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Jomthe (hiygoali

My cocoon tightens, colors tease,
I'm feeling for the air;
A dim capacity for wings
Degrades the dress | wear.

A power of butterfly must be
The aptitude to fly,
Meadows of majesty concedes
And easy sweeps of sky.

So | must baffle at the hint
And cipher at the sign,
And make much blunder, if at last
| take the clew divine.

~Emily Dickinson
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Shotl” §lory
Joat Place
The Knock

Yanneli Torres

Monday mornings were always a little rushed. | had one sock
on, hair halone, backpack hatipped. It was the first year |
would take the STAAR test, and | was kind of excited. | had stayed
up studying to be able to excel in it. The smell of fresh tortillas
filled the kitchen, and my mom hummed a soft tune while packing
my lunch. It felt like the start of a long week ahead.

Then came the knock.

BOOM. BOOM. BOOM.

Not a soft knock. Not a neigl
knock that makes your heart stop and the walls shake, a fist pound-
ing like thunder against the door.

| froze. Midstep. Midbreath. My brush fell from my hand and
hit the floor with a sharp clatter. My body locked up like | was a
statue frozen in place. The sound echoed in my ears long after it
stopped, | i ke my brain couldno

My momds head jerked toward
the warmth disappeared. She pressed a hand to her chest. My bab
brother slept peacefully in his crib, unaware of the storm building

around hi m. I could only hope
cry and give us away. | knew exactly who it was.
ICE.

My stomach twisted so hard | thought | might throw up. My
ears rang. My heart pounded against my chest every beat scream-
ing: What do we do? What i f +th
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leave? Another knock came, harder this time. It sounded like it
wasndt just trying to break do

My dad moved fast, whispering
His voice was trying to sound steady, but | could hear it tremble.
My mom grabbed my arm and pulled me behind her. My legs
barely moved. It felt like trying to run underwater.

I heard the blinds rattle as
confirmed. His voice broke on the word.

The hallway lights flickered above me. The smell of burning
tortillas filled the air, but
door. That knock. The fear. | crouched behind the bed, holding
my little brother in my arms. | cuddled him close, praying he
woul dndt wake up and cry. We d
barely even breathed, like the sound of our lungs might give us
away.

| remember everything after t
ever leave the house again, if we were being watched, followed.
Hunted. It felt like ICE was still out there, hiding in the shadows,
waiting for us to make one wrong move. The silence after they left
wasndot relief; 1t felt |ike a

That morning, | never made it to school. All that studying, all
that excitement. Gone.

But | learned something no test could teach me.

What fear feels like when it wears a badge.

What hel plessness feels |ike
people you love might disappear at any second.
What itdéds | i ke when your own

And since then, every knock on the door makes my heart race.
Every Monday morning feels just a little colder. The sound of that
knock, Il oud, hard, finalé stil
nét just shake the door.

It shook everything.



Shotl” $lory
Second Place

Between Two Shores

Eugene Bartolome

The Divide left me torn. For days, | have sat dexgged on
the floor, |l ooking up at the u
looming over me, as if taunting me that | could never close the gap
in the middle of the large, rectangular canvas. Two distant shores.
On the right, a mixture of ash, muted blue, sea green, and a hint of
turqguoisé empty and chilling. Towards the left, a clash of red,
ochre, and orange hues, pitting against each other. Angry and unre
strained. In the middle lay pure whiteness, as if Jesus himself
passed by; a portion of the canvas remained untouched. An empty
field that is ready to be fil!]l
anything that would bridge the gap. | can only wonder how am |
ever going to finish this piece.

Rain started to set in, overpowering the rays of sun that peeked
into my studio. Studio apartment, to be accurate. Canvases lay
about, paint and materials scattered and stacked upon each other, .
open sketchbook with scribbles
but an artistic mess, 1 f | may
painting ever since graduating from art school a few months ago. |
was scraping by with my job as

What | thought | heard was a raindrop, but it kept repeating
repeating repeating. It was soft taps on my door, so | rushed, al-
most falling over because of the clutter. | opened it to find Mara
was standing in the doorway, wrapped in her old olive raincoat,
curls damp from the drizzle. She held a paper bag in one hand, a
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thermos in the other.

[ could almost make a still life just of this moment. | would call
It oRepl y. o

o0l brought food, 6 she saiid,
no fuss, no permission.

oYou dondt have to do that, o

ol know, 6 placing the bag on

Mara had always had a way of showing up exactly when | need-
ed her, by some mystic force, knowing when to come and leave me
be. Wedéd met in art school, pa
in and out of each otherds I|iwv
our own aspirations. Yet, she had always come to be there for me,
especially in difficult moments such as this. She painted with quiet
precision, layering stories into silence. A chilling beauty that com-
forts anyone that looks at it, calm and muted. Unlike my preferred
method of motion motion motion and clash of colors on the can-
vas. Passionate, angry, unrelenting. | always envied her clarity.

During art school, Mara had always been the quiet one. A
woman of few words. But even then, she would always know what
to say and where it hurts. Looking back, she always critiqued my
wor k but | never | istened. Why
my stubbornness never stopped her from examining my work and
me.

Mara wandered over, hands in her coat pockets. She looked at
The Divide in silence. She always gave art the courtesy of silence
before speaking.

oStill figh she ask:¢

| stood in t of the canv:
wondt come together. |l 6ve trie

She leaned in, paying no mind to me, examining the canvas
with a kind of patient detachm
er, 0 she said after a moment.

I |l ooked at her and frowned.
spaceinthemiddie t 6 s dead. Il tds the at
ONo, 6 she said, al most gent |\

Youbre trying to close the gap
stead, 6 facing me as she finis
to her, maybe it was. | swear | could see waves move and reflect in



her deep blue eyes.

She stayed a little longer. We ate her homemade lasagna. She
poured hot tea from the thermos, a perfect combination to fight
the rain and depressistatethe studio and | were in. Eating in si-
lence, the shower of raindrops surrounded us. A soft, ambient light
from my lamp allowed us to see the room in depth, highlighting
the details of The Divide and
the painting. She didndt offer

gui et. She just sat in the roo
needed.

o0l have to go, | wouldndét war
she said. The afternoon sun started to peak through the gray
clouds. o0l just wanted to make

yourself wup again and not eat.

0Thanks for being so frank, r
guided her to the door. She turned around and for a moment, lin-
gered, looking at me with the same patient detachment a while ago.
| could only hold so long in that gaze.

0OYou take care, 0 she said, b
down the hallway, thermos and bag in hand, | waited until she
turned the corner and her footsteps gradually fade away before
turning back to the canvas.

Stare, stare, stare. l'tds all
mock me as Marads words turned
water, as | let her presence flow in me like fish down the stream.

Honor the space.

| picked up a small, fine brush, never touched béfore
preferring wide brushes to convey movement and dipped it in a
softened white, tinged with gray. As the brush met the canvas, my
hands were shaking, but | continued. | painted a thin, trembling
line across the middle of the canvas, barely noticeable. Not a
bridge, not a wall, just a thread. A suggestion of connection, the
recognition of distance. It had shifted everything.

