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If winter %:qmes, )
can spring be far behind?—"j
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This publication is dedicated in loving memory to Edith Schrank. For more than a decade, she
taught English in a distinguished and distinctive fashion. She had the capacity to impart to her
students a sense of urgency about reading and an appreciation for the written word.



First the snow falls—pristine, beautiful piles of it, and we are happy.
Thenitsnowsagain.Itsnows. It snows. It snows. Awinter of unbelievable
proportionsleavesusyearningforthewestwindthatcarriessofterseasons
with it. Our desires are echoed by the poet Percy Bysshe Shelley in“Ode
to the West Wind:"“If winter comes, can spring be far behind?” In this
issue, we sink into the melancholy of “A Deep Autumnal Tone,” only to
find ourselves in the harsh realities of lying in a“Dark Wintry Bed,” until
spring comes, and we finally emerge to “Waken from Summer Dreams,”
beholding in wonder the seasons in transition.
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Looking for Virtue

Nathan Attias

The battle raging on down low;
Whatever progress feels so slow.

I'm that man in the street I i
Dragging his feet, Y
Always wondering what to choose.

Should | let that addiction fight
Or take myself home and have a life?
And only a fool would say that.

Frustration taking over me,
Suffocating, | can't breathe.
Every day some new excuse-
Should I'just give up and humor you? o P -

You tell yourself you can feel no pain,

And you're stronger than you realize,

And | can't satisfy your appetite. !
And only a fool would say that.

s
.
=
You walk up to me with murder in your eyes- . \H\--_-_,
How will you tempt me tonight? :
What part of me will you take in your grasp? "hq
Whatever it is | won't hear it. -

Oh, haven't you heard the bad news? .H"
I'm breaking free of you today, _—

And I'm abandoning you today.
And only a fool would say that. g S




Wine from God

Charlotte Farber

God met me in the rain

on a bleak walk home from school.
Cold and shivering,

tears fell, both

from my eyes and the heavens.

God’s rain drunkened

my solitude with a twinge of comfort-
tugging at my heart.

lused to wonder

where unaccepted love
trembled and spilled over
until | saw the reflecting
puddles at my feet;

| didn't try to dry them.

My eyes overflow,
often overcoming me.
Maybe this flooding

is but a drop of wine
in God’s vast oasis.
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Do you also think about that place
When that one song

Starts to play,

And everyone else

Has no idea,

But you know?

Does it also make your heart ache
Just like mine

To dodge the rain

Alone,

Trying to not recall when you danced
And allowed the water to soak all
Your clothes?

Does the smell

Of smoke and wood and mold

Bring you back to those days and nights spent
Inside, talking, laughing, when secrets were told?

Do you also think about

How much better it would be

When we dance and scream

Here,

Imagining what it would feel like to be
There?

Does that one word

Or phrase

Spark a memory for you, as well,
Almost making you laugh or cry,
But you pause,

For you realize

No one understands?

When you look at me,
Hear my name,
Do you also

Think about that place?
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Eleanor Goldfarb

For some reasoOn,autumnalwaysbringsabout mydownfall.
Whentheairgrowsdryandthedaysloselength,justasthesunseemstodisappear,
so too does my sense of self begin to diminish. As the leaves transform to brilliant
redandorange, mycheeksfadeintheharshcold.lt'sasiftheleaves haveabsorbed
all my color, leaving me ghastly pale.

After the chagim, it is no longer fun and games, and the workload piles
on.Yettime seems to shorten as the work builds up, forming a stack that is nearly
impossible to tackle. Each morning | arise in darkness and go home in the dark. |
am a vampire, not by choice.

| always envied the trees. They were so filled with beauty, while | seemed
toloseall happiness.They stole the spotlight; everyone looked at them with such
adoration.Noone understood why, but|blamed them for my suffering. | believeit
was jealousy that twisted.They stood firmly rooted in place while the winds of the
season scattered me. | was already stretched thin, and one gust of wind shattered
me. As the leaves fell from the trees, they seemed to fall on top of me, suffocating
me. As | walked, | would crunch on dry leaves in rebellion, feeling a small sense of
satisfaction each time.

But then, as winter began to come, my perception of the trees began to
change.Istartedtoseehowthebranchesbecamebare,andthetreesshookandshiv-
eredin the wind.They seemed to shrink away, just as | had in the fall. Their beauty
was not effortless; they were losing everything that gave them glory. I felt terrible
aslcontinuedtowatch themthroughoutthe winter.lwas surprised thatas winter
wenton, theydidnotgiveupbutstayed stronguntilspring.They persisted despite
being encrusted by frost like candied fruit. They trusted that spring would come.

So | looked and saw that the trees and | were not so different, and | had
mistaken them for my enemy.
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Astheleaves changeandthemorningsgrowdarker,somethinginsidemedark-
enstoo. My loveforthe heatand the warmth of sunlight on my face slowly fades.The air
grows colder, and | find myself wishing for warmth even in my dreams.
Thelaughterthatoncefilled my mind beginstofade.Somethingthatwasoncesobright
slowly turned dull. And once that cold feeling settled inside me, | began peeling away
memories like the skin of a ripened banana.

But still, | kept waiting.
The day | wake up and see light in the morning, | will be happy.

Theday | seeflowers blossom again and memories spiral backinto color, | will be happy.
The day | walk outside and take off a layer, | will be happy.
The day | feel warmth on my skin and my smile slowly returns, | will be happy.

Becausesomewherebeneaththecoldandthedarkness,Iknowthewarmthisstillwaiting
to come back.

Eleanor Goldfarb




Raquel Avitan
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| Saw

Abigail Maksin

| saw your colorful eyes,
You saw mine.

A stranger.

You don’t know me?

At least that’s all your expression implies.
But | hope that you will see a rainbow,
And it will remind you of me—

A storm of memories,

Rushing back.

A storm of memories,
Red to purple,
Start to end.

And still | remember you.
Every color you hide,

Except you showed them all to me.

Come Back from Mars

Abigail Maksin
A Sonnet

Here I stay still loving you after so long—

I don't understand why | can’t let go.

And | stay wondering where we went wrong.
My lips tremble before | say “Hello.”

When | see you now, | see a stranger,

Someone whose eyes | used to read, drawn blank.
When you pass, my heart still feels in danger,
Races and pulls me to you with a yank!

So | lie here, looking up at the stars;
| wait and long for you—come back from Mars.

17



Abigail Maksin

My legs hurt from the endless walking, aisle to aisle. My hands
hurt from grabbing any can | could, my hope shrinking by the count of
them.”Huh, what a funky inverse relationship, one between my hope and
the cans,’| thought to myself. My mind was tired. Tired from spending all
daylookingforwhatbroughtmethe mostjoy—pumpkinpuree.“Abby, this
is ridiculous,”Eliana finally said, Sabrina nodding in agreement. | dragged
my poor best friends across what was now four stores in the hope that my
pumpkingranolawould cometogether.Ispentthatnightstaringblanklyat
theceiling,unabletofallasleep whilemymind couldn'tgoanywherebutto
what could have been had | had my pumpkin puree.

It wasn't until that Friday that | came back from the United Na-
tions after hearing Netanyahu speak, not realizing that that wasn't the star
of my day, for the light still shone and the sun remained high. What really
transformedmylifeiswhathappenedafterwards.MyfriendLevisuggested
goingtoTraderJoe'sandlgladlyaccepted.lwasn’teven aware of the possi-
bilities that the future held for me at that moment. My first glimpse at the
hope of a bright future was the pumpkin spice cookies under the pumpkin
decorated shelves.”Okay, so we see a pumpkin theme,"l thought. Next, the
pumpkin spice vanilla candles caught my eye.”Do you think it could be?”|
asked myself.

“Levi,"l said dramatically, stopping our big shared cart filled with
stacksofgoodieswewereplanningonbringinghomethatevening,although
of course it would have been foolish to check out the cart without one last
item.“There is something | must do,”| continued. And so we walked. We
walked down aisle one, we walked down aisle two, we walked down aisle
three and we didn't give up—no, not until | found my pumpkin puree.

“Abby, | think | found it, Levi called to me. He didn't know at the
time how big agesture that was to me. And so | bought two cans of pump-
kinpureeandavanillascentedcandle,andbonus,pumpkinspiceseasoning.
lleftthestorewithahugegrinspreading betweentheendsof myears.That
daylmadepumpkingranola,pumpkinchiapudding,andpumpkincookies,
allaccompanied by the soft aroma of my pumpkin scented candle; it was,
indeed, a night to remember.







Now/Then

Gabriel Flatto-Katz
l.

| told you that | was scared of time,

So you froze it. | told you that | was scared
Of things slipping out of my hands,

So you held your palms out and said

You would catch anything that fell.

