIOBOPOTOM CBOETO K/II0Ya.
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Hannah Miao

Arizona

Journey

My first mystery was
the tilt of your neck, sloped
marble features dulled by time
and layered with a sheen of fresh paint
Suddenly, I grew pianist fingers,
wondering what it would feel like
to whisper Petrarch into the crevices of your spine
and map the tectonics of your face.

First words:
elemental.
Clung onto you
like a sinner leaps towards salvation.
Storm-swept words and
the sparks of revolution on your tongue—
captivated the bones of an entire empire.

Discovered this too late,
trapped in the glades.
I lost my map but others
are more careful,
have tracked out all the rest stops
and filling stations, brought
silk gloves and salmon-fishing boots,
parasol-rafts for the Amazon.

Discovered an enigma
wrapped up in moonbeam skin
and star-touched galaxies

waiting for the right traveler to come along
and open,
solve.
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Hubris

Icarusleaps,
and there is something absurdly grandiose
in the spread of his wings,
magnificent sheets of winter-white
burnished by the bloody tint of the sun.

Always something abysmal about a lone wolf’s howl
or the high-pitched crack in someone’s voice right
before they’re about to weep. Feel those sound waves
racing through your veins by the recesses of your brain—
that’s what the water is.

(“Slow down!” his father reproves,
but the voice is a faint echo in the distance.
A man who can fly is not vulnerable,
Icarus thinks,
wax dri

pping.)

'The gush of liquid running through your
nostrils, the roaring sensation dancing

through clasped-tight ears, the heavyy CHOKE
on your chest as if from the weight

of a thousand broken promises—

He climbs, higher and higher,

and the oily drops desecrate the glassy surface.
Once-stalwart wings sH Ak E;

they fold, a flurry of feathers rain down

onto the plain beneath.

Breaking apart from the surface,

the sudden intake of air into the

concavity of your throat, sharp gasps piercing the air.
Thoughtless, a moment too soon: Aren’t you glad that
history doesn’t always repeat itself?

(Icarus leaps, and

F
A
L
L

S.)
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Griffin Neal

lowa

The house that had been bought for Biem wasn’t at all aesthetically similar to his parents’ house, but he didn't feel
any different living there. A collection of rooms, as a concept, maintains its feeling as a whole regardless of quantity or style.
Architecture interested Biem only when he was visiting.

When the victorian house began to accumulate his footprints, when there became an amount (decidedly “enough”)
of the geometric dustless figures on dusty surfaces where took place the pickings-up and puttings-down of various orna-
ments, when he began drawing comparisons between the creaking of the wooden boards in his new living room (age) and
his parents’ old couch that gave beneath his weight just, just too much (cheap), that is when he realized home is something
that he would never be without, and he wasn’t sure if he liked it.

A sequence of sounds. Mice, he thought. The house had the hap-
py amount of disrepair where it becomes character, which is decidedly
below the level of infestation, but, nonetheless, the business of mice was
audible. He probably wouldn't talk to the guy that bought the house for
him about it. The name escaped him at the moment.

In fact, the mice seemed to analogue the noises of his family to
an unnerving extent. He said to himself unnerving, but he thought
to himself frightening. The rhythm of the taps in what his best guess
was the stairwell evoked in him the organo-mechanical interface of his
brother’s constant typing. Subtlely louder were squeaks, ambiguously
from machinery or rodent lungs, so much like the [bum] of a chord
being strummed somewhere in the familiar wood beams, maybe from
a relation taking one footstep, arbitrarily acoustically emphasized. The
evidence of his family reproduced by nature and circumstance was lonely and it wasn't. The void couldn’t decide if it wanted
to be filled or if its artifice sufficed. He sympathised with this void, this abstraction in the artificially-fragrant air. He decided
he should go to bed when he found himself holding dialogue with abstract concepts.

He shut the door and sat on the bed. He stared at the ceiling. Got up and opened his laptop. An especially striking
mouse noise sounded in the room, and he shivered. He looked at the recent moods of Stef, Victor, Harry and Seamus. He had
never spoken to them personally, but he had run into their circle of friends as an observer via the internet. He wasn’t sure
in what part of the world they were congregated. To Biem they were residents of equal parts 1) an infinite amount of LCD
screens and 2) his imagination stimulated thereby. This is what he read about:

Stef continued to be extremely pretty. He hoped she knew this. He mentally wished her luck with her depression. At
work she somehow wound up telling a colleague a strange fetish of hers, and she assured the readership (that she couldn’t
have known Biem was a part of) that it was a conversation she neither initiated nor was eager to have, and it puts the nature
of the minimal, professional relationship between her and this other girl in question, but she’s fine with moving on from the
incident with minimal reflection.

Victor got a chance to visit his girlfriend again. He decided ultimately that a popular new anime is overrated, but he
enjoyed it nonetheless. He laughed dangerously hard at a knock-knock joke (while reading this anecdote there was a mouse
scurrying worryingly close to Biem’s direct surroundings and he think he might have seen its tail before it darted behind the
desk and he became irrationally frightened but he calmed himself) involving Pete Townsend.

