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Note from Your Cardiologists 

 

If you want to speak to the mind, look towards science and the bits of truth we deem 

“historical.” If you want to speak to your heart and engage in compelling discourse with 

your soul, read further into Thalia. Let the displayed words and images pump their rich 

message into your blood. Feel your mind twirl in a vast atrium of beauty. Or if the 

twirling and pumping just coagulates your fluid thoughts, simply read and admire. 

Trinity Valley School’s artists and writers have all made cleverly-crafted, 

whimsically-welded stethoscopes just for you. Put this copy of Thalia  chest-level and 

hear their hearts murmur in your ear. Perhaps your soul will whisper back. 
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John Graves Award Judge 

 

 

Carrie Fountain’s poems have appeared in Poetry, Tin House, and The New Yorker, among 

many others. Her debut collection, Burn Lake, was a National Poetry Series winner and was 

published in 2010 by Penguin. Her second collection, Instant Winner, was published by Penguin 

in 2014. Fountain's debut novel for young adults, I'm Not Missing, was published in July, 2018 

by Flatiron Books (Macmillan). 

 

Born and raised in Mesilla, New Mexico, where her family’s multicultural history is deeply 

rooted, Fountain received her MFA as a fellow at the Michener Center for Writers at the 

University of Texas. Currently writer-in-residence at St. Edward's University and visiting 

professor at the Michener Center, she travels the country teaching creative writing workshops 

and is the host of NPR's This Is Just To Say, a radio show and podcast featuring intimate 

conversations about poetry and life with America's most influential poets. She is the current 

Poet Laureate of Texas. 

 

Fountain lives in Austin with her husband, playwright and novelist Kirk Lynn, and their two 

children. 
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Lords of Sounds and Lesser Things Harper Dunne 

 

“It was the time for sitting on porches.” 

Zora Neale Hurston, Their Eyes Were Watching God 

 

It was the time for sitting on porches. 

The time of watching the sun plunge 

Into the same crack in the earth 

From which the night was emerging, 

Putting on flesh and blackness. 

In this time, the sun was gone, 

And so they felt powerful and human.  

They were making burning statements with questions, 

Talking, chewing up the back parts of their minds 

And swallowing them with relish. 

Their words were walking without their masters; 

Walking together like harmony in a song. 

 

Now, the moon is rising, 

Its amber fluid is drenching the earth, 

Quenching the thirst of the day. 

Still, it is the time for sitting on porches. 

The sitters are lords of sounds and lesser things 

Sitting in judgment. It is silent, 

Words no longer without their masters, 

And their masters sitting solemnly on the porch, 

Stone statues watching the horizon. 

 

Now, the morning comes without motion. 

The sun is ready to give its light, 

Ready for the day to creep from bush to bush. 

And still, the sitters were resting their feet 

On the porch, staring at the dark.  

But their eyes are watching God. 

 

The sun walks the earth with a heavy heel. 

The sitters are skins filled with mules and other brutes, 

No longer able to sit,  

They are tongueless, earless, eyeless conveniences. 

The night is gone, 

And God is gone, 

But he has left his footprints in the night sky, 

Remnants of wispy clouds fading with the day. 

 

John Graves Award Winner 
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November Haibun Kati Schlossnagle 

 

To everything, there is a season of dying leaves. The average star burns out and 

explodes after a few million years. They can only hold onto their branches for so 

long until they float to their unexpected deaths. But how are they supposed to 

know when it is their time to fall and who knew the wind was strong enough to 

knock them down? Just like how we fall for each other. We smell the scent of the 

crisp, November air when we crack the window in your car, like firewood and 

honey. We can taste the freedom, the buzz of something new, while we slowly 

creep our hand out to catch a handful of the wind. But like the leaves, we quickly 

return to comfort and hold on tight to each other’s branches, not knowing when it 

will be our time to snap.  

 

Holding on so tight 

You and I can’t even breathe 

Too frightened to fall  

 

 

John Graves Award Honorable Mention 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

7 



 

An Elegy for High School Sabra Belott 

Inspired by an unnamed painting in Trinity Valley School’s Dia De los Muertos 

Gallery, Fort Worth 2018 

 

Summer ends.  

Familiar faces become fields of facial hair 

ready for harvest. 

While the “perfect” first day of school outfits  

turn into an effortless look 

with hairs escaping slouching ponytails 

Sinking from scalps. 

 

Fall begins. 

We deflect from slouching ponytails  

with new turtlenecks attempting to  

Hide distaste for monotonous days 

 

Time, a stationary bike 

We pedal until our calves quake  

and a tsunami of lactate rushes onto muscle’s shores, 

 We get nowhere. 

 

Fibers in turtlenecks grow weak  

as winter’s solstice arrives. 

Our friends hurt us, We keep 

 forgiving them,  

as they snatch the handlebars of our bikes 

Whispering into our ears words like drugs 

 manipulating our synaptic clefts. 

Confusing our sense of identity, desensitized to  

bombs dropping on our way to the trenches, 

turning the walk to Calculus into a war zone 

 of lies, affairs, and heartbreak 

covered up by starched shirts and lipgloss. 

 

Spring turns us into skeletons too, 
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Who pedal slowly, 

Worn down by the feeling 

of not being good enough. 

Exhaustion gives the handlebars to our friends,  

As their words course through our veins. 

 

Individuality perishes  

In this nurturing palace. 

Our tears are swept away by tassels  

At individuality’s funeral. 

