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[etter from the Editor

Dear Readers,

Welcome to the 2024-2025 edition of CAPA's
Literary Magazine, /¢ /inal/ Dra/? . Our firstissuc
highlights self-selected pieces and some excerpts of
writing from the senior Creative Writing class, along with
some brief bios so you can get to know the people
behind this wonderful production. We're looking forward
to delivering issues of our magazine to you on a monthly
basis! Each new issuc will be available during the first
week of every month. Not only will we be publishing these
black & white paper issues, but starting next month we'll
be publishing in glorious color on our website! Be sure to
check out the bulletin board outside room 210 for more
info later this month!

We hope that this year's edition of the literary
magazine, our website, (capaliterarymagazine.com), and
our Instagram account (@capalitmag) can be a home
for not just for the Creative Writing department, but all of
you creative people at CAPA: visual artists,
photographers, filmmalkers, designers, and, of course,
writers. With our magazine, our Instagram, and our
website, we want to create dynamic, accessible space for
all majors to display their talents. So, please submit any
writing, art, photography, video, and other mediums by
cmailing us at capaliterarymagazine@gmail.com, and
we'll work with you to find a place for it. Thank you for
reading our first issue! Please feel free to hit us with your
feedback . We look forward to publishing your work this
vear.

Mr. Corona



The Class of 2025

1.Micah Alston
2. Lailissa Andrades
3.Shaniya Britt
4.Elliott Byrd
5.Cynthia Ventura
6.Rachel Coupland
7.Jac Diaz
8.Azure Dover
9.Nova Greene-Berry
10.Effigy Handy
11. Kharma Hillian
12.Morgan Irby-Clark
13. Astrid Judd
14. Aaliah Kennedy Sutton
15.Angel Leung
16.Imani Martin
17.Brave McHugh
18. Astrid McSwiggan
19. Tah’mir Mont
20.Rena Ngo
21.Lidya Roach
22.Abdul Robinson
23.Milena Rogers
24 Millie Salinas
25.Imara Stewart
26.Ptolemy Stuart
27 Mallie Weller
28.Syncere Wright-Mccullough
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I wish | was attractive. | wish | was
smarter. | wish | could be me. A wish is a
strong desire for something that isn’t
easily obtainable or, in your eyes,
impossible. Shooting stars, birthday
candles, the clock reaching 11:11; these
are all common things people like to wish
on. Eventually, that meteor that you saw
in the sky will cool down, the smoke from
your birthday candles will burn out, and
the clock will reach 11:12. After these
things happen, do the wishes cast on
them cease to exist? Is this why none of

my wishes ever com e?

CANVA STORIES

FILM 200 PLUS
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WHATS YOUR DREAM DIRECTOR

CAREER




\\,'Iil( )s) { hat
(AR1

‘ gﬂc@fom& Son ?j of your
m 1€¢
| 1000 mile$ Vanessa Gaﬂ’[on

—_— Pream Cav’eev’cé _'
Q \'\@y\”[ S&Vlt 14}’ g(GOut.. Cj\-@.ra Swu’[ﬂ: A
,[Ke ColoY’}’iy\LJCoo& & }’iﬂteY’eSt i -y

w
-
-

-

%WWMY\B é{ays would you last in -’ :
the apocalypse

ummm... zeyo

pirth flower?

COSYY[OS 6 mqﬁjo‘[a‘g

%ew o



R s T el bR L [ ¥ ' | L® Lt

"
pﬁ:::' s T s A il '."r..' _.f'..'"- R
s ',.-I'_I":, ¥ .J-I'J. E o .:"'-Fr.;'a 4
3 [ . - -'r H :-:;I i
;‘_._ .ri-'r_.g .:I-r .'f....." IF_ Eev'f aff |.\___.'_ ot bl l:.. i, '&ﬂl ;tnu 5
i i, il ket 1 fodae F hinbe e e T ?
g SR e AL
off SR kB v F L EF gy, B .'Illlrl-.' ﬂ?]-" ) E
¥ at ¢ thank
"."rfﬂ-_.i-\.l'.li i .Ff’.ﬁ-l.-{,_.ﬁ ri-!"__ Wi ]_.".ﬁ-.-n ..l"ll;r'ul--' AL H,_’a;;.j"
ol ki NP - Rire SRR CHNSRNGS Tea) = :
. ’ wemans dasg <3l
- u{...;.-.e:,n.d]mﬁ';-.- B et I e

¥ '.",b.ﬁaﬁt: .r"??..h..-lj.rd'..'.l_.l!' .FI'J:"- '..-:"F-rrﬂ A WT
4 . - \___. = - S o

ol 2 toonange el

My Greasts lay softly in vy Glack strapless pra -~

TOhich {\ujs ™y pust
T QS it Sexual?
| The ’[Qmj&[ of a depressed, fatherless, veckless mess of a Teenage 9ir,

gDeYjecﬂU tied in a [ow,
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Florescence Flower

Growing up, I didn’t pay much attention to my neighborhood. The
environment and the people living amongst my neighborhood weren't
really virtuous. None of that really caught my attention. Thinking back to
when I lived with my mom in North Philadelphia, when everything was in
order. Food was on the table by 5:00, and we ate as a family, specific
routines we followed every day, everyone played their part. Reminiscing
about the old times in that neighborhood has me daydreaming about the
good times I remember having with my mom. I was her first child, we were
like best friends. She would take me places, run around with me. Those
daydreams are the daydreams I want to stay in forever. My neighborhood
wasn’t the best neighborhood and I wouldn’t sugarcoat anything about it.