Harry still thinks that Kanye West’s new album is pretentious and its supposed experimental edge has arrived too late
for the decade-long-careered egotist to begin to cultivate (but Biem still listened to it every now and again and really liked
the aesthetic style and didn’t pay much mind to the cultural commentary or lack thereof that does [not] earn it its perceived
significance from [A squeak here made Biem jump and he unplugged his laptop and sat on the bed with it because it had
become apparent the mouse inhabited the workspace] postmodernism-savvy fans [including Lou Reed oddly enough (what
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arandom final artistic act [reviewing a rap album] for the guy from The Velvet Underground [but that’s death, one supposes]
[squeak])(shudder)](closing of a laptop computer.)
Seamus’ recent doings would still be there in the morning. Perhaps afternoon. It was about 2:00 AM.

His friends(?)(he hadn’t sent a bit of language to any of them at any point and although he was constantly considering
it [hypothetically be it a general well-wishing or an attempt at opening dialogue] he doubted it would happen any time soon.
[thud (how can a mouse even “thud?”)])(squeak) left his mind, and he lied down. His thoughts turned to a variety of noth-
ings. He felt alone in a very general sense. He wasn’t sure of that. What he did know was his feelings were negative. He didn’t
like being alone. It put him in danger of these feelings. He wanted to open the laptop back up, but the mouse made itself clear
whenever he thought of it. Exactly when he thought of it, actually. Like, exactly. That’s too weird.

A medium-sized grey mouse emerged from an unnoticed hole in the wall, looked at Biem, and said “Hello.”
“Hello,” Biem responded, clearly dreaming, interested in where this was going. The mouse spoke again,
“My name is Being Alone”
“It’s nice to meet you, Being Alone. My name is Biem Bien.
“I already know your name.”
“Is that s0?” The mouse began climbing the sheets of the bed. Biem made note of the organic weight by which his bedding
was pulled taut. Being Alone mounted the bed and stood by Biem’s hip and twitched its nose.
“I've been with you for a long time. I wasn’t always a mouse, but now I am.” Biem felt like he was beginning to get it.
“So you're like a metaphor?”
“I suppose I am. I'd prefer that metaphors be like me. I existed before poetry, after all.” Biem chuckled.
“Solitude has an ego. Huh”
“And why shouldn’t I? Extended discourse with me would prove the presence of my Id and Superego, I assure you.”
“I'm not sure that can apply Freud to things that aren’t really... people. I don’t know if I'm belittling you or anything, but from
where I am you're not a person in any sense, really. Youre some combination of idea and rodent” He paused. Being Alone
sat on its hind legs like a dog. He wasn't sure if mice actually did this or this was
an invention of his brain. It wasn’t cute. What he saw was more like legitimate
patience, like one could find in a caring friend. “Well, I don’t know. You tell me
what you are.”
“I'm a part of the stream of content present in a number of sensory input channels
culminating into a sense of awareness of another being in your subconscious. I'm
in your eyes and ears, for the most part”
“I think you're dodging the question.”
“What better description could I give?” Biem thought about this. Being Alone
continued, “I guess it depends what you mean by ‘am’” when you ask what I am.
My point is that it doesn’t especially matter. Don't think about it too much. I
don’t” That sounded reasonable.
“So why are you here?”
“That’s another tricky one. The important part is that I am here.”
“Got it.”
“You're better off if I'm here in front of you though.”
“Why’s that?”
“I can be frightening when you’re only getting my presence in a partial way. When you're alone in an odd or indirect sense.
It’s much better when we speak face to face, no?” Biem nodded. He understood.
“So, what now?” Being Alone shrugged. It layed down and appeared to go to sleep, but somehow appeared no less attentive.
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Yazan Omari

Jordan
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Ecu TBI COTBOPUII APy CTPOK,
Tebe ecTb, 4YTO TepATh.

Ecnu 1o1 BeponomeH,

TO Bepa TBOS B Tebe.

VIcKycCcTBO Kak 371ble LIBETHI.

Pykonucy ropAT 1 TOHYT B CBATOI BOfe

VIX crmacTtit MOXKeT TOIBKO 4TO BeuHas 00JIb.

Kto roToB eé moHecTn?

Kro BO3bMET Ha cebs1 CMeTOCTh BO3I/IABUTD MapIII?

VlckyccTBO — MOpCKas COJb.

VicuenseT u mUIIIET TaM,

KyZa He JOOpaThCs HU IYJISAM, HY HIO€3/aM,

K CaMOMY Kparo Ay,

I7e Ij1adyeT MIafieHel] OT CTpaxa OCTaTbCA OfMH.

MépTBbIe He IIpomarT JINIIb TO, YTO BCETO CTpaHIHeﬁ -

3abBeHMe yOuBaeT B ThICAYY pas ObICTpeit
IIy/Ib, II0€3/J0B, KAIICYJI C SIJOM U TUXUX KPBIIII.
Ha toit cTopoHe KpoMe «ObUTO» HET HUYEro.
[Torpo6yii, TPOCTH, YTO TEOSI OCTABUIN B HEM.

Y reHueB cmabocCTb K peBOIbBEPAM I YepIaKaM,
XPYIKUM CTPaHMI[AM, KPAIUIaKy U MBIIM B I71a3ax.
VIX cKermeTsl TaK JOJTO MBUIATCS B TeX CYHAYKaX,
YTO O HUX BCe 3a0bUIN.

B 3abBeHuu cua He BeTpa, HO CTPAKAYIUX AYIL.
OH 3BI0KO CTOAT, OKPY»Kasi MEHs KO/TBIIOM.