Colors | had fought with began to settle into place. | added a
wash of lavender to the angry reds, cooled the right side without
dulling it. Scrapped away the excess with a palette knife, exposing
textures | had buried. My hands moved without segoedsing,
doubts and questions unanswered, but | did not bother. The paint-



ing did not resist anymore. It welcomed me in. Hours passed un-
noticed.

| stepped back, it was dark outside. The canvas felt still but
alive. It was whole, not because | resolved the divide, but because |
acknowledged its presence and bridged the two sides with a third
element, acceptance. It is finished.

As | looked around, | found an unfamiliar piece of cloth by the
chair Mara sat on earlier. It was a handkerchief, embroidered with
waves and henitial, M. With no second thought, | pocketed it
and went straight to Marads ap
ing a bit as | ran all the way
seemed that | needed to return this to her as fast as possible. Or
maybe it was just an excuse to see her again.

| knocked gently as she had earlier. She opened the door, as if
she expected me to come to her. | gazed at her, examined her like
| would a painting. Her hair was a bit wet, but | could smell her
vanilla shampoo. Her face was smooth as silk, probably just fin-
ished her skincare routine; she was glowing. Her beauty radiant,
complimented by the darkness of the night. She gave me a playful
look sayingvhatan the pocket of my crimson coat, | showed her
the handkerchief she left at my place.

oYou |l eft it at my place, 6 I
it to her, o0l also didndét prop
her handkerchief from my hand, looking at it and back at me.

oYou didnét have to come all

ate it.o6 We stood in silence f
done. éd She didndét ask what, di
stood me.

ol knew it would be, 6 she sai
stopped fighting it. o

ol |istened to it, o6 | repliect
wel |l . 0

Marasmiledt he wi dest | &6ve seen he
glowing presence lit up more and the waves in her deep blue eyes
were calm while simultaneously

said, maintaining that smile. | could only smile back at her. She
stood in front of me, calm and inviting, facing me, passionate and
fervent. With only the white doorway between us, | stepped in.
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Shotl” §lory
Our Serenity

Leia Tran

One photo holds a deep story. As Lyn cleans her dusty attic,
she notices a small, old treasure box peeping through other boxes.
She opened the lid and reached her hand in to explore the inside
of the chest. Photocards, written letters, and many trinkets filled
the box to i1 ts rim. Il n particu
crumbled photo of her and her friends near a water spring. Lyn
took the time to revisit those past memories.

Maiya, Alan, and Lyn would share their moments in this vast,
lush field. The breezy, cool air and shallow, clear lake streamed
along the meadow. The three friends were the only ones that ac-
companied natureds creation. A
stream with all their belongings onto the ground. Maiya suggested
that the friends start their study session, however Alan and Lyn had
di fferent plans. They proceede
cool water, and in return Maiya splashed back. The water glittered
in the air through the sunlight and rested on each person. The
three friends played around without any care.

Later in the evening, Alan started to explore every crevasse of

the area. oMaiya, Lyn! Look at
ed from a distance. ONot the t
down. oLyn and I want to resto

you guys arend6t wusing this pla
exchanged confused looks. Alan took both of their hands and guid-

10



ed them to this mystery.

As the two girls came to a stop, Maiya and Lyn became silent
to take i n what stood in front
ful it is?6 Alan asked. Bel ow
The stream of water that ran along the rocks flowed into the spring
through a waterfall. The rushing noises of the waterfall synced with
the whistles of the wind. Birds chirped vibrantly, cicadas croaked
loudly. Silence prepared its own kind of music. Alan wrapped his
arms around the girlsd shoul de
Without hesitation, the girls nodded their heads in response.

They carefully rushed down to the spring. The sounds of the
waterfall grew louder. Maiya dropped her belongings and instantly

ran into the water. OAh! 6 she
OReall y?6 Al an asked. oLetdos g
doubt. o1 doné&t Atl minnlk ilc kvean th etr
into the water. o0l think you d
gled to escape his grasp, but they were already in the water.

oDoesndét it feel good?d6d Al an s

the water. Lyn cracked a smile in agreement.

The sun was preparing for its rest. The three friends sat back to
absorb the calming atmosphere.
Maiya said, breaking the silen
Serenity, 6 Lyn and Maiya nodde
Lyn repeated.

After that day, the three friends made sure Serenity would nev-
er feel alone. They continued to splash in the spring, run in the
rain, and create more memories to come. Serenity made them feel
at home, and they made Serenity feel unlonely. As the years drifted
by, the passage of time softly whispered through the seasons. The
days grew longer, and the fields began to change, the memories of
Serenity remained unchanged.



Shotl” §lory
Honeorable Merilisn
The Need For Speed

Robert Anderson

The last time | looked down at the speedometer, | was passing
160 miles per hour. The adrenaline spike that ruled my senses
was past the understanding of common fear. | was exceeding that
form of primordial beckoning that calls one to tuck and run. | was
going to see what a machine could do with me on its back come
what may.

The date was the 18f April 1988, and | had big plans for my
birthday. | had finished with some nefarious activities that netted
my arduous efforts with $30,000 in cash that money was burning a
hole in my jeands pocket.

Upon moving to Tucson, Arizona, | learned there was a group
of men who road raced outlaw style up and down the Crest Moun-
tains that encircled the city. These hombres were on some of the
baddest ass Catoma style café race motorcycles | had ever seen in
person.

| have always been a Harley Davidson guy. | grew up on dirt
bikes, but by my junior year in high school, | was riding a 1976
Flame Series FLXX 96 c.c. shovelhead Harley Davidson to school.

The Harley Davidson | was riding when | discovered these cra-
zy ass racers was not going to cut it. Leaving my Harley Davidson
at the apartment, | caught a cab ride to South Tucson Yamaha mo-
torcycle dealership. | had one objective and one bike in mind, and
| 8d be damned i f | couldndt br

The first objective was the need for speed. The second was a
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FXJ 1100 c.c. wateooled Yamaha monster. At the time, it was
the fastest production motorcycle in its class. The 1100 c.c. motor
produced 48@oot pounds of torque to the rear wheel. So much
so, the Perrelli Tire Company had to invent a new compound for
the rear tire to keep this beast from eating the tires off the rims.

The titanium alloy box frame was new technology in motorcy-
cle production, reducing the weight of the frame by over one
hundred pounds. The gé#ifled front shocks were adjustable for
track conditions by the turn of the lever, unheard of at that time in
street bike design. The single rear msinock was held to the
frame under the leather seat and connected to the sway arm, which
allowed the rear tire to activate at a predetermined setting.

The speedometer read 200 mph, but | believed in my biker
heart that it could do more. This was the baby doll | was after. It
oozed badass superiority and domination dressed out in the iconic
Yamaha jet black, canary yellow, and translucent white. The nitro-
genfilled Perrelli tires were fat with bold white letters.

It was an instrument of speed and beauty, velocity wrapped in
elegance.

The salesman brought me into an office closing the door be-
hind himself. | sat down in a blue cushioned office chair that had
been offered to me. The salesman went on for a while about the
down payments, taxes, insurance, and monthly payments. | told
him, matteroffactly, that | wanted the yellow, black, and white
matching helmet and gloves, and that | would be back later to buy
the matching leathers.

He just stared at me like | had shape shifted into some unfath-
omabl e being from a galaxy far
stand that the motorcycle you
2026, this price equates to about $25,000. | countered his conde-
scending tone with smug asshol
price, you should throw in the
OHow much do you have to put d
look on his face when | pulled out the cash was priceless. Cash IS
king.