Being raised in North Philadelphia, people would degrade you. People
would tell you that you wouldn’t make it just because you live in a terrible
place with useless people. Have you ever wondered if you would actually
make it out of the hood? Contemplating about your future, not wanting to
end up like the crackhead up to no good at the end of the block, or the one
lady half naked asking for money in the middle of the street. This was one
of the two things I did not miss during my time living there. Born and
partially raised in the area of North Philadelphia, this my first home I
could remember. I can remember having a memorable time with my sister
running up and down the crooked sidewalk with the next door neighbors,
playing tag. Running as fast as I could to get away, laughing and out of
breath. SMACK, I hit the ground. Scraping my knee after I stumble over
the uneven concrete. Shed tears as I saw this big nasty scrape on my knee, a
lot of blood drop down. After getting it cleaned, I continued to play roughly
like nothing happened. As I grew, I started to realize more of my
surroundings.

Entering the towering doors of a real school with kids my age and much
older was very exciting for me. My school being walking distance opened
my eyes to the environment I come from. Seeing how people litter like it’s
okay or watching now people walk around asking anyone for money.
Everything was moving very quickly, like everyone and everything had
things to do and places to be. “Is this the real world?” I would ask myself. I
walked to school at 6:00 in the morning with my mom, not far from
Temple Hospital. I’ve seen people I wouldn’t call my neighbors but people
that recognized my mom, I don’t know where from but they would stop us.
They would come up to us and say “good morning” or “how are you.”
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"I Am From”
Elliott Byrd
I am from magic marbles found in sun-burnt parking lots,
ones you can peer through into an upside-down world.
Ladybug funerals, and Chinese takeout splattered across the
condo floor. Solitary wedding ring discarded on the stairs.

I am from grubby hands holding each other. Walking past
the homeless men’s barking dogs on the way to the Grocery
Outlet (“bargain market”). From the wreckage of shattered
glass and brownie bits that slipped from my mother’s hands

on the walk to her friend’s house. Crash so sudden against the
pavement that my five-year-old self cried out “was there an
earthquake?”.

I am from Douglas Firs, from poorly kept yards overgrown
with dandelions. A few years later, I'm from a rusted fire
escape. Cigarette butts and marijuana buds dropped carelessly
by our upstairs neighbor. From little science lessons at the
scratched up kitchen table, feet swinging, kicking, against the
old chair legs.
| am from blanket forts. Shielding me and the baby from the
explosive arguments in the next room. Cold light spilling from
underneath the door. Her little halo of curls sticking staticky
to our makeshift hideout.

I'm from fire alarms in the middle of the night and finding
refuge in unexpected places. From mac-n-cheese and

trampolines. From playing pretend, and getting too real. I'm

from being read to on the bus, fingers brushing the pages of

the public library’s paperbacks. Learning to understand from
the stained and dusty seats.
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What’s your dream career
Fashion Designer
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The flower petals disappear. The last one alone in the green

»

mellow field. It stops blooming and starts to curve downwards.
It’s scared, it’'ll wilt away alone. But the sudden coincidental
sunlight reaches them. That warmly shone on their petals was the
flower that was destined to bloom alongside them. Their petals
are glowing with warmth. They were meant to reach one another
at a specific moment like they are each other’s soulmates. A
soulmate is a soul that is destined to meet mine and to have an
immediate connection, in any lifetime. The wilted flower begins to
bloom again with its special flower. Their vines intertwined
tightly. Together, they blossomed in the bright light. Since the day
I met my soulmates, my winter heart bloomed into a spring
flower.

It’s no coincidence that all of our souls met and are still
intertwined to this day. Our hearts and souls won’t change. When
we met each other on that dazzling day, a pink light begins to
ignite my heart. My heart, I pick out the color that is my
soulmate. Soulmates, I believe they truly do exist, whether it be
platonic or romantic, there must be people out in the world that
are destined to meet me. In my case, I have met my platonic
soulmates. However, there is a missing petal, my romantic
soulmate. Nevertheless, that is my belief and it will continue to
blossom liké'the special petals that landed on my heart that day.

- C N eitten 5%15%/296%/&1%%% z‘@g/umﬂy
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[ wont shut up about....
Folktales and faeries

My birth flowers are...
Holly and narcissus

In an apocolypse, |
would survive...

A decent few weeks. I've
got some basic jack-of-
all-trades skills

What song would play
in the background of
your movie?

“Talk it Up” by Sammy
Rae and The Friends
Dream Career?

Published novelist,
and comic creator
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Lxcerpts _from May Memoir

She is in the living room

The TV turns her into shades of blue and green and yellow, a stained
glass untainted by the dense smoke of adulthood and awash in a holy
purity. Spells and enchantments fill the screen, beckoning to her, drawing
her forth into the story. Princesses, facries, and faerie princesses echo the
dress-up clothes she has adorned herself with in her long-standing ritual.
She watches the movies again and again, content to have something that
is truly her own, content to understand the same stories in a new way
every time.

She is a princess, an enchantress, casting the whole wild world under her
spell. Drenched in the weightlessness of girlhood, for moments here and
there, she believes herself to be light enough to fly. Perhaps she is.
Perhaps every moment in her life has somehow led up to the one where
her feet finally leave the ground. Perhaps one day a beautiful enchantress
will come to her door, disguised as an old beggar woman, rose in hand,
and she will plant the rose in her garden of dreams. Perhaps, perhaps,
perhaps. The tales allow her to believe in the possibilities of it all, and she
thinks —

I have never loved anything as muc/i ast love His.