 

Afterlife is across the stage, 

We cross into it 

in long angelic gowns, 

shake hands with the guards 

at the gate. 

But we wonder if it will be different there. 

 

 

John Graves Award Honorable Mention 
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You Are Brinkley Pauling 

 

You are the light, 

the beauty, 

the truth, 

the revealer of what matters. 

 

You are the music, 

the color, 

the reason, 

the worth of life in full. 

 

You are the sun, 

the stars, 

the dew, 

the shine so bright, itʼs scary, 

 

and I can see it, 

my soul in you, 

or perhaps 

my soul is you. 

 

The Flower Maddie Pritchett 
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Ghosts Sabra Belott 

 

I believe in ghosts. When I was 8, I was convinced I would prove to the world 

whether ghosts exist. I remember the butterflies in my stomach when my dad told me 

how he saw a ghost in his childhood New Jersey home. Dads have a way of telling stories 

that make you believe anything. He also convinced his scar on his leg what a great white 

shark bite. Needless to say my eyes were wide at this ghost tale’s advancement in my 

search for the truth. I watched “The Haunting” on discovery with their fancy heat 

sensors with envy. All I had was the New Orleans Public Library. I read constantly about 

people’s accounts with the “other side”. I begged my mother to stay at the Myrtle 

Plantation- the most haunted place in Louisiana. My mother would tell me maybe one 

day we could go then she would promptly ask if I wanted spaghetti or mac and cheese 

for lunch.  

I carried my lunch box with lukewarm spaghetti in my thermos as I hopped out of 

the grand old Toyota in the carpool line for summer camp. I was definitely ready to hop 

into that pool. New Orleans summers are brutal, and I am frankly not sure if I would 

chose this destination as my spot for eternal life. After we swam 10 girls were packed 

into a restroom that could barely fit any of us. Girls seem to travel in packs to the 

restrooms. The restroom is also where we gush our deepest thoughts and I said that I 

didn’t believe in ghosts. All of a sudden the lights went off just as I uttered that last “ts” 

syllable. All 8 girls in the bathroom started screaming. Additionally, I don’t recall 

locking the door and all of a sudden we were trapped. Standing in our own puddles of 

chlorine and maybe pee banging on the door. That’s it, I was convinced. My little 

question caused the whole building to lose power.  

Now I am 17 years old, about to graduate high school. Today, I believe in some 

different ghosts. My ghosts are the fear of failure. I am afraid of not being good enough. 

I am afraid of that 89.4 that won’t round up to an A. I am afraid of being alone. My 

freshman year, my friend asked this boy to dance with me at Homecoming- which I was 

also dateless to, and he said no. I cried all night and figured I would never have anyone. 

Throughout high school, I have been disappointed by my lousy selection of frogs and 

even heartbroken by them, too. I fear for losing my integrity and letting this world 

change me. My biggest ghost is myself. I stand in front of the mirror not feeling skinny 

enough and think maybe that’s why boys don’t like me, even though that’s irrational. I 

make myself afraid that everyone is looking at the pimple on my nose, but actually no 

one cares. The world is full of ghosts, this I believe. 
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Senior TOE Trip James Stupfel 

 

 

The Scent He Carried Emma Bedward 

 

When the wind’s breath shook the frail shutters, wood cracked. 

The hearth stopped breathing as bottles emptied, the whole house frozen. 

Foggy glass lay broken on the ground, witnesses to the violent shadows 

That tell the story of words whispered, tainted by whiskey nightmares. 

The scent, the only member of the family that remained a constant, 

Seeped its way into every dusty crevice of the house, branding nose hairs 

And shaking the already unstable foundation that only continued to weaken. 

Beaten, bloodied, bruised, insults pelted down like the rain that flooded the streets. 

Alone in a corner, forgotten by the abuser, neglected by the other, 

A little boy’s ears open wide, the last he hears of his mother, 

The melody of her screams, echoing in the cold, dead night. 

A lantern struggles to stay alive, feebly calling out to the hidden sun for aid, 

Until finally extinguishing as quickly as if someone had flipped off a light switch. 

The moon shines down, wondering who is to blame for what has happened. 

She blamed the whiskey bottle, whose scent poisoned her last breath. 

He blamed her.  No one.  Himself.  His family who taught him his ways. 

But when the whiskey runs as dry as the riverbeds, the truth is revealed. 

One day, a hummingbird flew onto the windowsill and the little boy 

Did not recognize his mother, vibrant and energetic in her second life. 
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Up the Nose and Out the Toes! Caroline Cutrona 

 

The voices you hear in your head are actually tiny versions of yourself. If you laugh hard 

enough they will pop out of your two big toes.  

 

Not Guilty Serena Gandhi 

 

 

Fear Brinkley Pauling 

 “Through indiscriminate suffering men know fear and fear is the most divine emotion.” 

 Zora Neale Hurston, Their Eyes Were Watching God 

 

To hear howling wind tearing through pines, 

Bowing, breaking, subjugating, 

Is a thing most beautifully and terrifyingly divine. 

To watch rivers carve rock to their will, 

Striping them in scars that have outlasted 

Generations of God's children is a marvel. 

The spectacles of the most splendor 

Are often the ones most damaged, founded on pain, 

For as the trees are not breathtaking without being blown, 

And as the rocks are not special without being scarred, 

So are we not perfect until we have known fear, 

The sculptor nicknamed the most divine emotion. 
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Unburdened William Dibble 

 

December 17, 1903—A crude beast soars, and with it, a dream. 

