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Dear Reader,  

 

Thank you for downloading the tenth annual edition of Varina High School’s 

literary magazine, The Varina High School Review.  This year’s publication 

features poems, short stories, artwork, and photography, all created by 

current Varina High School students.  We’re very proud of this year’s 

magazine, and we’d like to thank all of the students who made this year’s 

edition possible by sharing with us their art, photography, and writing. 

  

Additional credit is due to Dawn Vass and Britt Wiedmeier for their help in 

assembling student artwork, Jonathan Gosney for his e-publishing assistance, 

and Heidi Craft for her continuing advice and support.  We truly hope that 

you will enjoy this year’s magazine!  

 

Yours sincerely, the editors:   

 

Ariona Jackson   

Eireann Jones 

Crystal Richmond  

Savanna Hart 

Ash Goins 

Nevaeh Boyer 

Jamal Nelson Jr.  

Christian Wilson 

 

Cover art by Jamal Nelson Jr. 

Executive Editor:  Savanna Hart 

Magazine design by Savanna Hart, Ariona Jackson, Eireann Jones, Crystal 

Richmond, Jamal Nelson Jr., and Christian Wilson. 

Faculty Sponsor:  Matt Cullen 
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Your Grave 

by Crystal Richmond 

 

It's weird to think that just a few miles from here your body is decaying 

That if I dig for an hour or so in a specific location 

I'll find you 

Well not necessarily you, but something that used to be you 

This vessel no longer harbors your soul, but 

This vessel is the thing that held me when I needed it to 

It's the thing that saw me take my first steps 

And the thing that listened to me when I needed to talk 

But now it's just worm food 

And in a few millennia it might be used by your hundred times great grand-children 

for fuel 

And even though I know your soul is no longer here 

It's so hard to think what will happen to the part of you that stayed behind 

The part that mattered the least, but now 

Is all I have left to hang on to 

Because even though your soul is always with me 

When I go to see you 

It’s hard to imagine what you might be now, without the part that made you, you 

 

 

 

 
 

Trinity Wright 
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A Beautiful Change 

By Faith Gray 

 

Down a long gravel driveway, on a very windy day in 2010, sat the beautiful 

two story house where the Johnson family lived. It looked like a beautiful place; 

however, inside the house you saw all the secrets. A young fresh high school 

graduate named Angelica Johnson was packing her bags for boot camp. She had always 

wanted to help people, so she decided to go into the medical field by becoming a 

general practitioner and plastic surgeon in the military. While packing, she 

stumbled across a tiny blue shadow box which included childhood photos with her 

parents.  After looking at the box, she looked down at her bruises. She thought 

that moving so far away would give her a happy new beginning, but maybe it wouldn’t 

be as easy as she’d thought. She couldn’t help but think that despite the distance, 

they could always get to her.  

As a child Angelica had been mentally and physically abused. She’d always been 

told that she wasn’t good enough or never worked hard enough. But she has always 

been the kind of girl to strive herself to do bigger and better things.  

Angelica came back to reality and glanced at her packing checklist. She was 

typically very organized.  She had finally finished packing all her bags when her 

father screamed “ANGELICA!” She ran downstairs, ready to go.  

When they dropped her off at the airport, her parents didn’t even hug or say 

goodbye to their daughter. So Angelica walked alone, diligently, to the security 

area. Her flight wasn’t until twelve thirty in the afternoon but she arrived thirty 

minutes early. She loved to show up early, so she walked around to find herself 

some lunch to hold her over until the flight. She ended up being in the Starbucks 

line, ordering a raisin cream cheese bagel and ultra-caramel frappe, which took 

more than twenty-five minutes. After that, Angelica had to run to her plane’s 

boarding deck. However, she had just missed her flight. Angelica has never been 

late to an event in her entire life, so this crushed her. 

She now had to call her parents and tell them the unhappy news. She knew 

they’d be very disappointed in her, just as they always had been. Angelica’s 

stomach tensed up as she thought about talking to her mother. The phone rang and 

rang for almost twenty minutes. When her mother finally picked up Angelica said “I 

am so sorry mother but I’ve missed my flight and I need you to come get me!” Her 

mother was livid, telling Angelica “Well, you must stay there and wait for the next 

flight because I am not turning back around, you’ve been messing up your whole life 

and now it is time for you to deal with it.” So Angelica sat in the airport all 

alone, waiting for the next flight. It was currently one in the afternoon and the 

other flight wasn’t until six. She knew her parents weren’t happy with her, but it 

made her very sad to know that they would leave her there waiting by herself for so 

long. However, eventually it didn’t matter; it was five thirty, and Angelica had to 

board her flight. 

This was Angelica’s first time on a plane, and she was shocked. When they 

lifted off she finally got the feeling of being free as a bird.  Her stomach was 

full of butterflies and she felt a whoosh of air as she saw the clouds come closer 

and the houses grow smaller. She started to believe that her new beginning had 

begun.  

The plane ride was about an hour and a half and very tedious. However, within 

thirty minutes she fell asleep. When she finally landed, Angelica was so excited 

that she ran to the baggage claim to grab her camouflage suitcase and met a bright 

yellow taxi outside. They took her to the boot camp and when she arrived the drill 

sergeant handed her a water canteen, her uniform and her medical bag. His name was 

Aaron and he showed her around the camp. Walking around, seeing all the beautiful 

sites, she thought “this is my home and I’m going to be so happy here.” 

After about week of training they realized how amazing Angelica really was and 

how great she would be at the job, so they let her begin right away. She ended up 

being on call for most night shifts. However, tonight there was a very special 

feeling blowing in the air, waiting to meet Angelica. She woke up in the middle of 
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the night, her phone ringing with her first medical call. She had to jump into her 

beautiful scrubs covered in butterflies, and her bleached-white shoes. Angelica 

hopped into her little purple golf cart and headed towards her patient.  

When she arrived the doors slung open and all she could hear was gruesome 

yells, and a young RN starting to speak so rapidly about the case that she started 

stumbling over her words. Angelica glanced into the room and saw it was a younger 

man, most likely in his 20s, with beautiful blue eyes. He had been serving in the 

war and was flown in from a battlefield nearby. It took Angelica seconds to realize 

he had been shot in his Vastus Lateralis and was gushing out blood. She ran to his 

bedside and saw his eyes rolling in the back of his head. She had to do a head CT, 

apply gauze, do a zig zag stitch and patch him all up. She then had to keep her 

eyes on him all night to make sure he was going to survive. He ended up making it 

through this hard time but Angelica told the RN to always keep a close eye on him.  

Angelica hopped back on her golf cart and felt a sense of purpose.  She felt 

so good about herself when she helped people and made them feel better.  Riding 

back to her office, Angelica knew this was her calling, and it made her happy. This 

is the moment she has waited for her whole life, one that she would definitely 

never forget.  

 

 

 

 
 

Ka’Diya Lewis 
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Hell on Earth 

by Ariona Jackson 

 

Unreal.  

It almost feels as if it is a dream.  

No, a nightmare.  

A nightmare that will never end. 

A Hell here on Earth.  

 

They say,  

“Find the thing that makes you happy 

And never let it go.”      

Let go of that happiness, and  

What do you have left? 

A Hell on Earth. 

A neverending nightmare.   

 

It’s like being in a haze,  

Everything is a blur as it passes by. 

 

You scream and you yell. 

You beg and you plead. 