She is in the classroom.

The teacher places a book in front of her, brand new and shiny, pale
green and silver, telling a story of hope and courage and the wonder she
thought adults were supposed to leave behind. Open its pages, and out
dances a maelstrom of insanity, of wild beasts yet untamed and little boys
and girls escaping into entirely different worlds. It encircles her, drawing
her in, whispering secrets in the soft cadence of imagination. Finally, she
can once more follow her heart out the window, into the skies and stars,
breathing in time with the planets. She looks around and finds she is in the
same place she has always been. But for a moment, she was an autumn
wind that has just begun to remember what it means to feel truly chilled
and alive.

She yearns to have that moment back like a caged animal craves
freedom. She realizes for the first time that someone wrote this, that they
spent their life creating a story, and she knows with absolute certainty
that that is all she wants to do for the rest of her life. She is a writer. She
always was. She holds the book to her chest and thinks -

T have never loved anytfitng as mucli as 7 (ove 1is.
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What's your dream career? Forensic psychologist... or

cosmetologist

at song would play in the backgrourd Overgrown Garden
of your movie? by Beetlebug
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THE START OF
COREDELIA

TO READ
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The nearest town, a week away on foot, only seems to know her as a
myth to give hope to the families who may lose their children to the forest.
A woman with dark hair to match her skin that sinks to her waist with a
smile that carries comfort throughout her home. Never easy to find, as her
home is constantly moving, but if you do spot her it's usually days without
seeing another human, long after whoever you brought with you has either
left or disappeared for... other reasons. She welcomes you into her home,
reminding you of your own mother no matter who you are as she sits a
warm bowl of homemade soup in front of you. Making sure you're patched
and packed before going to bed and finishing your journey with her map the
next day. Mama Gracie, a home way, way from home The myth continues
with her meeting the god of healthy bones and large waters, Merfyn. It's
not often people make it to her with another by their side, but she never
fails to have a meal already in her pot for all of them. It had been weeks,
he'd tell her, venturing to the next town in hopes of making a trail for
anyone who wished to follow. She's as the story a million times, "I know,
dear, you won't be the last" her voice cut through his worries as though she
were the embodiment of home herself. His partner, quick to get some rest,
asks where they may sleep and she sends him on his way, but Merfyn stays.
His questions seem to have no end until finally he asks more about her.
“Gracie, you do this alone?” '"Well, of course, ain't nobody else in these
trees' Her giggles fill his mind, hugging it before leaving him desperate for
more. '"'Doesn't it get lonely? You must miss having company, haven't you
thought about doing anything... more?" his voice hushed, as though he knew
he was stepping too far, yet she only sent him a smile. ""You're not wrong,
darlin', a home ain't much of home if there ain't nobody to share it with
once in a while, but I ain't never thought of givin' this up.” “Never?”
“Neva” Silence, it hangs over them like a blanket before her voice cracks
through, "Get on to bed, sweetie, you gotta leave early 'morrow if you
wanna make it to the next town over by Saturday's sun down."



My dream career is

My birth flower

a Substance Abuse _ : | would
Counselor’ ISa dafdell survive an
thoughsoemthing |
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do plan on writing a
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In my movie | can’t write
Cranes in the up about-Nicki right now...
Sky by Solange Minaj looking I'm sick

at me when |
went to her
concert

will be playing
in the
background

Azure Dover Azure Dover Azure Dover



With the different shades of black alluding the sky, dimples
pulling at the cheeks of a woman's face, light skin colliding
with the warm sun. In order for me to talk about hating my
name, | have to talk about the person who gave it to me first.
My mother’s life changed when she was only eighteen, her
belly bringing a different being into the world, her bag filled
with books adding onto her newly formed heaviness. There
sat a girl who didn’t know where to go next in life, a girl who
sat in between people bombarding outside of abortion clinics
and a girl who questioned becoming a mother. A girl that
went to senior prom with breast milk spilling onto her dress,
and a baby on her hip at her graduation. That's when | came
into this story, me and my mother’s story.

“You changed my life, Aniya, when | had you, that's when my
life was complete.” For a good portion of my life, me and my
mother were all | ever knew. Even while she was battling
postpartum depression, knowing nothing at all about being a
mother, making sure to save time for her babygirl, the “middle
of her world”. The star to her moon, my mother’s world

revolved around me and mine was simply centered around
her. She was my idol. She is my idol, the way she would tell
me stories about her childhood, the way her heart picked up
and her dimples popped through as she smiled upon
reminiscing. | sat there, pupils peering back into hers with the
same expression, dying to hear about the tales she got herself
into her and how we were so much alike. But, most of all, |
loved hearing about the sacrifices she made just to give me the
life that she didn’t have.
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I came across the term Non-binary while reading online stories near the end of 7th
grade. “Non-binary- a term for people whose gender identity doesn't sit comfortably
with ‘man or ‘woman'." | didnt suddenly see the light, or have a month-long crisis over

My identity. To others, this would have been some huge revelation, but not me. I saw
this and 1 knew it fit. Everything | felt over the past 12 years of my life coming
together. Not feeling like a woman, but never feeling the need to be a man, I was non-
binary. I was different from the other girls because I wasn't one.

