
resonating

PHOENiX
THUMPTHUMP

2009/2010
iNNOVATING
evolving





Table of ContentsTable of Contents
McKenna Boyd | Time, Not Enough
Zoë Sigle | Footprints in the Snow
Joy Huang | Beauty
Matt Konrad | Hope BW
Megan Plate | The Race
Jade Halliburton | Raven
Jonathon Wilkinson | Names
Brianna Youngblood | The Flute Across 
                                the Hall
Tyler Redlich | The Wheels on the Bus      
                     Go 
Erica Seward | Puppeteer’s Symphony
Emily Rodenbach | Piano BW
Joy Huang|*
Brianna Youngblood |Goldfish
Stephan Stenger | How Phoenix Ruined             
                           My Life
Cydney Marek | Rarely
Conner Martin |The Equation
Erica Seward | Crumbling Society
Katherine Riley | Bow BW
Jenny Lanier | No Words
Stephan Stenger | You Know You’re a 
                           Phoenix Student If...
Cydney Marek |The Space Between My 
                      Soul Is
Matthew Konrad | Inside Out BW
Ryan Trantham | Fifteen Items or Fewer                 
                        Should be Federal Law
Lucas Trahan |Wake Up
Katherine Riley | Leaf BW
Alexander Tang | Sanctuary

2
3
4
5
6
8
9
10

11

12
13
14
15
16

18
20
22
22
23
24

26

27
28

30
31
33



PULSEWithout a pulse an idea would never form
 



Time
Oh sweet and precious time
It’s another thing that
There’s just too little of

Lying down to sleep
Exhausted from hours of work
Realizing how much I could have done
How much I should have done
How much I would have done
If only I had more time

Time
Oh sweet and precious time
It’s another thing that
There’s just too little of

Summer, two months, a blink of an eye
Blink away tears when it ends and
I have to say goodbye
To a friend, a best friend
I love so dear—
If only we had more time

Time
Oh sweet and precious time
It’s another thing that
There’s just too little of

A young girl of eighteen
Salt on her cheeks from 
Evaporated tears
Her doomsday unknown
But knows it’s too soon
If only she had more time

Time to accomplish all our goals
Not enough
Time to relax
Not enough
Time with loved ones
Not enough
Time to enjoy
Not enough
Time to live
Not enough

Time to waste
None

Tingling chills overwhelmed my spine, while a distant source of 
heat beat down on my face. The contrast in my senses sent a shiver 
of excitement through my heart. My brain couldn’t decide if I was 
relaxed or overwhelmed, but I certainly knew both of those emotions 
were pounding through my veins. I felt so vital, so important, yet at 
the same time, so insignificant.

Glorious mountains appeared before my eyes, covered in rich, 
green pine trees, taking in the precious July sunshine. Where the 
mountain lacked an emerald hue, magnificent icy snow sparkled. In 
the corner of my eye, I spotted a cluster of bare trees. Once so full 
of life and beauty, the naked pine trees had nothing left to share 
with the world but a trunk with awkward branches, without a single 
needle of that gorgeous emerald hue. I saw naturally beautiful 
surroundings, unfortunately bordered by a streak of dying trees.  

Overall, I get a sense of harmony – a conciousness of the 
peaceful rhythms of the world around me and the world inside me. 
But, why is it that nature slowly dying fits into the equation? Is the 
sensation truly a harmonious sensation? I know why the clusters 
of trees have lost their needles. The truth of the matter is, a single 
species of beetles is sucking the life out of the once-statuesque 
trees. The impact is so minute at the beginning, but ten years from 
now, if I were to lay in the exact same spot, the glorious mountain 
before my eyes may be barren. It’s truly amazing how a single 
species influences the planet I call home.

Overcome with emotions, sights, and thoughts, I brought myself 
to stand-up. As I slowly walked away toward the hiking trail, I 
turned around to get a last look at nature’s radiance and breathe in 
the natural beauty while I still could. What grabbed my attention, 
though, were my footprints in the snow. 

Time, Not EnoughTime, Not Enough
         McKenna Boyd

Footprints in the SnowFootprints in the Snow
                    Zoë Sigle
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But it’s just a dream.

But I can make it real.

But I can’t.

But I can.

But I’m not interesting enough.

But I’m pleasant enough.

But I’m not determined enough.

But I’m willful enough.

But I’ll never get to that point.