For someone, anyone  

To wake you from this dream.  

 

But,  

It’s not a dream.   

At least, not one from which you can awake.  

It’s a Hell on Earth. 

A never ending nightmare.   

 

 

 

Ka’Diya Lewis 
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Kingdom Beyond the Clouds: 

The Mysterious Girl with Royal Blood 

By Lanae Minor 

 

Far beyond the clouds there was a kingdom called Euthenia. Euthenia was not 

visible to the naked eye and only creatures, including humans with special powers 

or royal blood could reach the sacred kingdom. Many people all over the world have 

heard of Euthenia through old folk tales, but no one thought that the kingdom was 

actually real and so the kingdom has gone undiscovered for centuries. It was said 

that many creatures roamed within the kingdom, from elves and dwarves to fairies, 

demons, and even giants. The royal family of the kingdom all had unique 

superpowers, but whether it was to stop time, manipulate reality, employ 

telekinesis, or all of the above, no one knows for sure. For all of Earth’s time, 

no one has ever discovered this mysterious yet intriguing kingdom high above in the 

sky. This, however, all changes one day when I come into contact with a mythical 

creature and my entire life is transformed.   

 I woke up and yawned a sigh of relief as I got up from my comfy bed. Today is 

the last day of my senior year of high school and I could not be happier to be 

completely finished with one of the most draining parts of my life. I grabbed the 

outfit that I had laid out the night before – a tight-fitting black dress with 

black sandals – and rushed into the bathroom to get ready. After taking a shower 

and putting on my clothes, I pulled my long waist-length black curly hair into a 

bun and put on some makeup. With my violet eyes, I looked at my reflection in the 

mirror, satisfied that I looked a little less ugly. Yet my happiness completely 

shattered when I heard the bathroom door open and turned to see Mr. Thomas, my 

adoptive dad. “I hope you have a great last day at school, Anarezza” – and as he 

says this, he gropes me underneath my dress. I rush out the door, skip the 

breakfast laid out for me on the table, and get in my car to head to school.  

 

 “I called you a million times! I wanted us to go to breakfast together this 

morning.” my boyfriend Zen says as we walk in the big doors for the last time to 

our high school. I look up at him and see his muscular physique peeking through his 

shirt.   

“I know, I’m sorry, my phone was probably off.” I say as an excuse with a 

shaky voice.  

“Well it’s okay, don’t worry about it. By the way, you look stunning today.” 

he says as he looks me up and down. I blush hard and thank him for the compliment 

in a soft voice. He whispers in my ear, “You’re so cute when you blush.” which 

makes me blush even harder. He then hugs me and makes me promise to meet him at the 

rooftop today for lunch, and I sincerely promise him that I will. I then make my 

way to class with the thought of Zen in my head.  

I draw in my notebook during class as classmates take turns exclaiming about 

what they’re planning to do after high school. “I want to become a pro football 

player!” yells Zach, the rowdy guy in the front of the class. “I want to become a 

biologist and study marine animals,” says Allison, a quiet girl in the back. Now 

that I think about it, I don’t know what exactly I want to do after high school. 

I’m not particularly good at anything and no college would want a slacker like me, 

which is why I never even bothered to apply.  

The bell rings for lunch and everyone hysterically rushes to get out to enjoy 

the delicious meals on the last day of school. I’m making my way up the stairs to 

the rooftop to see Zen when I catch something in the corner of my eye: underneath 

the stairs, a silhouette that looks like it belongs to an elf. I turn to look at 

it, and it vanishes.  I dismiss it as my eyes playing tricks on me and continue up 

the stairs. When I make my way to the rooftop, I see Zen eating his lunch on a 

chair, peacefully staring up at the sky with his beautiful chocolate hair blowing 

in the wind and his amber eyes glowing in the sun. He looks like he’s in deep 

thought so I come up quietly and hug him from behind, scaring him.  

“Ahh!” he screams as he turns to see me behind him smiling devilishly.  
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“See, I get you every single time and I never fail to make you scream like a 

little girl.” I say in a sly tone with a smirk on my face. He grabs me by the waist 

and kisses me softly.  

“And I’ll always love you no matter how many tricks and pranks you pull on me, 

Zen says while laughing and looking into my eyes. It is true – I am known to pull 

some pretty elaborate pranks, and they are successful each time. If pulling pranks 

were a profession, I would be an expert – and a billionaire at that – for the 

crazy, yet brilliant things I come up with.  

“Baby I love you too but I really am going to miss you...” I say in a sad 

tone, adding the puppy dog eyes for effect. Zen will be going far away to Harvard 

University to become a lawyer; he’s the only one that truly understands me and when 

he leaves… I feel like a part of me will be gone with him.  

“I’m going to miss you too but we can always keep in contact, remember?” he 

says in an enthusiastic tone.  

“Well, yes, that’s true, but...” I say just as the bell rings for lunch to 

end. Zen hugs me and gives me a kiss on the lips and we go our separate ways until 

classes end. High school is now officially over for us. 

After school, Zen and I decide to go out to commemorate the end of high school 

– also known as Hell – a big milestone for us. We decide to go out to a fancy 

restaurant, “The Ocean Floor,” that serves seafood and many other items, such as 

meatloaf, steak, and other things that we love to feast upon, my personal favorite 

being the shrimp alfredo, which is absolutely delicious. Right in the middle of 

this grand restaurant is an extravagant dance floor with lights lit up all around 

it. Zen, on the other hand, always gets fried oysters and is reluctant to share any 

of the food that he ever gets from the restaurant, or any restaurant for that 

matter.  He can be pretty stingy whenever it comes to his food, and any other thing 

that he likes a lot.  

Zen walks towards me and then sits down right across from me in the booth. 

“It’s only been a short time that I haven’t seen you, but I sure do miss you a 

whole lot whenever you’re gone.” Zen says, smiling at me while looking into my 

eyes. I always blush whenever Zen says anything remotely sweet – or almost 

anything, for that matter.  He always makes me feel better about myself no matter 

what happens.  

“I missed you too baby, you know I always do whenever you’re gone” I say while 

smiling back at him. He’s my everything. We order our food, I get a shrimp alfredo 

like always and Zen gets the fried oysters. When our waitress comes with our food, 

my mouth waters in anticipation from just looking at its deliciousness. I dig in 

and sigh in relief as the cream and shrimp fill my mouth with pure ecstasy. Zen 

looks at me and laughs.  

“This is always how you are, you never change,” he says through his laughter.  

I look up at him and laugh along, “I can’t help it, it’s too goddamn good!” I 

say while smiling with a mouthful of alfredo.  

“Remember what I told you about talking with your mouth full?” Zen mocks me, 

and I nod in embarrassment. Even after we’ve been dating for a few months, he still 

gives me butterflies and makes me blush to no end. We finish up our dinner, talk 

some more as we digest our food, and then make our way to the dance floor with 

other couples. Zen and I love to dance and we are both actually on a dance team. 

The tempo of the music is fast and we break out in a dance routine as everyone 

stares in awe and cheers us on. I blush as Zen looks me deep in my eyes. After our 

dance routine, the music slows down and we slow dance as Zen holds me tightly to 

his chest.  

“I am so happy that I met a woman that is as beautiful both inside and out 

like you. You have made my life better and I will never ever forget you, Anarezza,” 

he says as he pulls me in closer.  

