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The Man of Tangible and Intangible Objects
by Hanna Li

Killed it

by Kevin Wu

James checked meticulously in the mirror, edging his hair to the side for
the fifth time. This was going to be a killer interview. By all standards,
he would be irresistible to the colleges. Captain of the football team,
math team, and lead in the school musical. There was nothing he ever
failed at. Naturally, impressing a Princeton alumnus would be no big
deal. He checked his Rolex. Four on the dot. Half an hour before showtime. He’'d
show up extra early just to impress the interviewer. He checked the mirror again.
Snatching the keys to his BMW, he strutted out to his garage. Suddenly, James’s
face distorted.

“Where’s my car?!” he thought loudly.

James immediately took out his iPhone and dialed his brother. His face got
hotter by each passing ring.

“Hello?”

“What do you mean ‘hello’? Where’s my car?!”

“Hey, I'm driving it. What’s up?”

“What do you mean ‘what’s up’? I need my car! I got to get to Starbucks in half an
hour!”

“Sorry. We have three others. Just use the Mustang.”

“What do you mean ‘just use the Mustang’? It’s a dirt bag!”

James got into the Mustang and slammed the door shut. The clock read 4:21.
Maybe he shouldn’t have checked his hair so much on the way out of the house.
Engine rumbling, the car zipped down the driveway and hit the road.

Better not be late. Crazy brother. Relax. You're going to kill anyway. Just
remember you're a really great guy. You volunteered four hundred hours to Red
Cross and did cancer research at Johns Hopkins. That’ll just light his face up.
College people love community service. Remember, you want to go to Princeton
because it provides an engaging community most conducive to your altruistic goals
for the—

James noticed a couple of hipster kids from school jogging along the side of the
road.

Losers. They’ll probably end up going to a city college. Suddenly, James
slammed the brakes.

“What are you, crazy?!” he yelled to the rackety old car in front. “It’s a green
light! That means go!”

Honking, James glanced into the car as he sped past. An old man wearing a
stupid orange and black scarf stared back angrily.

What is he looking at? And who wears a scarf in this weather, anyway? Though



I could use a scarf myself. Princeton winters are quite chilly. Don’t forget to
mention you were voted “Best Dressed” in the yearbook. It’s testament to your
grace and style.

The Starbucks was right around the corner. He zoomed into the parking lot. 4:27.
Just in time. James looked in the car mirror and edged his hair once more. And one
last thing: You want to go to Princeton because it has the medical school out there.
You are so sure of it, you didn’t apply anywhere else. You got this, James.

Rising out of his car, James slammed the door shut and walked into the cafe.

It was pretty empty. That’s good. He scouted around for the best table, one where
the interviewer would notice him as soon as he walked in. There was a round table
in the corner, which was great. He'd read somewhere that round tables are the best
for conversations because they made it so everyone was on the same side. Plopping
down into the chair, he sat in solitude for a few seconds, going over his responses.
A little time passed, and James heard the door open. He quickly glanced up,
plastering on a large, confident smile. In the doorway was an old man wearing a
now not-so-stupid orange and black scarf.

Lost In Transit

by Hillary Tzeng

Honey
I've waited forever to tell you—
I'm having a
Billing information received. 4:38 P.M.
B
Origin scan. 8:39 P.M.
A
Departure scan. 9:53 P.M
B
Arrival scan. 11:09 P.M.
Y
Out for delivery. 6:48 A.M.
Did you hear me?
Delivered. 1:53 P.M.
Say something

Honey?
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Moszic Sestina

by Mike Cheng

I see her with sleeves and jackets of many colors
every day, when I pass by her during break

and when she sits next to me, playing a cover

of our music director’s favorite classical piece.

I always try to calm my beating heart

but my wishes never come together like a mosaic.

One day I decide to weave her a mosaic,

a scarf filled with bright and beautiful colors

touching one another. With determination and heart

I worked on this during lunch and during break

and at home, strand by strand and piece by piece

until it was beautiful, and around it I wrapped a kaleidoscopic cover.

Eventually winter comes along and with it a cover

of snow. The dance is approaching and I give her the mosaic

scarf, explaining that it’s a piece of her and a piece

a piece of me, two mosaic pieces that are fit for one another.

She smiles blithely and the two of us break

whatever space there was between us and thus to her I lost my heart.