On the grass, the evening dew
Kissed our backs as we

Pointed out constellations,

And | cried when the sun rose
Because the stars were gone,

But you held me and showed me
That if | looked close enough,

A faded moon still hid in dawn'’s sky,
And you showed me your cupped hands and
Glistening, | saw

That you had caught the stars.

| stared at my palms
And tried to find if yours
Had left an imprint

As the moon had

That morning.

That morning,

Somewhere between dusk and dawn,
| slipped out of your hands,

And you slipped out of mine.

And, surrounded by

Falling stars,

No one was there
To catch us.

20




October; and you stared back for the first time,
And you laughed at my joke and
You smiled when | called your name.

Fall's leaves are long gone
But I'm stuck in autumn
And its wind and memory.

Now November’s snow blankets
My heart as | walk through white streets
Soft as pillows cushioning each step.

The snow begets forgetfulness.

The cold must have gotten to your head;
You haven't laughed in quite a while,
And | haven't seen you smile

Since the temperature dipped.

The moon reflects off the fractals
Of hail descending;

I imagine I'm sitting next to you
Crying on your shoulder.

| remember you spoke to me
Recently. You said you missed me
Or maybe | said that to you.

| can't recall, though | remember
Both of us were shivering.
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Home,

l.

| walk down the street,

Trying to match my pace to yours.

| ask you if you remember this street,
Remember how, in years gone by,
We would walk home from the library,
Every Tuesday, on this street.

| ask you if your weightless back

Still, somehow, feels like it's carrying
A backpack full of books.

You smile, silent.

| hear the concrete say,

“l remember that!”

| hear the concrete whisper,
“I still feel that weight!”

Il.

| walk past the cafe, past the synagogue,

Past the restaurant where | had my birthday dinner,
Past the nursery, past the pizza shop.

It's 7:45 and I'm running now.

We don’t walk to school together

Anymore. It stopped when you got to High School,
And by the time we were in the same building again,
Somewhere between you sleeping in and

Me preferring walking over the subway,

We never restarted.

But sometimes, like some sort of algebra problem
Comparing speeds, | leave and ten minutes later
You go to the subway,

And the subway’s quick and I'm slow,

And | get to the bus stop and you're

There.

It used to be a yellow school bus,

And now it's a blue public one,

But for some reason, | still ask you

If you remember, hoping you'll understand.
You

Smile silently.

23

You, Etc.

Gabriel Flatto-Katz
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Now’s the time of year when
long summer days turn to wispy fall dreams.
To think that it could ever be any different—
why, that would be impossible. To think that
theleaveswouldnotcomebackoneday—that
would be ridiculous. The autumn dream has
lulled the landscape from that neon green
of gentle grass to the murky orange of fallen
leaves. Before long the misty winter will settle
in and obscure all dead foliage in a cloud of
snow.Yet,asmisfortune would haveit,itwasa
strangeyear.ltbeganwiththesquirrelsandthe
oaks. Usually those curious, flighty creatures
could be seen stashing away their acorns.
Instead, they took long naps and dozed off.
The leaves were perpetually falling, yet they
wereperpetuallygrowingback.Amixofgreen
andorangeconfoundedallbeholders,eventhe
humans. Actually, the humans were the most
confounded ofallthecreatures, forthey could
not understand the pausing of the seasons.
They measured with their instruments and
interrogated the grasses and imprisoned the
foliage in vials, but no evidence for the
phenomenon could be found. The cycle of
death and renewal seemed constant.
Pandemonium was sure to set in.

At first the ordinary folk speculated:
“You all really think it paused? Why, what on
earth! It has only been a month! Anomalies
don’t make the future”They took it awfully
well, and awfully better than the awfully diffi-
cult, curious people who argued:“Why!There
areclearindicationsthattheeventsthatusually
occur in the mid-fall are not occurring, and
thatthoseeventsoccurringnowarerepeating!”
Still, some people took it even worse; that is
to say they didn’t accept any compromise on
opinion or policy: “Oh, my God! The world is
ending! We must repent."The curious led the
chargeforthedesperate,andthedesperatein
turn led the charge against the ordinary, and
theordinaryinturnledthechargeagainstthe
curious. All hell would break loose if some-
thing was not done soon.

The hell of arguing was, of course,
not the worst part. Economic collapse was
near,fortheagriculturaleconomywasdoomed
by the constant reaping of the harvest. World
hungerwouldnotbesolvedeither—hoarding
for the world’s end was still the dominant
coping strategy of the masses. As the months
wentbyandtheweatherremainedunchanged
andthecomplexionoftheleavesdetermined,
the most fragile economies had already been
taken out. Like dominoes, industries fell and
jobsbecamescarceornonexistent.Natureitself
was disturbed, and clearly the laws of nature
themselveswerecollapsing.Proventheorems
becamewrongandconjecturesbecameright.
No longer was the conundrum just about
fall—the cycle of nature had been disrupted
entirely.

Thepeoplehadtolearnhowtolivein
anewworld,andyet, noneofthethreehuman
groupschanged.Yes,theordinary,thecurious,
andthedesperateallhadtheirplaceinsociety.
Soonmemoriesoftheoldworldhadchanged.
“Grandpa, whatis summer?”alittle girl asked,
tuggingonhergrandfather’scoat.”Why,when
Iwasyouragelremembertheferocious,sunny
daysrighthere up north.ltistoo bad summer
only exists in the tropics”The young forgot
the order of nature entirely, and as the old
died their knowledge died with them. Books
preserved the previous state of nature, if only
peoplecouldexperiencenaturethroughwords.
Slowly the world adjusted.

Still the world longed for winter,
for the cycle of life to begin once again. The
falling of leaves is not to be taken lightly; it is
the turning of summer into winter, of suninto
snow,ofawakeningintosleep.Theslowdream
of fall was no longer a dream: it was reality.
What is the difference between dream and
reality, betweentruthandfalsehood, whenall
isaliminal space? Eventhefalling of leaves,an
event so simple, can change the world.

By o
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| wish it would snow so the snow would bring me with it.
Each snowflake could grab onto me
Envelop my body and lift me higher until

I could nolongerfeel myfingers.The snowflakes would carry

me
Up and up to the place they are formed, and then | would
emerge as unique as the next snowflake.

The cold air would push me, pull me, flip me upside down,
transport me

Somewhere, anywhere, all at once.

| would land on a window, the ground, someone’s nose.
Would you

Notice me by looking at your window, the ground at your
feet, or your nose?

Would I notice you if you were a tiny, floating speck of ice? i .

Maybe. gy
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A Wintertime Sonnet

Elliot Libin

She said she'd go to the movies sometime.

| won't get my hopes up; she will not show. ,1';,"_1
Bl T
h
When she leaves me alone in December’s snow. =i = g

But I will still be left mute like a mime

o
'

Forlorn, | try all night and every day
To woo her; she’s quite pulchritudinous.
And I'm trying my best to make her stay.

If not, my feelings will be mutinous.

And the silly rhymes or the awkward glance

Won't suffice at the end of the day.

So maybe our texts will act as our dance

And we'll type our way into the ballet.

Uncertain! To the oracle | go! :r{ -

She sees me, her, a movie, and some snow.

Charlotte Chalme

29



= ol

) Vitamin o .

_Charlotte Farber ' d

The magazines say vitamin c

w
3 xr is vital in the winter.
2 3 I Maybe they've read me
o i i - awaiting your orange scent.
o e

4 = = | bought black mittens

. and a thick, white scarf
1 g I__l.n-" .:': in place of you.
g N = Inside my mind,

I've told myself I'm warm now,

and the still biting wind from outside
forms a single orange-

a taste of sweetness

and sustenance til next season.

My foggy citrus breath
hazes my view and | wonder:
how do the cold and warmth

ever muddle together?

Theresa: Schachtér




Wisp

Noah Ellman







Every time | stare at the window, | long for you

To appear out of the fog and take me home,

To grassy cliffs and lonely trees where you once held me from falling apart.
My room feels like it's closing in on me, like my skin is suffocating me,
Binding me, like the corset that | wish you would tear off of me.

Releasing me with your kiss would bring the color back to my cheeks.

The fog clears and what | thought was you retreats into the horizon.

Sweat builds on my forehead.

I need air.

| need to breathe.
Outside, light winds tickle my face as it starts to rain.
Small drops darken my red skirt.

The sky roars and, unable to contain it any longer, releases its own flood—all at ong
| can't tell if the water rushing down my cheeks is the rain or my own tears.

| scream your name through the thunder, telepathically telling you to appear.
My efforts fail, but we both know

That the sound of my voice will haunt you.

I'll travel through your desires and dreams.

Even if | do die in this house, you'll feel me in your soul.

Until then, I'll be at my window, seeing things.

My heart raced when | saw you the other day.

Red flooded my cheeks.
But you were a stranger.

bid
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(Inspired by Kim Demarco’s “Special Delivery”)

Sherode the black bike through the snow, ared scarf wrapped
tightlyaround hernecktokeep herwarminthefrigid weather.Thesnow
was falling hard and beginning to pile up on the street, but she couldn’t
let this deter her—she was on a mission.