“I will never forget you ever, Zen, and no matter how far apart we are from 

each other, I will always be thinking of you. You have changed my life, and I think 

that you are the only one that actually understands me. I love you.” I say while 

smiling hard up at him. I used to think that I could never love someone, but Zen 
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came into my life and changed that. We used to be best friends but now he is both 

my best friend and boyfriend which is amazing. He kisses me passionately and then 

says, smiling, “I love you more.” We dance some more for a little while and we then 

walk out of the restaurant hand-in-hand. Zen walks me to my car and kisses me 

goodnight.  

I drive home with tonight on my mind.  When I pull up to the house, I see that 

cars are all blocking the driveway to the house. I have to park all the way behind 

ten cars and walk the long way up to the house. Ugh… I guess Mr. and Mrs. Thomas 

are having a party. As I’m making my way up to the house I spot something out of 

the corner of my eye, over near the bush by the street light.  It looks like the 

elf shadow that I saw earlier today at school. I take a few steps to the next 

street light then check to see if it’s there again and, surely enough, I see the 

shadow. I take three steps back and it’s right there along with me. Then I decide 

to quickly run behind the bush and to my surprise, I see an actual male elf. I 

never thought that this could be possible! I’d brushed it off as it not being 

anything up until now, but I should have been more suspicious after the first 

incident.  

The elf stands up and is extraordinarily tall.  “Princess Anarezza, I am sorry 

to have startled you,” he says in a soft voice that sounds almost like an angel’s.  

“Who are you? How did you come here? Actually, no, wait - what did you just 

call me?” I ask, talking fast in a discombobulated state. I am confused, yet 

fascinated as I look at this giant elf.  

“I know you must be confused, but could you please allow me to explain?” he 

asks, a genuine look of concern on his face.  

“Yes, please do explain.” I say as I wave my hand in front of me.  

The elf starts, “I know that this is sudden, so please bear with me. I have 

been watching you all of your life and I have seen the things that you have been 

through: in and out of foster care and adoption all of your life, the physical and 

sexual abuse that you have endured by the hands of different people, and all of the 

struggles that you have been through. Your life has not been easy and I am so sorry 

for the things that you have experienced. Sadly, I could not help in these 

situations for fear of putting myself and others at a great risk for danger.  My 

name is Elion, I am a high ranking-official within the kingdom of Euthenia, the 

kingdom beyond the clouds, and the right hand man to the king. Our kingdom has 

sought to protect itself from the people here on Earth and we are greatly hidden 

far up and around. Right now the kingdom is in turmoil because the royal family is 

not complete and the one in succession is not there. Princess Anerezza, you are the 

eldest daughter of the king and queen of Euthenia and you are half-elven,” he 

finishes.  

I am absolutely in shock by all of this information. Could he be trusted? This 

is too weird to actually believe, and I’ve never been too trusting. With hesitation 

I say, “I don’t believe you. If you’re from Euthenia, you must have some kind of a 

special power right? Show me it.” Elion pulls me to him and for a second I’m scared 

and close my eyes. In the next second, I open my eyes and I see us transported to 

the other side of the street. I gasp in shock. “I also have the power of 

telekinesis,” he says as he picks up a car parked back on the far side of the 

street then gently places it back down. My life officially can’t get any more odd 

and crazy than this.  

“So, let me get this straight, you want me to go back to this kingdom that I 

don’t even know and succeed to the throne to rule?” I ask in a sarcastic tone.  

“Yes, that is exactly right Princess Anarezza, this kingdom is yours.” Elion 

says while smiling with his sweet voice.  

“If this kingdom is mine, then how did I end up here on the surface of the 

Earth?” I ask hesitatingly. It all makes no sense to me and I don’t understand why 

I would have been separated from my family.  

Elion starts, “Well you see the thing is that your cousin was jealous of you 

being the successor of the throne and secretly kicked you out of the kingdom, 

making it seem to your parents and all of the people of the kingdom like you were 
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dead. A few days ago your cousin confessed to her atrocities and is now punished 

for it. Princess Anarezza, I am here to bring you back and make you queen of 

Euthenia.” 

“Okay, I understand everything. If I’m really the daughter to the king and 

queen, I want to see them. I want to see my real family and experience the 

kingdom,” I say. “I spent most of my life down here on the surface of the Earth, so 

I want to see what my life was supposed to be like and what I’m really supposed to 

do in this life of mine. I am willing to see the truth.” Elion then pulls me to his 

chest and I close my eyes in both fear and anticipation for what is yet to come. 

Seconds later, I open my eyes to a serene green place with lilies, roses, and 

daisies covering the land. “Is this Euthenia?” I ask in amazement.  

“Yes, it is a part of it.” Elion says. I look up to see majestic dragons and 

other creatures that can take flight in the sky.  

“This place is beautiful….” I say as I look all around me.  

“It is time for you to go meet the queen and king, Princess Anarezza. I will 

not transport us there with my power, as you need to see all the parts of 

Euthenia,” he says as he takes my hand and guides me. We walk for about ten minutes 

until we get to the edge of this land. He guides me until we reach a part that 

almost looks like a city. “This is one of the main cities of Euthenia.” he says in 

his soft voice.  I look around to see all kinds of structures made out of gold and 

with amazing architecture. It’s absolutely exquisite; the architecture back on the 

surface pales in comparison. It seems that all kinds of creatures roam this land, 

from humans to elves to dwarves, to even giants. I look around in awe as I see a 

dwarf conducting business with a talking dragon, selling meats. Elf kids run around 

and play, and one of the kids falls right in front of me and I help him up. “Thank 

you beautiful,” the little elf kid says. I smile and tell him to “be careful,” and 

then they all run off.  

We continue to walk until we get to the golden gates of what looks like a 

castle, just a little way from the city. This castle is extraordinarily huge. Elion 

touches the gates and they start to slowly open.  As we walk up to the castle, I 

look all around to see beautiful trees and flowers that I have never seen down on 

the surface. The guards all nod at Elion as we approach. The castle is entirely 

made out of marble and gold and stairways that wrap in different ways all around 

and to the sides.  The doors open and we walk inside. 

Royal red carpet lines the hallways and we walk up to the main room of the 

castle. When we walk in, we see the thrones for the king and queen occupied by a 

human female who is the queen and an elf male who is the king. Surprisingly, the 

queen dashes towards me and hugs me. “Our sweet Anarezza…” she starts. “How much 

we’ve missed you,” she then says through tears. “Is it really true that you both 

are my parents?” I say while staring at her long black curly hair and curvy figure 

– like mine – and the king’s violet eyes.  

“Yes it is true.” the king says. “And we’ve missed you very much.” He walks 

over to me and hugs me along with the queen. This is all so hard to take in. I feel 

like I actually belong somewhere for once. I belong here, in the kingdom of 

Euthenia with my family. “This calls for a celebration!” the king shouts to 

everyone, and the guards and advisors all start making preparations. I spend the 

rest of the day with my family and the guests of the celebration, conversing and 

learning more about the kingdom of Euthenia. My parents tell me that they want me 

to ascend to the throne in their places, explaining that the kingdom needs a new 

face and voice. I am at first startled by this, but I am willing to give it a shot. 

This is my destiny, after all, this is my calling, my true purpose in life. I 

ascend to the throne the next day, with everyone from the castle to the depths of 

Euthenia cheering me on.  