Heavier than air, but quick as a bird, they carry us higher and higher. 

And to acquire this newfounded power, 

They needed willpower, delightfully elusive in man. 

Yet there were the brave, the bold. 

The Wrights, Lindbergh, Earhart - to name a few. 

 

With aircrew behind and compasses aligned 

Off they went to fly evermore. 

Still, machinery glides forwards to close the gap 

Between countries at peace with engines and wings. 

 

Piece by piece, they fall into place, the systems and gadgets 

That make arduous voyages and treacherous treks 

Into delightful excursions… for the rich. 

 

And after the war, after the ashes had settled 

Like Icarus unburdened, flight continued to grow. 

Turbofan engines and science unleashed 

Were able to bring this dream to the folk 

 

Yet still there are those who struggle to fly. 

It’s not a question of will, but more matter of fact 

A state of being determined by those 

With the power to put them in the gilded cage 

 

So like birds without the choice to fly 

Kept from the joys of the skies 

Forced to watch 

While others climb higher and higher. 
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A Rustic Truckload of Memories Jolien Hidalgo 

 

 

Summer Adventures Preston Robertson 

 

As we rolled down the gravel road, I could feel each bump as we started to 

slow down near the entrance. As we loaded off the bus, we headed down a 

concrete road towards the main cabin where we would get our safety debriefing.  

We got into the room and our guide was a nice man in his 50s who gave us 

a quick debriefing and all the jokes and stories that come with these things. 

"Always hold the paddle upright," he said, "we had an eleven-year-old hold it 

sideways and whack someone in the head with it.  Let's just say the 4 stitches 

weren't too great." I don't think anyone held their paddle sideways for the whole 

journey down to the kayaks. 
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From the Jersey Shore to the Barn Sabra Belott 

 

 A seed in a pink blanket was born on March 12, 2001. My birth certificate officially 

says Louisiana, but I believe that we are all seeds that are sowed into this world with our 

parents’ experiences in us. When I went to visit my grandmother in Sherman, Texas as a 

little kid, I found roots in playing on the tractors and chasing the cats around the barn. It 

felt ingrained into who I am that somehow I knew this place for way longer than I had been 

on this earth. The Texas sun made my pale shoulders blush, and my sparkly pink cowboy 

boots made me feel like I could lasso anything. I took my Lincoln Logs and built what I 

thought the farm looked like before my grandfather got Alzheimer’s. At 5 years old, I could 

picture the cattle swishing their tails against their hindquarters telling the flies to go away. I 

could picture my mother at 5 years old sitting in the tractor giggling, and I could feel the 

breeze blow her chesnut, Shirley Temple haircut out of her eyes. I hear the barks of the 

border collies that nip the cattle’s heels, and I can feel my tailbone dig into the saddle of her 

pony named Star.  

I can also taste the salt in the air of the Jersey Shore where my father spent his 

summers as a kid. The sand tickles my toes toes, and the smell of hotdogs makes water flood 

into my mouth while the ferris wheel turns in the background. Every time I go to New 

Jersey, I can feel the bundles of clothing my dad wore as he walked to school in the winter. I 

can feel my nose burn and eyes water because the radiator was on full blast. When I played 

in the snow, it was like I always had white winters. Skiing and snowboarding were a simple 

task, even though New Orleans Christmases were often 70 degrees. In my bed at night, I can 

see New York in the distance, and the T-Rex in the Museum of Natural History. I may not be 

from Sherman, Texas or New Jersey, but I feel like they are a part of me.   

 

Waveline Evan Browne 
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Milky Way Grayce Andrews 

 

 

Melt Peren Lopez 

 

Under the heat of a trillion stars. 

Arms wrapped around a familiar silhouette only 

centimeters in front. Lie to me. Lie to me and say 

You love me more than anything. Tell me everything’s 

okay. Dream on, the men in the corner 

Can’t reach you, love. Not now. Not ever. 

Melt into the leather seats of my Cadillac. 

Bare skin against the back seats. Lightning strikes around, 

The ticking of two, three clocks. 

Gravity has no effect here, baby. Not in space. 

Melt into a smile. A smirk. 

Feel a thousand things as lightning bugs dance around us. 

Fall in love and get lost in lust as eyes 

Stare your image up and down. Must you go so soon? 

Daydream solely based on reality, 

Then melt into your love story. Head over heels in a utopia 

built for the snowmen who manage to 

Dance in the sun without melting into paradise. 

 

Forgive me, for I have lied. Do not melt into paradise. Do not freeze in reality. Love, then love 

again. Do not settle for less than you’re willing to give. Do not rely on the stars. Ponder, do not 

wish upon them. Let the creativity flow. Hold my hand and let us walk along the rings of Saturn. 

Melt into the arms of another, for you give the love you receive. Nothing less. Nothing less. 
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Good Ole Blue Clara Lewis  

After The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn 

The people living on her banks are simple like their home,  

Her tranquil spirit and steadfast loyalty make her a perfect host 

To native settlers as well as traveling visitors in need of rest. 

Her open arms, her brooks and streams, reveal her gracious nature.  

Her timeless beauty needs no cosmetics, for to her residents she’s perfect. 

 

A trip down the Mississippi is like a glimpse into eternal peace. 