When | came out to my mother, she told me 12 was young to know what the words
that spilled from my mouth truly meant. that my gender and sexvality were things |
shouldn’t be thinking about, and I should place comfort in my body below grades. She
told me that | was not normal and she couldn't call me “they” because people would

look at her weird. No matter how I felt, I would always be seen as her daughter. | felt

massive crack tear through the carefully crafted ceramic cover, and if one were to look

close enough, they'd see my bitter frown. up until this point, I never once thought that
if 1 dared to step outside my designated box I'd be judged. I never thought My own

mother would ban me from having friends over because ‘I can't be trusted when I'm

unsure of My gender’ for weeks at a time. | never thought after years of finding 2

home something like my gender would be the thing to tear my relationship apart.

I faced my closest friends and shyly told them I may not be the girl they always
knew. we sat in math class on @ warm May af ternoon, vines creeping up the wall
of our trailer classroom. | forced back all my fears as I laid all my vulnerabilities
on the table. | admitted that | hated the little checkboxes handed to me and would
rather run freely between them.
They laughed.

They laughed right in my face, and the poorly constructed confidence I'd built
crumbled. My now ex-girlfriend joked that if | identified as Non-binary then she
identified as a seaqull, while my other friend said she couldn't use my preferred
pronouns, that “they/them” were Just too confusing for her. Instead, she called me
an "it" like an object. I put back on the mask with a few more cracks, cursing Myself
for ever showing my vulnerability, and accepted it all. I should have hated her. |
should have hated the fact that she'd rather call me ‘it', not ‘they'. But I didn't. |
honestly didn’t mind being called It/1t's.
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| Won't Shut Up About...

Fan fiction and my silly little characters

What song would play in the hackground of my
movie?
Record Player by Daisy

+

ow many days would you last in the apocalypse?

A week, tops.

the Great

My hirth flower is...

Marigold and the Cosmod

What's My Dream Gareer?

Graphic Designer or Game Uriter
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lam faci.ng the wall,
The smell of the carcass is dancing around me,
| can hear her separating the sinew from muscle,
| can hear the quiet snaps of this disgusting things threads,
The light must draping itself on the edge of her knife,
As she holds the soft fur in her hands,
Mussing and ruffling it,
It must still be warm,
As she tosses aside bones,

: Femur, Fibula, Tibia, :
I Il find them somewhere around her home again,
In some project that she handles with as much love,
As she handles the body.

| am facing the wall,
Worshiping her life,
While she unmakes this monster,
Playing god.

| am facing the wall,
A new smell is pricking my nose now,
She has found the black of the meat,
| turn my feet up as the ichor flows plentifully around them,
Its boiling, bubbling, some lands on my neck,
It's itching its way under my skin but | don't dare disturb this
peace with my deafening scratches.
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I won’t shut up about...

2018's Game of the Year and best game
of all time Disco Elysium. Ask me about
it | need to talk about this game.

(Y]
How long would you last in the
apocalypse

A month at MOST.

What is your background song of

your movie? &
g

Either Love, Me Normally, or
€ Cotards Solution by Will Wood

SR
GBS
What is your birth flower? - %\’/éf};\ 4
o 4
“35,"‘3"%®

Aster and Morning Glories

Dream Career

i

Indie cartoonist or game dev
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[won't Shut up about.. :ii?]r: (;:eamer ~
FASHION & PINKPANTHERESS ) > e
low many days would you last in an o T
apocalypse? ONE. . ﬁ
What song would play in the background ‘ |
of your movie? [TD BE A SILENT FILM.

hat's your birth flower?

VIOLET.
What is your dream career?

TO BE MARRIED 2 A RICH MAN
(4 MARKETING PR SPECIALIST)

.
e
.

\

l“w“.\.\ , i
N
|




COMPLETELY FROM MY OWN. I HAD BEEN NOTHING LESS THAN A
DREAMER AS A RID, ALWAYS SITTING IN FRONT OF A TELEVISION
IMAGINING WHAT IT WOULD BE LIKE TO SWITCH PIACES WITH THE
> VARIOUS MOVIE CHARACTERS I 50 DESPERATELY LOOKED UP TO. A3
A CHILD, ID SIT SNUGGLED UNDER PILES OF BLANKETS WITH MY
DAD A5 WED WATCH ALL HIS FAVORITE MOVIES THAT REMINDED
HIM OF HIS CHILDHOOD. BEETLEJUICE, LITTLE SHOP OF HORRORS,
AND STEVEN SOEILBERGS 1991 HOOR WERE SOME OF MY FAVORITES.

B > v 4 I
v : THIEE "1
3 - 3 TEEH Y
- . ‘ W%

“IT WASNT JUST BECAUSE THERE WAS A HOT OR
ATTRACTIVE MAIN CHARACTER WHO WED FELT
.. DRAWN TO NOR WAS IT A PARTICULAR DIRECTOR,
INSTEAD IT WAS THE SIMPLE ACT OF STORYTELLING
THROUGHOUT THESE FILMS THAT HAD RESONATED
WITH ME, AND HAD BECOME A REFLECTION OF ALL
OF THE LIVES I MAY NEVER LIVE

‘ FILM ALLOWS ME TO IMMERSE MYSELF IN A WORLD THAT DIFFERS
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/ Something | won’t shut up about?
\/

I never shut up about anything #certified yapper
N—

») How many days would I last in an apocalypse?
7
/ Like a week, | don’t come outside anyway

@) What song would play in the background of my
ie?
= Y King for A Day by ge()t“éleefhe veil

/ / What is my birth flower?

'J The Water Llly

) What is your dream career

My dream career is to be a cosmetologist, |
also want my own salon.