Still, never one to break the law, she stopped her bike at the
crosswalk, carefultostopgentlysoasnottoupsetthecardboardboxtied
to the back. The mission could wait for a moment. But it was dark out
andsnowwasfalling,andwhennobravepedestrianappearedtocrossthe
street, she quickly began peddling again.

Despite the urgency of the mission, she couldn’t help but peer
intoanapartmentshepassed.Lightfromthewindowshoneoutintothe
wintry nightsky.Ablackcatstood onthewindowsill,eyeswideandalert.
Its ears looked perked up, too, but then again, didn't cats’ ears always?
Ears pointed upwards only really told you something when it came to
dogs, she supposed. Not cats. The cats were always listening.

Herhands,thoughcoveredinthickredmittens,werebeginning
togetquitecold.Shereached backward withone hand, placingitonthe
box from which hot steam rose.

Another crosswalk. She paused, and for a moment, the white
walkingmanonthestreetsignlookedlikeapolarbearstandingupright.
Then, as she placed her feet on the pedals once again, the white glow
morphed back into a man. The snowflake had fallen.

She hadreached her destination. Shelocked up her bike with a
metalchain,grabbedthewarmboxfromthebackofthebike,andrushed
indoors to enjoy her pizza.

“a red scarf wrapped

tightly around her neck”




Olivia Saar

Red Lipstick

In the Voice of Myrtle Wilson from The Great Gatsby

wokeupchokingontheairagain.Stale,

thick, full of motor oil and the sour

stinkofgasolinethatlingersintheback
of your throat formomentstoolong.Every
morning | tell myself that I'll get used to it,
thesamewayyougetusedtobreathingyour
own breath underablanket.Butthat’salie,
because eventually, you just suffocate and
die.

George is already up, his grease-stained
sleevesrolled past hiselbows, scrubbingat
a tire like his pathetic life depends on it. |
watch hisback, theway hisshouldersslope
likeabrokenroof,andhisspine curvesover
inawaythatleavesmefeelinguneasy.lused
tothinkhisquietnaturewasthekind of qui-
et you could fill with yourself, the kind of
quietavibrantwomanlikemecouldbounce
off of. 1 try to make up for his lack of luster;
| think of it as pouring water into an emp-
ty glass. But it turns out, some silences are
justvoids.Theytakeandtake andtake,and
when you try to put something in, it just
disappears.Like the glasshasaholeonthe
bottom—Ilikeit'sincapable of holding any
water.

"Morning," he says, not looking up.
I don'tanswer. | try not to clench my jaw or

rollmyeyesinannoyance.'malreadygone.
Mentallyl'vebeengone, but physically,not

36

yet—I'm about to be, though. I've got one
footoutthedoorandonehandstretchedto-
wardssomethingbiggerandbrighter.That
“something”is waiting for me right across
the bridge, in a high-ceilinged apartment
with French doors and soft rugs, where |
discardtheembarrassingpersonaofMyrtle
Wilsonandbecomesomeoneelse.Someone
Tom Buchanan goes out of his way to kiss
passionately, not tenderly.

| get to the apartment before Tom does; |
alwaysgettotheapartmentfirst—that’show
italways is.I'm always in that apartment—
if not physically, then mentally—waiting. |
checkmylipstickinacracked compact mir-
ror,making sure theredis perfect.Ineedto
makesurethatmyappearancescreamslook
at me, remember me, want me.

When he finally storms in, he doesn't say
sorry for being late. He's always late but |
don'tcare.l'llwaitallafternoon—aslongas
he comes. Tom doesn't even say “hello”—
buthislipsarealready on mine beforelcan
process his introductory words:

"How'’s Georgie?" he asks, smirking.

| want to claw that smirk straight off his
face, butnotbecause oftheindecencyand
rudenatureofhiscomment,butbecausehe
broughtupGeorgeinthespacelusetoavoid




him. But | dont say or do anything to convey
my repulsion at the mentioning of George—I
would never do anything to make Tom mad. |
just stretch outon the couch, and I make sure
to position myself in a way that reminds him
what he came here for.

The way Tom said “How’s Georgie?” was as
if my husbandis some schoolboy who's made
fun of for being an embarrassment. | realize,
though,thatTomisn'tlaughingatGeorge.Tom
islaughingatme,andtheworstpart?llethim.
Ilet him because although Tom thinks I'm pa-
thetic for staying with George, | am flattered
that he thinks | can do better than him.Tom'’s
ridiculeisflatteringtome,andldon’tcarehow
messed up that sounds because at least | am
honest with myself. | value Tom’s opinion of
memorethananyoneelse's.Hiswordsremain
withmelikefingerprintsonglass—they'relike
smudged proofthatlwasnoticed,evenifonly
physically, by a man like Tom. A man so differ-
ent from George.

Because Tom is rich, he smells like money, ci-
gars, cologne, and old leather seatsinacar'll
never drive. Tom smells like the kind of a car
thatGeorgeispaidtorepairbutwillneverown.
Tom doesn’t look at me like I'm something to
fix. He looks at me like | already belong to
him. And maybe | do. Maybe Tom looks at me
likelbelongtohimbecausethecarsbelongto
him,and Georgelooksatmelikesomethingto
fix because he only fixes what belongs to oth-
ers. George will never be worthy of owning
anything—owning me. Not like Tom owns
things—owns me.

| don't remember the fight, but just the
way George grabbed me. He shook me and
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screamed, "You can't fool God, Myrtle." All |
coulddowaslaughlikeamaniacbecausewhat
does God have to do with any of this? God
doesn't live in this garage. God doesn't smell
like oil, sweat, and unpaid bills. God doesn't
look at a woman, see her drowning, and look
the otherway.Butaboveall, God doesn't care
for girls like me. You know what they say:
"Good girls go to heaven, bad girls go every-
where!" Imightnotbegoingtoheaven.Imight
beabadgirlwhoneither God norGeorgecare
for.ldoknowonething,though:Tom caresfor
me and that’s all that matters.

SowhenlseeTom’s car, | run.lsee the familiar
headlightscuttingthroughthedark,bright,like
the future me and Tom will share. He sees me,
| know he does. He'll stop, and he’ll take me
with him. I stretch out my arms, waiting to be
lifted, to be saved, to be carried away from all
this.

Butthecardoesn'tstop.There’sasecondwhen
| hear a scream—uwas it Tom'’s voice? Did Tom
scream because he just killed the love of his
life—because he killed me? I still don't know.
The impact didn't feel like much at first, just
a shock, like the air got punched out of my
lungs.Then it was red—everything’s red. Red
like lipstick smeared across my teeth, the lip-
stick | wore only for Tom. | think, for a second,
that maybelfinally got hisattention.Then ev-
erything goesblack.I'm notthefirstgirl to die
waiting for a man to stop for her, and | won't
be the last.



J astormaman could be seen runningin the rain. His visage was as teary
A m I d St as the downpour, streaming with bright eyes beaming out of his horri-
fied face. Lightning continuously split the sky, so that the heavens were torn down along with the
firmament,andtherainsblewintheicywind.Thedropletsthemselveswerebrightenedbytheflashes
of lightning, lighting the entire scene as if heaven's strobe light had commenced arave. The man's
shadowwassprintingonthebridge, hisfigureflashingagainstthemetalfences, hisfaceforwardand
hisheartbackward.Hedidnotwanttoseehisdestination.Hedidnotwanttoseehersaddenedface.

Uponarrivingatthedoor,heshuddered,feelingfrozen,andenteredthehalls.Thetowering,
greathousewasindisrepairfromyearsofneglect,andithad sufferedmuchduringthesicknessofits
owner.Hisbootsslammedagainstthecarpetandhisbodymovedupthewinding,spiralingstaircase,
upand upandup.The candlesinthe wall sconces blew out as he darted up, the trails of smoke first
swingingbehind him, thenupalongside himtowardsthe openwindowupahead. Momentarily he
stopped, exhausted,andbeheldafullmooncreepingagainsttheblue clouds; the shimmeringlake
was a pale white and the bridge was but aline against the water. He turned his face away from that
openwindow,thecurtainsslammingintohisface.Hefeltdiscouraged,dismayedthathehadstopped
for just a moment now that he was on the final flight.

Swinging by the portal of a dark bedroom, he entered silently, afraid to wake the woman.
Hehadgrabbedacandlerightoutsidethedoor,andwithithe broughtsomewarmthintotheroom.
When hesawthewoman’s paleface, hefeltenragedat God.Heleaned overand caressed hercheek,
afraid that her soul was begging to flee.

"You know, you can't stay here," she said with a tear. "The bell toll looms; you'd better
leave!”

"Why wouldleverleave? You're bed-ridden and cold.Here," he covered her with the blan-
ket. "You shouldn't be without warmth for a second."

