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Editor’s Note
Dear Readers,
We are beyond proud to showcase the fiction, creative nonfiction, poetry, art,
and photography that are featured in this issue. History continues to be made in
2020 and we feel privileged to continue sharing young writers’, artists’, and
photographers’ work. We support, and encourage, everyone in continuing to
speak up for a fair, just, and equal world.
We are thrilled to present the Summer 2020 Issue with you all. The submission
selection process was incredibly difficult so we want to take the time to thank
each and every person who trusted us with their work. We have been working
tirelessly to bring you amazing and unique pieces and hope you find at least one
that moves you. Each piece in this issue weaves together vulnerability, truth, and
strength. For all the authors, photographers, and artists who submitted their
work, thank you. And as always, keep those submissions coming.
Lastly, thank you to our dedicated readers. It’s your desire for great literature
that pushes us to be the best. Thank you for being a part of our community.
Write On,
RBR Editors
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Relics
Isabella Dail

Newspapers cover my grandfather's floor
Bold headlines from the 1980s, 90s, 2000s
Believing he may one day revisit the articles
Their crinkled pages crushed by his stomping loafers
Which are held together only by copious duct tape
Too dear for him to ever part with
My grandfather has a cellar
A culmination of his things
Racks upon racks of power tools
From his days as a Port Authority engineer
And broken Halloween decorations
That he still makes us display every October
Tattered jack-o-lantern grins
Flapping in the cold autumn air
An old refrigerator of memories in the cellar
With a four-year-old onion
Rotted, slimy green translucence
Spoiled milk jars
18 pounds of wilted scallions
Over 30 pounds of corned beef
Frozen artifacts from countless cooking adventures
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My grandfather even hoards his stories
Trying to lock them in compartments
In his ever-forgetful mind
Telling me over and over
How he fished and fished and fished
Until his feet and neck burned to a scarlet red
How he dumped live crabs on the beach house floor
And they ran into crevices of the house, never to be seen again
How he designed the Lincoln Tunnel lighting system
And all the friends he met there, like Charlie
My grandfather preserves his life in
Tattered newspapers
Power tools
Rotted onions
And beautiful stories
So when he does eventually die
And his body can no longer hoard his soul
He will perpetuate eternally
Through the relics that he kept
And the stories he wove into our hearts
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Parakeet
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Tortillas
Hannah Dineen

My mother folds the baking powder in a blanket of salt and flour. She adds the shortening and hot
water because the mixture is too crumbly, folding the dough between her hands because a rubber
spatula is not good enough. She opens the draw with her wrist and selects a fork and I watch her
shift it between her floured fingers, moving the mixture to the bottom of the bowl.
“Towel,” she commands. I dogear the book and jump down from the countertop and pull a
striped cloth from the drawer to the left of her. She mumbles the beginnings of a thank you but
the air revokes it. It is a given. She takes the towel and drapes it over the mixture and moves it to
the other side of the countertop to let it rest while she oils a skillet.
“I don’t understand why you read that book over and over again,” she says.
“I don’t understand why you insist on making tortillas when we could just buy them,” I respond.
“Because the tortillas at the store are cardboard,” she answers with a glare. In my mother’s
family, buying tortillas is unacceptable. Every woman knows the right texture of the shortening
and the tenderness of the dough between their fingers. When my mother first tried to teach me I
was seven and ran screaming from the kitchen. Though it costs her the hour extra, my mother has
never once bought store tortillas. She is too proud, like mothers often are, and does this alone.
However, on nights like this when my father is gone and my brother is playing, I find myself in
the kitchen. Unlike my computer, the book is a signal in between us, though I do not know if she
reads it as showing I have free time, or that I am enjoying myself a little too much. Though it is
more important to note that the book serves as the only barrier between my assistance, and it
never stops her from asking me to help with the tortillas. She motions to the mixture and we roll
them onto the floured kitchen table, rolling them out into little ⅛ inch moons and placing them on
the skillet until they puff like little clouds, and I watch her floured hands snuggle them into paper
towel blankets. We do not say anything to each other but I wet another cloth and she goes to find
the mop. I finish first and ask if she needs anything else.
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“No, go work on something, I don’t want you staying up late again,” she says. “Thank
you,” she adds, wiping the hint of a sweat bead from her forehead.
“It's nothing,” I say. And it really is in comparison.
At dinner my mother takes the tortilla trundles from the countertop, placing each on the burner’s
ribcage to heat them. She motions for me to add spoons to the other bowls, each fragrant and
steaming, my brother walks in and dips his index finger into the frijoles.
“Out of there,” says my mother.
“What?” he replies, batting his thick eyelashes. My brother is the spitting image of my
mother-olive skin and almost black hair with piercing green eyes and the longest damn eyelashes
you’ve ever seen. He has her temper, her voice, her laugh, but he is eternally younger but where
she walks hunched over he walks with space. He breathes as the oxygen belongs to him and only
him because he knows no restriction. This is a blessing and a curse.
We dress the table in red and cover every inch of the color in the plates. There is one for
everything, my mother likes to be neat. On the left are the frijoles, pineapple, coriander, onions,
and cheese. The poblanos, pico de gallo, cod, and tomatoes. My mother sets the tortillas down
last of all. My brother goes to swipe another bite but my mother stops him.
“Hands,” she motions to the sink.
“Fine,” he complies. My mother presents him with a plate before he fully turns around, and
motions for me to grab one for myself.
“They’re still warm,” my brother says, pressing the thin tortilla shells to his cheek.
“That one is yours for sure,” I say.
“Shut up,” he mumbles.
“Food belongs on your plate and not on your face,” says my mother.
“Mom, how many can I have?” asks my brother.
“There are two for everyone,” says my mother. “I wanted to make more but we ran out of
flour, and I forgot to go to the store because I got sidetracked by all the meetings today and…”
she trails off.
My brother takes his tortillas, filling their pale stomachs with fish and cheese until they
bloat like newborns. He has consumed half of the first one before my mother has even taken a
plate of her own. When she finally does, she takes the smallest tortilla, barely the size of her