The water’s calm and steady essence seems to go on forever, 

Endless darkness interrupted by moments of driftwood floating on her glassy surface,  

Her shore’s rocks and trees form ghostly silhouettes against the starlit sky,  

Whose gems sparkle ‘midst an everlasting field of midnight velvet.  

 

The huffing, puffing transports glide slowly down her winding back,  

As they absorb the local culture like a thirsty sponge.  

And when those travelers return home they are forever changed  

By their visit to her flowing banks and those who live thereon.  

An impact with such strength and charm will forever leave her mark. 

 

Two Men Fishing Eesha Muddasani 
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Sophia and Harney Riley Hamilton 

After The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn 

They floated across, Sophia and Harney, him in a bullet-holed hat, 

Her in her greenish calico dress, the one that’s patterned  

With tiny lavender blooms that sway with her wind as she walks.  

 

They began a new life, and abandoned their old ways, in which  

They would sit with their families on white porches in agony, longing  

For passion like that of a Montague, forbidden and somehow more alluring. 

 

That temptation was realized in themselves, then way out West, where 

They scampered after their bloody escape and stumbled upon the Rush. 

The enamored found a home there, but stuck out among the rapacious residents.  

 

California was a wooden castle, the prospectors merely its undermining termites. 

To survive in the colony, Harney had to act like similar vermin. 

He didn’t like leaving his precious Sophia alone so often. 

 

She was his gardenia, flower of secret love, and he had finally 

Plucked her from the shrub and worked to nurture her. 

They learned together how to grow and blossom as one. 

 

So, when he would come home with glinting dust in his beard, 

She would comb it out and didn’t bother to save every spec 

Because they didn’t need all the gold. They were happy.  

 

Blue Blind Contour M. Sommers 
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Bellissimi Fiori Grayce Andrews 

 

 

Finding Euphoria Emma Bedward 

   “So her soul crawled out from its hiding place.” 

                                            Zora Neale Hurston, Their Eyes Were Watching God 

  

When the air seems to shrivel, 

Drying up the beautiful memories 

That once captured you in seduction, 

Search the universe for a safe embrace. 

Fill the warmth with things that make you 

Smile like rays of the sun that have been forgotten. 

Close your eyes and breathe in the tulips perfumed 

With sighs and feel the thundering clouds lift from the mind. 

Imagine a night scattered with constellations and a breeze, 

Carrying your pain away and replacing the emptiness 

With pillows of comfortable silence filled with fresh air. 

And when you have healed yourself fully, 

Slowly emerge from the hidden serenity within you, 

Ready to face the world with the scent of roses 

Tickling your nose and the taste of spring on your lips. 
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Metallic Ants Serena Gandhi 

 

 

Spinning Hands Brinkley Pauling 

 

They have lives. 

They have grown in their spheres 

just as I have in mine, separate yet similar. 

 

But there they sit, still and eternal, 

in my mind now as they were then, 

suspended in time as it ticks by. 

 

Echoes of their former selves rest, 

frozen amidst the reverberations of the 

swinging pendulum and the chimes. 

 

The souls and personalities who existed then 

as facets of my existence are no longer, 

just as I am not who I was to them. 

 

I have imagined them all this time living stagnantly, 

lacking what I would bring to their change, 

but they have moved on. 

 

Why does it make my heart ache so 

that the hands of the clock keep spinning 

without me there to see them? 
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Reflections on Abstruse Times Peren Lopez 

 

Sometimes, my mind 

takes me back in time 

to when I was stuck 

writing rhymes and rhythms  

about you.  

 

But then I remember the agony 

of the words you spoke.  

The hate and anger jammed 

into one person’s fragile body.  

 

Speak to me like you do.  

Put me down and build me up, 

only to abandon the rope dangling me  

off a cliff higher than your ego. 

 

You are…pathetic. 

A miserable being that I cannot begin 

to hate any more than sadness in its own.  

But, you are indeed charmingly tempting.  

 

You’ve taught me my worth 

by making me feel worthless and mediocre.  

And what am I to do when my mind is 

being held at gunpoint by thoughts of you? 

 

But I was Romeo,  

and you were Cleopatra, 

and yes, we were both in tales of love, 

but we were stuck in different stories.  
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Fireworks Grayce Andrews 

 

Who is Winning? David Fauber 

 

In a town in Pennsylvania that is not yet famous, 

The antagonists march towards the victors to be defeated. 

But who is to say who is evil and who is good, 

When both sides crave that the blood of their foe 

Soak the earth in an ancient ritual for the cleansing of opposition. 

The cannons open their fiery mouths, compellingly shouting death and fear 

 

Prudent men ignore the outburst and lay flat as shells burst overhead,  

While the headstrong charge forward and eventually oblige to the cannons’ demands 

The wounds from the battle have hit every part of a human 

That there is to be wounded.  Eventually, the defeated are captured and  

A thunderstorm effortlessly charges overhead and sheds its tears over the fallen. 

Streams of blood from the unburied emerge and bathe the battlefield  

 

At the end, Death wins the bodies of America’s finest young men, 

The plunder taken beneath the surface to be consumed by the earth. 

Dirt slowly dissolves the bodies like sugar in the mouth 

But who is to say that war is futile, when 

The pacifist asphyxiates with senility as if man were allergic to vitality. 

No, Death cannot be cheated out of its cold, stiff prize. 
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Dinner in Cali James Stupfel 

 

 

Where Carrollton Meets Pigeon-town Sabra Belott 

 

In some houses, we can shoot our shotguns 

and the slug will be waiting on the back porch.  