We separate and she takes my hand and takes my heart

and leads me into her house, which provides cover

from the white winter day. Heading towards her room we chat and talk about
break

and our plans. Upon entering the room she takes the mosaic

scarf and wraps it around the neck of her teddy bear. The colors

flow around the brown bear and it seems like they are of a single piece.

Together we sit on her bed and sing a piece

that both of us love, a song about a heart

mended and a life renewed. But I jumped at seeing that her room is devoid of
colors,

save a gray knife on her table, stained with a pale red. Her colorful clothes a cover

Thinking by Caroline Kenney
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Untitled
by Lauren Bagheri

to the pain she suffers, her joyous face a mosaic
mask that hides the suffering, I felt my heart break.

Rolling up her sleeves I see a deep gash on her arm. A break

from pain and a way, she tells me, to not linger over her mother’s death. I piece
together what she means and realize her mother died giving birth. The mosaic
scarf is you and the brown bear is me, she says; my heart

is whole now. No need for a mask. No need for a cover.

I wrap her around me, happy she is now truly full of vibrant colors.

Two parts of a mosaic, never to part and never to break.
Dancing colors reflect newfound happiness, and piece by piece
A wrecked heart mends and tosses out its cover.

Untitled

by Rachel Yang

| don’t tear out calendar pages every night

| don't keep a countdown under my pillow

| don’t write angry songs about how this place SUCKS! and also

| don’t write heartfelt poems about how MY LIFE IS GOING TO PIECES, but

| do keep a calendar, and | can’t lie and say | don’t look forward to next September
| do cross dates off an imaginary timeline in my head when I'm feeling so closed in
| do remind myself that | am leaving

soon
enough;

| do
not hate home, but
| do have to get away

soon

11
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Talking

with the M
UsSe

parched, barren

dead

where did it fly?

gone away

hidden and spiteful
waiting open-handed
twitch

where is that butterfly?
an omen, a sign

by Shannon Naylor

empty anticipation

the ink dries in the well
why do you love

Hate

give give give

FindTake

pleaseplease

Beg

inspire

Triple Flare
by Justin Chen
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Burst
by Hilary Wang

Painted Gl

The painted girl runs fluidly, small feet flying,

The wind combs through her hair, tangles untying,
Her fingertips are dipped in the color of the sun,
With a simple touch, she gives sunshine to everyone,
She holds the world with palms of blue and green,
Her shoulders are white, her burdens unseen,

She never stops running

and dancing

and spinning

and prancing

and jumping

and splashing

and grinning

Pink color stretches across her cheeks for elation.
She wipes her hand across her forehead

by Jessica Fong
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4 found poem

I was hideous and uncourtable by Juli .
ulia

I didn’t know how to smile. y Garcia

I waited.

Then came transformation.

Once upon a time...

One day a groom appears

Be be be be my my my everything everythingl became
the well of wishes

A white dress grows out from her waistline

Making a skirt, a brassiere, A white veil like a purdah

N J,, “Oh love me forever!”
\{ i ; A bride is complete.
Treachery

4 To be the groom
is ;
Never to be bothered by footsteps on the stairwell
a groom
— is indestructible
, —_ the groom

NN took a lqvelier princess outside of the city and together they wed
> a groom ;

\ - moves on
AN\ YRY

A\ This ‘playv is not about me at all.”
) f;\?’says a secret little bride who lives in the bride
'\ Her tears made a kind of swimming pool

"1 can’t ever get back to where I started from
VNN RN Y
\ \ “Pity her and move on.” ™

\ \ THE DEVIL SPEAKS N

\“Disappointment makes your héur fall out.”d

2 “Think of me sometimes” . i\

|\ Compensation made the bride grow youthful and lighthearted
'\ And she thanked the devil TONNIYY

ASARN A AN AGAEROIRUEON NO

. Change change change change 3\
The truth is plain | \\\. N\

~

|

\

\

Untitled
by Leeann Huang

\ 1A \)3‘“‘ \ '-,\ "_‘ 1.\
BUABRR
u/'\"‘*i.w-.

\

> The show must go on. )\

\ |
Ry
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Tree Hugger
by Crystal Yang

Change

by Candice Kim

golden leave, fall-
ing down one two three...
red orange yEllow
drifting

frost

snowfl Akes swirling
frozen
pine needles, green and fragrant
icicleS: d
r
[
p
drop by drOp
meltiNg

green
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A. n n a le e by Natalie Sanchez
(¢

It’s a Saturday afternoon and we are lounging by the lake, a pastime I
had thought forgotten in childhood. It is the resurrection of this long lost activity
that prompts me to boldness.