9

Rare Byrd Review

palm, and portions tiny amounts of food into it, hands steady with a practiced gentleness, like
she is a jeweler moving diamonds, every move delicate. My mother wanted to be a dancer until
she realized she could not afford it, but there is still a steady grace in every movement she
makes, and I wonder often if her brain counts her day in meter.
There are two seats at the kitchen counter, my brother has taken the first. My mother stands
at the side of the table without a chair and motions for me to sit in the last seat. I shake my head,
we rotate but I have learned if I jump onto the countertop and pretend to be utterly fascinated
with the rain outside the window before she has a chance to verbally address me, she will stand
uncomfortable for only a minute or two, and then decide to sit down once she has realized I am
not moving. My mother does not like to take up space, it is perhaps her worst quality.
My mother eats slowly, pacing herself between glasses of water and useless questions. My
brother responds mouth agape, little bits of lettuce falling back onto his plate.
“Close your mouth,” she says.
“Sorry,” he says mid-bite.
There is an uncomfortable silence. I am no help to break it. I rarely see use in reciting the mindless routine I follow again to my family. They in token have stopped asking, so I am nothing but
a happy witness to the three seated at the kitchen table. This is a delightful situation unless I start
thinking. I do not like being observant because very quickly I can turn the most peaceful situations into the saddest ones. Someone told me that was a writer’s talent once, but I figure it's
merely being well versed in pessimism.
“These are delicious, Mom,” says my brother. He is not lying, they are truly delicious.
“Very good, yeah,” my mother says between bites. “Jesus I was hungry, I didn’t even eat
lunch,” my mother says. If you have not eaten with my mother before you will not understand
the intricacies of that comment, but I understand it perfectly because it is one I find myself uttering like a burning puppet. Firstly, It is her own food, it cannot be delicious, merely good. Second, she is often too busy for lunch. Some days I remind her, but she almost prefers it. It is her
justification. I wonder what she does when I am not here to remind her.
“Hey Mom can I have another?” asks my brother.
“Take my second one I don’t need it, “says my mother gesturing to the pan. Need is a favorite word of the women in my family. It almost is as if want tastes like soap to them, that the
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shape of the very word is foreign to their lips. It is a language we do not speak. Without hesitation my brother reaches for the remaining tortillas, coating them in the same amount of fixings,
their cornucopia mouths spilling fish and sauce onto the remnants from his first helping, his plate
a shameless graveyard of greed and calories.
He spills half of the tortilla on the floor and bends to pick it up, the floor one bright now littered with splatters and spice. He does not notice and keeps walking to his seat. It is my reflex to
jump off the countertop and grab a damp cloth, but my mother’s voice catches me.
“Go back to dinner don’t worry about it I’ll mop,” says my mother. My brother pushes in
his chair with a sigh, but I notice he forgets to clear his plate. My mother does not say anything,
usually, she might, but she is tired today. She finishes and scrapes the remains of her plate into
the trash can before winding the trash bags up and throwing them to the side of the kitchen. She
motions for me to get the dishes on the countertop and I obliged, throwing the napkins into the
laundry basket and rolling my sleeves to scrub the plates, they will get wet anyways but the
sweatshirt is old. She returns shortly with the mop and the vacuum, pushing the strands of hair
that have fallen over her eyes at dinner back behind her ears and craning her back to plug the vacuum in again.
“It really was good Mom,” I say.
“I burnt the fish,” she says, not even bothering to turn to me.
“I don’t think you did it tasted great,” I try.
“I eat too much,” she says. My mother has always ‘eaten too much.’ “But it was good. It
doesn’t matter once in a while if it's all fresh and tastes great,” I attempt to convince myself as
much as I try to convince her.
“But the calories,” she says. I stop. The phrase is not foreign but it will keep me quiet. It is
almost ironic how she makes the word “calories” sound like sugar. Haunting and sticky and
sweet and messy.
I busy myself by concentrating on the feeling of red sauce and dish soap between my fingernails, scrubbing until I can see the porcelain smiles begin to fall through. When I have dried the
plates I take the remaining last tortilla from the countertop and wrap them in two napkin shawls,
the first dry, and the second dampened and warmed in the microwave to keep fresh, and I place it
to rest in the corner of the fridge, carefully, just like my mother has taught me to.
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Anime Club
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Learning Self-Acceptance in a Black and White
America
Luke Dai
I’ll just say it: I hate my parents and culture with every fiber of my being… And I
hate myself for it.
I was raised in America while my parents were raised in China, consequently, they
don’t understand the difficulties of being an Asian kid living here. Asian kids who grow
up in western civilization will perpetually suffer from a lasting cultural barrier. And
even though there are many positive aspects to America, it’s not nearly as great as immigrant parents make it out to be. Through a constant denigration of Asian men, fetishization of Asian women, and general xenophobia toward Asians, people start linking Asianess to inferiority.
From first grade, I felt an incredible pressure to act “white”. I was one of four
Asian kids at my elementary school, so I mimicked the white kids and tried to act naturally. My life separated into two non-intersecting pieces: My Chinese heritage, and
where I lived, West Hartford, which is predominantly rich and white. I wanted so badly
to fit into the latter that I pretended the former didn’t exist. As a result, like a boat without an anchor, I felt lost at sea. The conflicting cultures caused feelings of turbulence
which became an adversarially aggressive demeanor.
The things that my parents said to me and what was taught in school were complete opposites. What my parents said: There are only winners and losers, your grades
control your future, education means everything, hitting as punishment is okay. What
my school taught: Be the best that you can be, your grades don’t define you, education
is not everything, never resort to physical violence. As a kid, I was so confused about
why I got taught two different things and I couldn’t comprehend which was right.
As I spent more and more time at school and less at home, I could clearly see the
difference between my Asian family and my white peers. I wanted to be just like them,
so I suppressed my Chinese heritage. I stopped using chopsticks, spoke Chinese less
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until I almost forgot it, wore clothes that my parents disapproved of, and trash-talked Chinese culture. I started listening to pop music, wearing Champion hoodies and Nike T-shirts, and tried to
understand the concept of football and baseball. And on the rare occasion my friends came over,
they would see my dad walking around the house shirtless or my mom speaking in Chinese,
which just evoked great embarrassment. I lashed out at my parents for not being like other “normal” parents. I hated being an Asian American.
I chose to do these things to try and ingratiate myself into a society that could never truly
accept me. I rejected my culture so that surrounding people would approve of me. These actions
resemble how Ta-Nehisi Coates depicts black boys and their actions of, “practice(ing) bop, their
slouching denim, their big T-shirts, and calculated angle of their baseball caps.” They wore/did
those things to project self-confidence so that they were the ones in control, whilst truly they
were just scared- scared of what happened to blacks in the past and the present. Although the feeling of inadequacy of not being white doesn’t come close to the degree of fear Coates describes,
there is a similarity of having to do certain things to come across a certain way.
The thing I hated the most and never understood was why my parents never complimented
me or said that they loved me. I hate to reinforce the stereotype that Asian parents are by nature or, at least, culture -emotionally cold and demanding...but it’s true to me. I saw all my classmates
get praised by their parents for doing a mediocre job while I didn't even get the slightest hint of
admiration or approval. Instead, I got lectures. The more lectures they sat me through, the more
suffocated I felt, and the more suffocated I felt, the less their words meant. Phrases such as “This
is for your own good” and “You will thank us one day” started to sound repetitive and meaningless. My classmates got constant verbal affirmations whilst growing up, while I, on the other
hand, didn’t. The absence of affection turned into resentment, resentment turned into blazing anger, and the anger turns into an emotionless monster. The cycle never ends.
When I was younger I didn’t realize that. I believed that everyone seemed too sensitive and
protected. My parents would call me stupid and always ridicule me if I did something wrong. So,
I repeated their actions to my classmates, yet when I did it, they cried. I thought the way my parents treated me appeared normal at the time, I didn't understand why everyone got upset
As I grew older I realized that it wasn’t. What my parents were doing was not conducive to
a positive environment and a healthy lifestyle in any way. So I swore to myself that I would
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never be like my parents. I wanted to be everything my Chinese parents weren’t. Yet as hard as I
try it feels impossible. I want to blame my parents so badly but I can’t: it’s not their fault. They
raised me with the tools they obtained from their parents. They didn’t know anything else. In Chinese culture, there’s admiration in unsaid feelings, prolonged patience, and following orders.
Growth mindset, exploration, and experimentation are almost frowned upon- the exact opposite
of American culture. American culture is about pursuing happiness through individualism. Even
the American Dream is rooted in this concept that anyone can change their circumstances and create the life they want regardless of their background or family.
I see how the difference in upbringing represents itself in my friends’ and myself’s respective approaches to life. When my friend asks me to help them study for a test, something that
should be a normal and helpful opportunity to nurture any friendship, I can't help but criticize
them - while my conscious hisses at me to “be more supportive.” Despite spending many tutoring sessions this way, the one time I tried to tell them, “good job you’re finally getting it”, the
words sounded stale on my tongue, like they were being read off a role-playing script for people
who didn’t know how to act nice. I can’t help but wonder: How did my own parents' voice come
out of my mouth? The one I hate so much and tried to reject as much as possible.
I now understand their culture and that it’s a sin to boast and compliment family, and bragging about one’s children is the epitome of crassness in Chinese culture. Maybe then, at least
when it comes to my actions, our default is to repeat what we’re used to. But I realized that it
didn’t have to be like that. As David Foster Wallace said, “thinking this way tends to be so easy
and automatic it doesn’t have to be a choice. Thinking this way is my natural default setting.” I
can choose not to be as emotionally and verbally abusive as my parents. I can choose not to
make others feel bad. I can choose not to take out my anger on my friends. I can choose not to
fall back onto my “default setting.” I can choose to break the cycle. I am in control. My upbringing shapes who I am but in no way does it define me.
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Top of the World
Catherine Lange