My Clarity piece

I’m older now, my stomach doesn’t attract stares anymore; my
shirts flow smoothly down, without a bulge making them stick out.
My waist goes inward a few inches, then outward adding a curve
to the rest of it. My face, still cowards under the fine lines and
dark circles, but it glows now. It’s still not enough, I’'m trying to
learn how to accept myself, I’'m trying to learn healthy coping
skills. I’'m convinced it’ll never be truly just for me though. | put so
much effort into myself trying to make other people happy, when
in the end, I’'m just sucking my own happiness away. | know it’s not
okay for someone to claim they want to be with you, but in reality
it’s only for your body. But I’d do what you want in order for your
lies to gaslight me, and fill my head with pretty images of the girl
with the perfect body. | bullied myself into having a good body
and being pretty, it wasn’t hard work that made me like this. |
want to reverse it so bad, but the clock just won’t rewind. It’s hard
to love myself when people around me convinced me not to, that
| wasn’t worth my own self love. Now when | don’t eat, I'll get “the
talk” about how girls would kill to have my body, about how I’'m
actually pretty regardless of the ignorant comments. When | look
in the mirror, | want to see someone worth my love, someone
worth being wooed over. | don’t want to be the girl who everyone
lusts over, | just want to be the girl that lusts over herself. | try to
uplift myself, time to time, but afterwards | always get that feeling
that there’s always someone that looks better, that | shouldn’t
waste my time trying to beautify myself because no one would
care. Sometimes, | wonder if I'm going insane, or if all along what
they said was true. This life could be a dream, and | could be the
ideal girl in my head, everyone loves her, she’s so pretty, and her
body is so good. I’'m not that girl, | won’t be anytime soon either.
So my tears will continue falling, and my journey towards the light
has just begun. In search of validation, I’'ve lost myself. | need

closure, | need clarity.
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Wrath

“The walk home is a long one filled with dread and sorrow. The clouds
fully cover up the sun in a dark gray and it looks like it is one the
verge of a thunderstorm but it still won’t rain. I want it to rain
though. I want it to just pour down on me, maybe even wash me away.
Wash me away from this neighborhood, from my school, even from my
family. I want it to take me to a single island, where it will just be
Sarah and I.”

Read Now!

SCAN ME







I am guided,
guarded,
and protected.

E Gilmore
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Silence takes over [rving Street every morning, no
matter the season. The squirrels are [rving's
morning birds. Their squawking never fails to wake
anyone out, of their deep slumber. The moment |
step outside, the silence sends a warm vibration
through the clear air to my humbled soul. |
sometimes forget where | am. [low can this be the
same place where everyone was woken up by the
overbearing sounds of rioting and sirens just a few
blocks away? | take in my peaceful surroundings in
case it's the last time | feel comfort within my
mind. The brisk wind makes the black bags from
the corner store dance in circles like a dog trying
to bite its own tail. [rving sometimes gets caught
up in Philadelphia's many problems. Jowever, she
always finds her way back to her therapeutic

nature.



angel leung
an avid football enjoyer :p

number one pedri fan & vini jr, jude
bellingham, rodrygo, guler
defender.

angel leung @girldoobee
1 iwon't shut up about... real madrid, soccer, pedri, ten
things i hate about u, love island USA s6, and bridgerton.

angel leung @girldoobee
# how many days would i survive in an apocalypse?...
five hours, but 20 days if i'm with will ferrell from elf.

angel leung @girldoobee
ttwhat song would play in the background of your

movie? espresso, don’t smile, decode, and tornado
warnings by sabrina carpenter

angel leung @girldoobee
“what’s your birth flower?... daisics and sweet peas
D

angel leung @girldoobee
+ what’s your drecam career?... an environmental

policy analyst.




angel leung

an avid football
enjoyer :p
#realmadrid

other ppl u might

know !

cynthia 913
olivia rodriguez
that little
mexican girl
that be crying

... 0/10!

author’s note:

this writing piece is
lowkey a tad bit corny.
:/ but
#iheartamymarch !!!

Works Cited
Little Women.
Directed by Greta
Gerwig, performances
by Florence Pugh,
Timothee Chalamet,
Emma Watson, Meryl
Streep, Eliza Scanlen,
and Saoirse Ronan,
Columbia Pictures,
2019.
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snippet of 1 know a girl like amy march

"W angel leung
F"é"‘ posted on september S5th 4:13 p.m.

by,

L'. 8 0
When watching media, it’s common to find yourself relating to
a character or hoping you find someone who can represent at
least a salt of your experiences. Whether they’re meaningful or
entertaining television shows. I do it occasionally when I notice
that someone shares the same bad habits, it runs personal for
me.

There’s something special about having a character with similar
moments you’ve gone through because it reminds you that
you’re not alone in that experience. When I watched Little
Women, I cried a lot— or every time Florence Pugh who played
Amy March appeared on screen. My eyes hurt the hardest,
twisting into small tomatoes as Amy expressed her emotions of
anger and sadness, even when she was wrong in the situation. I
felt guilty for not thinking she was a bad person for burning Jo’s
manuscripts. I thought it was reasonable after Amy had done it
to get back at her sister for not inviting her to the play the rest
of the family was invited to.

My spine tensed up as I watched Jo storm into the living room.

“Has anyone taken my novel?” Jo stood at the doorway,
silently fuming. Silence settles in the living room. Amy flipped
through her book sarcastically and feigned innocence on her
face.

“Amy, you've got it,” Jo stated. Her eyes glared into Amy’s
sitting figure. Amy denied, “No, [ haven’t.”