As | stepped the bike down onto Mission Street with the high
pitched yet throaty sound of the exhaust pipes bellowing out like a
song from a choir of children of the damned. | made my way

13



through traffic shifting gears while swaying back and forth to check
balance.

Entering the on ramp of Interstate 10 north, passing-Davis
Monthan Air Force Base on my righdand side | was set. | just
had to run this machine from Tucson up to Phoenix so | could
show my girlfriend, Lisa, my new toy and new love. | was the kid
in the candy store and | had just scored big.

At 11:37 a.m., | entered the highway running the posted 65
miles per hour speed limit. Feeling the bike out by swaying from
side to side, | must have looked like a drunken sailor returning to
his ship after a hard night at shore leave. It was like dancing with
one of those smoking hot professional dancers Banting with
the Stars The show where at first the untrained celebrity kind of
sucks, but after a short time becomes really good, and yeah, the
ride really got real good.

Scanning ahead, | started rolling the throttle back bringing the
speed up to 100 miles per hour. Then, more: 120 mph. And then
| needed MORE! At that point, | lost all inhibition. With a sense
of wonder and fear being pissed to the wind, | continued to roll the
throttle back. Weaving around spare traffic, | had to use the emer-
gency lane twice because of cars running side by side on the high-
way.

The last time | looked down at the speedometer, | was passing
160 miles per hour.

My sensory impulses were in a state of pure chaos as | pro-
cessed the objects passing me in a kaleidoscope of blurred colors
and shapes. | was moving at a rate of a quarter of a mile in less
t i me t h a nonstahyoi unsga nodo. née

My cerebral cortex was in overdrive, the neurons in my pre-
frontal lobe firing information across dendrites at the speed of
light. The pons dumping dopamine into my central nervous sys-
tem at copious amounts. Then it happened: | hit the vortex, he
ment al pl ace racers call ot he

Everything slowed down and a calmness filled every cell in my
body. | could read the numbers on the mile markers, even license
plates as | moved past vehicles. | was moving through space in tar
dem with the machine. We had become one, one being, one life.
An intimacy only shared by lovers. There was no sound, no earth,
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no forces pressing against us. Only freedom.

| must have been doing 220 miles per hour when the bike
reached its top speed. | held the speed for a good five minutes
then shifted the transmission out of gear into neutral allowing the
bike to coast along the highway.

With the motor at idle, | could hear the whizzing scream of the
tires on the concrete as we began to slow down. | could feel the
sunds rays pressing against me
air as it passed through the louvers of my helmet.

| had broken through to the other side. | had slain Goliath and
lived to tell the tale. | had ridden the dragon and crest the universe
leaving the stars behind me.

As | made the exit at Bapchule to head to the Gila River Indian

Reservation where | was to mee
l eft knee hit me. As the sayi
i shed. o There are conseqguence
ble.

Entering the parking | ot, I
Volkswagon Beetle and Lisa leaning against it. Her gorgeous face
set with a |l ook of agitation,
get that?o6 Her bl onde hair wa

rolled down from the mountain. Her tight blue jeans were accen-
tuating perfection in the form of woman, and she wore a red shirt
with strings across the shoulders leaving them bare, making me
glad that God made me a man.

That is when | looked at my watch, which read 12:11 p.m. It
had taken me thirifour minutes to travel ninetiyree miles.

When | parked next to Lisads
down my left leg and my blue jeans felt wet. | felt as if my neck
and left arm were on fire.

Lisa exclaimed, oOoOWhat in the
n the f*ck did you get this m
| eeding! ¢ Wo me n . Yahd® gotta

At some point in this grand experiment of dumbassery, | had
managed to get a piece of sharp stone imbedded in my left knee,
which had to be removed at a nearby medical clinic. | had a drain
tube sticking out of my leg for over a month. My neck area and
forearm had been literally sand blasted, which also took a month to
heal.

[
b
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Riding that motorcycle at those speeds was one of the most stu-
pid endeavors | have undertake
confidence outrunning common s
most exhilarating experiences | have ever had, and | have ridden
bulls.
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Shotl” $tory
Honeorable Merilisn

Bending Time

Fatima Espinoza

It had been twenty years si nc
after year since then studying time and understanding the science
behind it. And, finally, | was able to create something that would
change everything. I &1 | be abl
the old antique store where | found the last component for my
time machine. An old brass clock, with its hands frozen at 3:17.
Every screw, every wire, was finally worth every regret and tear. |
was going to see him again.

| set the date to April 9th, 2011. | was back at the train station,
and all of a sudden | was younger, thinner, and holding the letter
that drifted me away from him. The letter was a word of ac-
ceptance to my dream school of design. | always wanted to design
my own building or my own items of clothing, and Leo was always
there to help me pursue that. He was so supportive, even if it
meant we were apart. As we walked towards the train, | could see
Leods face, he didndt want me
very clear with his body language. | watched myself say goodbye,
and as she was walking towards the train, | grabbed her by the

hand. o0Dondét go, o6 | told mysel
around, oOWhat? Who are you?dé o0
ture, 6 | said. O0OYou candot | eav
in disbelief. o0Youdre telling
portunity is the reason | 06ve b
youdre telling the truth?6 Her



anyway? | listen to you and throw all my hard work away, yet he
still dies, then what?dé6 | didn
towards Leo. The younger me turns to look at Leo as well.
oWhat 6s going to happen to him
in a car crash three years after you leave. He was driving late from

work, alone, 6 | told her. Ther
younger self. Then, Leo wal ks
miss your train.o6 My heart ski
ing Leo like this in so | ong.
as she grabbed Leods hand. The

anything else. | watched as they slowly disappeared into the crowd.
As the realization hit, a sense of relief filled my body. | was able to
stop myself, but was | able to stop his death?

| opened my eyes, and | awoke in an unrecognized room. |
stood up, and the clock was at 3:17 pm. | looked at the calendar
on the wall; | was back in the present. As | was looking around
what seemed to be my apartment, | acknowledged the various pic-
ture frames around the room. Pictures of me and Leo at our wed-
ding, at events and dates, and even one in the hospital, with our
baby. I looked at it and teared up. | did it; | saved him. I looked
back at the clock, 3:17 pm. Th

il

moving, but the clock was st

must be broken, 6 | thought to
could hear noise from the television in the other room. The news
came on, OWedre here to report

as casualties in a robbery at Greens Market. The suspect. 6 L ¢
had died. | saved him, yet.. still died, and so did our daughter. |

succeeded in creating this dre
but he couldndt stay. I coul dn
hold our baby. I got a taste o

that, it got snatched away in a blink of an eye.

| made my way back to the antique store. | walked towards the
time machine, frustrated and overfilled with despair, because all |
wanted to do was get him back. | was determined to save him, for
good this time. | tried again, and again, and again. | tried 48 times.
Every time | would hit that button on the machine, no matter what
I changed, I got no results. H
canodot save him. No matter how
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back, thereds no way to get hi
whole day, | set the date back to the present. | was tired, and it was
now 10 pm. As | stared at the machine | worked so desperately on,
| finally understood the importance of time. | accepted the fact that
he was meant to go. No matter how much | move within time, |
candt change what is already d
and the universe will bring it back another way. No matter what,
fate is fate.

| used the time machine for the last time. | changed the date to
October 3rd, 2008. The day me and Leo met. Instead of trying to
find some way to change what is destined for us, | simply watched.
| relived every memorable moment, every kiss, every date. |
watched Leo laugh, | watched him walk me home for the first time.
| was watching our story all over again, and | was happy. | realized
that moments weren't meant to
ate memories thatoll be rememb
my life.