While some houses, designed like wedding cakes, are decorated 

 with grand columns and superfluous crown molding 

 that looks like intricate icing designs 

 as streetcars stroll by  

Like eager bakery onlookers on a Sunday morning.  

Saxophones echo 

as the kitchen sink drowns their notes 

while red beans are simmering. Spices make our eyes water 

while down the street  

a gunshot muffled by 

 jazz takes another young life  

 

Full of potential like our city. 
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 Somebody’s grandma is making gumbo,  

a luxury full of soul,  

where fully intact crab claws threaten 

 to throw the top of the pot at the T.V. 

warning of storms.  

We rebuild public schools 

which stagnate our test scores  

that trap us. 

Murals mask 

crumbling walls and beads in trees 

 shake our city’s corruption. 

We get into cars that squeal 

 when we drive over potholes the city never bothers to fix.  

We continue to sink 

 deeper than 200 year old oak tree’s roots. 

 Again, 

 Sunday’s illusion transpires,  

mass ends and touchdowns commence. 

Chicken is sizzling with oil  

and our biggest concern  

is do we have honey for biscuits. 

 

Movement in Fabric Evan Browne 
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Charlie’s Prayer Brinkley Pauling 

Our Father, who art in heaven… 

The flowers at the front of the church make a heart of purity they know Charlie never 

had, and never needed to have in order to be adored.  She was loved for her unpredictability, her 

fierceness, her danger.  She was beautiful like fireworks, stunning like a falcon, awe-inspiring 

but never dainty. Someone to be respected and feared, not held with care or painted in pastel 

colors.  She was beautiful like the dangerous tip of an icicle or lava from where you stand on a 

cliff, looking into a volcano’s mouth.  She was beautiful like a poisonous plant, luscious and vital 

and perfect, but deadly.  She was not this, any of this, not the white tulle, not the pink ribbons, 

not the halo the room is placing on her head. 

Hallowed be Thy Name… 

Her older brother goes up to the podium and speaks, saying things he knows aren’t true 

because he knew who Charlie really was, but that his parents and the congregation and the town 

and the world want to hear. 

Thy kingdom come… 

He could say anything, anything he wants, anything true, and they would still hear and 

see what they wanted.  Why doesn’t he? 

Thy will be done… 

He sheds a tear into a linen handkerchief Charlie would have mocked him for carrying, 

knowing all too well the way he’s disrespecting her soul. 

On earth as it is in heaven… 

He leaves the podium and sits with his family, letting his mother and younger brother 

lean against both of his shoulders as they silently thank him for saying what will bring them 

peace, not truth.  He looks satisfied with what later in life he can look back on himself saying. 

Give us this day our daily bread… 

It’s the minister’s turn.  The minister is her father.  He doesn’t cry.  He has to be what his 

congregation needs him to be.  He has to demonstrate his faith and reverence to God’s plan.  I 

can’t help but think, What if this is really who he is?  How can a man so esteemed for his 

compassion and strength of faith seem so uncaring? 

And forgive us our debts… 

My heart beats a rhythm of rage as I scan the rows of pews because I can’t look at him 

anymore.  Girls who hated and envied her cry on the shoulders of football players who wanted 

her.  They didn’t know her like I did.  She understood me.  She always accepted my flaws as they 

were, even when they vastly outnumbered my virtues.  She gave me that when even my family 

could never do the same.  All these people simply appreciated the minister’s daughter, the pretty 

face, the 4.0 GPA.  I appreciated her for how incredible she was at being herself, for how wild 

her spirit was during its fleeting walk among us. 

As we forgive our debtors… 

The pretension, the artificiality, the lying, the disrespect… it’s all too much. 

And lead us not into temptation… 

A baby weeps and his mother takes him out of the sanctuary hurriedly.  Someone 

sneezes.  Someone chokes.  Someone wails.  I clench my fists tighter.  My nails dig into my 

palms. 
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But deliver us from evil… 

Her too-young sister laughs at the baby’s cry that can still be heard out in the foyer.  Her 

mother nudges her, pats her knee, looks at her sternly through blurry eyes.  I tap my fingers on 

the pew next to where I sit.  People who know me no better or worse than they knew Charlie turn 

to look critically in my direction.  My eye twitches. 

For Thine is the kingdom, the power, 

I stand abruptly.  A woman coughs to convey her disapproval.  The minister continues, 

not noticing.  I edge past the people in my row, not bothering to mutter my apologies. 

And the glory forever. 

The sanctuary door closes behind me with a whispered thud.  The mother looks at me 

with concerned eyes as she soothes the baby, still wailing, drowning out all other sounds except 

the Lord’s Prayer on a loop in my head and the frantic beating of my own heart.  I sprint to the 

door leading outside and slam it behind me, savoring the blinding sunlight.  The sound is 

charged with finality. The sound replaces the roar inside with the silence of the empty street. 

Amen. 

 

A Moment in Time Evan Browne 
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Thick Hair Serena Gandhi 

 

In third grade, my hair was parted down the middle with a low ponytail, and I had 

thick-rimmed glasses with even thicker lenses. When my classmate told me, “All Indian girls 

have mustaches, and most of them are really, really ugly,” I touched above my lip to feel the 

peach fuzz with my finger. Devastated, I asked my mother for makeup, and she applied black 

eyeliner and mascara and made a dot above my ear. She gave me “Kajal,” intended to protect 

children from the evil eyes. I thought my mother had made me beautiful. Less than a year later, 

she died from leukemia, and my desire to be pretty temporarily faded. By the time I was in 

middle school, I was scared of getting cancer, scared of dying, scared of dead things, scared of 

failure, and once more, scared of not being beautiful. My long hair became a symbol of 

everything that terrified me, and I refused to get it cut. 