CroneTbA cIyCcTsA yMUpaeT MOCTAENHNIIT BEYHbII TepoIl.

A "abmronaro,
Kak Vmrepus riubHeT BMeCTe CO MHOI.

Alena Piksaeva

Mordovia
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Oksana Snell

lllinois

Oh, my god. Sherlock Holmes. Sherlock Holmes was sitting at my kitchen table. I can’t breathe. My breath has been
taken away, shut in a drawer and told to be quiet by his utter and absolute jaw, the set of his eyes, and his curious eyebrows,
lighter than his hair. His hair is curly and irrational, painted over his head, unruly and silent. He looks relaxed. Oh, he is quite
a sight to behold. I then realize that he is not looking at me in a deductive way, trying to un-
mask my secrets in seconds like he does to everyone. He is looking at me like he would look at
an old friend; he looks happy to see me (happy being a relative term). He is not overinvolved,
and his posture suggests ease, but a quickness to jump into action. His large coat, with the
front flaps turned up against his face to modify his appearance from strange to downright
handsome, (into the ever-present guardian’s severity that he radiates and commands), is bla-
tant against the white of his cheeks. Hi cheeks angle down sharply, hollowing his features.
Blue-green irises stare at me picturesquely; dark lashes darting up and down as he blinks. He
is here. In my kitchen. He takes a breath, and I slowly look around the room, trying to suck
in some air--any air--noticing that nothing has been misplaced, nothing touch- wait. Where
is my phone? I look to the back corner behind him, the creamy white wall blunt and jagged
against the darkened wood of the drawers underneath it. But it was not there, the creamy,
sugarcoated yellow standing out rigidly against the speckled tiling. The cook books against
the wall are not misplaced; their bright colors suggesting an air of “we are well read here”,
despite having never seen my mother pick one up, not even to flip through for ideas.

“Ah, yes, the first thing you see, Ms. Snell, is the first thing that is gone.” Sherlock did not smile. He was not a man
that smiled, regardless of what joke was being made. The closest he came was showing relief. “I was in town, figured I'd drop
by, you know?” I had no idea what he was talking about. Regardless of whether or not we had met, he was a stranger in my
home, and he was trying to make small talk, something that Sherlock Holmes ever
did. The sudden thought made me shudder, gently stepping backward. The fridge was
behind me; cool steel and quiet hum a balm against the implied accusation of being
home alone and without a guardian at the present moment in time. But regardless
of what he was doing here, I had not touched my phone in months, perhaps years.
It was a bright yellow Apple iPhone 5C, the cheaper of the two models they had
released in 2013. But what would it have on it that he would need, and why didn’t
he just ask? “I thought you might like to help me with a few unsolved problems of
mine.

Unsolved problems? Now I was just frightened. What could he possibly
want with me, a short, quiet 16-year-old? “Yes, and I'm the Queen of England,” the
dry snap of my words seemed to cake the walls in dusty, tired circles, the same old
problems going around and around in my mind. He blinked, his face trying to mold
itself into a calm expression while I could practically see his mind calculating what
I had just said, trying to work out a reply that would not make him seem frivolous and selfish. He was actually trying to be
polite, a rare occurrence. He would have no clue on what the implied sarcasm my tone was bringing, and would only confuse
himself further. He may have been a genius with a pretty face, but he was not good with human emotions. “By that, I mean
that I am in disbelief that you are sitting where are you, and hat you have decided to steal my phone for your ‘unsolved prob-

lems’, unless you regard my phone as highly dangerous, or highly useful.”
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Matias Sosa-Wheelock

Florida

Like Father, Like Son

Dad gave me a wink, like we were friends or something. He slowly walked
over and attempted to hug me, but I punched him in the face before he could get a
chance. Nose bleeding, he ran to his bathroom, wondering out loud why I didn’t love
him. It’s because of events like these that he embarrassed me in front of my friends...
well, if I had any. Through enough punishment, I hoped that eventually he would
remember that 'm not his deceased wife. I braided my beard, thinking of an idea to
stop him. I shoved the idea in my closet, and turned on Family Matters, for I need-
ed my daily dose of Urkel. During a commercial break I felt a bloody finger softly
stroking my hair embedded lips. He whispered “I know you want this,” into my ear
while rubbing chicken fat all over my stomach. Of course it was Dad. I performed a
triple cyclone whirly turtle kick on his face while standing in place. I waddled back
to the closet to hunt for the answer to the enigma of my dad and unbraid my beard.

I decided the only solution was to seduce him. I proceeded to braid my beard hair to my sideburns. I was getting se-
rious now. I could feel my pores absorb the chicken fat into my bloodstream. They say on “Kim and Khloe Take Miami” that
if you rub chicken fat on your stomach your blood will turn into maple syrup. I purposely let him do this to further my plans,
becoming sweeter than imaginable. Now my irresistible sweet blood would surely lure him in and further his seduction.