 When the cheers from the crowd fade and I’m alone in my room, I think about my 

life on the surface. I finally feel like I belong here in Euthenia.  It’s a nice 

feeling, to feel like I belong somewhere and that I’m not a burden in life. As I’m 

getting lost in my thoughts I hear a loud crashing sound behind me, and I gasp out 

of shock. That’s when I see him. He sighs and says, “Ouch!” as he hits his head 
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hard against my bed. My eyes light up in excitement as I run and jump towards him. 

“Zen!” I say in a comical girly high-pitched voice. “I’ve missed you so much!” I 

say as we embrace each other.  

“I’ve missed you more, princess,” he says as he hugs me tighter and kisses me.  

My face then turns from excitement to confusion. “But how?” I ask while 

staring at him, dumbfounded.  

“Elion. He told me everything and magically brought me here,” he says with a 

wide smile. That’s when I catch Elion in the corner of my eye, standing by the 

doorway. He smirks and coolly gives me a thumbs-up. I laugh and blush, embarrassed. 

Then, in a blink of an eye, he’s gone.  

       

 

 

 

Alex Crostic 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

   

  

 

 

 

 

 

  

  

  

 

 

Sy’Mia Judkins 
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In the Distance 

By Khalia Tucker  

 

In the distance,  

you hear the screams of young children,   

Cars rattling down the uneven pavement.  

Police Sirens, 

Gun Shots. 

As I arrive at the playground  

Children scurry around the battered place like wild animals. 

A group of gangsters stands off to the side, 

Viciously attacking another lost recruit. 

 

Fear clothes my city. 

Dirty clothes - strung out on street looking for their next fixes -   

Yet people still live as though nothing is going on. 

The violence of my city doesn’t define me, 

As I try to continue to walk down this path. 

Afraid. 

Lonely. 

It’s a winding road of uncertainty,  

Not knowing what could happen next. 

 

 

 

Mark Parker 
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Stardust 

By Crystal Richmond 

 

They say to put into the universe what you want to receive 

But if I have no happiness 

And want to receive happiness, 

How do I put out non-existent happiness? 

Shouldn't it just come to me? 

Shouldn't there already be an excess of happiness in the universe? 

I imagine it like stardust 

If I reach up, I should be able to grab some, right? 

Or is there just not enough happiness for everyone 

Am I one of the poor souls left to wander around the cosmos 

Searching for happiness behind every shooting star 

And every black hole 

Determined to find something I can never have 

Or am I just missing the point? 

Am I just supposed to pretend to be happy until I am? 

Is that how it works? 

Because, I thought that was lying 

I thought the universe hated that as much as anything else 

So how am I supposed to get to happiness 

If everything I do just drives me further from it? 

I guess I'll never understand 

I guess I'll just meander the cosmos until infinity catches up with me 

Always trying to grab that star dust that doesn't shine brightly enough 

 

 

 

Trinity Wright 

 



 15 

Endless Days 

By Alexis Baker 

 

It’s a brand new morning! 

 

It doesn’t matter how heavy her eyelids are, how dry her mouth is, or how prevalent 

her headaches make themselves. No, it never matters – she always wakes up to a 

brand new morning. She wakes, and she reaffirms this to herself. It’s a bright new 

day. I’m alive, and it’s a bright new day. 

 

She’s repetitive, but no one is listening, anyway. 

 

Her eyes squint at the sienna sky every morning and relax at the same dark sky 

every evening. She remembers the pictures and paintings she found (so worn and 

dusty they were) of bright blue scapes, with their fluffy white clouds. Of the 

golden oranges and pinks that seeped into that endless blue as the night fell. Oh, 

the confusion that caused her – why would anyone desire an inconsistent view above 

them? 

The reds and browns are comforting, she told herself then, they’re humble and 

familiar. She buried the colorful pictures after that, and the strange pang they 

sent through her chest. 

 

It’s a brand new morning! 

 

The whir of machinery, the whistles of the wind. Two very reliable alarm clocks, 

when there’s nary another sound. With nothing else to do, she took to occupying her 

hands, picking at large mechanical marvels from times long before her. She regrets 

it sometimes. It feels like desecration sometimes, especially when she makes a 

wrong move, and sends it tumbling to the barren ground – but the crash bounces 

through near-empty space, and she lets her worries bounce right along with it. 

 

She likes to make her own sound; at times, she’ll have exhausted her voice, 

yelling, just to make a noise into the dry air around her. She hates the quiet. 

It’s always too quiet. 

 

It’s a brand new morning… 

 

There’s always something stirring. 

 

She can feel it, she can feel it; it’s like having another pulse, wavelengths 

infrequently running through her. It’s terrifying. 

 

She knows what they mean – she doesn’t know how she knows, but she does, as if it 

was explained to her clearly. (Explanations are not given to her often.) It’s 

terrifying because this extra pulse makes her feel so unnatural, filled to the 

brim, so – uncomfortable. At any moment, she feels close to exploding. At every 

moment, there’s a sharp pain as something so ungodly powerful runs through her 

veins again. 

 

The vibrations in the ground, the crumbled, fading ground are her only solace. 

Their hum reaches her eardrums every time her fingertips push past the dust and 

grime, a soft whisper.  

 

It’s okay, you’re okay. 

 

You won’t have to worry about it soon. A soft whisper. She tends to ignore that 

one. 

 

...It’s a brand new morning... 

 

Her feet hurt, but she can’t stop walking. 

 

It’s all the same to her now. The old monuments she passes, the bunkers filled with 

stuff of old to amuse herself with. Rusted machines, still using the last ounces of 
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their strength to finish what they were built for. The winds, the endless winds 

that only manage to make the heat worse. 

 

She likes looking at old clocks and calendars, just to remind herself that time 

still exists, because sometimes, she swears it doesn’t.  

 

Something’s out there, right? It has to be. Some sign of life out there. She feels 

close to tears just imagining it! Finally finding something with life, maybe even a 

pulse, just like her. But a pulse isn’t necessary, no, just life. Another presence, 

another soul, something else, whether attached to the dirt or walking in it, trying 

to find her, too! It has to be. Something has to be out there. Right? It has to be. 

 

Right? 

 

Her only answer is the wind, rushing through empty space. 

 

She wants to stop walking. Her feet hurt. 

 

...What morning is it? Is it brand new anymore? 

 

She’s not really sure about herself. 

 

There’s no one, there’s nothing to reaffirm anything, and it fills her with such 

utter dread. She squints her eyes at the tired world around her, in a meek attempt 

to convince herself that no – no, it’s not all in her head, she’s not artificial. 

But how can she know what she is?  

 

How can she ask to see another soul when she herself may not have one?  What if? 

What if the power pulsing through her is nothing but proof that she’s unnatural? 

She’s in pain, but what if that’s not real? She’s tired, but what if it’s a fluke? 

Time melds together, it feels, but what if it wasn’t true to begin with? 

 

Her hands start glowing a faint blue, and her head hurts more with every question. 

 

 

 

Her hand meets the ground. 

 

She doesn’t know what prompts her, not because nothing’s wrong with her, but 

because everything’s wrong with her; she can’t figure out how the thought was even 

coherent. But it was, it is, and she lets every vibration in the ground wash over 

her, in the same whisper.  

 

...There’s something here. 

 

Her heart stops, she swears it does, as she feels it. An interruption, a break in 

the constant lifeless wave. It isn’t faint, either, even if it’s small. She feels 

it. Another presence. There’s life. There’s life. There’s life. 