"I have had the warmth of a lifetime here with you. The cold outside is but an ancient
memory tome.lwill soon bereunited with thatcold.Love, step aside." He stepped backand she sat
up, breathing heavily. "l know," she said, "that you need my permission to take your freedom."

"What are you talking about?" The man's heart was pumping fast. "l need no freedom. |
need none. | find freedom with you!" He lunged for a kiss and she diverted her glance.

"No, sweetheart, no!" He froze.

"Why? O God, why!? | don't care. | don't care. You know what | want."

"No, love.l know you meant what you said, in life and death. And yes, in life and death we
will be together, but not now. My lips are the kiss of death; you can't be getting sick from me."

"You won't die, anyway. And, if you do, so too should | die”

Heshudderedunexpectedlyandtearsstreameddownhisface."Don'tleaveme.ldon'tfear

the Reaper.’
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Sheturnedto him, hereyes sparkling against her paleface.In death she felt more beautiful to
him, and he couldn't bear it.

"Stay with me." He held her hand tightly, and she closed her eyes. "Darling? Wake up!"

The windows burst open and the rain came pouring in. The light went out and the shadows
creepedinalongwithasubtlemoonlight.Sheopenedhereyesforasecond;theyreflectedthatheavenly
light.Inamomentthecurtainspulled overthewindow.He couldhaveswornhesawascythe,and hefelt
his heart writhe. Then, she stretched out, her eyes toward heaven, and they closed; she died.

Heleftthathouseweeping.Formonthshelayinbed.OneOctobereveningashewasdreaming
ofthatmoment; hefellintoadeep, foreversleep. Ashelooked up he saw herhand.Hetookitand death

took him.
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In better days | held my head up high.
Without a thought | sealed my fate with tears.
Come nightfall | would look to God's design.

Come morning with lies | reinforced my fears.

The screams in silence satisfied my heart.

No longer was | grounded; | rose up
Through clouds and fog all tearing me apart.
The sky's the limit but | had enough.

Now, what is heaven if there is no hell?

| left my briefcase on the bedroom floor.
What | was thinking not a soul could tell.
A second later | dashed beyond the door.

[ lost my job, | lost my spinning head.

What is my calling if there is no regret?

“Your head is in the clouds”is what they said,
But my delusion | will not forget.

God, send for heaven, before the tolling bell.
God, send for fire and take me down to hell.
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he snow fell gently on the war torn city. It was a cold night; it was a dark city—save

forthegleaminglightsofthemanor.Tall pinessurroundedtheestate, wherethrongs

of menand women streamed in.Carriageslined the streetasfarasthe eye could see.
Straining one’s ears to the distance, you could almost hear the sounds of war: the bang of
guns, theecho of tearsand screams. Here, though, tucked safely behind the trenches, New
Year’s Eve had arrived.

Inside the ballroom, ayoung woman sat, playing agrand piano. A row of candela-
bras on each side of the room shone an orange hue on the marble floor. The wild abandon
ofyouth lay thicklyintheair:champagnestainsonthefloor, headsthrown backinlaughter,
pairs of dancers, and a haze of body heat. It was a night of love and war, music and death; it
was a night for the ages.

Musicplayedforhourswhilethe guestsdanced.Theyateanddrankwithoutacare,
save for one man who stood watching that piano. Leaning forward, he was a portrait of
longing.

Whenthelineoutside had disappeared, asmilingman cametothe podium.Clink!
Clink! The room came slowly to a hush, as the host began his speech.

“lamhonoredtohostyoualltonight,aswearegatheredtocelebratethecomingof
thenewyear.Weshallsinganddance, eatand drink,indulge onelasttimeinthe pleasure of
now before today blurs into the past, the past to which we can never return. Our moments
withoneanother-howeverpainfullyfleeting—theyareallwehave.Asforthatthrobbingin
your throat, that wistful tug at your heart at the end of each year—that is the grasp of your
secondsoul.Neverforgetyoursecondsoul,theonethatwishestoescapeandlie,thoughtless,
in days gone by. And never forget that the past is the only place you can never see twice.”
Theman paused, breathless.”We may belivinginthe present—but we have left something
of ourselves in the past. Like any other loss, that cuts us deeply. As they say, time heals all
wounds. But perhapsitinflicts afew wounds of its own? May this year hold many blessings.
May the side of good prevail in this awful war. And, to better times—Happy New Year!”

Applauserang around theroom. A man began playing the violin,and the woman
rose from her piano. She wove her way to the edge of the crowd, hoping to find a drink. A
tap disturbed her mission.

“May | ask for a dance?” She turned to face the voice.

“Goodness! And hello to you, too!”

“Apologies, milady, really.” He fidgeted with his jacket pocket.

“Oh, | was merely joking.” She glanced over his green uniform, the brass buttons
that reflected the candlelight. “What brings you out from the trenches tonight?”

“Have a death wish for me, do you?”

She blushed a furious red.“Goodness! What a stupid question—just my curiosity
getting the better of me”

“Well, since you asked—an exception for New Year's."

She couldn’t help but smile.”l do love this holiday.”

“Bittersweet, isn'tit? Like hearing the most beautiful song, one that you can never
remember.” Chills ran up her arms.
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“l only wish...” She trailed off.
“Pardon?”
“Oh, forget it”” She shook herself out of her stupor. “When do you return to the front lines?”
“Enoughaboutthewar, really.| musthaveabreakonsuchanight,inthe presence of such beautiful
company.’His deep brown eyes betrayed his feelings.“That piano playing of yours, | must say—just lovely.”
“Why, thank you!”
The violin began a new piece.“So...that dance?”
She shook her head. “Oh, | really couldn’t. No, no, | mustn't”
“Ma’am, it is a ball you've come to!”
“Well, | mean, that piano was quite tiring”
“Just one dance, on such a bittersweet night? For a poor old soldier who's soon off to die alone?”
“Er...whenyou putitlike that...”She reluctantly took his arm.”Just one song!"The couple danced
together, all around the ballroom. After three steps the man nicked her shoe, and the woman laughed. He
couldn’t help but laugh with her, as she rolled her eyes at his bashful grin—a strange pair they made. The
promise of one dance was quickly forgotten.The man caught the scent of the flowersin her hairand sighed
deeply.Thewomanleanedinabitcloserand brushedagainsttheman'sneck.Timeblurred, untilthe woman
suddenly broke free.“Ah! What a beautiful song!”
“Pardon?”
“Certainly you know it: Auld Lang Syne?”
“I've heard it, but never known the words too well”
“It's a Scottish tune, meaning—well, | guess it means ‘old long since; literally.” |
“‘Old long since’? What rubbish! | could write better than that!” |
“No, no! It means...er...For old times sake;, more like it |
“And how does it go?” |
“Can’t you quiet down and listen?” |
“Nothing’s to be heard over this racket! Just sing along!”
Muttering, she yet again listened to this strange soldier’s request.
“Should auld acquaintance be forgot
and never brought to mind?
Should auld acquaintance be forgot
and days of auld lang syne?”
Tears welled up in her eyes. The man, however, was enchanted.
“My, that was beautiful!” She remained in stoic silence. “Where'd you learn to sing it?”
“My mother. Always makes me a bit emotional, if I'm honest.”
“It's like the speech from earlier, you could say?”
Thewomannoddeddistantly,buthermindwasracingwithrepeatingmemories.Thefinal postcard
andthe dreaded letter. Shefelt trapped in the ground, forever trapped in those wretched trenches, like her
beloved.Whatwouldhethinkofher,forgetting himsoeasily? Nausearose quicklythroughher.Hadallthose
tear-filled nights been for naught? Could she forget so easily those days gone by, that vanished paradise?
“I-l must surely be going now. Good night, and a good year, too.” She gave a small curtsy and fled.
“Wait—onemoment!"Butshewasgonealready,runningofftoafuturefromwhichshewouldnever
return. The man's heart ached for her already, with a painful nostalgia. He delved into the crowds of the
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ballroom, trying to run after her. But the room was too packed, and fate was not with him. He searched
until he could no longer remember the sharp lines of her face. Oh! How his memory failed him, when he
most needed it!

He returned slowly to the dance floor. Reluctantly, he found another partner, with whom he
dancedandlaughedabittooloudly.Buthe couldn’thelpaglance over hisshoulder. Alas, forall his search-
ing,thewomanhad escaped him.During one of these searchinglooks, he caughthisreflectioninagolden
goblet. He saw init his childhood home out in the country—the land of times gone by, to which he could
neverreturn.Hesigheddeeply.Herfloralscent,hergorgeousplaying,werealreadyarelicofthepast,andhe
loved her more for it.

As the ball ended, the man watched in disgust as drunken couples ahead of him spilled out the
manordoors.Forgetfulnesswasnottheremedy he sought—thismanwanted memory.Hewantedtolose
himself in the past and never leave it. He tasted bile in the back of his throat, and then he bolted.

The biting wind whipped past hisface as he sprinted away.The trees, the shadows, the people—
theyall blurred together. Eventually, gasping forairand out of breath, he kneeled over.That woman'’s face
came to mind, and he ran once more, away from that ballroom. He knew, deep down, from what he was
running.