A fight between Jo and Amy broke out. Meg rushed to pull Jo
off of Amy, Meg’s hands restrained Jo’s arms. Amy admitted as
she shouted in Jo’s face, “I burnt it up! I burnt up your book! I
told you I’d make you pay and I did!” (00:47:39-00:48:08).

I wasn’t mad at Amy March because I saw myself in her. When
I was twelve and first watched the film, I didn’t blink as I
witnessed a reflection of myself unfold in front of me. Now, at
sixteen, [ gulped as my lips sewed themselves shut.

<3..
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M)’ {wg’yeav’cu se” was a Ve['xc on A‘le;b% aHoW‘Lnﬂ {orelan

hands to stroke kay hatr and ‘m;Pac{ be as if [ were an

ancient artifact trapped in 3 forgotten wauwsenra. Tnnocent and
H wavare, T let thet prabe kne with questions that picked
avay at the depths of my suul. As T grew, the discondort
deepended, morphing into a gnawing ache that T couldn’t ignore.
Why i your ‘that’ 5o dark?”
My Tndonesian elassmmate waurmmured, pointing at sy hnuckles 25
if they were some flaw that didi’t mateh my existence. |

staramered before “W""ﬂv

Tdon’t know 1 was born like that.”

But his words clma to me like sommeone ymma into my
enclosure, and shortly after this Tdound wyself staring at wy
hands, comparing their darkness o the sunlit skin around e,

How could T enplain that T despised every inch of V"‘)/Sc”,
an/'n\ﬂ that any response would only surakaon hollow sywratky,
W Mo decided that it would be better for me o transter 4o a
Catholic schuol, everyone did, and T 4id oo, As T toured the
narvw hallvay T pecked into each classroom where chillren sat

vith their nails tuched away tn their fists and feet tied

together tightly, Portrayed as friendly and God fearing,
hought nothing could g0 wrong and that T would fit in perfectly
s "‘“‘. without having bo feel their brash vards cut into woe, and

cirenlate around by wmind that was Jepnwﬁ of all is Foy- 1

was L\A Py {or a wL\ I Leaan to Mala new {nem&s wLw were

pen to Jnscussma vhat made ke wncomndortabl e, and what

H\Lnﬂs were not aH)rnpna{;e to say to 2 woman u{ color, By

Iﬁ etnﬂ nv.{s oken, H\ey would say Wen B eing Axsmi){we but 1l 1

;f% Were qme{ U\ey would assume that 1 am kean, or mPSeJL
: '\_.m, sctel ke they wnderstiod, but they agreed beconse they
» l {EAVEJ a I{Eh YEAV 0& CL\ A. V/L\NA’\ {L\Qyﬂ. UUL 3.£ as a Yﬂ‘AV\ﬂ
}t woman that did not )/e{ understand herseld,




& Brave McHugh

o ! can't shub up
| aboub: Sayaka My_birth flower is:
Murata books Aster

I would last the whole
~ apocalypse, but only if it was
the Walking Dead. Otherwise
e I'd be out day 1

. My dream career is: | My b;uolégfound |
NICU Nurse song: Big Tall Man
: by LLz Phair




Hand Piece - Brave McHugh
There is a pause that appears only in the afternoons. I can't pinpoint how, or why, o
when this space was created, but no matter the reason, this single moment of pure
boredom is an inevitable part of my routine. I'll often try Yo fill it by doing things I &
enjoy; reading, writing, listening to music. However, today is different. I find myself i
sitbing on my bed, in that moment, and somehow, I cannct figure out how to fill it.
- After a quiet second, my eyes drift down to the palms of my hands that lie neatly in -
my lap. ['ve barely noticed that they're there. I flip them front and back, inspecting
o the way that they move, the bend of each of my knuckles. My fingers curl into a fist —
and I watch the wrinkled skin smooth and stretch. I study the tips of each of my
fingers, noticing the slight difference in the length of each nail. Some are evenand =
level, with only slight indents and scufif's, while others are rough and broken from bad
habits. I push and pull on each of my fingers and crack the stiff joints. I let myself S
examine the hands in front of me, feeling over each raw, pink patch, rough from
insatiable itching, the skin beneath numb to my touch. Then, I am drawn to the small
- red dot that lives just below the knuckle of my right pinky finger. — —
I remember the day I got that. It was the summer of 2012. We'd all gone on a brip o
Sesame Place. Looking back, the line was to long to have just been for that one ride. '
No one would actually wait that long for a carousel, right? But, I was too giddy to
care, disbracted by the floating Grover seat and Big Bird bench with a spob open just
for me. Mom and I made it so close to the entrance, our hands interlocked with each e
others, when the boy waiting in front of us began waving his own around, swatting at
——— nothing. I couldn't figure out what had set the boy off, and I didn't care. For those . Tk
few moments, he was just one other person in my way to finding a seat. We conbinued
to wait, and soon, the line began to move and the boy was forgotten. He'd stopped
waving around and I was getting ready to make my way on to the ride.
My excitement faded, though, when there was a sharp pain in the palm of my hand.
The pain was quick and exaggerated. It moved from the spot under my pinky, along the
length of my fingers, and then spread across the rest of my palm. It burned in a way I
had never felt before. That's when I realized that, although the child from before was__

long forgotten, the wasp he had been fighting of f never really left. It had just

~———— decided to turn its anger to me. I began to cry. We were standing just 10 feet from the-

carousel's entrance and [ began to cry. [ had never been stung before, never even
seen a wasp that close.

I felt my Mom pull us out of line. The ride was forgotten, just as the boy had been

moments earlier, and all that mattered in that moment was finding the rest of our

family.