 

She didn’t realize until now how long it had been since she spoke, her voice hoarse 

from disuse. Still, she whispers it, rolls the words off her tongue.  

 

“Life, there’s life, there’s life here, it’s here, there’s life,” She repeats the 

same phrases again and again, shocked to her very core. The wavelengths are 

returning, grasping at her windpipe, and it’s getting harder to breathe now, her 

heart is pounding, trying to break from her chest, but– 

 

It doesn’t matter.  

 

Slowly, reluctantly, she rises, searching the land around her for this minute (yet 

oh-so-special) living thing. The heat is boring into her, yet she still shivers, 

and she can’t tell if it’s due to fear, or anticipation. She knows what comes after 

this, without anyone telling her. 

 

But she has to.  She has to do it. 
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Her aching feet carry her, and she counts every step, every step leading her to 

tomorrow. And god, she wants this tomorrow; she wants a different day, she wants to 

see the morning. 

 

She drops to her knees, adding more dirt and grime to her worn clothes.  

 

That doesn’t matter, either. 

 

For once, the quiet isn’t her enemy. She exhales out into the quiet world around 

her, letting her noisy thoughts settle in the dust for this moment, and this moment 

alone. And the quiet lets her hear the soft hum of life in front of her. Hands 

shaking, she still lets them rest, cupped together. An invitation, with its thinly 

veiled desperation. The life ponders, then with quaking legs, clearly new to this 

old world, it climbs. 

 

In truth, it resembles an insect; multiple appendages, antennae, and a straw-like 

mouth. Tasting the dry air, looking around desperately, as if it can’t see. 

 

It’s the most beautiful thing she’s ever laid eyes on. 

 

They sit there for the longest time, taking in each other’s presences. She’s too 

overwhelmed to even cry, and she has no chance to relax.  

 

Something wells in her chest, and she knows. It’s time. 

 

She inhales a shaky breath. Despite herself, she just wants to stay in this moment, 

let this little life grow comfortable on her palm, but that isn’t what this 

creature deserves. Far more, that’s what she wants for it. Far more than she can 

likely create. 

 

In slow and deliberate motions, she sets the insect-like-life back on the ground. 

Softly, she rests her own head down, palms full of dirt. 

 

And she exhales, letting the pain flow out with her breath. She doesn’t look at 

what’s happening (if only for her own peace of mind); she doesn’t really need to. 

The closest analogy she can think of is letting the air out of a tire, an 

overfilled tire, but with a lot more color. Colorful lights, dancing across her 

closed eyelids, colors she has no name for.  

 

She’s losing herself, giving herself to this world she thought she hated, bit by 

bit. She thought it would hurt more, but it doesn’t; it hardly hurts at all.  

She can’t look at what she’s creating, not yet, not now, because she knows she’ll 

be distracted and ruin the whole thing. All she wants is for it to be beautiful; 

she wants it to be even better than the beautiful world she had only seen in 

pictures. She wants the best for this little minute life in front of her, and for 

every life she’s making. There’s so much, there’s too much, and it’s all so 

overwhelming, and it seems to go on forever. It’s more than she’s ever felt. It’s 

more than she will ever feel again.  

 

She’s tired. 

 

Everything begins to settle to a soft hum, and her senses – her senses feel like 

they’re losing circulation, tingling as feeling begins to leave her. Without 

realizing, she slumps over, rolling onto her back, onto a ground significantly 

softer than it had been.  

 

She wants perfection, even if she cannot reach it – not for herself, but for 

whatever she may have created. An overwhelming urge to give the entire world and 

more surges through her, but she’s done all she can. 

 

All she could ever do. 

 

Her eyes squint at the blue sky above, with fluffy white clouds at the edge of her 

vision. She’s given them the morning. 
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It’s a brand new morning, she whispers to them, the life now bubbling around her, 

bursting at the seams of all that she’s created. 

 

It’s a bright new day. You’re alive, and it’s a bright new day. 

 

She loves this morning most of all, even as it fades from view. 

 

 

 

 

Makayla Carter 

 

 

Living 

By Kamilla Jeffers 

 

I learned a lot while housed in these walls,  

and yet I have only, as a babe, begun to crawl.  

I am not through.  

This knowledge I obtained, I cannot lose.  

What I have learned, I must begin to use.  

And so I, too, Step out, to make my way within the world  

As many a boy and many a girl have done before.  

Do I excel in Math, or Chemistry? 

Or is it English, French or History? 

It is none of these. 

What I've learned best is how to live,  

From day to day to try to seek and try to give  

That which would please. 

And so, although in arts I don’t excel, 

Sometimes I think it may be just as well, 

For I have more -  

Much more than man can hope to gain 

From knowing who the ruler was of Spain. 

I've found the key. 

Live and let live, respect your fellow man! 

Don't push him down but help him just to stand - He'll do the rest. 

And you! Why, you will feel extremely blessed, 

Just knowing that you, yes you, have passed the test. 

You've learned to live. 
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Mars Beazley 
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The Seasons of Time 

By Stephanie Seay 

 

Fall 

 

It’s a new school. A new city. I don’t like it here, it’s always raining and I 

can’t see the stars anymore. The only reason I like the stars more than the sky is 

because I get picked on more because my name is Sky. We moved here the last Tuesday 

in September. We moved because of a bunch of different reasons, mom and dad 

fighting, me being bullied and way more, but I’m not comfortable spilling it all 

out to everyone like that. I’m excited for a new start – sike, no, I’m dreading it. 

Mom and dad are fighting more than ever about money and me and jobs. A new start? I 

laugh hysterically into my empty new room. There’s no such thing. A new ending, 

maybe, but not a new start. 

  

Winter  

 

There’s a boy at school who smiles at me. I can’t stop thinking about him. 

He’s handsome, and his hair is the color of the dead leaves that hang from the 

branches outside my window. My bedroom is still empty; there’s nothing to put in 

it. My parents are rigid, like the cold air outside, and I don’t think they talk to 

each other anymore. I avoid thinking about them by thinking about him. The boy with 

the smiles. His name is Legacy; he is an outcast, like me. He transferred to Rigged 

High during his ninth-grade year, and all he does is read and think about the 

future and give amazing advice.  

 

Spring  

 

Dad is moving away, without us. He says he needs to leave, and even though he 

clams to love me very much he needs space from me and mom. I pretended I was okay 

with it. But who is okay with their dad leaving them for another family? Turns out 

he has another three children and cheated on my mom during their entire marriage. 

After all this I turned into a stereotypical depressed teen. I started taking 

medicine; Mom started drinking and smoking. Still, I take care of myself, and I 

have a job that pays the bare minimum but keeps me alive. The boy with the smiles – 

Legacy – said I’m the only thing he thinks about. I told him he makes me 

breathless, and it is true. He is my escape from reality.  

 

Summer  

 

Legacy likes the rain, and hot chocolate even though its hot out. He likes my 

empty bedroom, saying it reminds him of his old house.  He says the way I hold him 

“is like pillows of clouds.” Sometimes I dream about him asking me to run away with 

him. I wouldn’t hesitate. Mom is dating a man with a dark smile. Last night she 

left me with him and he asked me if I’d like to kiss him. I said no. He hit me and 

I passed out and don’t remember anything else. When I woke up I had a pounding 

headache and was blue and purple everywhere… lord knows what I’ve been through 

last.  Today Legacy kissed me and told me he loved me, and I could feel myself 

disintegrating in the best way possible. I started to think life was changing, some 

very good, some very bad.  