As he continued his run from that terrible manor, he stumbled onto a decrepit courtyard. On the
gateway was inscribed “but dust and shadows, but dust and shadows,”the entrance to an endless line of
graves.Oh!Howitcuthimthen!The manran, too,fromthatwretched place ofdeath, that supposedshrine
of memory.

Later, he found himself walking along the quay, as if emerging from a trance. On one pier was a
statue of some forgotten god, lost to time. He turned away and found himself humming the tune of Auld
LangSyne,asthecoldwind carried him pastthe statueandthe graveyard, pastthe pianoand themanor, to
ayoung pianist walking lonely through the night. A tall wave crashed on the dock, spraying the man with
seawater, like those tears of heaven, those tears of yearning, of all those second souls.
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From Chapter I: A Wintry Morning

twasyetanother wintry morning in Wullsden—

coldraysofearlysunrisepiercedthroughtheshut-

ters'slats.Theonce-beautifulbarbarianvillagewas
paralyzedin an everlasting winter.The snowcapped
mountainsencircled three-fourths of Wullsden, save
for the dense Sriltz forest, a warm, damp pine forest
somehowsparedfromthefrost.Sporadicavalanches
occasionallyfloodedtheWullsden’shousesandmade
theterrainbetweenthemimpassable.Allofthetown's
barbarianinhabitantsbelievedthatthisisolatedwinter
was the doing of Dark Emperor Crux, who was using
his Magic to trap them all in eternal cold. Of course,
thatwasmeresuperstition. ..butanythingwaspossible.
Rumors of the terror wrought by the Emperor raised
suspicion in the secluded village.

Uldrird pushedhimselfoffthesideofhisbed
andyawned.Afterstretching,hestumbledtowardhis
wardrobe, barefeetstrikingthecreakingfloorboards.
He dressed himself in his bear-fur cloak. A thread of
honorwaswovenintothatcloak,earned by showing
valorin battle. Uldrird splashed frigid water fromthe
basinonto hisfacetochillhimselfawake.Hedried his
face off witharag, lifted hishammerfromits hookon
thewallandslidtheoversizedweaponintoitsholster
on his hip.

Uldrird’swarhammerwasagiftfrom hisun-
cleHyamn, the clanking himself.Thehammer’shead
was a block of Tar Agaor—a sturdy stone mined and
forged by the Halinds.

Asheexitedhissmallbedroom,Uldrirdlifted
hisyewbowandquiverofgoose-fletchedarrows—an-
othergiftfromhisuncle—fromtheirplaceonthewall.
Heslungbothoverhisshoulder,checkingthequiver's
leatherstrap.UldrirdlookedoverandsawLassmeersit-
tingsilentlyonastraight-backedwoodenchairbythe
entrance to the hut.

Atthe age of four, after his own parents had
died in battle—or so he'd been told—UlIdrird had
been moved in with Lassmeer, his older cousin, and
the two of them had been raised by Uldrird's aunt.
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Lassmeerwasnineyearsseniortotheeighteen-year-
old. Although the laws of the clan would have per-
mitted him to live on his own, familiarity led him to
remainwith Lassmeer. And Lassmeer treated Uldrird
like close family.

“Uldrird,gooutsideandsnatchsomebreak-
fast,wouldya?”Lassmeerdrawled.“I'm starvin/Need
our strength for the old Council, eh?”

Uldrird nodded inagreementand made his
way tothefrontdoor. As he openedit, a gust of frigid
airblastedthrough,stinginghisskin.Uldrirdsquinted
throughtheflurryandfixedhisgazeonthevillageout-
side.Thetrees,drapedwithsnow,swayedandtrembled
in the winter wind. Despite the early hour, men and
womenroamedtheslushydirtroadsthatranbetween
thewoodenhutsandhousesscatteredunevenlyacross
the snow-patched grass.

Uldrird assumed that most of the townsfolk
wereheadingtowardtheheartofBearclan'svillageof
Waullsden, the Town Center. Uldrird had visited there
many times and knew its alleys and crannies like the
lines on the palm of his hand: the market that sold
herbs, milk, butter, fruit, bread, and slabs of meat.
Shops and workhouses like the Smith Braendall's
blacksmith'sshop—forweapons,armor,andrepairsof
same.There wasthe carpenter,and Loranatheleath-
er-smith, and the town tailor...the list went on.

And in the middle of it all stood Bulskon’s
Love Kill Inn, bustling with clansmen day and night
who simply needed a day or an hour away from
home...orwhosehomeshadbeendestroyed.Veryrare-
ly did Wullsden receive visitors from the outside.

Uldrirdmergedontoasnowylane, hisboots
squelching in the sludge. Trekking through the vil-
lagestreetswerebarbarianmenwithbroad,muscular
shoulders,cladinchainmailarmoroverleathertunics.
Unevenly strapped to their backs rested battle axes,
maces,warhammers.ThebarbariansofBearclanwere
savage, ruthless,andknowntoshownomercy.Some
described them as“berserk," not just for their rage in



battlebutfortheirwildcountenancesaswell.OnestoodouttoUldrird:short-hairedandgruff-looking, he
boreamatchingsetofspearhead-tippedbattleaxesboundtohiswaist,oneoneitherside.lttookanespe-
ciallyskilledwarriortowieldsuchunorthodoxweapons,yetnonewasworthierthandouble-axedThaldgar.

“Thaldgar!” Uldrird shouted. He walked over to clap the man roughly on the shoulder.

Thaldgargaveadeeplaughandawide, brightgrin.“Outferhunting,eh? Don'wannnabelatefor
the Council now, do we?”

Uldrird grinned, his longtime friend’s brusque voice awakening him with its warm familiarity.
ThaldgarandRheurmend,anotherwide-shoulderedbarbarian,wereUldrird’'sclosestfriendsinsidetheclan.
Excluding Lassmeer, of course. And Thaldgar was quite senior in the Council.

“Didyahearwhatpassed?'Thaldgarasked.Uldrirdshookhishead,alwayseagerformorninggos-
sip and knowing that Thaldgar would be eager to spill it.

“Fadar is dead”

Uldrird’s grin faded to a bitter line.

FadarhadbeentheBearclan'smostpowerfulfighter.Indeed,hehadbeenconsideredthemostpow-
erfulfighteramongalloftheclans.He'doncefacedoffagainstthreedozenarmedEmpiresoldiers, himself
barehandedand unarmored.Atleast,thatwasthetale.That,andthis:bytheend ofthebattle,theground
hadbeensoakedwithbloodlikeastew,whileFadarhadwalkedoffwithnothingbutahandfulofscratches.

Uldrird struggled to understand. His jaw dropped.”...Fadar? Dead? How!?”

“Slain.Howelse?BestedinbattlebyaGronobyl,Iheard.Otherssayheendedhimself—toostrong
t'lose,yehknow?Nonsense, really.ltwasanEmpireraid.Eversniffingaround,everexpanding,theyare.The
Council believestheyranintoourpatrolteam, whoreactedfiercely. Notraces of anyoneleft.Fromeither
side”

Uldrird triedto processthis news.Ifthe Empire’sforces were strong enough to take down Fadar,
ofallpeople...whatchancedidtherestofthemhave?Fadarhadalwaysseemedpowerfulandundefeatable,
catchingalleyeswhenhewalkedintoaroom,causingeventhemoststrong-willedofmentocower.Uldrird
shoved the beginnings of fear aside. No time for weakness.

Uldrirdgrunted.“Goodasanythinghe’sgone, Isuppose.YouandlbothknowthatFadar's power
wasathreattotheruleoftheKing.lguessmore'sthegloryforus,too, right?Still...thisisthe third raid this
month.They keep this up, we mightfind ourselvesinthe middle of awarwith the Empire.One we clearly
can't win/”

Thaldgar grimaced, and responded gruffly. “Yeah. Well, we're working on it

“Who else was on the patrol?”

Thaldgarhesitated.”Ah...Vrahg, curseit, | supposeyou'd hearitsoonerorlater.There wereonly
threeothers.Dremr, Thropp,and, well.. . Thaldgarlocked eyes with Uldrird and grasped hisforearm.”“I'm
sorry. Sheya, too.”

Uldrirdfroze.Sheya, the second-mightiestwarriorintheclanafterFadar, lostaswell?Hisdoubts
resurfaced, laced with a deeper grief. Uldrird had never known what to call his relationship with Sheya,
especially since the time when Uldrird dove off the roof of a building in her honor when they were small
children—anactoffoolishdevotionthat,tohercredit,shehadn’tquitereciprocated.ButSheyahadalways
been different.
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Thaldgarcuttheuncomfortablesilence.”WithFadardead,we'llneedtoelectanewCouncil-Mas-
ter. Today. Someone who knows what they’re on about, mind you.”