“Do you remember that day in kindergarten, when we first met?”

She shoots me an amused expression. It makes me self-conscious, but we're
alone, sitting face to face, our backs resting against opposite tree trunks. There is
no avoiding each other. Since high school something’s changed between us. I want
to remind her that we're friends, best friends in fact. My sudden directness and
the vulnerability of my question make her uncomfortable. She hates sentimentality.
Unless it’s her own, of course.

She tries to erase my question with a distracted air of boredom.

“Gosh, it’s been so long,” she says, her eyes distant as she chews her nails,
pretending to be preoccupied in thought.

My friend is slippery; to corner her into a moment of candor is rare and
difficult.

Normally, I'd take my cue and back off, restoring the old order of our
relationship. But not today.

“We were six right?”

I'm not backing down. Analee is trapped and knows it. She hides her fear with
a well-placed snub.

“I don’t really remember. How do you remember these things? That must be
why Mrs. Avery likes you. You're a facts person, Gabby. You remember every little
thing.” She delivers this with an innocent, condescending chuckle, flashing me her
crocodile smile, ingenuine, but cute. It’s a smile she reserves for when she wants
to express disapproval without stooping down to outright criticism.

She’s too good a person to do that.

Its times like these when I envy her the most. Her response cuts deeper than
I'm willing to admit. I covet her ability to affect people.

“You walked up to me while I was playing with my dolls and said I was
combing Barbie’s hair wrong. I told you it was none of your business, but you just
sat right down next to me, grabbed Barbie, and showed me how to do it.” I try to
tempt her into a sense of security by smiling, but manipulation has never been my
forte. “You were new in school and didn’t have any friends. Remember? You asked
me to be your best-friend.”

I can tell she’s irritated. I cringe inwardly. She looks straight at me.

09 Apuey £q pa[yjuN
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“Yes, you were playing all alone in the sandbox,” she says. Analee doesn’t
like to be the needy one. She pauses to make me uncomfortable, just to show me
that she can. She takes pride in her ability to stare people down and wait out
uncomfortable silences. You know, maintain eye contact when people normally back
down or stand way too close to people for their comfort. She says it’s because she’s
so confident in herself. I think she needs to feel dominant because she’s insecure.
Then she asks, “Why the sentimental reminiscing?” With a wild laugh she shouts,
gesticulating her arms to encompass the entirety of the forest, “Join us in our heart
to heart!” She laughs avidly at her own joke, entreating me to participate but not
caring whether I did so or not.

Ana lee can laugh without anyone’s regard or appreciation. It’s one of the things
I love the most about her. She’s not even that funny. Except sometimes.

Ana lee has won. I am thoroughly embarrassed and left feeling disgustingly
needy.

She senses my retreat, leaping up. She brushes the dirt off her hands and eagerly
accepts the chance to escape.

Looking out to the lake, I feel a sudden, horrible isolation. Something integral
to my understanding of the world has disappeared. There never was someone
who accepted me completely. There never will be. The quest for a best friend is
a hopeless search because it’s unrealistic. You can’t invest your whole self in one
person. Besides being dangerous, it’s supremely unattractive. Maybe that’s why she
turned on me. I want to escape my shame, turn around and have nothing to do
with her ever again.

With an irritating nonchalance she says, “I'm going for another swim, Gabby.
Wanna come? Race you to the dock.”

Her head cocked to one side, she lifts a promising eyebrow and gives me another
one of her smiles. No, not the crocodile one. Another one. It’s a thieves in cahoots
smile that makes me feel close to her again. Like we’re in on the fun together. How
could I say no? I might miss out on something extraordinarily exciting.

And just like that, I am defeated.

What choice do I have, but to bow out as gracefully as I can, picking up the
pieces of my dignity as I bend over?

We reach the dock and cannonball over the side at the same time. We surface
together. The water ripples in an endless expanse across the lake and the small
waves crash tipsily around us. “Oh the sky is so beautiful!” she cries. “Isn’t it
gorgeous? Such a pure color.”