20
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Henorable (lentisn

Between Sirens and Silence

Anthony Mastrogiovanni

OYoudre not going to make t he
ly to the young woman, but | already knew. The patient was crown-
ing, and we were still several minutes away from the hospital. The
ambulance bounced as we ran lights and sirens through the Mary-
land traffic, the radio crackling with updates that no longer mat-
tered. | pulled on black nitrile gloves and moved closer to the end
of the stretcher.

OAl right, listen to me, o6 | t
doing great. Short breaths.

The back of the old ambulance felt smaller than usual. The
engine hummed beneath us, equipment rattled in cabinets, and the
smell of sanitizer |l ingered in
faster with every contraction. | had been on plenty of emergency
calls as a firefighter and EMT, but this one was different. This was-
ndt about stopping something b
something good about to begin.

The delivery happened fast. One push, then another, and sud-
denly the baby girl was i n my
breathing, 6 my partner said.

No sirens, no radio, no noise at all, just the weight of what that si-
lence meant. The baby was limp and dusky, and the relief | ex-
pected never came. Then, training kicked in.

oLetds start neonatal CPR, 6 |
moved automatically: SuctidfPositioning Gentle compressions.
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| counted out loud to keep myself focused, even though my heart
was pounding. | remember thinking how strange it was that some-
thing so small could feel so heavy.

The mother was watching us, panic written all over her face.
0ls she okay?06 she asked. 0 We
oStay with me. 6

The seconds felt longer than minutes ever had on a fire scene.
Then the baby gasped. Just on
got respirations, 6 | said. A

The sound filled the ambulance, louder than the sirens out-
side. Relief hit all of us at once. The mother started crying too,
reaching out as we placed her baby on her chest. | realized | had
been holding my breath without noticing.

We continued transport to the hospital, and the tension slowly
drained from the back of the rig. | gave the report over the radio,
going through vitals and times like | had done a hundred times be-
fore, but this call felt different. Firefighting and EMS work often
meant arriving after something terrible had already happened.

This time, we were there at the exact moment the situation could
have gone either way.

Later that night, back at the station, | replayed the silence in my
head, followed by that first cry. Delivering the baby and helping
her breathing start wasnodot abo
calm, trusting training, and working as a team when seconds mat-
tered.

|l &m no | onger a firefighter,
showed me the weight of responsibility that comes with being the
one people rely on in their worst moments. Sometimes the most
important decision anyone can make is to keep their hands steady
and their voice calm, even when everything else feels out of con-
trol.
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The Night | Stopped Calling

the Police First

John Zaragoza

| didndt buy a mask or give I
wasndt going to be some crazy
Redfield, Texas, in an apartment complex where small crimes kept
happening and nothing ever seemed to change.

Vehicles were broken into every couple of weeks usually at
night and usually without anyone hearing a thing. Packages disap-
peared almost as soon as they were delivered. Tenants com-
plained constantly and management responded with vague promis-
es to o0look into it.o The pol
usually meant long after the damage was done. Over time, the situ
ation stopped feeling urgent and started feeling normal.

| didndt want to become a vVvi

Everyone in the complex adjusted to the crime without ever
admitting it. People stopped reporting incidents unless the damage
felt worth the effort. Neighbors warned each other casually instead
of expecting anything to change. | caught myself doing the same,
double checking my car doors, and bringing packages inside faster
instead of asking why this kep
as habit. Nothing was getting better but nothing felt shocking any-
more either.

|l was up | ate one night becal
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|l istening to traffic and a nei
thin walls. Someone down the hall was laughing and | could hear a
muffled argument outside. Then | heard metal scraping near the
parking lot. At first, | ignored it assuming someone was just pass-
ing through. When the sound came again, slower and deliberate, |
looked out the window and saw a guy moving between cars testing
door handles |ike hedd done it
called out ohurry upo6 foll owed
phone already knowing how little good it would do.

| stood there, in my dark apartment, weighing my options.
Calling the police felt automatic but pointless. | could already im-
agine the waiting and the repo
Down below, the guy moved to another car completely unboth-
ered.

| set my phone down, grabbed my jacket, and headed for the
door telling myself | was just going outside to make my presence
known. I wasndt | ooking for a
thing.

| took the stairs instead of the elevator and stepped into the
cold night air. The parking lot lights cast long shadows between
the cars. The guy was a few rows over focused on what he was do
ing. | hesitated for a moment then walked toward him, trying to
look calm as my heart started to race. When | was close enough, |

cleared my throat and said, o0h
He spun around oOWhat?dé6 he as}
heredé | answered, my voice ste
your own business. This isndt
olt is if youdre breaking int

ed, shifting his weight, deciding what to do next.

Then, he lunged without warning shoving me hard. Together,
we crashed to the asphalt; the impact knocked the air out of me.
He swung wildly and | closed the distance using what | knew from
Jiwditsu to control his arms. We rolled on the ground, neither of
us gaining a clear advantage. He cursed and thrashed, but | fo-
cused on control instead of strength. The fight was messy and fast
and for a moment, | thought | had him. It worked until his arm
slipped free.

As his punches rained down, flashes of training filled my head.
My coacho6és voice cutting throu
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tight. Anticipate, dondt react
face. | remembered the hours spent practicing escapes from bad
positions. Another punch came and | heard my coach again.
oUse their weight against them
and rolled just enough to throw my attacker off balance and pinned
him |l ong enough to stop the bI
ment, he rolled away, scrambled to his feet, and ran off. By the
time | got to my feet, he was gone.

| stayed there for a minute letting my heart slow as the parking
|l ot went quiet again. I didnbo
way | hadndot before. Il went b
checked the apartment windows replaying everything in my head.

Deep down, | knew he or someone like him could come back.
A few nights later, | noticed people lingering near my building and
footsteps that seemed to follow my pace. |told myself | was being
paranoid, but the feeling woul
through the blinds and saw a brown four door sedan idling near
the street curb. | knew they were coming for me.

Maybe | should have bought a mask.
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Confessions of the Loud Mom on the Sidelines

Keoshia Castille

| never intended on becoming that mom; you know the one
whose voice echoes across gymnasiums and football fields like a
slightly unhinged sports c¢commi
much caffeine and too little chill. Yet here | am, the woman oth-
er parents can locate with their eyes closed purely by sound. If a
ref ever goes missing, they could triangulate my position using
my decibel level alone.

It started innocently enough
game, | simply wanted to offer encouragement, you know some-
thing small, something supportive, somethinglew | i k e,
honey! 6 Unfortunately, what a
sounded more like a battle cry from an ancient warrior tribe.
Heads turned. Children flinched. One dad ducked. My son
gave me That Look, the universal teenage expression that says,
please stop, or | will legally change my name, and you won't be
invited to the next game.