I decided to take my boat to dad’s room. I kicked down the sliding door that was already open to find my dad
hunched in the corner with two giant tubs of peanut butter, playing them like bongos and laughing like a maniac with his
oily, peanut butter enveloped hands. I filled up my water bottle, flipped it upside down and threw it in the mini fridge. I
grabbed a half eaten raw ribeye covered in gravy from my pocket and lathered it onto Dad’s knees to absorb his skin oil. I
then finished the job with a towel sized Fruit Rollup (Now available on Craigslist, for $49.95, tattoos included with addi-
tional shipping and handling) and buffed his glistening knee caps all while he was stroking his cloud-like braided dreadlocks.
Now time for dessert. I firmly grasped his jugular and gently placed him into the bathtub. The knob sounded like a dying
turtle as I turned it violently. Lemon sherbet poured from the faucet in a swirling motion almost as if to fill a peanut buster
parfait with extra cheese sauce. I went to grab my china bowl to sample the superb flavor. And when I went back, I froze in
place at the sight of my icy creation.

Under piles upon piles of sherbet I found my father encased in a bathtub sized
popsicle. He had no actual expression on his face, clearly he was unamused. The
lemon sherbert melted all over the counter. Then on the floor. Then on the toilet
seat. Soon the whole house was a canal of lemony despair, sadness, and misery.
Dad was inflated from eating all of the sherbet and so I had to dig his frozen body
out of the river with a stick, but the popsicle surrounding him had melted already.
I accidentally poked his nose and a geyser of yellow stuft came spurting out of all
three of his nostrils. It was inspirational. He flattened out to be paper thin, so it was
easier to dig his body out.

I biked across the river with my flattened father and hung him on the branch of the
cherry blossom tree outside. Every day, I had to pay dad a visit so I could clip oft
my beard hairs and lay them onto his tongue as a sacrifice. It’s quite ironic that in life, the person that brings out the best in
you and the one that makes you strong is actually your weakness.
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Meghry Tchangoulian

Lebanon

Masterpiece

your mind

is a work of art

created by an artist

who used his brush
expertly

coloring one side bright
filled with translucent dreams
while the other dark
filled with demons

and lost hope

whereas I

I stare at your mind
and attempt to interpret
every single thought
transported

from tree to tree

every lightning bolt
your heart sends

to these two parts

for you mind is a masterpiece
and I wish to reveal

its hidden secrets

the reason behind

its radiant smiles

or its black tears

I would do this

if you allow me

to be painted

in this masterpiece

a painting full of life

a painting like no...

Other
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Change

Change

such a strange word
change

a 6 letter word

yet it causes shivers
to run down our spines
change

the wind still blows
the roses grow

the rain pours

and purifies the soul

yet I am still confused

what is different
what is this change
that occurred to me
I still have my eyes

my hands, my legs

what is this change?

then I look at a reflection

that is not there...
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Jada Thomas

Tennessee

Warhawk in the Storm

Thunder,

Start a battle in the sky,

Shoot the first cannon.

Crackle faintly from afar,

Take a moment to reload,

And come back to me.

Let me feel my windows rattle,
Make my frame shake violently
As you move through us.

Rain,

Patter softly,

Be the treble to Thunder,
Fearless on the front lines.

You are gentle,

You are quiet from afar,

But you are powerful like God’s roaring laugh,

For when I stray from shelter

I must cower beneath a feeble umbrella,
Shield myself from your pouring army,
Like military men jumping from jets,
You launch an attack on the city

And I am powerless.

Boom, pitter patter, boom.

I hear you.

I feel the wet bullets

Striking me down,

Patter patter.

I feel your drops exploding like bombs,
But soon you will run out of ammo,
And you will retreat,

Until the next battle.
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Florescence
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Fluttering bright in my chest,
Feelings I'll never forget,

I wear them on my sleeve
And thighs,

Illuminated and sheer,

So you can see right through me.

I'will glow when the sun sets,
Shine like the moon never could,
Glisten like the restless lake,
Flicker with the fireflies,

And twinkle like the dying stars.

I will guide you like the streetlights
And glimmer in the distance,
When you see me for the last time,
A memory bright in your mind,

A memory you'll never forget.




Alina Vasilieva

Moscow, Russia

Opun [Ienp U3 ;Kusuu

It0 6b11 sTHBaph 1967 rofia, BeCh MeCsI| Mbl IiepeesKay - MaMa IIPOJiaa Halll JOM B
brakmyne u Ha IeHbIY C ero MPOJaKM KYMNa APy 30/I0ThIX CEPEXKeK M OHOITAXKHDIII
noMuK Ha ceBepe JlonmoHa. B ropofie y Mops Hac [iepyKasl oTel] - YK€ K MOMEHTY MO€ro
PO>KIEHMS OH OBUI aIKOTOTIMKOM, 1 51 BBIPOC B IOMe, IJie IIepefi CHOM CIIyLIa He
KOJIbIOETIbHBIE, a IbSHYI0 PyraHb OTIIA 1 IJIaY MaMbl B OAYLIKY Y Moelt noctenu. Korga