After my mother’s death, I lived in the house with my brother and father. Surrounded by 

stoic men, I concealed my feelings, trying to “toughen up” and “be strong” like them. I worried 

that I would get cancer, and the prospect of later losing my curls to chemotherapy felt inevitable. 

I wanted to keep my hair untouched until it all fell out. If people could not find beauty in my 

dark eyes, tanned skin, thick eyebrows, and the dreaded peach fuzz, they would find beauty in 

the length of my curls. I went years without getting a trim. By junior year, my hair fell below my 

hips. It took almost an hour to fix my hair daily. The dreaded hairball I made in the shower kept 

getting larger. The drain got more and more clogged. The sore spot where my ponytail pulled my 

scalp grew horribly raw and tender. Maintaining my negative feelings and fears was hurting me, 

but I was terrified to lose what I felt was my only asset. I started to become fully aware that I was 

continuously feeding the monster I feared.  

The summer before senior year began, I decided to slay the beast. I was tired of my 

monotonous routine just to appear “pretty.”  I shut my eyes as Carrie from the salon cut off over 

a foot of my hair’s length. When I opened my eyes, she was smiling, setting my old hair on the 

counter. It was several shades lighter than my roots, riddled with split ends, coarse as old carpet, 

and brittle as thin strands of hay. “I’m very proud of you,” Carrie said. “You’re very brave.” I 

heard a perfect stranger speak in the voice of my mother. From her place in the stars, Mom saw 

me set my hair in a box labeled “Locks of Love,” and she smiled. I began to hear other people 

around me--neighbor Pam and McKenzie from Target--speak to me in the voice of Mom. Even if 

she is not here to give me advice, Mom’s spirit motivates me to continue to make her proud. Her 

messengers uplift me after long days of sewing. Her image inspires me in moments of writer’s 

block. Her strength empowers me too be an example for other women who want to do 

something bigger than themselves. Her boundless presence tells me that I can do anything.  

I feel beautiful knowing that my mother is within me. I have her hard-working fingers, 

her curious eyes, her determined eyebrows, and her bulletproof heart. From the River Ganges, 

where her ashes forever rest, Mom taught me that being Indian does not exclude me from being 

attractive, but feeding monsters does. Mom told me that my courage is radiant, and my love for 

her, as well as for the rest of the world, will continue to make it and me beautiful. 
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Striking Smile Riley Hamilton 

 

So you are just kinda here.  

Your quiet strums float to my ear.  

Your little stubble 

makes my heart bubble. 

Friendship blossoms with those who are near. 

 

Floppy hair and loose concentration, 

Tools and tan dust at each station, 

Though half-striking, we’re set. 

We truly have met, 

much to my own elation. 

 

I don’t want to ask what songs mean, 

But your smile makes me feel clean.  

Right now, sexuality 

Should not be a fallacy, 

but the reason for this I can’t glean.  

 

I heard there was a full-on concert 

Yet came upon a lazy and beautiful half-flirt 

of your fingers with strings; 

And her vexing voice sings 

words and notes that aren’t yours but can still hurt. 

 

Barry and Sortino Serena Gandhi 
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Ode to my Cactus Sabra Belott 

 

Sunlight beams twinkle in streaks of Windex 

are deflected by spikes that point in all directions 

like neon construction signs marking 

a teenage girl’s room a zone of adolescence’s bulldozers, 

 But he sits long and lanky, forest green, with  

A pink flower emerging from a moat of spikes 

 guarding its petals like a princess locked in a tower. 

Soft pink like a Johnson & Johnson’s bottle, 

Blooms like a growing girl, 

rebelling against the spikes of parenting. 

 

No matter how parched my cactus gets, 

 he never gets sad and wilts. 

Dependable, he guards my room.  

No sleepover has proved too big of a battle,  

Pillow fights turned tiny girls into Eisenhower 

Calling the next plan of attack. 

 Battle scars show  

A big crack in its pot  

giving my cactus street cred 

after being knocked off the window sill 

by a clumsy flower-printed pillow, 

 of my used-to-be best friend. 

 

She grew too old for pillow fights, 

And chose games of truth or dare 

with boys we used to crush on  

From far away. 

I realized I was never truly alone. 

He was my constant friend, 

guarding that window sill.  

His spikes a smile more comforting 

 than my mother’s pity-smile. 

 

Sabra, Hebrew for tough on the outside 

 and sweet on the inside protected by spikes. 
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Ancient Juniper Clings to Rocky Cliff Sam Barber 

 

 

She Only Comes Here Taylor White 

After Homer 

She looked for all the world like a stranger now, 

In total ignorance, knowing nothing of their fates, 

who escaped with their lives and who went down. 

“But you tell me— who haunts these parts? 

Who haunts the rugged mountaintops and the river springs 

and meadows lush with grass?” 

She came up to greet him there, 

for all the world like a young girl, 

Gazing in wonder at the seasoned man of war, 

whether he comes from sunrise lands or — 

“Come… and learn about the stranger! 