Remember when
we used to play-pretend
we were princesses and
knew what went on in every house
at the top of the world?
The first time
I came at night
all wide-eyed from a sleepover
driven up the hill by the older girls
in the darkness
and at the top we got out of the car and discovered the blackened bay
and the moving cars
and the traffic lights
and the shattered glass gleamed like the stars
sparkling so you couldn’t tell which was which
and the night hid the tagged ragged fence
In the daytime,
you can see
the litter of crushed coke cans
and bits of plastic
a steep sloped hill
strewn with garbage
and blunts in the grass.
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And I know it’s where the teenagers
the teenagers like us but not like us go to hook up and smoke and drink.
Where a boy takes a girl from out of town to look at the world where he lives and
score.
But I found it again
on the second try
half by accident
and I stood at the top of the hill
And I gazed down at the world
the lofty houses
the city in the mist
the private pools and tennis courts
the sea of eucalyptus trees in the distance
the bridge
the blue domed sky
and the wind buffetted my shoulders
and the temperature was dropping
‘cause when I left the sun was already starting to slip but I went
anyway anyhow I didn’t care ‘cause I had
my windbreaker
and the view.
I went to the top of the world
alone and wondered if
if I carry the picnic basket
and the blankets
will you let me take you to top of the world
and let the wind smooth our hair
and bring out the red in our cheeks
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and share the city in the mist
and the tennis courts
and the trees
will you sit with me on the softest of blankets
away from the broken beer bottles
and pray-pretend
one day we’ll know what goes on in those houses?
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Stolen Dream
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Summer Jakeation
Anna Baker