MHe OBbIIO BOCEMb, OTILIa 3a0paiu B Te4eOHMITY, HOTOMY YTO OffHaX/IbI HOUBIO s IpUOexas K
COCeJIsIM U paccKasasl, 4To OTel] CHOBa U30MBaeT MaMy 1 TOBOPUT, YTO yObeT ee. [[Ba rosa oH
IIPOBEJI B3aIlePTH, 1, CKOTILKO OBI APY3bsi, IPUXOAALINE K HAM B TOCTH, He YTOBapUBa/IML MaMy
OpocuTb >ku3Hb B JIaHKaImpe 1 3a0BITh MY>Ka, OHA Iep)Kaach KaK MOXKHO OJIVKe K OTLLY U
OTKa3bIBasIach nepeeskarb. Ho oH yMep yepes Hefle/nio IOoCIe MOETo [eCATOTO THA POXKAEHN,
OCTaBUB NOC/Ie ce0s TONbKO ITACTUHKY MOJHOI I'PYIIIBI POJIOM 13 COCejHero rpadcTna.
YMmep, 1 depes aBa Mecs1a oM OblT pofaH. 17 ssuBaps 1967 rofia st Cuziesn B CBOei HOBOIL
CrlasIbHe - TIOJIKM OBUIN 3aCTaBJIeHBI TIOOMMBIMY POMaHaMM, Ha KOMOJIE CTOSUI CTapeHbKMIl
BMHUJIOBBIi IPOUTPbIBATE/b, @ HA HeM KpyTUICA AucK. IlecHs o TOM, 4TO I7TaBHOE B KM3HU

- TaHL|eBaTh U MOOUTB. S cuyien Ha KpOBaTy, CBECHB HOTY B HOBBIX OOTIMHKAX 1 YNTaJI BeuepHIolo raseTy. Ha nmepsoit nomoce
TOBOPUJIOCH 00 aBapui, cayuuBlIeics B JIOHOHe yTpoM Toro fHsA. Y Anb6epT-Xosia CTONKHYIICh ABe MAlIVHBI - BUHOBAT
OBbIT BOZMTENb TAKCH - IIpOeXajl Ha KPACHbIN U Bpe3asics B MAIlMHY YIeHa IalaThl 10pfoB. Bogurens Toro nmorn6 mo nytu B
OOJIbHUILY OT KPOBOMS/IMSHMA B MOST. B TOT Bedep 51 CIPOCKT Y MaMbl, 4YTO 9TO 3HAYNUT. 3AIIOMHII 5 3aMETKY IIOTOMY, YTO 9TOT
Jlopp ocTacs HeBpeaMMBIM U Cpa3y HOC/Ie MEVMLIMHCKOTO OCMOTpa KYIIW/I B O/1KaiilieM ra3eTHOM JIapbKe BBIUTPBILIHBII
noTeperiHbIi OuteT. Perioprep mumcar, YTO CErOfHS, JODKHO ObITh, CYaCTIMBENIINI IeHb B )KXU3HU 3TOTO YeTOBEKa.

B nBepp mocTyyana MaMa 1 CKasajia ofieBaTbCsA. Mbl UM 3HAKOMUTBCSA C HOBBIMU COCEAAMU, KOTOPbIe IIPUITIACU/IN HacC Ha
vail. B ceMbe cocefieit ObLT MaJIb9MK Ha TOJL CTAplile MeHs, KOTOPBIII C IIOpora 03Bajl MEHsA B KMHO, Y HEr'o OM/IeThl Ha HOBBII
¢upM. Jlo 3TOTO 51 ObUI B KMHO JIMIIb OffHAXK/BI — B MOJ BOCbMOII ieHb POXKAeHMs. B knHoTeaTpax 1ren puibM «9cKagpuibs
633» - po repoes Bropoit Muposoit BoitHbl. I IOMHI0, 4TO OH ObLT O JIETYMKAX, U KOIZIa MBI C MaMOJ1 BBILIIIM Ha YIUILY, s CTaJl
Oeratb 110 KPYTY, PACKMHYB PYK) B CTOPOHBI, 1300pa’kasi peB CaMO/IeTHOTO ABUraTens. Vl HUKaK He MOT IIOHATD, I0YeMY, IT0Ka
11es GUIbM, IOYTH BCe CUSIIE B 3ajIe Pa3OLUINCh. JIIOfU YXOAMIN, He JOCMOTPEB KMHO U HAIIOJIOBUHY, @ MEHs 9TO 00IDKaIO0
Y PaHMUJIO B CaMoe CepAilie.

Ml ¢ [IsitBoM cupiesi B TOTTHOM KuHo3aste. Uto 3a puibM MBI CMOTpE/H B TOT Bedep, sl TaK U He 3a[IOMHIJI — MO HOBBIIT COCe]]
TO U JIeJIO JiepraJl MeHs 3a IIJIeYO, I, II0Ka3blBasA Ha 9KPaH, pacCKa3blBajl MHE O reposiX, KOTOPBIX BUJIE/I paHbllle B Tellecepuarle.
Y Hac foMa HUKOTZIa He ObIIO TeIeBU30pa, U BCe 9TY MIMEHa S CJIBIIIAJ BIIEPBBIE, U 5 CUJEI, ISULICh B IIYCTOI, Kak MHe Ka3anoch,
9KpaH, I [yMaJl 0 ra3eTHOII 3aMeTKe 13 Be4epHero Bblllycka. OuIbM I1e/l MyIUTENbHO JJOIT0, @ KOIZla OH 3aKOHYMJICS, MBI
BBIIIUIM U3 KMHOTEATPa B MOPO3HBII TyMaH, 1 []371B BCIO J0pPOTY TOBOPWII O HeM. £l 10>K7a/cs maysbl B €O MOHOJIOTE, 1 TOT/Ia,
4TOOBI CMEHUTD TEMY, 51 CIIPOCUJL y HETO, Ifie HaxoauTcst AbbepTt Xomr. 1o 66110 IIepBOe, YTO IPUIIIO MHE B TOIOBY, IIOTOMY
YTO MOCTIEIHUI Yac s TOMbKO U IyMaJl, YTO O CTaThe B raseTe.