For I have never laid eyes on anyone like you.” 

But you tell me— who haunts these parts, 

Shrouded in mist and cloud, 

the master of such vast riches, powerful as they say? 

But she could not see herself, sense her there 

drifting through like a breath of fresh air 
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Time’s Waning: A Haibun Sabra Belott 

 

To everything there is a season and a time where suddenly kids are no longer playing in the 

street at dusk. Doors are locked and porch lights flicker on sheltering the bugs that haven’t given 

into the cold. Red leaves are ripped by an artic breeze. Perennial flowers I yearned to grow 

slowly wilt. Naked and bare, my garden begs for shelter. Pumpkins are set out to guard 

doorsteps. They look longingly at the Reese’s that leave in sweaty palms of the season’s 

trespassers. A time where you can be anything. Wonder Woman is the most popular Halloween 

costume. I idealize her strength. Past lack of strength is a ghost that follows me this season. Do 

you think that people dress up as heroes because they wish they could be one or wish they could 

be saved? The waning moon’s light reflects off of the damp road lined by naked trees. Dust is 

knocked off of cookbooks. Office parties, White Elephant games, and midnight mass fill every 

evening. What is the true meaning of the season and time when 5 pm is covered by winter’s 

darkness? My true meaning of the the season is Grandma’s green bean casserole bringing water 

to my mouth. The taste of onion settles in the back of my mouth. With nostalgia, I trade the 

story of when my sister and I performed our interpretation of the Nutcracker at dinner. Hearts 

are humbled as “Silent Night” flows from lips in unison. Pitch darkness turns into dawn. “Winter 

Wonderland” fades into my mind’s abyss. Suddenly, dusk is covered by a thick white blanket 

tainted with last season’s regrets. 

 

With un-spoken words  

A season’s end haunting us 

While new doors open. 

 

Bear Eesha Muddasani 
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Crab Grayce Andrews 

 

 

Bacon Grease and Sippy Cups Sabra Belott 

 

The 120 year old house’s arthritic walls creak as cool November wind rattles the 

foundation. Cracks creep their way up the walls of the Victorian-era masterpiece. Tube 

and wire electrical, way beyond its years, hung in the walls by a thread. Animals sought 

shelter in this fortress. Scurrying echoes against the walls my pillows lean up against. A 

sweet lullaby. My eyes roll into the back of my head, only to open to the smell of bacon 

drifting from rusted vents. Creatures’ mouths water behind the walls. Streetcars vibrate 

against the tracks connecting the Marigny to Uptown. Jackson Square is the heart, but 

streetcars are blood vessels carrying the city’s source of oxygen. Moths cling to the light 

on the porch that evening while cicadas conduct their symphony. Crickets compete for 

center stage. Spiders weave webs in protection of the shutters concealing blue eyes with 

specks of gray. Across the street, a woman drops her eggs. A gun barrel presses against 

her temple, and yolks scramble into the asphalt. A toddler sips juice in the back seat, 

making sticky handprints on the glass. Impatient groceries sit in the back of her car. She 

hopes her life is worth her watch and wallet. Sippy cups spill. Her baby starts to cry. 

Shutters slam. The scent of bacon hangs in the air, and grease solidifies fates in the pan. 
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The Ivory Man Riley Hamilton 

After Mark Twain 

He stands to the side, hoping to catch your eye, that ivory man.  

He is dressed smartly in all white, like an angel beckoning  

Because he wants you to learn all that the world can teach.  

His hair and eyebrows float in little clouds, which gives the impression—  

Because parts of him can defy gravity—that he must be enchanted. 

His pants, vest, coat, shirt, hat, skin, hair, moustache are alabaster. 

The only aspects of him that are not pearly are his shoes 

 And his pipe, which, if you were to get closer you would discover, 

Makes him smell faintly of dried tobacco and abundant warmth. 

He is a white lion with a loud snarl that curses himself, 

And other rich men, for all wrong with the world. 

What you wouldn’t know by looking at this exquisite character  

Is that he is in pain. This writer is an idol,  

A widower, an artist, a traveler, a scholar, a sad old man, 

A father to children and art and so much more.  

White is a fragile color; it is so easily stained  

By soggy grass that permeates its seams or malintent that ruins it forever. 

This man is aware of its fragility; that is why he wears it. 

He is seventy-one and “must be pardoned for dressing” as he pleases.  

He wears his white to remind you of who he is.  

He wears his white so that you don’t forget him.  

 

Iguana Grayce Andrews 
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St. Jimmy Molly Perez 

After Homer 

Sweet light of my eyes 

She loved me from the heart 

Kissed his face, brimming with love 

But now I’m wrestled down by pain and hardship 

My heart longs for home 

But a world of pain still lay in wait 

 

Whirlwinds have ripped him away 

To creatures who spellbind any man alive 

Hold him there by force 

Heart entranced with pleasure 

Lost in grim foreboding 

 

He rushed her to run her through 

She screamed 

His eyes never dry 

Heart obsessed with grief 

If (s)he were to come back to me 

 

So many others, died there 

Cut you down and robbed you of your life 

Let him come home late 

To the ghosts of the dead and gone 

Never thought I’d see you again 

Cobain on Nine Records Kian Amos 
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B3rd Emily Ng 

 

 

The House at the End of the Street Brinkley Pauling 

 

The house at the end of the street, built decades ago and shown no love since its first coat 

of paint, sits patiently, forever waiting for its next purpose—for the chance to be used and 

thrown away after a night if only to feel needed one more time.  Its floorboards are gaping, the 

panels discolored and warped from the leaking roof.  Floral wallpaper peelings stare sadly from 

the walls, hanging sideways or lying dejectedly on the floor.  Trash bags of God-knows-what fill 

the creaky house’s corners, the only furniture not looted by the desperate, a time long since left 

behind.  The wooden exterior is an outdated green, a hue reminiscent of a soda shop, lacerated 

in places by the unfortunate incidents of a wild, illicit teenaged party, and transports one back to 

when the house was beautiful. At least, until one’s focus reaches the dusty windows, the blinds 

that cover them, and the house at the end of the street’s current and perhaps most important 

purpose. 