 

Fall  

 

 “Such a nasty bruise,” I say, staring straight into my mother’s eyes. I am 

stunned I can see it. Delicate to the touch and tender on every side, the bruise is 

deeper than days. My hand automatically moves to my chest. Science taught me with 

valid assurance that my heart was fixed in my rib cage, but life has since shown me 

otherwise. My heart in fact dangles from a tangle of strings. The ends are grasped 

tight by numerous people who yank and release, having caused many painful bruises 

over time. I cry because they are invisible to most. “Such a nasty bruise,” I 

repeat, as I let the air exhale from my lungs. Another bruise forms where my heart 

has hit the floor. It is jerked up again. My mom let her boyfriend hit her. I told 
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him to stop and he said he’d kill me if I told, so I left. I cry so much now and 

the only thing that makes me laugh is Legacy. He truly is my escape from reality. I 

asked him to run away, and he said he would pack. So now we’re sitting on a bus to 

God knows where and I’m scared. I’m scared, but my hand is warm because Legacy is 

holding it. And it tingles, so I stop being scared. I try to think about why I love 

Legacy instead of thinking of my mother and her boyfriend. Legacy would never hit 

me. Never. I hope.  

 

Winter  

 

 We’re cold, and Legacy is always mad at me. We ran out of money a long time 

ago, and I don’t think he is in love with me anymore. I cry myself to sleep every 

night. His hands don’t hold mine anymore, there are no more tingles or warm 

feelings. His eyes are hollow and broken. He tells me it’s my fault. It is. One 

December night he did the thing I thought he would never do. He hit me. He said he 

is going home and never wants to see me again.  

 

Spring  

 

 Legacy left me. He went and got married to some other girl because she makes 

him “happy.” I have nowhere else to go but home. I find my house, and there is a 

“for sale” sign in the yard. I try to open the door, but the neighbor tells me no 

one lives here. I ask where I can find my mother. She asks who my mother is, and I 

tell her Olivia Blue. She looks at me with sad eyes then writes down a strange 

address. I follow it… and I end up in a grave yard. I know that he beat my mother 

to death, probably killed her for fun.  

 

Summer 

 

 It’s hot out but my head is cold. I’ve given up a long time ago. The roof I’m 

on is wet with the rain, and I hate it because I know Legacy would have loved it. I 

look down from the edge. I said to the Sky, laughing of course, I loved you, you 

know? And in return I get nothing. Nothing is what I’ve learned to know. I close my 

eyes and lean forward. I didn’t fall though, which is strange, so I open my eyes 

again. A handsome looking guy holds onto me with both hands, and he’s crying so 

much. He has sand colored hair which reminds me of the beach and peace. His eyes 

are emerald green and shine brightly. They have so much life in them. I hear him 

speaking. “No,” he says, “no.” I black out and end up in the hospital. When I wake 

up I see this mysterious dude, and I feel safe and protected.   

  

Fall 

 

 Kia is the guy who saved me up on that rooftop. He told me something said to 

him go up there – he saved me, and we’ve been together since that day. Turns out he 

is some million-dollar CEO of some company but I don’t care. His hands bring warmth 

back to mine. His eyes sparkle with the prettiest darkest blue I’ve ever seen. I 

recover by love and his love. He kisses me all the time. His kisses break me and 

fix me and break me again. I love it. And he loves it. He also loves my name – Sky 

– and when he says it it’s filled with love and happiness. He healed my heart from 

my mom, my dad, Legacy, and leaving my mom with that “ratchet” man. I’m not certain 

of the future, but I know that from now on my winters will never be cold again.  
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Gabrielle Tyler 

 

 

 

Listen 

By Mackenzie Creed 

 

Listen. 

I am still here; 

I will not disappear. 

I refuse to give up again. 

 

Hear me. 
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Georgia Sun 

By Sophia Hudson 

 

The Georgia sun shines through the open trees; 

I want to swarm 'round like a million Bees, 

Along the dirt trail where the horses run. 

Oh how I long for that Spring Morning sun. 

Lord, please-oh-please let the sun steer me right, 

And make today better than the previous night. 

Demons roam free all through the South -  

He said, “Breath through your nose and open your mouth.” 

A neck with rope burns and momma in jail, 

Now my so-called uncle is burning in hell. 

The Georgia sun shines through the open trees, 

I'm in the wind swarming with a million bees, 

Through the dirt trail where the horses run. 

Lord, oh Lord, how I miss the Spring Morning Sun. 

 

 

 

 

Trinity Wright 
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Adversity 

By Jazmine Richardson 

 

Adversity crept up upon me slowly; at the beginning, I wasn’t really aware of 

what the real world was like. Reality always had me hanging for dear life, but my 

consciousness has made me whom I am today. Indifferent, the real world was my real 

challenge, and my senior year of high school is when it hit me the hardest. The 

Briana I had known before this was gone, and in its place there was a whole new me: 

new attitude, new gestures, new everything. This new look baffled me!   

 As I walked down the shallow hallway, I could feel thousands of eyeballs 

staring at me. Soft whispers making me feel uncomfortable, the unusual surroundings 

intimidating me. Locker 155 was in plain sight, a bit rusty, but nothing I couldn’t 

handle. Before I could grab my books for my first period class, the tardy bell 

rang. Wow, my first day and I can’t even make it to class on time! A good first 

impression. I walked through the narrow line of desks, feeling of course the usual 

stares. I guess they’ve never seen a black girl before, but it was nothing I 

couldn’t handle –  or so I believed. Before my mother passed, she used to always 

tell me, “if they stare it means you’re doing something right” or “they just see a 

beautiful black goddess in front of them.” These are the mottos I went by 

throughout the entire day.  

 Popularity: the state of being liked or admired in some respect. At this 

school, popularity seemed to be a bigger priority than actual education. And I 

witnessed that when I saw this tall, slinky brunette walking down the hall. You 

could tell by the way she talked, walked, and her gestures that people viewed her 

as some sort of prized treasure. I didn’t think she was all that, in my opinion, 

but I was never the type to really judge a woman by her appearance.  

 First period was long and consisted of lots of reading.  All I could think 

about was my old friends back in my hometown. Back home, I didn’t have a lot but 

that never really mattered. My friends were close to me because of who I was, not 

because of the materialistic elements in life. The main reason why I was forced to 

leave was because of my no good momma. She never really gave me the support I 

needed, or the woman to woman advice. I always had to go through things alone and 

boy was it rough; totally differently, my aunt Shirley changed my life for the 

better. Even though we bumped heads at times, she was the best mom I could ever ask 

for.  

 As the day grew old and conversations got shorter, I approached the end of my 

first day at this new high school. I didn’t really feel any way about this school; 

it was the same routine, but it seemed as if there was something very awkward about 

it, about the way the kids dressed, talked, carried themselves. I knew I wasn’t 

their type, but I just wanted to fit in. My first attempt to do so was to make 

conversation with one of the most popular girls at the school, named Amber. I 

didn’t know exactly why I wanted to be friends with her, but I felt that was the 

only way for me to be noticed around here. How would I have a voice or anything if 

I was never noticed in this high-classed school? So, as the next morning began, I 

approached her.  