For once, I'm quiet. It’s not that I don’t agree with her, I just can’t stand her
phoniness. Now she wants an emotional connection?

Has she ever truly looked at the sky and then cried because it was blue?

She tries too hard to impress people with an emotional sensitivity that she
doesn’t truly feel.

I don’t know how to escape her. I think I hate her.
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[ I stumbled upon a kitty the other night.
She came as a blur of gray and black,
as a warm brushing against my legs.

I looked down. She looked up at me
with her mild sweet eyes, colored with

soft greens and shades of brown
by Ellen Sun that I could still notice in the dark.

“Kitty, are you lost?” She darted
away, far, terrified of my voice which
she heard for the first time.

Staring into the darkness, I could spot
her silhouette slowly returning to me.
“Kitty, are you lost?” I repeated.

She mewed, as she circled me, her
slender, sleek, and smooth body
rubbing against mine.

I ran my hand over her long, silky furred
coat, her spine curving to my touch
in response, and her throat vibrating
with soft purrs of satisfaction.

“But Kitty, I can’t stay.”

She ignored me and continued to play.
“Kitty, are you lost?

Maybe you should come home with me.”

I stood and slowly walked away from her

as she stared at me with her mild sweet eyes.
But she crept up beside me, slowly following.

A hope grew inside me that night,

that T would perhaps save a little kitty cat

who had lost her way, hesitant

to cross the street with roaring cars that

rushed her by. Indeed, she was terrified of
them,

her mild sweet eyes growing with fear,
illuminated by the headlights which sequentially
passed her. Too scared to continue,

the kitty darted into the darkness,

up a paved driveway, Paintbrushes and a Cup

her silent leave -
leaving me alone by Grace Li

in the dark.
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Evil City Hall
by Ashley Cortez

The Twilight Saga:

by Alexa Wei

Hi. My name is Ella Goose. I'm an average-looking ellipse with porcelain
skin, raven tresses and smoldering brown eyes (or so I am told.) You
know, just drab and ordinary. So I never thought that I would end up
doing un-ellipse things in my small town of Spoons where it rains every day and
boring stuff like vampire wars and werewolf bonfires happen. My woeful story of
woe begins when I rolled into calculus class. It was easy stuff that I had already
learned. Did I mention that I'm also way smarter than everyone here? I mean, if
you took the smartest person here and multiplied them by a billion and set them
on fire, they could not compare with my glowing brilliance. I think that’s why all
the lame boy-ellipses totally dig me. They trip over their foci just trying to get a
glimpse of my killer vertices. But they’re all so beneath me, I don’t even give them
a second glance. I prefer to do the moral thing and lead them all on. All except
one. His name was Edwin and he looked different from the other ellipses. He had
marble-like lines and the arrows of an angel. He was one of the Dullens, a group
of foster kids who thought they were superior. I knew I was destined to join their
ranks and take my place as a supreme ruler of this pathetic school hierarchy. Not
that popularity matters to me. I never asked for everyone to fall in love with me
or admire me. It’s just another burden that I have to bear on my delightfully-
slender non-shoulders. Back to the insanely-easy calculus class. There weren’t
a lot of seats left so everyone decided to gang up on me, the new girl, saying “sit
by us, Ella” or “Ella, I will throw myself off the third quadrant if you don’t sit
by me.” T have never been treated so horribly in my entire life. But I guess that
what happens to you when you're an outsider isolated by your innate superiority.
With a sigh, I sat down next to the only conic section who wouldn’t join in their
childish games: Edwin Dullen. Edwin looked at me and edged away. It was my
fault. T had forgotten to conceal my great beauty and he was overwhelmed. I
sighed, silently cursing my awesomeness. Edwin left class abruptly and I followed
him into the woods. I wasn’t stalking him or anything; that would be creepy.
Suddenly, he turned around as if he knew I had been there the whole time. I
gasped. He moved fluidly and quickly and murmured, “I love you.”
“I know; everyone does.” I replied. He backed away.
“You don’t understand,” he said, “we cannot be together.”
I pouted. “Don’t you think the forbidden-love thing is kind of cliché?”
“I am not like you. I am..different.”
“So am I!' We're better than those other losers. You put the ‘win’ in ‘Edwin!””