Football season didndot hel p.
worse. Something about the crisp fall air and the smell of grass
unlocks a primal spokeot her i nstinct. Sud

suburban mom with a reusabl e
Coordinator of Team Yelll . I S |
stand: OWATCH THE BLI TZ!d6 O0SE
MOM! 6 0SOMEBODY HYDRATE! 6 | 0 |
THE BALL!6 They were running
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they are not supposed to be anywhere near the ball. Details are
for quieter moms.

The other parents have learned to adapt. Some sit near me
because they find my comment art
for OWe |like to watch a human
far, far away, possibly in another county, but that doesn't bother
me. The dads will occasionally higle me after my more theat-
rical reactions, but the moms mostly pat my arm gently, like
theydre comforting an excitabl

My son claims he can hear me from the field even with his
helmet on. This, to him, is apparently not a compliment. After

one game he said, o0Mom, Il | ove
rassing. o6 | told him thatdés be
itds because my voice is |loud
sions.

Of cour se, |l 6ve tried to ton

with myself: This game | will be quiet and just watch the dame.
will just be an innocent bystander. That lasted fourteen seconds,
maybe less. The moment my son touched the ball, something
inside me detonated. | shot out of my seat like arable-box

on a Red Bull drip. Subtlety died on theya®d line.

But hereds the thing: I woul
tend heds embarrassed, but | |
his loudest cheerleader, even if he loves it very, very quietly.
And when heds ol der, | hope he

his mom was always there, voice booming, heart bursting, cheer-
ing him on with absolutely zero volume control orcseifrol.

After all, 1 f you candot be t
the point of having lungs?

30



General Eooay
Second Place

The Difference Between Processing
and Experiencing

Breeann Saunders

Humans are by definition beings comprised of immense
complexity not just in the way that we think, but in the way that
we reshape ourselves to grow with the world around us. In real-
izing that, what makes us so different from Al? Al is complex
just like us, and it seems to grow and learn more everyday. But
what defines us as humans in a way that technology cannot re-
late to? Through a conversation with ChatGPT, an Al itself, we
unpacked what truly separates experience from intelligence,
perceiving from processing, and external growth from internal
growth.

| asked myself the same ques
you think makes me human?dd |
difference between living and experiencing life in real time com-
pared to a new data update that would understand every emo-
tion | feel and be able to reflect on it better than | could. It felt
crazy to even ask Al what would make it so different from me,
when | couldndt even come up
That ds when Al pointed out th.
processes every single emotion that we as humans feel, that
doesndt mean it has the abili:
l'y as humans can. It candét mal
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only on what the data points to. ChatGPT replied saying,
OYoudre human because you feel
member, you imagine, you regret, you hope. You make choices

in the face of uncertainty, you love even when it makes you vul-
nerabl e, and you keep moving f
clear. 6 Thatds when | reali zec
make based on data. That every experience and struggle that we
go through candot al ways be pr
truly understand why we do the things we do, but that gut feeling

i snd6t something that technol oc¢
can only reflect on the information we give it and grow external-

ly while we as humans can take in material and base our growth
and decisions on our beliefs and everything that makes us per-
sonal beings.

Our world grows everyday in the field of technology. Always
advancing and forever changing. Al has become a part of most
of the worl dds everyday | ives.
Siri even though your phone was right next to you on your
nightstand or using it to do your homework even though the
teacher offered extra help, these examples highlight not just the
use of Al, but humans dependency on it. When given the
choice between thinking for ourselves or using an Al like
ChatGPT, most people lean towards using technology. Though
Al has become this worldwide sensation and done so much
good, its negative impact on humanity will always outweigh all
the good itds done. Al doesnadt
guestions we ask simply becau:
knows how to collect data and conceptualize answers based on

what we tel]l it. Chat GPT sai d,
ney. | process it as a snapshc
intellectual growth, but our dependence on technology that

omakes | ife easier. o0 The use

more damage to us than all the good it can create for the world.
The ability to feel love, joy, and even grief are all things that
shape us as humans. Not because we can just process them, but
because we can feel these things on a deeper internal level that
Al candt. We make mistakes t he
and act on emotion that it cat
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makes humans so inherently different from Al is our ability to
make decisions based on our own morals and our own personal
traits that candt be changed ¢
and be a comfort to some, it takes away from our ability to con-
nect with anything other than technology and therefore can be
deemed a danger to society's natural growth and development.
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Pieces of Me

Yanneli Torres

Some people are easy to figure out. But me on the other
hand, |l ©&m more | i ke a puzzl e,
al | depending on the day or e\
|l ©&m made of multiple versions

body. Thereds a version of me
working, raising kids, being a wife, trying not to fall apart while
somehow still keeping it all t

l'ives for TikTokds with my fri
sic, dancing while many people pass by watching us, and | pre-
tend that | dondt have a mil/l|
thereds also the part of me tF
girl who prays, who seeks God and tries to grow spiritually even
when life is chaotic. These different sides of me may seem like
total opposites, but they play a big role in who | am.

Type C Me is the version of me that stays booked and busy
but is always one minor inconvenience away fromanfaien-
t al breakdown. Sheds the over e
working a fultime job, being a fulime college student, raising
tiny humans, keeping her man happy and still answering group

text | i ke sheds not drowning.
and dream about being tired. Type C me makes to do lists just to
feel |l i ke sheds in control eV e

off. She cries in the shower, has mini panic attacks, but still some-
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how manages to turn in her as.
who holds it together with iced coffee and prayer. Honestly,
sheds dramatic, exhausted, an
my whole world would fall apart.

Then thereds Ti kTok Me, the
motherhood, stress, and student life steal my sparkle. She lives
fortherandomlata i ght par ki ng | ot hang¢
blasting music, doing TikTok dances, and laughing like we
dondt have work or class the |
version of me, even if it only lasts one night a week before | go
back to reality. People act ||
and be silly anymore, but | dm
to have those moments where | can just be silly old me. No dia-
pers, no due dates, no dinner to cook, just be a girl. TikTok me
helps me escape the chaos for a little while and just remember |
can still laugh, vibe, and live a little.

And then thereds Holy Girl N
it together when everything f
one that wakes up and prays before checking her phone, the
one who plays worship music e
have it all figured out but knows her strength comes from Jesus
Christ, her Lord and Savior. When life gets too heavy, Holy
Gi r | Me reminds me to breathe
give myself the same grace Go
S 0s trying her best even whi
i to church isndt just some:
i s her safe place where she
t mi dst of all the busyness
Without Holy Girl me, the rest of me would completely unrav-

You might think o6Dang this g
honestly, thatds what makes m
thing running even though she:
with her life every night. TikTok Me helps me escape the stress
and remember that 1 dm still vy
ly Girl Me keeps me grounded, lets me have peace when life
keeps throwing things at me. |
Il 6m al | of them. Being a wife
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er i sndt easy, but somehow all
like a perfectly messy puzzle. Messy, exhausted, joyful, and faith-
ful. And | wouldnoét have it ar
realized | might have ADHDeé. I
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Saying Nothing, Yet Everything
Amber Atkinson

In Hills Like White ElephantsErnest Hemingway builds a
narrative that seems simple at first, like a normal conversation
between a man and a woman. However, there is a lingering heav-
iness under what is sooken and what is being avoided. T hrough
symbolism, dialogue, and the contrasting setting, Hemingway
paints a picture of how Jigds
ed by avoidance and the manos
confront the pregnancy decisions, even though it is never actually
spoken. The story becomes so much more than the simple mo-
ment in time when choices, power plays, and internal vulnerabil-
ity are combined.

