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LSCPA and the editors would like to extend grati-

tude to all the faculty, staff, and students who 

make publishing this magazine possible. We con-

tinue to celebrate our talented students and their 

creativity through the publication of our Expres-

sions Magazine. The people who contribute their 

ideas, time, and art to making this project a suc-

cess do so with grace, generosity, and compassion. 

We recognize and appreciate all of you!  
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Short Story  

First Place  

Painting the Arrival of Life 

Haley Kiker 

  
 As I made it through those imposing double doors, each 

step forward felt like dragging cinderblocks through a freshly laid 

pile of cement. The antiseptic smell immediately penetrated my 

nostrils, assaulting my senses with clinical presence. The air in this 

place bore the chill of a winter's evening, and a blend of anxiety 

and excitement filled me to the brim. However, that feeling was 

replaced with an intense, searing pain, like fire roaring through me 

with no remorse. As I embraced the fiery agony, the realization 

swept over me like a wave that the arrival of my first daughter was 

near.  

 The corridor leading to my room felt like a winding tun-

nel, and what was only a 30-foot walk seemed to stretch into an 

eternity. The air seemed different on this floor; what was sterile 

now enveloped me in a cocoon of warmth and happiness. At the 

door, the rapid beat of my heart signaled the imminent moment 

ahead; soon, I would be greeted by an arrival that would reshape 

my whole world. The room that had once felt like a sanctuary now 

imprisoned me in the grip of agony. Needles connected to the 

miles of tubing bound me to the bed, and the pain medicine 

seemed powerless at alleviating waves of pain coursing through me. 

I reached a point where hope felt elusive, and despair threatened 

to consume me. Suddenly, an angel descended into the room. 

With him, he carried a toolbox filled with the remedy that would 

transform this pain into a distant, fading memory. As soon as that 

magical elixir filled me, a numbness embraced me from the waist 
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down as I surrendered to the tranquility. A sense of calm washed 

over me, allowing me to relax and drift into a peaceful nap.  

 I roused from the depths of my serene nap; the sudden 

intrusion of nurses shattered the tranquil and calm presence I had 

encompassed. Their urgency was palpable as they maneuvered 

around me, revealing alarming news of my baby's dropping heart 

rate. Exhaustion clouded my comprehension, and fear tightened its 

grip. Swiftly, they connected me to oxygen, repositioned me onto 

my side, and after a tense interval, the commotion began to sub-

side. However, sleep remained elusive amidst the aftermath of this 

medical whirlwind. A strange quiet fell, enveloping the room in a 

deep darkness like night. My intuition suggested that my baby girlõs 

arrival was close. Nervous tingles danced through my upper body 

as I felt pressure envelop me. It was time. 

 Exhausted but determined, I pushed tirelessly, a sympho-

ny of emotions echoing within me. Yet, my baby hesitated, resisting 

the pull of the world beyond. Scissors hovered in the air, an invisi-

ble decision point, though I remained oblivious to the sensation of 

their cutting. A few more determined pushes, and there she was. 

My beautiful baby girl, adorned in hues of pink and purple, her 

sweet face slightly swollen like a rosebud in full bloom, bore the 

tender marks of her journey into our world. Her cries, a symphony 

of sweetness and power, resonated as a testament to her arrival. A 

tidal wave of profound and unfamiliar love crashed over me as she 

was placed on my chest. Ready to introduce my baby girl to my 

world, I cradled her into my arms, feeling the warmth of her tiny 

body against mine. At that moment, as we shared the same breath 

and heartbeat, I knew our journey together was beginning. 
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Cover Art ñSecond Place  

Angela Lua 
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Short Story  

Second Place  

Treasures of Unraveling Realities 

Thinh V. Tran 

 

 

 In the enchanting backdrop of my small hometown, where 

childhood dreams danced like an ethereal mist, the sunsets painted 

a canvas of orange and pink, casting long shadows on cobblestone 

streets. Amid the laughter of friends in narrow alleyways and the 

fragrance of blooming flowers in the town square, my curiosity 

sprouted, sowing the seeds of a relentless quest for truth. As years 

unfolded, the quaint town became the stage for my personal mys-

tery. A chance meeting with the enigmatic Dirigo marked a pivotal 

moment in my journey. Behind the town's rustic charm lurked hid-

den secrets, and Dirigo, with his piercing gaze and mysterious 

smile, held the elusive key. Each encounter with him felt like a 

puzzle piece falling into place, unveiling a reality more intricate and 

mysterious than I had ever dared to imagine.  