-5 61 TaM OYEHb IABHO, - OTBETWI [|311B, - HO I1alla TOBOPUT, YTO OH CKOPO pas3BajINTCA, KaK BCe, HOCTPOEHHOE B
BUKTOPMAHCKYIO 3II0XY.

[Ia71B pacckasa MHe, YTO ero OTell, KOTOPbIil paboTas KJIepKoM, He JII00VII MOHAPXUIO 1 BCIO KOPOJIEBCKYIO CEMbIO, YacTO
pyrascs, Korjja 0 HUX TOBOPUIN IO Paivio U TOBOPUJI FaJlOCTY PO CBOETO IUPEKTOPA, HaJl YbUM CTONIOM BUCEN IOPTPET
KOPOJIEBBI.

B TOT fieHb s JIer cIaTb HAMHOTO II03Ke 0ObIYHOr0. MaMa B COCeIHel KOMHaTe TOTOBI/IACh KO CHY U HalleBajla 4To-TO ceOe MOf,
Hoc. f cnplmas, Kak oHa yybibanack. MHe TOXKe XOTeNoCh yIbl0aTbCs BMECTe C Heil, HO s YCHYII IIpeXKJie, YeM YCIIeqI 3TO CJIeNaTh.
Yxe uepes HeflesIo A IO B CBOIO HOBYIO IKOMY. TaM ke yumica JI9iiB — Ha K/lacc cTaplie MeHs. 3a 3aBTPAKOM MBI BCerfa
CHJIeNY BMeCTe, OH Hay4ul MeHs UTPATh Ha TUTape M KYPUTb, U 5 IIPOBOAVII Bce CBOOOHOE BPeMs C HUM, €r0 JIPy3bsIMMI U €T
oTLOM. 51 BUJIel MaMy OYeHb PefKO — OHa yCTPOMIACh Ha paboTy B MapMKMaXepCKyIo ¥ IPUXOANIA TOMOII IO3HO Be4epoM, a
YTPOM BBICBIIIA/IACh, II09TOMY, KOIJIa 51 YXOJU/I B IIKOTY, 51 CTapaJics ee He OyAUTb, 1i1es K [I9iiBy, M Mbl BMeCTe OTIPABJIs/IVCH Ha
saHATHA. Cllefylomye IATD JIeT MOe XU3HU ObUIN, IOXKaIYl, CAMBIMM CKYYHBIMI.
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Kax-to MbI ¢ [I9i1BOM 1IN TOMOJT 13 IIKOJIBI, ¥ OH IIPEIOXKIII MHe 3aiiTH K HeMy B rocTu. Hamm 60THHKY ObIIN MCIIaYKaHbI
XOJIOTHOII KOPMYHEBOJ CIISIKOTBIO, U IIPU BXOJE MbI CTa/IU Pa3yBaTbcsl. S yBU/eN Ha BelllajIKe B IIPUXOXKelt Ta/IbTO U Mapd
MaTepu. MHe CTao CThIIHO U CTPAILHO, U 5 UCITYTAaHHO IIOCMOTpeI Ha [I31iBa, HO OH HUYero He 3aMeTUII, M YK€ IIPOXOANI

B rocTyHy0. OH ObUI 04eHb TOJICTBIIL, M IIO9TOMY I'POMKO TSDKE/IO ABIIIAJI ITOC/Ie TOTO, KAK MBI IOJHSIIICH IO CTYIIeHbKaM

K BXOJJHOI1 iBepu. 51 XOTes II03BaTh ero K cebe B TOCTY, IPUAYMATh IPUYMHY, YTOOBI OH HaBEPHAKA COITIACUICS BHOBb
HaKJIOHATBCH, 3aBA3bIBATh MOKPbIe ITHYPKY, HafleTh 11aJIbTO, BHIITY HAa MOPO3HBIN I'PA3HBIN BO3JYX, BBIITK U3 9TOTO foMa. Ho
51 He yCIIel — Ha BTOPOM 9TaKe, B Clla/IbHe, HaBePHOe, CMesA/Iach JKEHI[MHa.

-0, mou goma! - ckasan J]a1iB, I0XasICh Ha {UBaH. Sl OUeHb XOTeN MOMTH HaBepX, YTOOBI CKa3aTh UM, ITO [I9iiB JOMa, 9TO ero
HaJI0 KaK-To 06MaHyTb, HO [9iiB kpukHyII, - Mam!ITan! S npumen!

Yepes HeCKOIBKO CEeKYH/ II0 IeCTHUIIEe COEXall pacTepsiHHbII oTell [aiiBa. OH yBUAET MeHs, 00epHYIICS U OCMOTPEN Ha ChIHA.
OH cros, a [leiiB cupen u cMoTpert eMy B Imasa. Kakercs, Torja npouuia He ofHa BedHocTh. CkpuiHysa nectHuia. OHa He
BbIIep>Kasia Mo6omnbITcTBa. OHa CTOs/Ia Ha BEpPXHell CTYIIeHbKe B O/Iy3Ke U B Uy/IKaX M CMOTpe/a Ha MeHs. S Bujjer1, Kak CU/IbHO
el XOTe/I0Ch B 3TOT MOMEHT OOHSATH MeHsl. B ee B3Iisiie He ObIIO HM /TI0OBM, HU PEBHOCTH, HU CTPaxa, HU PacTePSHHOCTH,
TONBKO pacKasHue. Moxet, [I9iiB Obl He 3aMeTIII, YTO BBEPXY JT€CTHUIIBI KTO-TO CTOUT, €C/IM OBI 51, IOCMOTpPEB Ha MaMy, He
U3Jias OBl 3TOTO 3BYKA, OY/ITO KTO-TO YAAPWU/I MEHS HOTOJI B )KUBOT.