The setting is the first tip at symbolism, displaying the cou-
pl edbs emotional <c¢crossroads. TF
tions which is a literal and symbolic place of transition. One di-
rection leads to a dry, barren landscape while the other directions
lead to a fertile valley full of life. These conflicting choices reflect
the two paths Jig could take.
sire for things to stay as they were, and another that puts great
emphasis on change and the unknown possibilities that come
with it. Instead of communicating this decision directly, the cou-
ple looks outward which uses the scenery as emotional camou-
flage. The different landscapes do not give a clear direction to
take, but it does show how drastically their futures could change
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and how different their views are.

The dialogue and the words unspoken show the emotional
pressure that shapes the coupl
expressing the dialogue between the two characters allows the
readers to sense the underlining tensions between each word.
The man repeatedly says, without literally saying, the abortion is
operfectly simpled6, and he onl
surance is masking the persuasive manipulation that is clearly
happening. When he says, o0l dc
pretending to be loving, but it also screams the relationship last-
ing depends on her agreeing with him. Jig speaks in hints and
avoidance. Her uncertainty is clear because she is choosing to
speak in metaphors instead of being able to speak her truth.

The couple often bring up drinking more of their drinks or get-
ting more drinks. They are using alcohol to avoid the actual con-
versation that should be had. Their inability to openly com-
municate combined with the distractions of drinking turn the
decisioAamaking process into a silent and potentially internal
battle.

Symbolism pieces these emotional tensions together. The
white elephants themselves represent what the man sees as a
burden and what Jig sees as unknown yet beautiful. A white ele-
phant typically signifies something unwanted, expensive, or diffi-
cult to discard. The beaded curtain resembles the curtains at the
hospital, heavily hinting a private operation. The constant drink-
ing puts in perspective their need to numb the discussion to
avoid directly discussing it. The luggage with the hotel labels
looks back on a lifestyle of adventure that will stop if they con-
tinue the pregnancy, from the

Jigdbs |l ast Iline of the story
wrong with me. | feel fine, 6 ¢
the surface, it is reassurance, but inside it is avoidance and a way
to protect herself. This was a way to shut down the conversation
when she realizes it doesndt
ue to be persuasive to get the operation. Women in conflict of-
ten end up saying ol d&6m finedo \
conversation will only leave room for more pressure and disap-
pointment. This also says a lot about the imbalance of their rela-
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tionship. If she agrees to the operation or decides an alternative
outcome, she is fully aware she will make that choice without any
support.

Jigds choice remains a myste
story. Hemingway tells the story so well that it is not just about
whether to go on with the operation, or not. It is about control,
power dynamics within couples, communication, and how rela-
tionships come with hardships that will change everything. A sim-
ple moment between a man and a woman at a train station brings
a lot of feelings of pressures, fears, and the option to say nothing
yet everything all at once.
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Well-Known Caller

Holly Williams

In life there are times when life itself can be so overwhelm-
ing that its chaos pours into the mind's only outlet, our dreams.
These dreams are often vivid,
reassurance in our dayday life. They can serve as sacred
spaces where God offers comfort, clarity, and direction for your
| ifeds journey. The connecti o
the quietness of our dreams, that divine message appears and
reassures us we are on the right path. In my dream, | was the
receiver of that divine reassurance call from the&km@lin call-
er himself.

Ring, Ring, Ring: Hello, I answered the phone, the caller ID
read UNKNOWN, but this is what was said as | sat up along
the side of my bed. A caller had dialed my number and said he
wanted to see if | was ready to say to him what | had been want-
ing to say. How could he have known? He was right! So, | swal-
lowed my pride and decided to tell him. | feel like you know
me, and | know that you do, when this world tries to fool me,
my heart feeds off of you. Wh
constantly changing my mind, you give me a new reason to stay
positive and grind. When somebody tests me and | could raise
my voice, you control my emotion and tongue, so | make a
smarter choice. When people who surround me are not who
they really seem and show out, | promise you show me before
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the storm, what they truly arc¢
faced with have left me confused and | need truth filled answers,
Il Il ook up at you. When | thinl
sweet, you show me the signs that my love life is not complete.
When the money | make sometimes isn't so great and all the
bills pouring in just won't cut me a break, you assure me that
money is not what | need, it's the faith that you're with me so my
finances are freed. When | pray for a family and feel why not
me, you tell me to be patient because within me you've planted
the seed.

He stopped me there and told me this: My child, what
you're saying to me, yes, it is all true and | do this for all my chil-
dren just as | do this for you. | remember when you used to
swear and misbehave, yes, my child | was watching even through
all your rough days. | can recall you still seeking the ultimate
truth, even when you prayed you had no clue what to do, but
you tried by yourself, and | see that in you. Little do you know |
still carried you through. Yes, | know you've prayed for several
things with my help, and | saw the sincerity in your prayers each
time you knelt. | want to say | love you and don't worry or fret,
when judgement day arrives, your faithful heart | won't forget.
Keep being obedient and faithful to me and your life will stay
positively blessed abundantly.

So, before | hang up, | must leave you with this: Until you
are with me there will be many hard days, but don't be discour-
aged, just give me your praise. | assure you the footsteps you
seen are my own, | am only one God and | cannot be cloned. |
will always be with you, even when you come to my home. My
home is called Heaven, the one where you'll roam. Let no man
tell you what | say is untrue, because everything | say | have
proven to you. | have many other calls to make, for my work is
not through, but for giving your life to me, | have to personally
thank you. You have many angels that wanted me to say, they
watch over your journey and help show you your way. So, | am a
very proud Father and continue to be a soldier for Jesus because
we're all that you need.

Then He hung up! As | rose to my toes, | put on my
clothes, and I did smile and say thank you for instilling in me,
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the God that you are and what others can see. My confirmation
call that is what he gave, and | truly thank you God in your son,
Jesus's name!

Far from being random or meaningless, this call served as a
gentl e reminder of Godds unwa\
reassurance calmed my mind, spirit, and soul. | knew | had the
clarity I needed to navigate this thing called life. He was the well
known caller that not only walked beside me but watched over
my | ifeds journey through the
the language of my dreams.
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Wake Up

Juan Garza

Can you not see whatds happe
passing by, and we just sit here amused by anything that shows
up on our screens. Scrolling, trying to get that instant gratifica-
tion and small dopamine hits. While half the world is alive and
taking new breaths, we are asleep, ready for tomorrow to come,
as if something will change. The truth is you onlgujethat
you put in. Stop trying to get different results when you have not

changed the input. Youdre di st
Stop making excuses and blaming the world for our own
underdevel opment. We all thinik

happy story, of how we had to overcome obstacles, but the truth
is our lives are quite more similar than we think. One of the big-
gest differences is that some people stand up and make things
happen, while others sit down and let things happen. The sad
truth is life is too short, and we spend most of it mad and con-
fused at the world for how things have turned out. Why me?

The question asked when things:s
must learn how to embrace change, because change is the only
constant.