My dream careers are comic book
author and/or children’s book author. |
would also like to be a housewife. That
sounds cool.

The song that would play in a movie
about my life is be Monkeys Spinning
Monkeys by Kevin MacLeod.

O
I won’t shut up about seals, cats, Identity

V, Shameless, MILGRAM, Panic! at the
Disco, and Fall Out Boy.

I would survive about 6 days in the apocalypse.

Literally me --->



Self Portrait of a Taxidermy Chimera

Warm clouded muddy marbles

To feign the concept of sight

Secured by wires, glue, and hollowed eyelids
All of which stands eternally still

Contorted by stitches and zeal

Slick skin flush to speckled fur

Neanderthal ridge, my ingrown horn

A hoof raised higher than scaly webbed toes
Tilted hips, a wing stretched

Across the thorax is a paw

And what is now paper mache and sawdust
Was once a thousand scattered dreams
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“Would you consider me a nice or mean person?”

“Mean,” said with a smile.

“Mean,” said wﬁth a giggle.

“Oh you're definitely not nice,”

1 am the type of person that doesn’t care to mince their Words. To filter out the rubbish from the helpful. To
care what others truly think of said words. In fact, “I dont care” might be my favorite combination of wWords in
the human language. It holds such power over me, because I don't. I don't care much about.much. Not to be confused
Wwith my affinity for having opinions, of which I have plenty. But do I care about those things? I couldn't say I
do. But to bring it back, I've always wondered why others said I was mean, until I met someone like me. She was a
short, stout girl. Honestly it's hard to put her person into words for her energy transcended her physical
appearance. She had a blase attitude, walked around like she owned the globe and I am quite sure she might've. In
most conversations I Witnessed, she walked away and I’d watch the other person’s heart shrivel in hate. How could
a person cause this much disdain? What could she possibly be saying to these people? Then We met.

“Who should share out first?”

“I’11 go.” And then I did. I spoke with confidence, sharing my little paragraph created in the last 10 minutes
left in the assignment time. I mean who cares, right?

“Sounds a little rushed.” Huh? Blood shot to my ears and traveled to my fingertips. “I mean I think you could do
better, this paragraph doesn’'t make sense.” Confused doesn't begin to explain my reaction. She was breaking the
tried and true school method. I mean, everyone knew that. When someone shares out, you're not supposed to give
them valid critics. You're not the teacher! You're supposed to nod and clap if it warrants. If you have to talk,
at most you point out grammatical errors but other than that you sing your praises. What was wrong with her? And
she didn't even notice my eternal turmoil, because she didn't care. I should've realized then and there. It was
like looking practically in the mirror. There’s some cliche here about not realizing your own flaws and

unfortunately I fall victim. Because she was a bit, actually a lot, of me. Blunt, at times rude, indifferent to

e ER TS 2

others and the social rules. My encounter with this version of myself I think about often. I think about it every
time someone bucks back their face at my words, everytime words that maybe should have stayed dormant slip out my
mouth.

There's a parallel between not caring and meanness I soon realized. That, obviously, if you don't care for
others, they Will soon not care for you. They Will begin to see you as rotten and audacious. A knave With no
etiquette. So I sort of watched in real time as people’s perception changed as well as my own. I wWas not a
renowned mean person. I was rude and cutting to my peers, always had something nasty to say, and lacked a bone of
empathy. That's what wWas said, and could I really deny it. Are you anything else but people’s perception of you?

What makes you you to others?

age1af 1 Owords [2 mIE B - 1 4
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To my 8-year-old-self, my school was like
the sun; everywhere I went, it followed,
like how it did when I was in my mommy’s
spotless, black Honda’s backseat. | made
my way into the small 2nd-grade
classroom, the midnight blue painted walls
that should have brightened up the room
only made me homesick. I didn’t know
anyone there, but they all remembered
each other from the previous year. I fought
the spiraling Milky Way in my stomach
from bubbling up my throat, out my
mouth, and onto the rough, carpeted floor.
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IT°S COLD

“e's celld memmmy.” The tedkdier said wiile trying to snuggle
decper inte dhefr dhim burgumely jacket.

1) kmew Mieky, but you getta walt balby. The trafns are almest
hare okay?” She safd wihile trying te pull him closer to give Mimm
the little bit of heat she hadl.

Ome mere minute she thought; ene more minute ane the drain
wonld finally come. As the gl biew against her browmn
dhvapped lips and her fingers began te go mumb as she sgueezed
against her som. Praying to god for his help wiile snot ran down
er nese, and tears kissed on her dhesks leaving & salky taste on
her mewih. She could ffeal her stremgith slowlly geing aweay amne
her grip leosing &s each second went by. They had been waiting
ffor almest am hewr fm dhe midelie of & snow sterm With ne coats
or form of heat. As smew lancled against Mickey's nose amd
meliied at first coueh he felk fromem. As i e was dropped nte &
bowl aff fce and covlcn’t eseape (from the cold that laic bemneaih
fitt. (Miis mem stayeel still. Like & bock with me soul, but enough
strengih te pwll him dose.

Moy ...Femmy,” he cried wiile Grying to get her attention.
"Wihere's the trainz”

"Mt comiing balby, it's coming.” She said as her foot begamn te
lose fealing.

“Here say it witdh me balby, say Please god, please malke the
erafim come. Please let us feel dhe warmh of your love and yeour
reflection of the cold. Please god.” She wiispered ¢ himm.
“P-Please gockplease let us be warm. Please make the train
come.” He salic winile cosimg Mis eyes amd facing the sulbile
derkmaess that e behind his eyelics.