 Amidst the shadows of uncertainty, our friendship with 

Dirigo evolved into a clandestine journey in a town that had once 

been a comforting backdrop. Unlike others, Dirigo became a trust-

ed confidant as we navigated the deceptive intricacies of our false 

reality, where familiar streets concealed hidden barriers. The simu-

lated world, crafted by puppeteers, tested our resolve with challeng-

es that exposed a complex tapestry of manipulation beyond our 

wildest imaginations. As we delved deeper, the once-innocent town 

bore the scars of a reality warped by unseen forces, transforming 

into a labyrinth of intrigue and mystery, prompting us to grapple 



7 

 

with the profound implications of our journey through this distort-

ed reality.  

 In a pivotal moment of desperation, faced with an insur-

mountable obstacle, I made the ultimate sacrifice. The weight of 

the decision pressed upon my shoulders, a burden fueled by a de-

termination to ensure Dirigo's escape. In those fleeting moments, I 

implored him to carry on the quest for truth, knowing that my sac-

rifice was a catalyst for the unraveling of the simulated world's se-

crets. The farewell between friends was etched in the fabric of 

time, a poignant moment that set the stage for the  challenges that 

lay ahead. Heart heavy with grief, I watched as Dirigo made his 

escape into the real world, leaving me behind, captured and help-

less. The simulated world closed in around me; its confines once 

again becoming my prison. The room, once a sanctuary of dreams, 

transformed into a cage, and the tendrils of simulated reality tight-

ened their grip. The realization of my sacrifice, the echoes of our 

friendship, and the burden of truth intertwined, forging chains that 

bound me to the very fabric of the simulation I sought to escape.  

 Dirigo, now free from the shackles of the simulation, dedi-

cated his newfound liberty to sending help into the simulated 

world. The clandestine efforts he orchestrated from beyond the 

confines of the artificial reality were a testament to his resilience 

and unwavering commitment to the cause. Seeds of rebellion were 

planted, silently germinating in the minds of those still ensnared by 

the puppeteers' illusions. Dirigo became a shadowy figure, orches-

trating a silent revolution that would pave the way for the moment 

when the truth would finally come to light. As I navigated the chal-

lenges of my re-imprisonment, the simulated world revealed new 

layers of deception. The puppeteers, sensing the growing dissent, 

tightened their control, introducing barriers and traps designed to 

quell any rebellion. In this heightened state of awareness, I stum-

bled upon a hidden video recordingñan unexpected lifeline to the 

truth that lay beyond the simulated facade. The video, recorded by 

me in a moment of foresight before my memory was erased, be-

came a beacon guiding me towards the elusive exit, where the real 

world awaited.  

  Now armed with the knowledge of my reality and the un-

expected support from Dirigo, I set my sights on a renewed escape. 
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The room that once seemed comforting now felt like a cage, and I 

yearned to break free. The video became my guiding light, a 

source of strength as I meticulously planned my escape. Every de-

tail, every revelation in the recording fueled my determination to 

dismantle the puppeteers' illusions and step into the unknown. Our 

journey to break free from the simulation intensified. Dirigo, or-

chestrating a silent revolution from the outside, provided crucial 

information and assistance. Together, we navigated through the 

intricacies of the simulated world, dismantling barriers and expos-

ing the puppeteers' carefully crafted illusions. Each step forward 

was a battle against the artificial constructs of our reality. The very 

fabric of the simulation resisted our escape, throwing challenges 

that tested our resilience and determination. Dirigo, despite his 

newfound freedom, was a guiding force from beyond, a voice in 

the darkness leading me towards the light.  

 The rebellion sparked by Dirigo's escape gained momen-

tum, challenging the puppeteers' illusion of control. Our fight sym-

bolized defiance, showcasing the power of truth against manufac-

tured lies. Whispers of dissent evolved into a resounding chorus, 

shaking the simulated world's foundations. As the rebellion 

reached its climax, the world quivered, crumbling under the weight 

of truth. The once-untouchable puppeteers faced consequences. 