Uldrird exhaled. He pushed his sorrow at Sheya’s death down into his belly where the rage was
andsteadiedhimself.She'dclearlydiedanhonorablewarrior.Herefusedtotainthermemorywithhisown
weakness.

“Nowwe'll'avetosecure ournortheastborderfrom Clan Pardus by ourselves, I figure, Thaldgar
added with a sigh.

“Aye,” Uldrird agreed, and forced a chuckle. It didn't take a Learner to understand that it was
largelythethreatofFadar'spower—thetales,asmuchashismightitself—thathadwardedoffthefearsome
Pardus clanfordecades. Afterall, Fadar had been the Pardus Chief before he had been exiled and joined
Bearclan. Lucky for Bearclan that he had.

“I'll have to discuss that privately with King Hyamn. Don't trust the Council to handle it right”
Thaldgar added.

“Good luck, then”

Uldrirdturnedofftheroadtowardthetreeline.Hetrodasquietlyaspossibleintotheedgeofthe
giantSriltzForest,EastofWullsden.Soonenough,hewassurroundedbydensetreeswithtangledbranches.
He couldn't stray toofarin, or he might reveal his presence to the unfriendly Danks who called the Sriltz
home.

I guess | won't be visiting here quite as often anymore, Uldrird thought. Sheya had frequently
insistedonhisjoiningherforherseeminglymindlessamblesthroughthewoods.Shewashardtosaynoto,
particularly because Sheya spoke to almost no one other than Uldrird.

Uldrird silently berated himself for his own mental wandering. Focus.

Hestayedalertnotonlyfor prey, butsoldiersfrom Sarro, too—the large Imperial military camp
deeperintheforesttothesoutheast.ltmademanybarbariansuncomfortable,livingsoVrahgingclosetothe
enemy.ButfarworsewasPashwa,theruinousEmpirecitytothenearnorth,whichteemedwith Gronobyls.
Indeed,PashwawastheonlypermanentGronobylhomesituatedoutsidetheMirklands—thedrearyswamp
that the majority of those monstrous creatures called home.

Itwastoo quiet.No Danks could even be heard rustling through the brush of theirhidden king-
dom.He cursed softly asleaves crunched under his feet, practically trumpeting his presence to his prey.

Uldrird froze fora moment, cupping his ear, straining for the sound of a startled herd. Nothing.
Hecontinuedtowalk,watchinghisstepsmorecarefully.Therewerealwaysherdsofdeerandothergamein
theSriltz, particularlyalongtheforestedge,idealfortheanimalstofeedon.Thelush,year-roundgreenery
sustained many families of deer and there was plenty of water to be drunk from the Goeser Reservoir.

Ashe prowled, Uldrird kept his eyes alertand focused, scanning for tracks.There! The two-toed
print was easily identifiable in the claylike,impressionable Sriltz dirt. The tracks were moist and fresh. A
smile curled Uldrird’s lips. The hunt was on, and it would go well indeed.
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Had her hourglass remained in its starting position—

The first grains of sand beginning to trickle down—

She would still reside behind that one-way glass:

Only facing the surface that reflected the soft fabric,
Rose-colored cotton, the gentle folds of her dress.

She would have thought the stars were distant fireworks,

That the ocean was a giant blanket for the earth,

Woven by the clouds, the waves rolling to her heartbeat.

She would never know of the storms that stirred those very waters
Or that the fire and the light would one day perish.

She would never realize that this smooth, pearl-shaped world
Often extended sharp edges.

But the sand only piled higher,

And suddenly, everything was clear.

And yet, it wasn't.
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Lacy, oh Lacy, so perfect in all that you do.
No matter how hard I try, I'll never be enough like you.

| have teenage dreams of being slim, pretty, cool.
Instead, I'm trapped in jealous eyes that make me cruel.

Your soft smile, your perfect teeth, and your beautiful skin,
While all | see are acne marks and scars within.

You have it all with effortless grace.
How does it feel to live in my dream’s place?
While my aspirations glow on giant screens.

When pretty isn't pretty enough, what do you do?
| reshape myself to fit a box never made for me.

They told us all bodies are the same,
But they only ever praised one shape, one frame.

So | stopped the late-night snacks,

Layered makeup like armor on my face.

When you can't see the real skin, it’s just a mask,
And masks don't feel disgrace.

I judge reflections only | can see, Rachel Gurevich
Measuring flaws no one else observes.

So Lacy, oh Lacy, teach me your ways.
How do you reach stars that bend toward you,
While mine drift further away?

Men have opinions, loud and unkind,
Yet none of them study the female mind.
Maybe if women led this land,

Wed understand our bodies better

And loosen beauty’s cruel demand.

So I'lie awake and wonder

Why I'll never be you.

I grow defensive, less expressive,
Heavy with a sadness that grew.

I wish I could finally begin
To believe that beauty lives within.

Pretty hurts.
Are you happy with yourself?
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“Bon,allezy”Mymomreluctantlydroppedthesilver,sand-covered eurosintomy
palm, the sound of coins clinkingamid the chorus of seagulls swarming centripetally onto
thenearestsparefry.Readingbythebeachwasexhausting,andlwasfeelingmyselfbecome
a seagull.

| eased out of the chair, planting my sand-caked feet into the dunes. Grandpa
offeredtoaccompany me.Mybaresolesscratchedagainstthe cobblestoneramp, pastthe
lockers,and up the creaking wooden stairs. The boardwalk was a parade of confectionery
paradise. This particular town’s favorite food was churros, a delight for the citizens but an
opportunity for the seagulls.

Atthetop of the stairs, | was greeted by the pests attacking a plucked churro. My
grandpalaughed beside meandsaid | had betterbe quickwhen eating, orelse that would
happentome.Rightacrosstheroaddividingbeachfromtownwasthebestice creamstore
inFrance,butitwasn'tjustgoodbecauseoftheicecream-itwasgreatbecauseofthecrepes.

Itold the cook whatIwanted and he gotto work, first drizzling the honey golden
batter onto the stove top, then spreading it out thinly. This was the sweet scent that filled
thestreets.Apinchofsugar,andwrappedinanapkin,theambrosiaof mydreams.leagerly
munched onitwhilewalkingoutoftheshop, butlwasignorantofthedivingseagullready
to intercept me.

Landing on my shoulder, it ripped the crepe from my mouth before flying away
and being tackled by its comrades. | could only watch as the shreds of my delicacy got
strewn out onto the streets. Tears welled up in my eyes, but my grandpa was cackling.”|
can't wait for you to tell your mother what happened!”
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;ET “As you make your bed, so you must lie in it.”

)]
‘E ti Nathan Attias

A familiar sound echoes through my head. ile
It's a call to reflect, areminder that one must be ready to live with .'I; A
theconsequencesofone’sactions.Thesefewwordshavebecome ' 4+,
the compass | rely upon at each crossroad life surprises me with.

F Nathan ‘Attias



“Comme on fait son lit, on se couche!
| smile like he would.

“Nathan, you are almost an adult now. You can decide by yourself what is best for you. But, think well,
because as you make your bed, so you must lie in it

| have heard this idiom so many times that | can’t remember when he first said it to me. | am lucky,
though, to have heard it so often.

My familyis a patchwork of people that history has castaside atevery turn.lamthe generation that has
the luxury of being able to stay put. My grandfather never met his family. They all perished in the Holo-
caust. In his own words, becoming a grandfather was certainly the most joyful chapter of his long life. |
cansense that spending time with me and passing on his wisdom is worth gold to him. Papi never met
therestof hisfamily, but hisfathermade suretoteach himvery early on hisfamily’s motto:“As you make
your bed, so you must lie in it

Its origins are a mystery to me.
All'l know is “As you make your bed, so you must lie in it

Nostalgiarunsinmyblood.How reassuringitis tolet your mind revisitfond memories. Maybe because
partofhispastwaserased,|lknowitsvalueandcherisheachandeverydetailthat survived, passeddown
through branches of our family tree.

Every time | arrive in Paris, my grandfather welcomes me with a paper bag from the boulangerie. This
is another family tradition, one | adopted right away! Le pain au chocolat is my papi’s “Madeleine de
Proustlwassevenyearsold whenhetookmestrollingin Le Marais—where heat myagelived afterthe
war,insearchofmymadeleine.lwillalwaysrememberthenarrowcobblestonestreetsandoldbuildings
we passed; they seemed to stand proudly in adversity to the sprawling Napoleonicavenues. Paris at its
finest. After examining my options, | settled for a bag of candy, 100 grams of jewels. When we left the
store, | didn't lose any time before unwrapping and tasting the bonbon | had my eyes on the moment
thebellrang,thedooropened,andweenteredthecolorfulfacade ofthe confiserie.Myeyesclosed, but|
could still feel his ancient smile. After | finished it, | looked up to him and asked if | could take another
one. Papi looked at me, raised his index, and said:

“Nathan, this belongs to you. You can do whatever you please with them. But, remember,

comme on fait son lit, on se couche. If you eat all of them today, you won't have any more tomorrow.”
I looked at the cobblestones for a few seconds as if they could help me decide. With the sound of my
grandfather’spowerfulrefrain,lgently putthecandybackinthepouch.lcarriedmytreasureinonehand
with his hand in the other. We continued our promenade in silence, just content to share this moment
together. Ten years have passed. | now know the real treasure was the lesson he taught me that day.
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Elliot lsibin

JohngetsbreakfastfromthebodegaandjumpstheturnstilefortheM,heading
to downtown Manhattan. When he gets to work he sees his friend, Steve.