OH 3aMeTuI, YTO 51 CMOTPEJI BBEPX, BCTAJI C AMBaHa 1 OTOABMHYI CO CBOETO Iy TH OeCIOMOIIHOrO oTLja. MaMa 3Hasa, 4TO OH
ceifyac ee YBUJIUT, HO He CTaja yberarb, a TONbKO 3aKpbUIa IML0 pykamiu. S moBepHyscs k [I9iiBy U cfiea mar B ero CTOPOHY,
HO 51 He MOT, JaXKe e/ Obl 3aX0TeJI, OCTAHOBUTb TaKOro MaxyHy. OH Ipolle/ B IPUXOKYI0, OYATO MeHs He 6BLIO, IOCMOTPeTT
Ha jlecTHMIY. Ha cekyH/y 3acTbUI. A TIOTOM, UTO €CTb CIJI, 3a0paj: «AX ThI, TACKy/a Mep3Kas!», pe3Ko pa3BepHY/ICS B MO0
CTOPOHY U YAapU/I MEHs I10 JIMILY KYZIaKoM. A IIOTOM ellie 1 elte pa3. Korna s ynas, o ctan 6UTbh MeHsI HOTaMy, He IlepecTaBasd,
oH kpnuan: «TBaps! [Ipsaus! HenaBioky, cyka! Teapn! TBapn! Mpasb!».

[Tocne misitu et xusHu B JIoH/[OHE, Hoporu B JIaHKampe MHe OKa3annch rafgkumu. OHM Bce ObUIN B KOMIOOMHAX 1
PBITBMHAX. BMecTO poBHBIX acdanbTOBBIX 3aIl/IaT sIMbI ObBUIN 3aChIITaHBI I[eOHEM, KOTOPBIN BbUIETAIT B T0O0BOE CTEKTIO
aBTOOYCa M3-II0f] KOJIeC aBTOMOONIIEN], eXaBIINX Bliepefn. MaMa cIiaja y MeHs Ha IIjIede, U s IIOJIOKIJI CBOIO PYKY ell Ha
koreHo. ITo 4ynky noy 100Ky O/M3/a CTPEIKa, U 5 IPUKPBIBATI ee TaoHblo. [o/10Ba Kpy»Xuach, a OT HEPOBHOI HOPOTrM ¥ 3alaxa
OeH3uHa B cajloHe aBTOOyCca MeHs Havyasio nopramHuBare. Ha aBToBok3ane brexmyna Hac BCTpeTnIa MaMyHa IBOKOPOJIHAS
cecTpa. 3a BpeM: Halllero OTCyTCTBM OHa TaK IIOCTApesia, 4TO A y3HaJl €€ TOIbKO 110 HEJOBOIbHBIM MHTOHALIMAM B TOTIOCE.
CKOJBKO 4 ee IIOMHIO, OHa Bcerja Bopyasa. BoT u ceifyac, KOIzia Mbl ¢ MaMOI1 TallV/IM CBOM CYMKM K Hell JOMOI1, OHa TOTIbKO

Y TOBOPU/IA, YTO O MOEM BOCHUTAHNM — MaMa CKa3asa eif, YTO Mbl BO3BpalllaeMcs OMOI1 13-3a TOT0, YTO 5 IOCTOSTHHO

mepychb B 1iKone. S TeprnenuBo Momyan. MeHs yCIIOKanBaso, YTO HUKTO B BIIaKITy/ie He 3HAM O CKaHfase, YTO MaMa CMOXKeT
YCTPOMUTBCS Ha CTApylo paboTy, 4YTO HUKTO He Oy/leT CMOTpeTh Ha Hee MHayve. Sl 4yBCTBOBAJI, YTO CTOMIO BEK/IMBO Y/IbIOAThCS,
KOIJa TeTsI TOBOPMJ/Ia O CBOMX BHYKAX, HO Y/IBIOATbCSI OBITIO O4eHb O0/IBHO — JIUIIO 6071e/10. MHe OBIIO CIMIIKOM TSDKEIO HeCTU
CYMKY CO CBOMMM KHUTaMM U IUIACTVHKaMu — 6osiena ciyHa u pebpa. Ho s Teprier, yabibancs 1 >ka IOBOPOTa C BeTPEHO
Habepe>XHOI Ha TUXYIO Y3KYIO YIOUKY, KL, KOI/Ia TeTs JOCTAaHeT K/IIOYM M OTOIIPET CHHIOI JIBepb, U s COPOLLY C IIeda CYMKY,
BeC KOTOPOIt OBII B TOT MOMEHT eIMHCTBEHHBIM, YTO MeHsI 6eCItoKonIo. [[Beph mepeKpacuii B 3eJIeHblil, HO, BUUMO, JaBHO,
IIOTOMY YTO CJIOVL 3€/IEHOI KPACKY Yo>Ke OOTYIIUIICA, Y CUHUIL BBIITISIbIBAI HAPYXKY.