I stood upon the summit of the tallest hill in Camp Westlake, studying the giant, angry bear
before me. I couldn’t help but take note of the bear’s sharp, carnivorous teeth and vicious claws.
And the bear was close enough for me to see the dirt on her claws and the saliva on her teeth. I
just hoped she didn’t get close enough for me to see the inside of her mouth.
Most people would soon be dead after getting this close and personal to a real-live bear but
I wasn’t worried. There’s no good way to explain it, but I have a special ability. For twelve years,
my entire lifespan, I’d been able to talk to animals.
People have called me a master of language. For some reason, language has never been a
barrier for me. I could communicate with any animal.
As I faced off against the ferocious bear, the wind picked up. Her fur became a thick carpet,
rippling in the wind. The gentle breeze fanned my face and I realized she carried the heavy scent
of the forest. I reflected on the series of pathetic events that had brought me here. And that’s
when an epiphany hit me.
So I began to talk, stalling for time as I told the bear about the past few days of my life.
How I had ended up in Camp Westlake. My palms were sweating and I had to focus on maintaining eye contact but I powered ahead.
“You want to hear a story?” I said to the bear. She looked like she wanted to say something
but I cut her off. “Of course you do. Here’s the story of how I was forced, against my will, to attend summer camp.”
“Is he talking to that bear?” I heard someone ask. Some of my fellow campers were hiding
nearby. I had to block all distractions. This was a matter of life or death.
“Can you believe it? I was forced to attend summer camp by my own mother!” I sighed.
“And because of that, I missed the release of Life of the Lobster, a video game I’ve been waiting
months for! I will never forgive my mother for that egregious mistake.”
This was the part when I began to get lost in recounting my story. I couldn’t help that I
liked the sound of my own voice.
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I was so insulted when my mother called me workshy a few days ago. I knew she meant it as
an insult because her tone was sarcastic. She was basically calling me lazy. I didn’t think I was
workshy, I just knew how to sneak around work. Explaining that to my mother only seemed to
strengthen her resolve.
Mom declared, “Jake, that’s it. You’re twelve years old, the perfect age to attend summer
camp. You could learn the value of hard work and you could use some sunshine. Don’t bother arguing with me, I’ve already made up my mind.”
So that was how I ended up going to summer camp. I tried to argue with my mother, I really
did. But it was as if I was talking to a wall. She was unwavering.
The bus ride to the camp was most unpleasant. The old hunk of junk squeaked and shuddered
and rumbled down the road. It seemed like it was on the verge of breaking down and dying. Inside
the bus, it was quite feverish. I felt like a pizza, baking in a hot oven. I didn’t want to go to summer
camp. But I had no choice. I suppose my arrogance and laziness was why I was being forced to attend camp. My mother had said something about a vitamin D deficiency since I rarely ventured outside. Still, I hoped I could somehow survive camp and get home without losing myself. I wanted to
get through summer doing as little work as possible. And by ‘work,’ that included any physical labor (building a tent, gathering firewood), mental labor (stuff that makes you think), and physical
recreational activities (climbing, swimming, running, playing games that don’t require a screen).
Anyway, the overly enthusiastic camp counselor welcomed us children, promising us a grand
time. Counselor Westlake was a fake-blonde, chipper woman who talked a little too highly of her
camp. I doubted that I would have fun but I played along and followed the lemmings as they entered the camp. I lagged behind, dragging my feet. I really didn’t like the idea of summer camp and
would protest against this physically, mentally, and spiritually. When I got a moment, I asked Counselor Westlake if I could go home.
She told me, “Jake, you just got here. You can go home next week, after camp is over. But
why don’t you come inside and have a doughnut? Camp will be fun, you’re going to love it!”
Her response was frustrating, to say the least. I knew going in, my attempts were futile but I
still wanted to ask. Just in case. I could see very clearly that I was stranded at stupid Camp
Westlake, far from home. Sure, the camp seemed sunny and friendly but I could sense the hidden
malice behind it! It advertised a good time but I knew what was really going on. I didn’t want to be
whipped into shape!
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Though I was trapped in this stupid camp, that didn’t stop me from releasing the social butterfly from within and finding minions- friends! Shaden, Lucas, and Hunter seemed good enough. We
were all in the same cabin together and they didn’t seem too weird or stand-offish. Shaden and Lucas were a package deal, Shaden was quiet and reserved, Lucas was bubbly and friendly. They said
they went to school together. Hunter was also friendly and outgoing. I had a feeling he and I would
get along just fine.
That night, the sky was clear. The air smelled like fresh grass and it was a cool summer night.
When my new friends and I went outside, I couldn’t help but notice how beautiful the night sky
was. It was a deep, velvety blend of purple and blue. Dots of light pierced the otherwise flawless
swirl of colors.
Us campers were taught our first lesson: how to build a fire to roast marshmallows. Shaden
paid attention, internalizing every tiny detail and instruction. So did Hunter, although he was not
focusing as hard as Shaden. Lucas sort of paid attention, he was too busy making wishes on dandelions and blowing the seeds into the back of Shaden’s head. I spaced out the entire time so when it
was time to gather firewood, I sort of let Shaden and Hunter take charge.
Shaden babbled on and on about what kinds of sticks we needed to get the perfect campfire
but I tuned him out and turned to a squirrel that happened to be nearby. I bent down and quickly
whispered some instructions to the squirrel and he scampered off, only to return moments later,
dragging twigs behind him.
“Alright, has everyone gathered some wood?” Shaden asked.
“Yep!” Lucas held up a stick that he had ripped straight off a tree.
“We’re not burning a stick with leaves still on it. Try again.” Shaden said, folding his arms.
He was not impressed.
“I got some wood!” I said, holding up the sticks the squirrel had found for me.
“We can’t use those, Jake.” Hunter said.
“Why not?” I asked.
“They’re wet.” Hunter said. His tone was gentle, he was trying not to discourage me.
“That’s okay.” I tossed the sticks away. Never trust a squirrel. “You and Shaden gathered
enough firewood so we’ll be all set!”
“It might not be enough...” Shaden said. He ran around, gathering more firewood.
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I almost felt bad for being the dead weight of the group. I was sort of acting like a pompous
snob who was too afraid to get his hands dirty. Still, I didn’t feel too bad. After all, I didn’t want to
do work and it wasn’t that big a deal.
We got the fire started. ‘We,’ meaning Shaden and Hunter. Then we roasted marshmallows as
the camp counselor tried to get us to sing camp songs. She sure did try. I didn’t want to make a fool
of myself so I refused to sing, pretending I was too busy eating my smore.
Shaden doused the fire in water, putting it out. Lucas approached me, intent on exploring the
woods. So we rallied the group and snuck away into the forest when Counselor Westlake’s back
was turned. At first, I wondered why Lucas was so eager to sneak off. But it all became clear when
he and Shaden stopped to pull cans of crimson spray paint out of their bags.
I was about to ask what their intentions were but then I remembered that I hated camp so
speaking up would be going against my anti-summer camp philosophy.
As we traipsed through the woods, light faded away until it was almost pitch-black. Twigs and
dry leaves crunched under my sneakers and when I tripped, my hand brushed against something
rough and textured. Probably a tree. After that, we took out our flashlights to stay safe.
We stumbled across a shed in the woods, draped in ivy and foliage. It looked like it was hibernating. It was falling apart and crooked so I figured it must have been years since it had been used.
The shed was green from moss and weathering.
Hunter ran his finger against the splintering wood and yelped.
“Guys, word of advice, don’t touch the wood. You could end up with a splinter.” Hunter held
up his hand.
“Ouch, that looks painful.” I said.
“It is.” Hunter carefully plucked the piece of wood out of his finger.
“There are probably bandages and disinfectants back at camp.” Shaden said dismissively.
Hunter and I both realized that we had the wrong impression of Shaden. I thought he was a quiet,
reserved, by-the-book rule-follower. Turns out, he was a bit of a rebel who seemed to be lacking
common sense. Or a conscious. Probably both. And Lucas, loyal till the end, was going along with
the prank. Lucas and Shaden set down their flashlights and began to spray-paint the shed.
I began to grow uneasy. I really hoped we wouldn’t be caught right now. Maybe this was all
just a child’s prank but it wasn’t exactly harmless. Hunter and I had been placed on guard duty so
we watched for authority figures passing by.
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“Hey guys, that paint washes off, right?” I asked. Another stupid question I already kind of
knew the answer to.
“It’s permanent paint, so no.” Shaden said. “Want to join in?”
“No thanks, I’ll sit this one out.” I replied.
By the time Shaden and Lucas were done vandalizing the shed, it looked like a wounded,
bleeding soldier in combat. What with the camouflage-like moss pattern and red paint.
Hunter got nervous and hustled Shaden and Lucas along, reminding them that we needed to
hurry back before people discovered we were missing from camp and sent out a search party. Lucas