“Babe Ruth was ridiculous last night, eh, Johnny?”

“You know it, Steveo.”

Usually, he's a bit more talkative but his mind is occupied by thoughts of the
guywhoslipped upand gotthe bootfromthe manin charge.John’s boss would never
fire anyone even if they're incapable of the job.

John takes in the sounds of New York City as he's raised to the 73rd floor of
the soon-to-be Empire State Building.

Usingawrenchin hislefthand,and hisrightasaharness, John getsto bolting
steel.He'stold thatheisapartofsomethinggreat,buthedoesn'tseeitthatway.Hesees
the other buildings he's worked on in the distance but he feels no pride.

Helooks upinagonyafteran hourof grueling laborinthe punishing summer
heat.In His mercy, God sends a cool zephyr,accompanied by a white butterfly. Itis the
mostbeautifulthingJohnhaseverseen.Fightinggracefullyagainstthewind, thefabled
white monarch preserves its beauty. John wishes he could be like the butterfly. John
wishesto be free.But John has promises to keep. And a while to work before he sleeps.
And a while to work before he sleeps.
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“What took you so long to get here?”| asked.

“It's a long walk; what do you mean?”

“You live four blocks away from me.”

"“Whatever, she replied “What's the quickest route?”

“The bus a few streets away takes us directly north to where we want to go.”
“So let’s go.”
Theenginestartedup,wobblingusandsendingvibrationsoutthroughourmouths.
“What have you been up to recently? Enjoying your time off?”

“Not really. Dad got sick so he decided we all had to be miserable with him.”
“Real bummer; did you at least get to see some friends?”

“They're all gone, and the one that stayed gets MRI’s every day.”

“Wow, your life sucks.”

“Tell that to myself everyday.”

“Though | was able to have a driving lesson; | passed the mock test my instructor
gave me.

“Look at you! But if you get your license before me, our friendship is over”
“And | would never want that to happen.”

The bus stopped and the driver got out.

“Oh, haha”

| looked over my shoulder to see if this was our stop.

“We're close.”

“But why have we stopped like this?”

| took a closer look at the front.

“And the driver’s gone.

“I think he's taking a smoke break.”

“This is what my tax dollars are going to?”

“You don't pay taxes.”

“And you don't have a job!

“Walked right into that one!”

The diver got back on and we got off at our stop.

Annie Malkin



Abby Silverstein

Theyoungest daughter stays overlooked. She’s overshad-
owedandwaitsforhermoment,butitnevertrulycomes.Shefollows
her older sister, waiting to gain her pride. Yet, she is always Just
There. Never truly heard. Never really seen.

Whentheeldestisseenasaccomplishingsomething,“why
didn’t she"? If the eldest gets different standards for her work, it's
celebrated.Yet, theyoungersisterisn't praisedforherconsistentwins.
Lifedoesn'tworkthewayshewants.Peopledon‘ttruly carebecause
everything has already been seen and done.

Though sheis oftenignored, she tries to do what's best for
everyone.Shestaysthinking of others, putting them before herself.
Because why would she need anything when she never really had
anything? She smilesin the halls as people go by, friendly to all. She
is friends with everyone but no one’s first choice.

She gives gifts to everyone she meets, hoping that one
personwillshowhersomeappreciation.Shedoeseverything, butis
told she’sdone nothing, and should be more. The oldest is the third
parent,thehelpinghandandtheundervalued.Butbeingdescribed
as undervalued just shows how much people value you. Unlike the
youngest.

The youngest just wants to be her own person, but stays a
shadow.




What dust of the earth

forms an eldest daughter?

Does her laughter come from

the ocean tides,

waving to and fro,

in ebbing flow?

Or would her ice-blue eyes repent
if the silver moon

shone on the sun?

Could her mountains move

before her or even
befriend lowest valleys? .
Or does an eldest daughter’s laughter

also live low
and resound only through her daughte
and then her daughter’s daughter?
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Everywhere
Covered in magic.
Our voices carry
Into the air

Of gold.

The sun in the sky,
The light on our skin,
The glow in my heart
All around and within

Of copper.

The smell of a warming fire,
My skin in a bronze flush,
The walks and talks,

The jumps and leaps,

As we take in the rush

Of light,

Drifting slowly from moment to moment,
Singing as the sky turns to gold.

The light is within each of us

Even as we grow old.

For all your songs,

| listen and sing,

Never forgetting the sweet memories attached,
The feeling of togetherness in the music.

The pieces fit, the ones | previously lacked.

I am your violin,

Spreading your beauty,

Carrying you with me

Wherever | go,

Never forgetting any lesson,

Getting me through my highs and lows.

Oh, how I long for my Jerusalem
Whenever | look at the stars in the sky,
Dreading those last moments,
Wishing | didn’t have to say goodbye.
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Palimpsest

Eleanor Goldfarb

I've been told that | must leave a mark on this world,
Something final to be remembered by,

Like footprints on fresh concrete that harden firm.

But then | remember the road I'm on is simply covered in worn
pavement,

Concealing its past travels,

Forin truth, thisroad is asphalt that has crumbled under the weight
of many actions.

After all, it was once cobblestone,

A place where horseshoes clinked and clanked,

A dusty path,

And before that a field where grasses were playful and wild.
And so | know my road will be walked on a million times.

The heavy clouds will release their long-held rain,

And it will go pitter-patter.

Potholes will form and fill

Until they sink into the mud and are swallowed up.

Then again, youthful grasses will spring up, and dandelions will
bloom.
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| used to really love geography.

The jigsaw puzzles of the countries,

How they all clicked into place so perfectly.

| could pick one up, examine the border that made each
their own,

Run my hand over the bumps in admiration.

Then let it slide back in

With a slow whoosh like a perfect half-court shot.

I had one in sphere form, too, that | could watch turn
round and round for hours,

Run my finger over it, feeling the sharp line where the
halves come together.

Was it a fluke in creation?

| didn’t know which was more real, the flat or the round
one,

Nor what truly went on in all these different places—
Not that | care, though.

| always wondered how small | would need to be to fit
inside,

For I could spread my hand out across half of Europe.
When | had tired after a long day of play, my eyes would
water,

And the bright, individual colors would melt into one.
A kaleidoscope would form as | drifted into a world that
didn’t exist on the map.

Other times, | would take little army men and let them
run free and conquer the land.

But in my heart, | knew | was the queen over the earth.
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| close my eyes, and I'm back. That earthy, musky smell fills my nostrils, and |
inhaledeeply,gettingdrunkonthatdistinctive scent.The coolnessfromthedampgrass
seeps through the towel and onto my back; lying down, | feel the relaxation setin. | hear
allthe wildlifearound me, the whistlefromthewind on suchacoolnight, the softtweets
from birds, and the loud crickets. | hear all the chittering from my friends around me. |
look up at the trees hanging overhead all around us, yet they don't cover all of the stars
and constellations.Whilelexaminethemonebyone,thenumerousstarstwinklebackat
me.lmmediately, [locate the smalland big dippers, from drawing theimaginary lines to
connectthestarsinto constellations.Living in the city, | never see stars like this, orany at
all,andlaminawe. My favorite memories from camp are stargazing with my friends. But
then, | open my eyes and I'm not in camp.

| close them again, frantically trying to relocate the memory, butit's gone, and
initsplaceisavastocean.|can practically smellthe ocean air.The saltiness of it hurts my
nose for a second, but then | get used to it, and | take another deep breath. This time, |
tastethesaltandembraceit,eventhoughit’ssalty.Thecooloceanbreezeblowsandcools
downtheswelteringsun.Thewavescrashagainsteachother,and theseagullssquawk.|
look at the sight before me. Leaning on the railing of the cruise ship, | see the deep, rich
blue of the ocean, with no land in sight. | squint my eyes from the blaring sun, but acci-
dentally open them.

Idon'tclose my eyesagain,andinstead, | rememberwherelam.Inmybedona
Monday morning.llookat the time:6:23; ughhhhhh.| pull the covers up and feel myself
getting pulled backinto sleep. Then my door opens, and my sister comesin, reminding
me that if | don’t get up and get ready, I'll be late for Mishmar. | get up, begrudgingly,
and look out the window. Different hues of orange, red, and yellow stare back at me. In
themiddle ofallthe beautiful chaos, the sunrestsin the sky.The sightisalmostblinding.
Thewarmcolorscomplementthelightblueskyandwhite, fluffyclouds.Theneighboring
buildings surround the sun like the star it is, like the sun is drowning in the blue ocean
ofthesky.lrealize all of my beautiful memories can be made right through my bedroom
window.
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Cookies

or Abigail Maksin
Cardboard?

| once had a dream,

A vision of a masterful concoction-
Bananas, oats, eggs, yogurt.