"There you go baby. Just keep praying...dhe train will come
seoner oF later, [Haloy.”
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“I won’t shut up about...” T v o
my two cats oscar and biscuit » /fér \FQ‘”a
g e
o
“how many days would you last in the :ﬁy‘
apocalypse?” (ﬁ

it depends what kind of apocalypse but
probably about a week.

“what song would play in the background of
your movie”
Misery Business by Paramore

“what is your birth flower”
rose and honeysuckle. the prettiest one and e

the tastiest one.

“what is youre dream career”




The sun breathes life into the world into my eyes and to my soul
Into the flowers as they bloom, red, green, blue and gold

L]
7} {T. Opening eyes to the yellow shine, glistening through the windows

.

Dreaming under the black sky, drowning in the pillows
‘/ Swimming in the sky’s reflection, splashing onto the concrete

Chest-aching, love-stricken, dancing alone on the street

Sitting still, longing for enormity, extreme and beautiful

Reading, writing, ripping, fighting, burying a hole
Sea salt drops fall below a cat’s delicate tongue on my eyelids

Twirling lace, hula-hoops, billowing skirts and orchids

Tear troughs and smile lines rusted antiques and fuzzy memory

Climbing up a tower of glass with her besides me

In my reflection i see how my father once loved my mother

In my eyes i see my dreams and i see my hunger



I won’t shut up about-Cars

ow many days would I last in the
apocalypse-6 months

ng would I play in the background of
ir movie-Gypsy by Fleetwood Mac

What is my birth flower -My

birth flower is water 1ily and
The SUNDAYS

delphinium static & silence

My dream job is - anything with sports marketing



The cockroaches of South
Philadelphia

The bumps in the sidewalks remind me of
when I fell off my bike when I was a child.
Burnt-out cigarettes are thrown on the side
of the street by the same guy who smokes the
same cigarettes every day. I’ve never seen
him stop nor quit. The older men play their

game of cards outside and yell every time
they lose. A group of teens lurk around the
corner to find anything they can break or
light on fire. Kids my age dig for money to

buy cigarettes or blueberry flavored puff
bars 1ike rats in the city that look for
food. Older homeless men come around and ask

for money. My block is a place where people
have to scavenge just to find food. Were
seen as cockroaches that just got their head
chopped off or a caterpillar to find a green
leaf in a desert.
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Lavender Honey

I think I am bhe lavendin honzy... F raw a fou
lavender arpect buing foreign to me. My mother wsed to
Ap&tﬂmmtwmc{;xmﬂmtamamlwmhm
WWW.JWJWM.J—MW
difficutl Co bite into. Bul the reward of sweel Ronwy war
WY worth & My siater spel her own oul in disguat bt F
Wwﬂmﬁum of the golder. syprup dnllled onto

¥V ny firgrs and chin. J—M«t&%tafw{hmut Nt
overpouwtring bul o porfoct Rarmorny babuen flavors. dn
nderaating experionce that neminded ma of all the aackels

of lavendr Cucked around my kouse. A the honey

Jurtirals. attonded and spoonfuls dissolied oo kot waten.

F an ke laverdor honey- sweet and simple. An acquired




Something you wont shut
up about?
Any conversation that falls under modern hip hop
would leave me endlessly talking. | love to chat
about the sports of the modern day as well as
decades ago.

How many days would you
last in the apocalypse?

If you put me in a group with the right people like people | already
work well with, | could outlive the apocalypse.
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QUESTIONNAIBE

I won't shut up about finding new music and

listening to it with my girlfriend.
If I were to find myself in the apocalypse I would
either last 4 days or 4 years.

The song that could play in the background of my
movie would be the song Bad Religion by Frank Ocean
My Birth Flowers are Irises and Primrose.
my dream job is to work in publishing or something

to do with the writing process.



| AM FROM

I am from broken radios
from Legos and Newport cigarettes
I am from eggshell-colored paint chipping off walls
wobbly railings clutters home doused in vanilla
I am from my grandmother's daffodils
the ways they contort and never sever
I'm from caked-up faces on birthdays and freckled faces in
summertime
from Rebecca Elizabeth and Morris Mcquay
I'm from outstanding grudges and smart asses
from We don't do therapy to You’re always welcome home
I'm from trust in god as he knows all sin
I'm from reading and my uncle's greenhouse
from homemade pizza dough and ramen in a cup
from the teeth my younger sister lost to the laundromat
the tumor that almost took my grandmother
storage unit 3507 dusty remnants of a person long gone
I am from the regrets of forgetting and the trepidations of
remembrance
I am from shoes too big and shirts too small
from hand me down and handing down
I am from constituents of my mother and father eternally
intertwined
I am a figment left behind



THE HAN!

I Won’t Shut Up About

How many days would you
last in the apocalypse?
What song would play in
the background of your
movie?

What'’s your birth flower?
What’s your Dream Career?

Marvel Movie theories
I4 days
In the Dark Swae Lee

and Jhene Aiko

A Daffodil
The be a film Director




gé Just Live
Just think-
all of the possibility

the inevitability of it all
the amazement of living

Just wonder-
How to swore through the sky
How to create life
How to fuel the fire

Just breathe
the smell of fresh dew in the morning
the cloudy gray skies
the breeze within the wind

Just feel-
the rain dropping on your skin
the wind of a cold fall’s night
Don’t just think, wonder, breathe feel
Live
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