Life is not easy, so stop | o
find it; it's not hidden eithe
be given or taken; i1tds a choi

happiness, one just starts living happily. See, happiness is just
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moments in |ife that you enj o)
been right in front of us this whole time, but sadly we search for it
in materialistic things or people. Look up, smile, and be grateful
that you woke up today, because not everyone received that op-
portunity. Thereds al ways | iglt
have to continue walking the path until all you see is light.

ltds ok not to be ok as well
|l ooks | i ke they have | ife figt
scared, confused, and lost as we are. We all have similar stories,
but our past stories donot def
one does wrong by you, why lose your peace? Shake it off and
move on. This life is way too short to ruin a perfectly good day
just because someone was not nice to you. We cannot control
what people say or do, but we can only control how we react to
what they say or do.

Wake up and dondt get distra
If you look for a problem, you will find one. Learn to be like a
leaf on a rainy day, just bend with the water droplets, and go with
the flow. Change is inevitabl e
er Iimprove your sitwuation. Dor
and always remember that circumstances could always be worse.
Live |Iife as if it were your |
we wonodt see tomorrow. Lastly,
breath and let go.
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My Strangest Dreams

Liliana Ortiz

What is a dream? A dream is series of thoughts, images,
and sensations occurring in a person's mind during sleep. Some
people believe that they are you in another dimension or uni-
verse, or that they are trying to tell you something. I like to think
of it as a movie without buying a ticket. It is very intriguing what
goes on in the dream. Unfortunately, the dream always cuts off
when it was getting to the good part.

This first dream happened when | was in eighth grade. This
dream left me a little confused and spooked. It started as | was
on my way to school at night when it suddenly began to rain. As
| was walking, | heard someone groaning behind me. The noise
was getting |l ouder; however, |
turned my head, only to see a crowd of zombies heading my
way. Panicked, | ran straight towards the school hoping for pro-
tection.l rushed in, feeling a wave of relief, only to be startled
by what | saw before méhaos filled the room, papers were
flying everywhere, teachers running around frantically, and the
phones were ringing nonstop. | walked past the office complete-
ly dumbfounded and noticed all the student aids were just
standing in the hallway as if they were waiting for instructions. |
wal ked up to one of the stude]
on?6 And they replied, "Donot
that response, however, | did not ask any more questions. Sud-
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denly, the school bell rang signaling that school had ended. As |
made my way outside, the view in front of me was divided. On
the left side, it was peaceful, no clouds, and the stars sparkled in
the night sky. On the righitde, dark clouds filled the sky with
heavy rain. It was raining like cats and dogs, but not to the point
of a flood. Principle Jelen was standing in the rain wearing a
poncho while holding a traffic control wand directing the cars
where to go. Looking through the crowds, trying to find some-
one familiar, suddenly | heard my name being called out. |
turned to face in that direction, and saw my Tia Amy, her boy-
friend Joel (now husband), and my two brothers Nick and Eli.
Happy and relieved, | ran over to them ready to go home. But
before we even started heading home, | felt a tap on my shoul-
der. | turned around and a boy around my age, with short, dark
brown hair, dark green eyes, light skin, and he was cute too. He
asked if he could talk to me for a bit, and | said yes. We walked
away from my family so we could talk in private. We ended up
at a plain field, and when | turned to face him, he pinned me
down to the ground suddenly. Both my wrists are pinned next to
my head with him on top of me. | wanted to break from his
grasp, but | was in a state of shock. The background began to
|l ook disoriented. I could not
was covering them, but it felt as if he was staring at me. The boy
did not say a word to me but began to lean over and whisper to
my ear. What he said next sent chills down my spine. His final
words to me were, oOYoudll be
| was completely freaked out by this. | never figured out
what was the meaning or what caused this. But this second
dream began in the middle. For example, instead of watching a
movie from the beginning, you watch it in the middle of the
movie. | got no content of how I got in this situation. | was in the
lobby of a hospital with a couple of friends. A boy with light blue
hair, another boy with short messy green hair, and another boy
with short blonde hair. We were anxiously waiting for any up-
date of our dear friendHe had black hair with red highlights
and was gravely injured in the accidemm what | can re-
member, me and the black and red hair boy had some type of
argument. Frustrated, he stormed out of the house wanting to
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get away. An hour later we got a call saying that he was in a car
crash, and he was in terrible condition. | began regretting every-
thing | said to him while pacing back and forth. The green hair
boy and the blonde hair boy tried their best to comfort me when
the door slammed open. | do not remember if it was Queen
Latifah or Oprah that entered the lobby. She looked as if she just
left a meeting and had her yorkie on a leash. She was worried for
her nephew who was in surgery, but when she looked at us, she
was furious. She started yelling at us for being a bad influence on
him, then proceeded to blame me and says that | was unfit to be
in a relationship with him. The light blue hair boy had enough of
her whining and decided to yell back at her. Unannounced to us,
the lady dropped the leash, and the leash was being pulled; how-
ever, no one is pulling it. As the dog was being pulled, the door
automatically shut; however, the leash does not seem to stop.
The dog was strangled against the door when the dog let out a
yelp. The argument stopped, and when we turned to faced to
dog, nothing but horror filled the room. Everything from the
workers, the patients, and us just froze; the only sound that was
heard was the pouring rain. Suddenly, the lady screamed in
heartbreaking horror. The dog was hanging by its leash, looking
lifeless, bits of blood coming out of its mouth, and had the ex-
pression of being strangled. T
ment or sound.

Fast forward, my friends and | were spending time together at
my house when we heard our names being called out. When we
opened the door, we were shocked to see some familiar faces.
They had come to apologize for what they said and done. We
accepted their apologies, and it started to rain very lightly. We
just started laughing but felt ever so joyful. Then music started to
play out of nowhere, and we began to dance. Me and the black
and redhaired boy somehow ended up on the roof still dancing.
But we stopped when we looked at each other and slowly leaned
in for a kiss. Then my view became a thedson point of view
and slowly moved away from the scene. And that is when | woke
up.

| wanted to go back to that dream but knew that | could not.
| watchedLaw and Ordemtermittently, and it resulted in this

20



last dream. | told this dream to a few people, and their facial
expressions looked concerned. | had just left a building and was
on my way home. It was a lovely peaceful night when a white
truck drove right next to me. | could not understand what hap-
pened; one moment | was walking, minding my own business,
and the next | was being pulled inside the vehicle. | was uncon-
scious because | woke up in an oftilkce room tied up. Then

the door opened revealing a man in his forties or fifties who
came in and told me that | will be working for him and cannot
escape. He later called his partner and told her to show me
around. She then cut the rope and dragged me out of the office.
She was in her thirties, wearing casual business attire that re-
vealed slightly more skin than us@hle began showing me

around the house and telling me the rules that | must follow.

She said that | was not ready and that she would be my instruc-
tor. | also noticed that there were other people there, both girls
and boys around my age. However, | could not see their faces; it
was as if their faces were covered by a black mist. Then sudden-
ly, a gunshot was heard. Men in suits appeared out of nowhere
and ran to the location of the gun shot. The lady looked an-
noyed, grabbed her gun, then pushed me out of the way to deal
with the intruder. |1 was then pulled back on my feet, but as soon
as | looked up, | came fateface with a masked girl. She then
told me to follow her until we got to the limo. When we got

close to the limo, a few more people wearing masks ran out of
the house as the lady and a few guards were chasing them. We
got inside the limo and sped out of the parking lot, but we are
still being chased. For a whole three minutes this scene felt like
we were in #&ast andruriousmovie. As we got away from the

car chase, we then arrived at a warehouse. Everyone got out of
the | imo and took off their me
doing there?d6 and ol f I 8&dm okay
ry, and we began to start planning to destroy their organization.
But before | could grab a weapon, | woke up.