and Shaden gathered their tools, not leaving behind a trace. Then they fled. I remained behind, puzzling over the shedside.
My mother had always taught me that integrity was important. She had been drilling that message into my identity since I was an infant so it was hard to ignore such a fundamental value. I
sighed and called upon my special abilities to summon help.
The woodland critters seemed mildly annoyed that I had woken them up from their beauty
sleep but they got to work, scratching and rubbing at the wood, doing their best to try and scrub off
the damage. Maybe the shed was old and maybe no one would care that it had been vandalized. But
it didn’t feel right to just leave things the way they were.
I had been grappling with the idea of integrity and morals. So far, my behavior had been pretty
abysmal. I had put up walls and refused to accept my situation with an open mind. The philosophy I
had intended to follow while here at camp went against my morals.
I didn’t like it but if doing the right thing meant getting my hands dirty, then so be it. That
didn’t mean I’d enjoy doing stuff for myself, though!
When I finally stopped spacing out, I noticed that the shed had been returned to its previous
form, sturdy and unscathed. I didn’t understand how the critters had managed to clean the side of
the shed and even straighten it out a little but I decided not to ask questions.
I saved my friends’ butts from getting in trouble for this little act of rebellion and I could sleep
easy, knowing my conscience had been purified. After cleaning the shed (and my conscience), I returned from the woods.
The next day was dedicated to rock climbing. Campers were testing their will against the wall,
each attempting to reach the top. I joined my friends in the back of the line and listened as Counselor Westlake went over safety regulations.
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I decided I was pretty tough so I didn’t need to wear a safety harness. Forgoing the safety precautions was definitely the stupidest thing I had ever decided to do but out of pride, I refused to back
down.
Safety regulations are safety regulations for a reason because two feet below the top of the
wall, my foot slipped and I ended up dangling from one handhold, sort of like a monkey hanging
from a tree. Except I didn’t have the strength, flexibility, and coordination of a monkey so I was
stuck.
“Are you okay? Do you need help?” A kid asked.
He had already made it to the top of the wall and lowered a rope.
“Grab on, I’ll pull you up.” He said.
Maybe I was being prideful, maybe I just wanted to do something for myself for once.
“It’s okay, I got it.” I somehow gathered my remaining strength and courage and reached for
the next ledge. My hands were sticky from sweat and I needed a haircut, my hair was blowing in
my eyes, making it hard to see. But my foolishness had brought me here and now I had to get myself out of this mess. So I grabbed onto the next ledge, found my footing, and continued upwards,
finally reaching the top. An intense sensation of relief washed over me. I was both satisfied and
proud to have scaled the rockwall without receiving help. But next time, I’d wear a stupid safety
harness.
And that was when Shaden climbed up beside me. He was wearing a stupid safety harness like
a good boy. I went to say something to him but he glanced down and pointed out a giant brown
bear emerging from the forest.
“Hey Jake, don’t you have a way with animals?” Shaden asked. “Maybe you should go see
what that bear wants.”
“Are you kidding me? I’m twelve! It would be better to let Animal Control handle it.” I said.
“Or that kooky Counselor Westlake.”
“Jake, the bear is literally chasing some of our fellow campers.” Shaden said. “Kooky Counselor Westlake never told us how to deal with brown bears. You have to do something! It will take
too long for adults to get here.”
“I don’t want people to die because I refused to help...” I said. I glanced up at the sky and
flagged down a couple eagles circling above.
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The two eagles grabbed my upper arms and carried me down to the ground safely. While they
couldn’t carry my weight, they could help me glide down safely. My stomach felt funny as the
ground rushed up to meet me.
“Hey, what about me?” Shaden asked from the top of the wall.
“You, my friend, will have to climb back down.” I said. “Don’t worry, bro! Exercise is good
for you!”
Shaden glared down at me and I felt his hot and angry glare burn down on me. Once again,
feeling like a pizza baking in a hot oven but I brushed his scorn off.
I tried to keep my nature friendly and approachable as I sauntered over to the bear. Internally,
I was freaking out as my life flashed before my eyes. Externally, I casually strolled over to have a
pleasant chat with a murderous grizzly bear that looked kind of annoyed. I could tell from the
crazed, bloodthirsty look in her eyes and the fact that she was showing her claws. Plus, judging by
her tall, aggressive stance, it was her intention to appear aggressive and scary. She looked ready for
a fight. Hopefully, not a fight with me.
I asked the bear why she was invading camp territory and causing mass panic among campers.
She told me she couldn’t find her cub anywhere, which seemed like a valid reason for her to panic.
I didn’t see how this was my problem, or anyone else’s problem. But she said she would tear
this camp apart unless she found her cub and that sounded like a death threat, which quickly turned
her problem into my problem.
“... And so that’s how I got here.” I said to the bear, ending my recount. “Give me two seconds! I’ll ask around to see if anyone knows where your cub is. Please, just wait here and don’t do
anything until I get back.”
I turned around and ran to find Counselor Westlake. I had bought the adults a lot of time.
Someone had to know where the stupid bear cub was by now or we’d all be dead. The bear certainly seemed like she was losing patience with me. She had listened to my story but her patience
was waning. During the beginning, she’d sat down and listened. About halfway through, she’d
stood up and started shifting her weight around, wondering when I was going to get to the point.
And at the end, she was pacing back and forth. I couldn’t believe she had allowed me to run off.
Sooner or later, I’d be out of time.
I found Counselor Westlake at the main building in the center of camp, on the phone with Animal Control. She looked kind of nervous and was trying to talk quietly so the campers weaving
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baskets nearby wouldn’t get upset.
“Hey! Have you seen a bear cub?!” I asked her. I was panting hard from running as fast as I
could.
“Oh yes, I was just on the phone with Animal Control. They’re taking the cub to a sanctuary
because they couldn’t find it’s mother.” Counselor Westlake said. She shushed me and glanced at
the campers nearby.
“Seriously?” I asked. I lowered my voice to be more discreet.
“Yes, why are you asking?” Counselor Westlake asked.
“The mother bear is over by the rock-climbing wall, terrorizing the campers!” I said. “I’m worried she’ll tear the camp apart if she can’t find her cub so can you call Animal Control and get the
cub back?”
“Yes, I’ll see what I can do.” Counselor Westlake’s eyes went wide and she immediately
started dialing Animal Control’s number. Her hands were shaking a little and she nearly dropped
her phone trying to dial but she powered through.
I was surprised she didn’t ask any questions. It was unusual for an adult to believe a kid without asking any questions but I couldn’t focus on that now. I had one more idea to stall the mother
bear’s attack but after that, we’d be done for unless she got her cub back.
I tweaked the truth and informed the mother bear her cub had been seen wandering off. I made
it seem like humans were not involved at all and the cub was not in danger while expressing as
much sympathy and compassion as I could muster. Hopefully, making it seem like an accident
would convince the mother there was no need to kill us campers. We were innocent bystanders. I
was too young to die!
As I spoke, I tread lightly. The mother bear was stressed and angry and her worry for her cub
was making her behave irrationally. Our fate balanced on a knife’s edge.
Once I had finished speaking, the bear seemed pacified. She was still upset and worried, but
less so now that she knew what had happened to her child. I felt bad for lying but telling one white
lie to save my fellow campers hardly seemed like a sin.
The bear traipsed back into the forest and Counselor Westlake sidled up next to me and whispered into my ear, informing me that Animal Control was dropping the cub off on the other side of
the forest for the mother to find. The cub had been sedated so it wouldn’t remember anything when
it woke up. Wouldn’t want the kid to tattle and call me out on my lie.
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I had saved all my fellow campers and the stupid Camp Westlake using my special abilites. I
realized this was probably the first time I had used my powers to benefit others instead of just serving myself. As soon as the adrenaline wore off, I collapsed to the ground because I realized my legs
had been shaking and my hands had been shaking. It was a wonder my voice wasn’t shaking when I
talked to the bear but in the moment, all I could focus on was acting confident and showing no fear.
A week after the life-threatening incident at Camp Westlake, I was more than ready to go
home. Once I had decided to keep an open mind about camp, I had ended up enjoying myself. But
make no mistake, I was never coming back. Sure, I had learned good things like ‘persevere in the
face of an adversary’, ‘stall to prevent an angry bear from killing you and your peers,’ and ‘don’t
abuse your special powers.’ But Jake will be Jake. I was exhausted and ready to head home and
sleep all the stress off. I no longer hated working but I did believe Camp Westlake must be cursed
or something.
Goodbye, summer camp!
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A poem is not a house
Mari Kovalik Silva