A man of an age seemingly too young for the mask of misfortune he wears enters the 

house’s bathroom, robbed of its sink features and shower curtain long ago.  His eyes scan the 

tiny room wildly, as though someone could appear beside him at any moment from a secret 

position within the drywall or behind the sad, faded outline of the ornate mirror that used to 

keep watch.  The man is dressed in casual clothes, because inconspicuous is all he can bring 

himself, or allow himself, to be.  He has not yet been able to cut his hair, or shave it completely, 

or dye it, because doing any of those would mean the last of who he was before fate decided he 
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would have to run would be gone.  The man puts one mud-covered boot into the porcelain 

bathtub, which he notices, yet blocks his mind from registering too clearly, is splashed and 

stained on the sides with blood, discarded needles caught above the holes in the steel drain 

cover.  He places his other boot on the floor of the tub with just a little more care, not wanting 

any sound to pierce the deafening, terrifying, safe silence with which the house at the end of the 

street has blanketed him.  The man places his fingertips lightly on the dusty, crooked blinds, and 

parts the slats slowly, only by a few inches, just enough to see through the dust in his desperate, 

now necessary attempt to keep watch for what may be waiting for him outside. After all, what 

better place is there to do so than the house at the end of the street? 

 

Draped in Wax Evan Browne 

 

 

Where the Streets Have No Name Kian Amos 
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A Trip to the Big Easy Sabra Belott 

 

To keep the conversation alive, you will ask if I attend TUH-lane. Again, I 

tilt my head back and a laugh forces its way out. I respond that I do not go to 

TOO-lane. None of us do. Just imagine growing up in New Orleans and being 

with out of state Freshmen who are experiencing Mardi Gras for the first time. If 

I told you this, your brow would furrow, but I would tell you that Mardi Gras is 

basically a month-long party. Parades are every weekend leading up to the big 

week of Mardi Gras. The parades get more outrageous as the weeks go by. Then 

there is the big weekend that leads to Lundi Gras then Fat Tuesday. On Fat 

Tuesday everyone dresses up and parties in the streets of the French Quarter. Fat 

Tuesday is the day before Ash Wednesday, so in New Orleans we get all of our 

sins out of the way then start Lent. Could you imagine walking around with a 

freshmen with no New Orleans street sense. I would need on of those child 

leashes. 

 

  To close, you’ll try to crack a joke about the broken streets and the stench 

of stale alcohol and sewage lurking around the city. Behind your poker face, I see 

you wondering why anyone would actually raise a daughter in this city. Earlier 

today you saw  a glimpse of the news it mentioned a girl was  raped close to 

Tulane, a man was shot Uptown, and two strangers attacked a man in the French 

Quarter. In my head I tell you about how my house was broken into when I was 

home alone. I tell you about the sirens that were a child’s lullaby at night, the 

occasional gunshot 3 blocks down, and how there was a lockdown at school. This 

sounds crazy to an outsider, but walking home from school and watching 

someone being mugged isn’t for a kid growing up in the Big Easy.  I know you 

think that all this city is good for is a good time when you get enough rewards 

miles to make the trip. I’ll laugh as your eyes tell me this, but I don’t tell you that 

our pipes don’t work. Your Tory Burch sandals are probably stepping in sewage. 

None of us tell you this because we need you to think we are all cajuns running 

around speaking french while we party on Bourbon after we eat gumbo at 

Brennan’s. You’re all we have. You’re a fickle friend, though, because as soon as 

there is a problem you turn your back.  For example, Katrina hit, and while we 

were crying for help, all we got was a late response from FEMA. The 

government’s delayed response caused more human suffering and destruction. 
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You saw it on the news and thought what a shame, but eventually something else 

headlined.  The crazy bachelorette party, guys weekend, and rewards miles are 

quickly forgotten as soon as we are underwater. Our levees, haphazardly put 

together, were built for a category 3 hurricane, but Katrina was a category 5. 1,577 

Louisianians died. Did you know 705 people are still counted as missing? 

Kidnapped by Katrina. 80% of New Orleans was under 20 ft or more of water. Do 

you know what that means? My pastor’s house washed away. Moses did not part 

the Gulf of Mexico. Thousands were unemployed, my father’s office disappeared 

without a trace. Because of 81 million dollars in property damages, people who 

played tremendous roles in my 4 years of life were dispersed across the country 

like Yahtzee dice. There were no longer play dates with my best friend because 

there was no job for his father to return to. This is all probably news to you, but 

you must realize your prayers did not help the storm surge. We became another 

expense and mission trip for most, but we need your tourist dollars. Without you, 

we could not keep afloat. 

 

Never Cease to Struggle Serena Gandhi 
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