These dreams are caused by what | read or watched. And
honestly, | enjoyed each of my dreams. | find dreams to be fas-
cinating, even if they leave me in shock or in terror. As | heard
someone once said, oLet your i
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do be careful, because even if imagination can seem harmless, it
can affect your mental widing.
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Juan Garza
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The Tragic End

Stewart Elizardo

I n 0The Raven, 6 by Edgar Al
throughout the story. The loss of his beloved Lenore has gained
momentum and driven the man mad. Without processing grief,
humans build up emotional loss until it becomes unbearable.
0The Road Not Takend by Robert
its main theme. The struggles that everyone deals with on their
journey. Even though we are conscience of our choices, we al-
ways, no matter what relive paths that have crossed us and lead tc
wander . 00zymandiaso6 by Per c)
of time and how all things pass in that time. The mightiest of
kings build statues that last hundreds of years, yet time consumes
al | and erodes these mighty st
great saying. ol fé6 by Rudyarc
| ess advice and how raising a
knowledge to a son is the gift of life so that the son can make wise
life decisions on his own accord. Impart the wisdom and let the
man make his own path. 0Sonne
all about love. The theme can be seen through the whole poem.
The beauty of summer, the buds of May are some of the com-
parisons made about the beauty of a loved one.

The same five stories have m
Raven, 6 the raven itself 1is a
the bird is constantly remindi
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answer to so many questions. The man has so many questions

remaining after | osing Lenore
most common symbol is the worn path indicating how many

people choose similar paths t
t hat way is not always the be:

ue is a symbol since it has lasted a long time, yet even that is
missing parts, and has obviously been subjected to time and for-

gotten as well. I n ol fo6 the
mi nedé and that symbolizes all
and effort. 0Sonnet 1806 is s

parison is the entirety of the poem. Shakespeare uses the sun

saying how the heavens are looking onto her beauty and how

her beauty will not fade or diminish like the summer does.
Pieces of literature, no matter their age, are relevant still to-

day. o0l worriedd by Mary Ol iv
stant curiosity into worry. The stresses of how to be a better
person, or am | sick, did | do it right? So many thoughts run-

ning in oneds mind. Today we
same manner. We drive ourselves crazy until we finally realize
0l candét do anything about it
l i ps have kissed, and wher e,

lay is a good poem in that it is all about memory, the good times
or bad times. Who remembers my first kiss better than myself,
that rush of energy or the floor falling under my feet. The way
our stomachs feel fluttery with love or when our hearts are bro-
ken and that time we cried fo
to today. o0Counting the Madéd
ing in how one thinks thatos
speaks of individuality and how each person faces their own
struggle. On a scientific level, how chemical composition differs
in each body. These texts show how each person reacts, from
human to human, and that no two people are alike.
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The Mess | Made, The Life | Found

Teresa Bourque

Have you ever let one thing ruin your life? My story may not
|l ook | i ke others, but 1t is mi
life have not been good. Choosing to stop using drugs and alco-
hol was the best decision | have ever made. Making the choice
to stay in recovery every day has not been easy, but | can prom-
ise you it is well worth the life | have today. Now buckle up and
enjoy the ride that is My Life. The hope is that my story helps at
least one person find recovery and learn that life can still be
worth living without the use of drugs and alcohol.

To properly tell you my story, | must start at the beginning. |
was born into a family where my father made the decision to no
longer be with my mother. He decided that a life with another
woman was what he truly wanted. In return, my mother gave
birth to mein the midst ofinxiety, depression, guilt, grief, and
|l dm sure many other negative ¢
stances my mother became an alcoholic shortly after my birth.
The chaos that she was experiencing bled into my early years
very quickly. My younger years were filled with trouble in school
and eventually led to trouble with law enforcement. | cannot tell
you that my childhood was the result of all my life choices, but it
did have a profound effect on my teen and young adult life.
Honestly, | am lucky to have made it past my twenties.

Struggling to find comfort in my own skin, as a lost teen, is
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truly the reason | started using drugs and alcohol. The first time |
drank, at the age of 12, | remember thinking I had finally found
what | had been searching for my whole life. A fragile confi-
dence, a false acceptance of myself, surged through my veins like
water erasing the contours of who | believed | was. Once | had
that first o6higho | spent the
feeling. That same night after that good feeling high set in, | end-
ed up getting extremely sick. Stuck in the bathroom hugging the
toilet for what felt like a lifetime, | woke the next morning, and
my first thought was to try it again and maybe not drink as much
so | dondot get sick. Even afte
continued to drink. | was fooling myself into believing | had the
dream job as a bartender in the same year | had received the
DWI. Working in that environment only fueled my drinking and
using drugs to change the way I felt about myself. Taking drugs to
stay awake and function during the day and drinking myself to
oblivion to go to sleep at night became my normal. | knew |
wouldn't survive this way of life for long. Something had to
change. Little did | know that the only thing | needed to change
was everything.

Finding recovery saved my life. | was 30 years old and miser-
able. Fortunately for me, my oldest Sster had aready been
through her addiction and was familiar with Narcotics Anony-
mous. She guided me on where to go and who to talk to. Making
the decision to go to rehab was the scariest thing I've ever done. |

candt | ie and tell you that it
out knowing what was going to happen. The rehab | attended was
The ADA Women6s House in Gal ve

you that house saved my life. It was the cornerstone of my recov-
ery journey. The women there where the kindest most loving
souls I dve had the pleasure of
and looked down on, | was met with love and compassion. After
settling in, | gained some clarity as time passed from putting any
type of drug or alcohol in my body. It was like a dense fog had
lifted off my brain, and for once in my life | could see clearly.
Colors became brighter. It was there that | was introduced to the
program Narcotics Anonymous. Now the real work had to begin.

| was told to get a sponsor and work the 12 steps. At this point, |
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was willing to do whatever it took to never have to use again. |
was very hesitant about working the steps, but once | started, |
couldn't stop. With each step | worked | discovered how | creat-
ed all of the destruction in my life. It was the hardest yet most

rewarding work | dve ever done.
makes me happy has given me a complete perspective change
on |ife. Recovery didndt |Just

best friend and the love of my life, all in one person. Becoming

an acceptable, responsible, productive member of society. Mak-
ing the choice to go back to school. All because | took one step

that changed everything.

My life hasn't always been easy, but it has been a life worth
living. | wouldn't change a single thing that happened to me be-
cause | know now that I carry a lifesaving message. Telling my
story to at least one person who is willing to hear it makes all the
struggles and successes worth it. My drug of choice today is
growth and finding new ways to experience life. If there is one
thing | want everyone reading my story to take from it is this;
Even though | &6ve made some hor
though my life did not play out the way society says it should,
today because | choose to work a program, my life is my own.
Drugs and alcohol stole that choice from me for many years.
Today that choice is in my hands. And for that | am truly grate-
ful.
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