If I knew it back then, I would have told Mr. T
that every poem is not a house.
A house has too many walls and a poem is all windows.
A house is too square, too round, and a poem takes the shape
of every something & every someone;
a house is a ship, an empty ivory palace, and a poem is a sailor.
A poem has engines, wings, miles of carefully braided thoughts,
and a house, only the arms of a clock.
A blind hammer never built a house but a deaf piano could
play a poem, because a poem doesn't need to be seen on heard
or written to be breathed in and sung out. No, Mr. T,
a poem is not something you take shelter in but something
that takes shelter in you, until you are not afraid to hold
it in your hands, finally let it do
what it was born for.
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Reflection of Self
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Mother Tongue
Yeji Kim

Cat got tongue?
Swallow claws, move on
Swallow fast so other kids won’t see
glutinous grains of __bap__
wrapped in thin, green __gim__
stuffed with worm-like __kongnamul__
This distance between birthland and mother tongue is thin
The cat got my tongue,
stretching, twisting, shredding to pieces
all that remains to fit is
rice
seaweed
bean sprouts
Mother tongue, where have you gone? (lost in the birthland, yearning for motherland)
Why are birthland and motherland so far apart?
the gap great enough to fill
sweeping prairies
cracks between crowded apartments
bark of redwood giants
brittle blossom branches
Birthland becomes my motherland and
mother tongue becomes my birthtongue
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He, the Divine
Katherine Wei