 “Hi,” I said in an edgy tone. What followed was a death stare, an evil look, 

and a long ponytail brushing my face as she walked away. A silent voice in my head 

wanted me to just shout and yell at her but that wasn’t my character, so I walked 

away. 
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 A couple months went by, the school year flying by so fast. High school and 

this new environment lead to a new growth in me, in my self-esteem, and this showed 

up in my grades and progress. I made one friend, whose name was Isabel. She was 

also African-American, like me. Also, I was chosen by the coach as this year’s co-

captain of the girls’ varsity soccer team. And guess who was the captain? Amber. 

Hearing that I was this year’s co–captain nearly made me feel sick to my stomach 

because I knew nobody would like this accomplishment, first because I’m black but 

also because I’d taken her best friend’s position.  

 Although I was excited about the position and wanted to celebrate it with my 

aunt Shirley, I was very anxious about the season. But this was my sport, my dream, 

my get away ticket in life, so I couldn’t let some teenage girls stop me. The next 

day, I held the title of co-captain proudly. Attention was drawn to me quickly as I 

walked through the school doors. Never did I know a “title” would gain me so much 

recognition. I liked it, but I didn’t want it to get too much into my head so that 

it took over my character and who I actually was as a person.  

 The lunch room was the biggest crowd of them all. Following a loud scream from 

Amber, I learned that a seat was reserved for me at the end of the table…  

Amber: “Hey new girl, you want join us?”  

I looked back and around just to make sure she was talking to me. Me? I 

pointed in despair. 

Amber: “Yeah you,” with a couple of giggles.  

I walked slowly towards the table, trying to get all these wondering thoughts 

out of my mind. Why would she want to sit with me? She hadn’t even me acknowledged 

me the first day I spoke to her. I guess a little fame can get you a lot of places 

in life… 

 

My biggest embarrassment of seventeen years of my life was becoming friends 

with an enemy. The next couple of months consisted of non-stop surreal events. For 

example, in one soccer game, I was ready to kick the game-winning goal, and out the 

of nowhere came Amber. She completely took over the spotlight as usual, and this 

made me very upset. Other things happened.  Basically, life hit me with a wrecking 

ball, and during this time period I became depressed.  

I wasn’t myself, my appetite was gone and I was always grumpy. Questions ran 

through my head:  is this where I belong? Does this environment fit me? I quickly 

brushed through my thoughts and decided to put my own priorities first.  I had a 

talk with my aunt that afternoon and the lesson I learned from her was that “life 

is what you make it, either you make your own pathway to get through obstacles, or 

you let your insecurities guide you and fail.” That message replayed repeatedly 

throughout the last couple months of high school.  

Then one day, Amber furiously approached me. In my mind I kept hearing my 

aunt’s voice and her message to me. I wouldn’t let Amber – and the usual companions 

who followed behind her – ruin my day. 

Amber: “So you think you’re too good to speak to anyone anymore?” 

Me: “Ummmm… no.” In a confused tone. 

Amber: “Well next time make sure you do.” 

I wasn’t sure if I wanted to blurt out every disrespectful aspect that I could 

think of to make her upset, or if I just wanted to hit her. Out of nowhere a 

different side of me came out. I lashed at her with my fist, and everyone just 

stood in shock. All I could think was, I didn’t just hit one of the most popular 
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girls in school, did I? Amber lay there with her hand over her bloody nose, trying 

to hide herself from embarrassment, hearing the laughter of everyone in the 

hallway. An hour later I was in the principal’s office face to face with Amber.  

     Principal: “So are you ladies going to resolve this situation, or should I 

take matters into my own hands?”  Amber and I looked around, not sure who would 

speak first.  

    Amber: “She hit me first, why should I have to apologize to this piece of 

crap?” 

    Me: “But I –” 

    Principal: “Ladies, stop! I have witnessed bullying, and you, Amber, continue 

to talk down to multiple students at this school, and it has to stop. Just because 

someone isn’t of the same race as you, is not as popular, or dresses differently 

than you doesn’t mean you have the right to make them feel less than what they 

are.” 

Amber just sits there, the quietest I’ve ever seen her. It looks as if she’s 

shocked at what the principal was saying, but it was only the truth.  

  Amber: “Well, I apologize,” she said in an unsure tone. 

Me: “I apologize for my actions too.” Our apologies were followed by a hug and 

a promise to never to cross each other again, friends or not. We both didn’t want 

to jeopardize our future over a high school drama.  

After this situation, I became an even better me and an even better person. 

Soccer was a success, scholarships came, life was just great.  

At the beginning I wasn’t really aware of what the real world was like. But 

now, it is easy for me to differentiate my abilities and the society around me. 

It’s easier for me to pick and choose who my friends are and which people I should 

surround myself with. In conclusion, from this experience, I learned that the old 

wisdom is true: Character cannot be developed in ease and quiet. Only through 

experience of trial and suffering can the soul be strengthened, ambition inspired, 

and success achieved. 

 

 

 

Edward Powers 
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The Rain 

By Crystal Richmond 

 

You're a honey bee 

You're in the middle of smelling a flower when a drop lands on one of its petals 

You quickly try to make your way back to the hive but when you arrive 

You see it smashed and on the ground 

Your queen is dying and all the other bees are too wet to help 

You gather around her, ready for what happens next, 

And the same thought runs through all of your heads 

You want to get out of the rain 

 

You live in a small desert town 

It starts to rain 

You and everyone you know runs outside to greet it 

Three days pass, the rain continues 

Your small desert town turns into mud and houses are being swept away 

Everyone is gathered in the small City Hall 

Everyone holds on tight as the floor comes up a little every minute 

And one thing is sure 

You want to get out of the rain 

 

You're camping with your family 

Since it's raining, you decide the only thing you all can do is go to bed 

You're careful not to slip on the way to your tent, and help everyone so they don't 

either 

Once inside you get comfortable, and try not to let the pitter patter of the rain 

keep you from sleeping 

There is a snap, and the tent is now on top of all of you 

You try to find the door but in the dark, you can't find the end of the zipper 

There is yelling from all around 

The oxygen is getting low, and as you suffocate you have one thought 

You want to get out of the rain 

 

You're in the middle of the Pacific Ocean 

Water is coming in from all directions 

Left, right, up, and down 

You try to steer your small boat back to where it came from 

But you and everyone on board knows how this ends 

You crowd together, waiting for the inevitable 

Taking comfort in knowing you're all together 

The haunting feeling of what comes next doesn't leave 

But one thing is certain 

It doesn't matter how 

You just want to get out of the rain 

 

You're young again 

You can hear your parents yelling  

You look out your bedroom window and see the gray clouds looming over your present 

and future 

Your mom comes in your room and grabs you 

You run out of the house with her 

Near you, you hear gunshots, and they all pass through narrowing space between them 

and you 

You hold on tighter to your mother 

And the only thing you know 

Is that you want to get out of the rain 
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Now imagine, 

You're just outside your current location 

It starts to drizzle 

As you reach for your umbrella 

You see a honey bee 

It's struggling to stay up 

You put up your umbrella 

And because you feel a sense of solidarity with this winged creature, 

You get closer, and hold it above it 

You know things could be much worse for you, like they are for this bee 

But, instead of thinking that you want to get out of the rain 

You think about the fact that life can only come from rain 

That even with its darkest clouds 

The rain will always bring a sense of togetherness 

And uniformity 

That even though the rain sucks 

People will always grow closer because if it 

 

 

 

 
 

Gabrielle Tyler 
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Joey Worsham 

 

 

Janna 

By Jamal Nelson 

 

Janna is a mysterious, elemental wind spirit who protects the dispossessed of 

Zaun.  Some believe she was brought into existence by the pleas of sailors who 

prayed for fair winds as they navigated treacherous waters and braved rough 

tempests. Her favor and protection has since been called into the depths of Zaun, 

where Janna has become a beacon of hope to those in need. No one knows where or 

when she will appear, but more often than not, she’s come to help. 