29



“No I am far too dangerous for a mere ellipse like you. Goodbye, Ella Goose.”
And then he left.. What was this guy’s problem? Why couldn’t we be together?
1 suffered a blow o my already-low self-esteem. While I nursed hole in my
elhptlcalmll 1 began to Wonder What he meant by “dlfferent y I had assumed he
me# “hot. :
it! I confronted hnn the next day. :
‘ﬁm I began practlcally swoonlng as I said his perfect name, “I know what
ou are.” o ' §
‘UL ; 110 you don’t” he rephed
Yes 1 do. (31-il have arrows and your eccentricity is more than one
ay it, out loud” ) 3
1 YPERBOLA

Cehn
Hey, Soul Sister,

According to You,

these are the Best Days, Bu
After Hours, Day N Nite,
Can’t Hold Us Down.

It’s a Life in Technicolor-- the Teenag
Brighter than Sunshine, it’s ASBeauti

We're Feeling Good. _ "

And even when Changes comemWe IRBERA 1o

Everything’s Not Lost. ¢
The World Spins Madly On¥bui qqﬂ@ elieving.
Imagine, Smile, Breathe;
Viva la Vida, it’s The Heart'of the Matfer.

3 oK CcK. heShOW Goes Or
1 da ngeReflectionsy™Always Remember Me

anya Zhang
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Top: Birth
by Mejan Rostamian

Bottom: Eavesdropper
by Liana Kindler

The Simple Pleasure
of Senses

The warming scent of vanilla extract,
sniffed straight from the bottle
The rush of adrenaline through the body,
under the blinding lights of the stage.
The loopy look of the letter L,
continuously curling across the page.
The sharp taste of raw onions,
with their pleasing crunch evoking tears.
The whisper of the wind through countless leaves,
brushing past the ears like a thousand secrets.
The smell of sunscreen and salty air tickling the nose,
on a day spent with friends at the beach.
The loving comfort of a long embrace,
a brief intimate moment of affection.
The sight of rain in the distance,
a sheer sheet shielding the sun.
The strangely delicious sensation of french fries dipped in
milkshake,
warm and salty, cold and sweet.
The throaty sound of a man’s deep voice,
reading poetry like a ribbon of words.

by Jennifer Mauser
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A Death
In Venice

As T enter through a ghostly shadowed archway, two
wild haired young boys dressed in tattered clothing
kick a worn down soccer ball on the old, dusty ground.
There is nothing but the immediate feeling of isolation
and death. Scattered whispers and meek conversations penetrate
the air of silence. Upon the marked wall are rusty wires meshed
together to create a fence. A quiet stray dog, whose stiff tail
ceases to move, surrounds the lonely fountain in the center. If you
look above, the battered house of the rabbi leans precariously upon
a column of round rooms with cracked windows. My heart begins
to falter and my undefiled eyes fill with tears.

Here, in this ominous plaza, lived the bodies of hundreds of
Italian Jews crammed into a horrible ghetto. Imagine living
day to day in constant fear that a black, ruthless train would
take you away to suffer the most unimaginable horrors. Hungry,
thirsty, and treated like loathsome ants, these poor human beings
crumbled. Shot in the streets, shot in the forest, shot in the heart.

And all for what? The brainwashed, omnipotent force of anger
and hatred mauled the love of a mother and child, of a brother
and sister, of a husband and wife. It was all for nothing.

I will never forget the emotions I felt in that ghetto in Venice.
Those indescribable feelings shattered the amazement of Europe’s
greatness. Never will I forget this deplorable time in history and
neither should the generations of mankind. If we forget, the lives
of these innocent people will become obsolete and history will
repeat itself. To endure such physical, emotional, psychological,
and cultural pain and loss is nothing anyone should ever be
enforced to withstand.

req) A 4q A3 quiog

by Saskia Raether



Untitled by Michele Hsu

It comes right when you least expect it to. Sitting there peacefully with

- your mind on autopilot, you don’t even notice it’s there. Before you know
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it it’s already standing right behind you, and you feel it staring at your
head, you feel its hot breath on your shoulder. The devil from which you
thought you escaped has come back to get its revenge. You feel vulnerable.
Susceptible. Loss of control. Pulling you under with its cold black damp
scrawny wrinkly arms wrists hands fingers nails knuckles. Your head sinks
and darkness closes in, the monster pulls you under, your body surrenders,
you're going under, sinking deeper, under, under, under, until finally, sleep.

Light vs. Dark
by Matt Knauss
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