today i watched the sky eat a flock of ravens,
gulped them down like a spoonful of clumpy soup.
i, on the other hand, still cannot swallow syllables
or spit phrases like watermelon seeds.
i am not sky/heaven/God. i am not divine.
so, i cannot work my poetry to be dampened in fluid metaphor,
brimming in immaculate imagery, harboring feelings into fact,
instead of bare emotion, instead of empty words.
He gave me a fragile body that moves
like dandelion in the wind,
so, i write with what i have.
my heartstrings, a puppeteer,
forcing pencil strokes to trace
the intestines, the bone, the blood,
and the tears and the tears and the tears
onto paper and i birth raw sentiments
into a misshapen poem
edges so rough you couldn’t tell the difference
between that and of rusted nail.
i hope He forgives me.
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Radiator
Meredith Swanson

I know sunburns aren’t all that fun
I’m white like winter
I’m an expert, you have to trust me
But as someone whose body is always so cold
With hands that freeze people like a portable blizzard
Who is always wearing pants
Whether it's 100 degrees or negative 30
Being sunburned can feel like a gift
The sun,
Though she denatures your proteins and kills your epidermis
Gives you some of her power,
And for once,
You feel like the Radiator.
The Radiator is the one people hug when it snows
The Radiator will protect you and make you feel safe
The Radiator has palpable energy and brings life with them everywhere
The Radiator is loved and is Love
It’s nice to feel like that every once in a while
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The Consequences of Dreaming
Yeji Kim