Many of sailors have strange and unusual superstitions, which is no wonder as 

they often live or die by the tempestuous whims of the weather. Some captains 

insist on pouring salt onto the deck so the sea doesn’t notice they’re from the 

shore. Others make sure to throw the first fish they catch back into the water as a 

show of mercy. It’s not surprising, then, that most implore the wind itself for 

steadfast breezes, calm seas, and clear skies. 

 

Many believe the spirit Janna was born out of these prayers.   

 

She started small. Seafarers would sometimes spot a bright blue bird just 

before a healthy tailwind billowed their sails. Others could swear they’d hear a 

whistling in the air right before a storm, as if to warn them of its approach. As 

word of these benevolent omens spread, sightings of the bird grew more common. Some 

swore they had seen the bird transform into a woman. With tapered ears and flowing 

hair, this mysterious maiden was said to float above the water, directing the wind 

with a flick of her staff. 

Seafarers created ramshackle shrines of sea sparrow bones and shining oyster 

shells which they tucked into the bows of their ships. The more successful vessels 

built their shrines as figureheads on their masts, hoping their more ostentatious 

displays of faith would be rewarded with even better winds. 

Eventually, the seamen agreed upon a name for this wind spirit: “Janna,” an 

ancient word meaning “guardian.” As more sailors came to believe in Janna and made 

increasingly elaborate offerings to gain her favor, she grew ever stronger. Janna 



 30 

helped explorers traverse new waters, blew ships from treacherous reefs, and – on 

particularly starless nights – wrapped the comfort of a warm breeze around a 

homesick sailor's shoulders. For those sailing with ill intent – pirates, raiders, 

and the like – Janna was sometimes said to blow them off course with sudden squalls 

and storms. 

Janna took great joy in her work. Whether helping people or punishing the 

deserving, she felt happy watching over the oceans. 

For as long as Janna could remember, a single isthmus separated the western 

and eastern oceans of Valoran. In order to move from the west to the east, or from 

the east to the west, ships would have to brave the long, incredibly dangerous 

waters around the tip of the southern continent. Most ships subsequently made 

offerings to Janna for strong winds that would expedite their perilous journey 

around the rocky coast. 

The city fathers of the bustling trade city on the isthmus’s coast tired of 

watching ships make the long trek around the southern continent, which could often 

take many months. They hired the most innovative scientists to use the rich 

chemical resources recently discovered in the area to create a massive waterway 

that would unite Valoran’s major seas. 

Word of the canal spread like a pox amongst sailors. Such a passage would open 

up boundless trade opportunities, allow for easier passage through dangerous 

waters, reduce time at sea and introduce the transportation of perishable goods. It 

would bring the east to the west, the west to the east, and above all: it would 

bring change. 

With the canal in place, sailors wouldn’t need Janna’s winds to keep their 

ships safe from Valoran’s cliffs. They wouldn’t need to build elaborate shrines or 

watch the stormy horizon for bluebirds. Their ships’ safety and speed would no 

longer depend on an unpredictable deity, but instead upon the ingenuity of man. And 

so, as construction progressed over the decades, Janna fell out of favor. Her 

shrines grew ragged, picked apart by gulls, and seldom was her name whispered, even 

as the waters grew sharp and choppy with winter. 

Janna felt herself weaken and her powers fade. When she tried to summon a 

squall, she’d conjure only a light draft. If she transformed into her bird form, 

she could only fly for a few minutes before needing to rest. She’d meant so much to 

those at sea only a few years prior – was this how easily they could forget someone 

who just wanted to keep them safe and honor their prayers? Janna was saddened by 

her slow decline into irrelevance and as the canal reached completion, all that 

remained of her was a faded breeze. 

The opening of the canal was a joyful celebration. Thousands of tech devices 

were placed across the isthmus. The city fathers gathered for the ceremonial 

igniting of the charge as travelers from all over the world watched and waited, 

smiles on their faces and pride in their hearts. 

The devices activated. Chemical fogs of molten rock bloomed. Booms echoed 

through the isthmus. 

The cliff faces began to crack. The ground began to shake. Those assembled 

heard a roar of water and the hiss of gas. 

That is when the screaming started. 

In the years to come, no one would know the exact cause of the disaster. Some 

said it was the instability of the chem bombs, while others argued it was a 

miscalculation by the engineers. Whatever the cause, the explosions caused a chain 

reaction of earthquakes that shook the isthmus to its core. Entire districts 

collapsed into the ocean, and nearly half of the city’s denizens suddenly found 

themselves fighting for their lives against the clashing currents of the western 

and eastern seas. 

As thousands sank beneath the tides, they begged for help, praying for someone 

to save them. They called out for the name that, until recently, their hearts had 

always beckoned in times of great danger on the high seas: 

 

Janna. 
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Struck by a sudden surge of desperate pleas for aid, Janna felt herself 

materialize with greater power than she’d ever felt before. 

Many of those who had fallen into the water had already drowned, but as clouds 

of toxic chem-gas leaked from cracks in the streets, poisoning and suffocating the 

hundreds of people unlucky enough to breathe them, Janna knew how to help. 

She disappeared into the bleak, billowing gas, its acrid grasp overwhelming 

the helpless victims of the great canal’s birth. Holding her staff high, she closed 

her eyes as wind swirled around her, the vortex so powerful that those who had 

summoned her feared they might be swallowed whole or ripped to pieces. Her staff 

glowed a brighter and brighter blue until she finally slammed it down, blowing the 

gas away in one ferocious burst of air. Those who had summoned Janna caught their 

breath and looked upon the woman who had saved them, vowing never to forget her 

again. 

With that, a gust of wind blew through the streets, and Janna was gone… though 

some swore they saw a bright blue bird make a nest high atop the iron and glass 

spires overlooking the city. 

Years after the city called Zaun was repaired and the shining town was built 

above it, Janna’s name endures in countless stories that tell of the wandering wind 

spirit who appears in times of great need. When the Zaun Gray grows thick, some say 

Janna blows it away, then vanishes as quickly as she came. When a Chem-Baron’s thug 

goes too far or a victim’s screams go unanswered, a fearsome torrent of wind might 

sweep through the alley and aid those who others are unwilling to help. 

And some say Janna is a myth: an optimistic fairy tale that Zaun’s most 

desperate tell themselves to bring an ounce of hope to their hour of need. 

 

 

 

Gabrielle Tyler 
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Offerings to a God/dess 

By Mason Parker 

 

You leave a shattered possum skull, a heart-shaped rock, and a tiny jar full of 

whispered 11:11 wishes. On an altar hidden in the woods, you pray. You pray for the 

rains to stop, and for peace to find its way into your heart.  

You don't know if they're listening, if any god who was once worshipped here still 

listens to the prayers of the few who come by. But you hope.  

On your way back home, it starts raining again. It feels like the smell of the 

forest follows you. 

Two days later the city is flooding and the smell of the forest stays on the edges 

of the winds.  You think, maybe the rain isn't so bad.  

 

 

Gabrielle Tyler 
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