Oh, where it went wrong,

| could never tell you.

| sat there.

Staring at the twisted mess

Of broken dreams laid out before me.
And while a naked eye could never tell,
Rest assured, my heart was there.

To my family | offered the poorly cut banana bread.
They accepted, no judgment in their eyes,

But just one bite

Said it wasn't right;

Their faces twitched in aversion.

To compare my work

To a piece of cardboard

Might make a little sense,

But the thought and effort
Will forever shine

Like glistening shades of gold.
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In my mind, it’s still 7:00pm.

I'm home from day camp

With freshly showered hair,

Blond from the sun,

That wets my itchy polyester Disney Princess nightgown,
Now soft from being washed so many times.

Tired, but content.
Disney Jr.onTV,
Barbies on the floor.

30 minutes until bed time.
Those 30 minutes are everything.

It's twilight outside.

A pink and orange glow fills the air.
The sky is almost dark,

But not quite.

| wish the sun would never set,
And | could exist

Between 7:00 and 7:30
Forever.

Forever
Evening

Hannah Katz

Raquel Avitan



“l am not solitary whilst | read and write
though nobody is with me. But if a man would be
alone, let him look at the stars” (Emerson, Nature)
Lucian looks back into a dark alley, making sure he
is alone. The air has a slight chill, causing him to feel
anxious.Hereachesintohis pocket, pullsout hiscash
(a rarity these days when money is all virtual), and
re-counts it, hoping to calm his nerves. A couple of
minutes passand the man Lucian came to see shows
up. He didn't give a name, just the time and place to
meet him.

The man whispers, “You have the money?”

“Uh, yes, | do...here," Lucian says as he
hands him the cash. The man grabs it rather aggres-
sively and counts it. Once he is satisfied, he pockets
the bills and pulls out the small tubes of paint: red,
blue, and yellow, just enough to make all the other
colors. Lucian takes the paint and before he can put
the paints away, the man is gone. He looks around

_ again just to make sure and then heads home. The

lights of the skyscrapers around him are almost
blinding,remindinghimofthesocietywherehelives.

» Eversincetheworld becamefully virtual, society has

lacked culture and individual expression.
Lucian turns the corner into his small
brownstone, one of the few that remain. Soon it will
probablygetdemolishedandatall skyscraperwillbe
builtinits place, forcing Luican to move to one of the
cookie-cutter apartments he saw on the way home.
The minute he gets home he has the desire to paint.
Lucian goes down to his basement where he creates
hisart.He walks down therickety staircase tofind his
studio waiting for him. A makeshift easel is propped
up in the corner with his past work hanging on the
walls next to it. Bits and pieces of charcoal are here
and there, paint brushes worn down, a bucketin the
corner collecting rainwater. Although his “antique”

Imaginz?ry'

house is simple, it's perfect for Lucian’s chosen life-
style.He owns few possessions, only the bare neces-
sitiesand his art supplies, of course. The world keeps
evolving,andtrendscomeandgo,butLucianfocuses
on his passions: painting and drawing.

Lucianremembersatimebeforetechnology
ruledtheworld, when natureblossomedand people
appreciated it. He dips his paintbrush into his new
tube of yellow and mixes it with some blue to create
the perfect color of grass. He thinks back to when he
was a child going fishing with his father. The slight
breezerustledthebladesofgrassbeneathhisfeet.Lu-
cianvariestheintensity ofhisbrushstrokestodisplay
the grass’s movement. He pictures the sun shining,
creating little sparkles of light on the water. Using
white and different shades of blue, Lucian captures
thelake.Lucianremembersthepurehappinesshefelt
when he caught hisfirst fish. He projects that feeling
into his painting.

Even though no one is with him, Lucian
doesn'tfeellonely.Hefeelsthe mostfulfilledwhenhe
is painting. Nature is his greatest muse. Lucian often
thinks that besides him, the whole world has forgot-
tenaboutnature.ltpracticallydoesn’texistanymore;
humanshavedrainedtheearthofitsnaturalresources
to build more machines. The gradual process hap-
pened in the blink of an eye. Lucian’s farm (where
he was born and raised) was seized for government
projects. Lucian relocated to the city where there’s
not even a single leaf blowing anywhere. Humans
are slaves to technology. It's only a matter of time
until Artificial Intelligence assumes full control. As if
it hasn't already, Lucian thinks. Art forms are nearly
extinct because of Al capabilities, making it hard to
come by art materials. Lucian finishes his painting
and hangs it up to dry. He then eats a light dinner
and goes to bed. He dreams about his childhood,
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suddenly missing his mother and father.

The next day, Lucian goes about his usual
routine of waking up, going to work, and coming
home. He does very monotonous work. Doing one
thing after another, Lucian feels like a robot when
he is in the office. His only solace is when he comes
home greeted by the smell of paint. Today Lucian
wants to paint the night sky, but he can’t remember
thelasttimehe sawstars, letalonefoundthe constel-
lations. Lucian goes up to the roof, thinking it might
jog hismemory, but he knowsit’s useless.The preva-
lentairpollution makesitimpossible to see the stars.
Lucian looks up and sees a blank sky, although not
dark.The electronic light from the buildings around
his house replaces the once-visible starlight.

Luciancloseshiseyesandvisualizesthestars
dotting the evening sky. “If you ever find yourself
alone, let the stars be your company. Look for the
north star. It will guide you and will never disappear.”
His mother’s words echoin Lucian’s mind. Ever since
his motherdied, Lucian has looked for the stars. That
sense of being in awe of the natural things around
him was very comforting. That is part of the reason
why Lucian paints, to capture nature’s essence and
appreciate it, which is getting harder and harder to
dothese days. Itis getting chilly so Lucian goes back
downstairs to work. He paints the view from his roof:
swirls of black and blue behind the bold landscape
of the city around him. He flicks his paintbrush on
the canvas, scattering starsin the night sky. When he
finishes, he hangs it up to dry and goes to bed. He
falls asleep, dreaming of stars.

Lucian’s coworker Ronald came overto him
the next day at work, holding a flier.

“Did you hear about this? There's going to
be an artexhibition at the center. They are holding it
for the first time in a decade. The last time they had

one was...”

Lucian stopped paying attention at this
point and took the flier from his hand. True enough,
on Wednesday the Center for Technological Im-
provement was having an art show. Lucian, feeling
intrigued, decided that he would go. He wondered
what kind of art would be there. Would it be like his
ownsecretpaintings? Lucianoftenwondered whatit
would be like to showcase his art. This was an oppor-
tunity to see a real exhibit.“l think I'm going to go,”
Lucian said to his coworker.

“I'll see you there,” Ronald replied.

WednesdaycameandafterLuciangotready,
heheadedovertothecenter.ltwasaveryfancyevent;
countless reporters and critics were there. He was in
awe of the prestige and was optimisticabout the art
ondisplay. Lucian was guided to the showroom and
looked at the art. Before him were ten copies of the
samescene,depictingthenightsky,similartoLucian’s
painting. But the paintings were bland; there was
no emotion or variety. There was the same distance
between each star, against a dark navy background.
The description below the paintings read“Reaching
for the Stars, Al art.” Lucian looked around and saw
the admiration in the faces of the viewers. Whispers
around the room said, “These are extraordinary...
I've never seen anything like it...so creative!” Lucian
couldn’t believe it. The paintings had no creativity;
they didn't evoke emotion. He needed to get out of
there.Lucianpushedpastthecrowdgatheredaround
the “extraordinary” paintings.

Whenhegothomehecametoadepressing
conclusion:"Humanexpressionisdead.Themachines
are in control now, and all | have to guide me are my
imaginary stars.”

Avi Lubick




The sky feels
Bigger today,
Like | can’t
Escape it.

Everyone has a star
That looks out for them,
You told me once,
Protects them

Like a godmother.

| once tried swimming in the ocean,
But | found that

It was

Far too wide,

And | couldn'’t really get anywhere. Psa I' ’ '

We went to the beach Gabiriel Flatto-Katz
And you taught me that

The sand was just rocks

Taken apart,

And you told me that

We're all just sand

Put together.

You always had a

Psalm to We went for a walk in the woods
Quote. Once. You taught me
Which plants were
| went hiking yesterday Edible and which leaves had fallen
And sat on a mountain-ledge _ From which trees.
And tried to feel that sublime ‘ 3 And we stared at the
That the greats had written of, Vast forest and you
But | couldn’t get myself to feel Taught me a

Verse or two
That explained everything.

Small;
Everything around me just felt
Awfully big.
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