S BepHysncs B JIOHIOH CITYCTA BOCEMb JIET U YCTPOUICA Ha paboTy B 610po mepeBosioB. KaXkablit Oy HMIT IeHb 5 e3/u B oduc
Ha IIepBOM 3Ta)ke aBT0OYca, 0 Jopore IpOoCcMaTpUBas lepeBefieHHble HaKaHyHe JOKYMEHTHI Ha Hanu4due omn6ok. TeM yTpoM s
3a6bU1 foMa (ppaHIly3CKO-aHIIMIICKMIT CToBapb. [IOHAB, 4TO He CMOTY IIPOBEPUTH BYEPAIIHIO PaboTy B JOpOre, s MOAHSAICA HA
BTOPOJT 9TaX U CeJl B CaMOM KOHIle aBToOyca. S exa/ Ha BTOPOM 9Ta)Ke IepBBIil pas B KM3HU 1 OBLI B )KYTKOI 001[le Ha CaMOTo
ce0s 13-3a TOTO, YTO He Jienasn aroro paublie. [Tpoexamu Tpadanbrapckyto mwiomans. S paboTan B caMOM LieHTpe TOpoja.
ABTO6YC IOZbEXATI K MOETI OCTaHOBKE PaHbllle, YeM OOBIYHO, U 51 PEIlI BHIMUTD Yast B Kade.

3a cocelHMM CTOJIOM CIIMHOI KO MHe cufien [1a7iB ¢ feBymKoit. OH He y3HaJl MeHs, KOTJja 5 3allle]l, a s He yCIeN KaK CIefyeT ero
paccmoTpets. Ha cTome mepey HuM ie)kanu K04 ot aBToMo6u1s. [Toka MHe Hec/u 4aii, s CIyLan ux pasroBop. OH roBopuiI
OuYeHb TUXO, U 5 He PacC/bllIajl HU CJI0BA, HO 5 IIOH:AJI, YTO OH OIIpaB/IbIBAETCA Iepef Hell. [leByllKa )Ke, HallpOTUB, TOBOpIIa
O4YeHb IPOMKO, CPBIBAsICh Ha KPUK, IOYTH Ha BU3T, OTYETO HA UX CTOIMK 000paunBanich OUIMaHThI ¥ HOCETUTENN. « bl
TOJDKEH el Bce pacckaszarb!» S meman Buj, 94To unMTaj rasery. «f He Xo4y HMYEro cKppIBaThb! MHe Hafloeno npATaTbcal» Ha Hux
OBLIM yCTpEeM/IEHBI BCe B3IVISIBI B IOMEIIEHUY, KpOMe Moero. S TyIIo Is/INMICs B ra3eTHbII IUCT. IIucanu 06 aBapuu B LieHTpe
ropopa. 51 BCIOMHMI CBOe 3HAKOMCTBO € JIaiiBoM. MeHs Hadaso MyTUTB. 51 OCTaBWI IeHbIM 32 4ail Ha CTOJIe M OBICTPBIM IIarOM
Boimten 13 Kade. [Tocmorpen Ha gacsl. Omoszan Ha pabory.

S oTnipocuiics ¢ paboThI paHbllle, CChUIASACH Ha ITIOXO€ CAMOYYBCTBIE, U B CEIbMOM 4acy y>Ke Jier craTb. MHe CHUIOCh, OyATO
IUIMHHAS U3BMINCTAsI JOPOTa, BCS B PHITBUHAX I sIMAX, KaK 3Mes, 3a1on3aeT B AnbbepT X0, 3aTAruBas 3a coboit Mot aBTooyc,
KOTOPBIII Bpe3aeTcs B CTEHY, U 3[jaHle Pa3Ba/IBaeTCsA, KPOLINTCA B Ile6eHb U 3achlIIaeT BTOPOI 3TaXX aBTOOYyca ¥ MEH: BMecTe
C HUM.
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Merna Wahba

Egypt
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Raina Wellman

New Mexico

Are Words Magical?

Harold and Dina had felt a magnetic sort of love for each other from the first time Dina had said, “My name is Dina.”

It had been a tornado of love, the kind to get caught up in and that will catch everything it touches. Up goes the second
hand couch, the fruit bowl, the pillows from mother, even the cat, all snatched and taken by some unearthly, hypnotizing
natural force.

It had been a stop and start sort of thing where go was when Harold said, “I like your skirt.” And red light was a change in
conversation. They yielded carefully, gently tugging each other to dinner parties and movies.

“Uh. Did you like my friends okay? How about the wine?”

When Harold told Dina his last name, “Shlontzky,” she was doing donuts of love. Two words sent her into a passionate
frenzy, “Harold Shlontzky.” Friends in their cocktail dresses and bow ties would look at Dina’s up-do and recognize, “Mh-
hhmmm words are magic.”

Beauty and the Beast

Look past the mirror

Notice your father in a jail cell

Notice the library and that sweet smiling chipped teacup
How about a singing dinner party served by a candlestick?

Love him, as he likes to mention

Between his aggressive outbursts and your imprisonment
They’re going to knock down his door

And you're going to be running between their fiery shouts and his sorrowful roars
Running in you yellow dress

Because the villagers always hated ugly things and

You should too
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