Amidst chaos, a lightning-like revelation struckñ the real world, an 

unexplored frontier, awaited with uncertainties. Stepping into the 

unknown, I carried lessons from the simulated crucibleña tapestry 

of sacrifice, friendship, and unwavering pursuit of truth. The reali-

zation that my journey was beginning anew echoed, propelling me 

beyond the simulated world's confines. In a concealed chamber, 

Dirigo and I huddled, urgently discussing our escape plan from the 

Oligarchs, the reality-manipulating puppeteers. Dim light flickered, 

casting shadows as we whispered. "The Oligarchs are tightening 

their grip," Dirigo said, his eyes reflecting the gravity. "We need to 

act swiftly." I nodded, thoughts racing about the impending con-

frontation. "The rebellion gains momentum, but we must strike at 

the heart of their control, expose illusions, and dismantle erected 

barriers."  

 Dirigo's gaze hardened as he revealed gathered intel from 

the outside, indicating the Oligarchs' vulnerability in the heavily 
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guarded central control chamber. As we delved into the plan de-

tails, the weight of our mission pressed upon us, turning the once-

deceptive simulated world into the battleground for liberation. The 

room resonated with our determinationña quiet rebellion against 

unseen forces confining us. Our discussion unfolded like a choreo-

graphed dance, each move calculated to outsmart the Oligarchs. 

Dirigo's outside insights provided a crucial advantage to navigate 

the web of illusions. Together, we plotted, aware that every deci-

sion carried the weight of our shared history. As the time for action 

approached, we steeled ourselves for the challenges ahead. Una-

ware of the storm brewing, the Oligarchs continued pulling strings 

from the shadows. Little did they know that, fueled by lessons of 

sacrifice and truth, Dirigo and I were poised to shatter their illu-

sions and step into the uncertain embrace of the real world.  

 In the days leading up to our planned assault on the Oli-

garchs, Dirigo and I worked tirelessly to fine-tune every aspect of 

our escape plan. The simulated world responded to our rebellion 

with heightened surveillance and additional layers of deception, but 

our determination only intensified. Dirigo, with his knowledge 

from beyond the simulation, provided strategic insights that proved 

invaluable. We navigated through the labyrinth of illusions with a 

shared purpose, fueled by the desire to expose the puppeteers who 

manipulated our reality. As our rebellion gained momentum, whis-

pers of dissent echoed through the simulated town. The citizens, 

once mere puppets in the Oligarchs' play, began to question the 

fabric of their existence. Seeds of doubt sprouted, and the simulat-

ed world trembled in response to the growing realization that reali-

ty was far more complex than it seemed. The central control cham-

ber, guarded by the Oligarchs, loomed as our ultimate destination. 

Our plan was meticulous, relying on the element of surprise and 

exploiting weaknesses in the artificial construct. With Dirigo's guid-

ance, we anticipated the moves of our unseen adversaries, turning 

the tables in our favor.  

 On the eve of our daring mission, the simulated town 

throbbed with eerie energy, concealing the storm brewing within. 

Confident Oligarchs were oblivious to the rebellion's silent antici-

pation, as Dirigo and I moved purposefully through the shadows. 

The once tranquil town square crackled with defiance, uniting re-
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bels in pursuit of truth. Approaching the central control chamber, 

the heart of puppeteers' influence, the weight of our collective jour-

ney bore down. With a silent nod, Dirigo and I breached the 

chamber, catching the Oligarchs off guard. A tense exchange en-

sued, revealing the true nature of our reality and exposing the Oli-

garchs.  

 In the chaos, Dirigo and I dismantled control mechanisms, 

freeing citizens from puppeteers' strings. The rebellion surged, 

breaking chains and blurring the lines between simulated and real 

worlds. The transition was disorienting as we emerged into the un-

charted true reality. Now, once prisoners, Dirigo and I stood on 

the threshold of a new beginning, lessons learned guiding us. As we 

stepped into the real world, the echoes of our rebellion reverberat-

ed. The small town, once a stage for illusion, faded into memory. 

Our journey continued, not as puppets, but as individuals forging 

destinies. The friendship remained, anchoring us as we embraced 

uncertainties. The pursuit of truth, once confined, unfolded on the 

vast canvas of reality, inviting exploration beyond the horizon.  
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