Andi, Cincinnati to Rome; At the airport, the black coffee Andi pays for with loose coins
scorches the roof of her mouth like an arson crime without justice. She mutters curses in
frustration under her breath at the worker, letting the words fizzle out in the air like expired Pop
Rocks only because he won’t hear her. She asks an airport worker for directions but their
conversation flows long after he tells her the way to Gate A, their conversation washing away the
brackish aftertaste in Andi’s mouth. But then Andi realizes she is having a conversation with an
airport worker and red violates the pale apples of her cheeks because she, is having a
conversation with an airport worker. Her puffed hair bounces around to make sure no one saw
her talking to someone like him, even if she’s at an airport, even if she shouldn’t care.
When Andi arrives in Rome she’ll realize she can’t find a hundred euros, perhaps she
dropped them accidently on the molded ground of her old apartment as she was leaving for a
final time, next to the overdue bills screaming with blood-like ink in the trash can, visible under
the stained glass windows of fast food bags made translucent with grease. Sheer elegance. Andi
will freak out for half an hour, heart beating the same way her footsteps ran in her dream last
night when she was running away from somebody. She didn’t know who, but yes, her heart will
beat in the same way. She’ll recompose herself, though, and meet an Italian chick named Gaia
with a tan trench coat and hot teal earrings and a personality like golden butterflies whom Andi
will share dinners and split cheap champagne with to make up for the euros that were supposed
to be dinner money for four days. Then Gaia will leave. And Andi will sit weary in her hotel
room chair. Not just sit on it, sit in it, sink her body deep through in hopes that the chair will take
some of her tiredness and share the weight. She’ll be wondering where she went wrong and why
she always ends up alone, Cincinnati or Rome, America or Europe. On her seventh night in
Rome, Andi will realize she doesn’t have enough money and clothes but she has enough tears so
they’ll run down the ready-made rivers of her face, tears of anger and frustration, they will be
insoluble tears of enigmas, until she breathes deep because there is no one else there to calm her
down.
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Andi will realize there are three types of crying in the world. One, out of happiness.
Maybe it’s laughter, and looking at something so beautiful. Two, out of sadness. Watching a sad
movie, going to a funeral, getting a divorce. And three, out of your heart. You happy cry with
your mouth, lips turning up into a gentle smile and bearing all teeth while salty tears slip their
way in. You sad cry with your mind, while you just simply remember and think of
what-could-have-been. But crying with your heart is different--it doesn’t require physical tears at
all.
She’ll search for a shop that’ll trade tears for money but all she finds is happy hour at a
club rank with secrets. Breathe, in and out and in and out. But right now, Andi sits expectantly
on her plane seat with a coat of bathed in money lipstick, looking forward to a new life that will
never come.
Emerald, flight attendant; She battles her hair into a choking bun tied with a signature red
scarf and crams her feet into pointed heels that suffocate her pinky toe. It had seemed like the
most alluring way to live life: to travel all over the world and stay in hotels with
cucumber-lemon ice water and pearly shampoo dispensers--but it was all surface-level talk. With
a pilot that could not care less where she was going and fliers whose long list of priorities
composed of themselves and themselves only, her smile was molded with plastic grinded from som
e proportion of labor and beaches of fool’s gold. Inside the plane, the Tokyo lights seemed
dimmed and the London air seemed foggier and the sounds of Italy seemed to swallow parts of
her slowly and agonizingly. It was like she highlighted white text with a black marker, like she
fought water with fire expecting to win. The uniformity had turned into conformity and the
respect had turned into obligation for far too long.
Later on her flight, she’ll end up in between a crying baby, whose tears run like a
mother’s love mixed with a father’s fury, and a crazed woman who keeps asking her if her
smudged lipstick looks okay and if she knows anybody in Rome, and if so just let me know ha
ha! and a man who keeps eyeing her with the worst kind of hunger. Emerald will lock herself in
the tiny bathroom stall to muffle the voices of the people that need her but don’t really need her.
She’ll leave her will to work, on the ground, right there next to piles of dust and smudges of spit.
Tobias, airport worker; Tobias greets everyone he meets with a smile and the mindset
that happiness is key, even if you’re not feeling it. He’ll make conversation with someone and
wants to keep talking to her, but she seems impatient, and then he’ll make conversation with
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someone else but they have to leave too. Everybody here except for him is going somewhere;
they all have a place in the world. Tobias will wonder if he does. It’s the directionless leading
those who need directions, the blind leading the blind. While waiting for someone to ask him for
help, Tobias will draw a small silhouette of himself on his uniform with a thick marker the color
of infinity. He won’t fill it in and won’t draw a heart inside and doesn’t think much of it then and
there, but feels the need to leave it unfilled, for only a happy outline of him exists. He will realize
this and hate this thought, spraying the shirt with Windex and water to get rid of his outline, but
instead spreads the ink, making his presence bigger than he ever dared to be.
Mitch, airport lost and found worker; Mitch thinks there is no harder a job at the airport
than working at lost and found. He floats his gray eyes over the array of items and tries not to
think about the little kid, crying for their stuffed rabbit now shoved still under tangles of phone
chargers and a stitched pillow. He tries not to think about the stitched pillow either, how long it
took to make nor who it was meant for because people don’t make stitched pillows for
themselves.
His eyes will graze over the cold metal computers and white phone chargers and land to a
journal. The cover is worn out, and while he won’t open it, Mitch will imagine stories of travels
around the world inside, stories of wanderlust days and viva la vida nights and sunsets that mark
a sliver of time when it’s not morning yet, nor night neither, but there’s still enough hours until
midnight to check that last box off the summer bucket list.
When Mitch leaves for his lunch break in three hours, someone will come to pick up a
charger that’s not theirs, and someone will come and pick up the journal. But there will be no
detailed adventures in it, no stories of nights that beg the words let’s do that again or coax the
kind of laughter that makes the air sweeter as if a deity came to solve all religions and sprinkled
a drink made of sanguine souls on the whole world. It’s just untouched pages, unwritten wishes
and unrealized thoughts. Mitch won’t be there when she comes and takes a look at it, though, so
he’ll still think tales fill every crevice of the notebook.
Mari, pilot; Mari wants to get the flight over with; she wants to come home to her kids in
Florence so bad she doesn’t notice the artistry in front of her, the sky like a spilled bottle of
merlot, leaving veins of stewed apples and amaryllis tinted with a dull auburn.When she arrives,
she’ll bring in bags of American candy with a bacio on all four cheeks to fill the space that exists
between her and her little boy and girl with something sugary and convincing.
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Guilt will suffocate her heart when she pours the last Laffy Taffy bag into a bowl but she’ll quickly
settle back into whatever routine she was doing, and leave again the following Saturday.
Mari will be so frustrated with her life that she’ll go to the salon the day after. Mounds of
shiny black hair will fall to the ground, the sound getting softer and more muffled each time.
They’ll fall as frowns, the ground understanding the sheer complexity of the situation. It will be
haircut season. A complex scout’s honor knotted ball of saliva will slide slowly down her throat.
It’ll be short. It’ll be short, to the point that her hair will seem obsolete and her ears will curl
away from the unrecognizable omission. She’ll glance in the mirror, and what Mari will see
won’t be, per se, bad, but it will be different. She’ll still want more change, though, and will add
in a blue streak. Blue is the color of the bedtime blankets, protection from monsters in the night
with orange horns and bloodshot pink eyes. It’s the sweet flow of a lullaby gently rocking one to
bed in minuscule waves, calming like an ocean only found in dreams, whispering that it’s okay.
Mari will tell her kids this is why she got the streak, but only because she needs to believe it too.
Andi, Emerald, Tobias, Mitch, and Mari will continue their lives and not give each other a
thought. Andi finally settles down in Amsterdam but to find out what happens to her next, take
the same ending and replace “Rome” with “Amsterdam.” Tobias and Mitch see each other every
day but don’t really see each other. Tobias struggles to remember how he broke his heart, the part
of his heart that loves himself--he tells himself that things break to protect us, but even he can
hear the tremble in his voice. Emerald will never understand supply of the world versus demand
of her world and will demand a SCOTUS case which she calls Emerald v. Emerald. She’ll fill
her succulent cheeks with lies and then fill them with lemon juice to try to squeeze out any bit of
truth that’s left. And Mari, Mari will swing her blue-streaked fugitive hair back and forth as she
crushes her fingers against the controls of the plane, her plane, flying to get herself home more
than anyone else aboard. Every one of them will be dreaming in their own world, unable to get
out.
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Wanderlust
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Burnt Bridges
Nikhita Makam

“Did you see the flames first?”
“Well no, first it was the smoke I smelt
The change in temperature I felt,
The sudden burst of heat
Then I saw the ash spread out like a sheet
As it began to engulf the sky
The smoke rushed into my lungs and you heard me cry
I fell to my knees and I fought for air
But now that it’s done, I don’t really care
I’ll take everything you say in good stride
Because when I saw you then on the other side
I knew then, that we both had understood
We had burned the bridge, this time for good.”
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Re-play
Mari Kovalik Silva

I’ll re-teach you

how to re-ride a bike

how to re-learn
how to re-birth

how to re-member

how to re-write your past:
start by making circles with your feet,
spin a whole life until the film rolls itself to where
he

re-grets and this time you

re-sist

this time you re-nounce
re-lieve

re-live

re-joice and the wind will

re-turn

your dandellions,
re-new your wishes and God will
re-new His promises —
re-fuse, re-fuse.
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