But I’ll try harder.

But I’m just full of hot air.

But I can cool down.

But it’s hopeless.

But it’s not.

But I’m just dreaming.

But I’m fully awake.

Matthew KonradBeautyBeauty
Joy Huang
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You’re geared up, ready to go, confident
You did well last year, but that just means the pressure is on this year

However, you’re still calm, relaxed
 And then BAM

The start signal vibrates through you, and the race begins
You’re pushing, pushing, trying desperately to get ahead of the game

But they are pushing too
So you’re just racing

The end nowhere in sight
And suddenly you realize you’ve lost track of the competition

You don’t know if you’re ahead or behind
All you know is you just Can’t stop, Can’t slow down

Because then you will surely lose everything you’ve worked for
So you race on

But a small misstep here and a small misstep there guides you off course
Now you have to work extra hard to redeem yourself

Looking back out of the corner of your eye, 
You catch a glimpse of your classmate, a friend

But you can’t forget
She is competition too, Running after the same prize

So you race on
Focused

But you’re exhausted
Fatigued

And no matter what you do, you can’t seem to go any faster or push any harder
So you keep racing on

Finally you see yourself rounding the last curve
It’s a relief in a way

Yet you know, this will be the hardest part

The RaceThe Race
Megan Plate
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The most difficult test
You want to go hard, harder than you ever have

But there is little energy left

You feel like you’ve been running forever
Still, you give it all you have and collapse across the finish line

You don’t know how you did, how you placed, or what you scored
All you know is you gave it you’re best and your long deserved break is finally 

here
You let all your stress and worries go and relax for the first time in 18 weeks

It’s out of your control now, There is nothing you can do
All that’s left is the wait

And then, before you know it, second semester has arrived
First semester GPAs and class rank are released

And the Race begins again

The Race

7



What is a name?

It is the symbol of your existence.

It is a person without a face.

It is more than an I.D. number.

It does not define, but changes with you.

Names transcend time and reality.

When your bones are gone, your name remains.

You decide what your name becomes.

Names cross all barriers, physical or percieved.

The language may change.

The country may change.

The people may change.

But your name remains the same.

What is your name?

Jonathon Wilkinson
NamesNames

9

Leaves rustle, an owl calls
Ever so joyously as darkness falls.

Stars glittering so bright
Shine in the moon’s blue milky light.

Wolves happily howl at the moon,
For they know they will be hunting soon.

A black tabby cat crosses the ground,
Her careful pawsteps not making a sound.

The nightfire blazes in her beautiful orange eyes,
As she gazes up at the starry skies.

Stars sparkle, a Raven calls,
Ever so joyously as darkness falls.

Jade Halliburton
RavenRaven

8



You ride that big yellow bus every morning. You ride the same route 
as every other day; everything repeats itself. Blaring headphones 
block out the redundant shouting of children and their nonsense. 
The smell of rotting leather seats and a dusty floor fills the air; this 
is your sanctuary. Avoiding the glances of oncoming passengers, you 
hope they won’t invade your paradise. Everyday you stare out of that 
same window, clear with gray dried drawings from the last time it 
rained, squashed dead bugs outlining the windowsill. This window 
allows you to peer into a world that you can now understand, but 
only for a few short minutes. This window changes everything... 
driving by the fields of uncut grass which dance and speak in the 
blowing wind. Life itself glows from the glimmering rays of sunshine. 
You feel it reach down and warm your red cheeks. Deep breaths fill 
your lungs with air; you can almost taste the dust, but you don’t 
care; in these moments you are Alive. Your hand slowly examines 
the gaping hole in the torn seat in front of you, loose threads 
unbound and free tickle your fingertips. Such disgust serves as such 
nirvana. You step outside of your kingdom, glance toward the peers 
rounding. They have no idea what lies on the other side of this stinky 
bus. They have never thanked the sky for allowing them to breathe. 
You arrive at your destination. You budge through rows of seats 
towards the “real world”; take one last glance into your wonderland. 
You know for the rest of this day and these days to come with the 
problems that they hold, you will always have your window.

The Wheels On the Bus GoThe Wheels On the Bus Go
Tyler Redlich
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The beating of his heart goes from moderato to allegro. It 
crescendoes from pianissimo to fortissimo. He thinks that the one 
making his heart jump out like a character in love can hear the ba-
bum, ba-bum of his cardiac muscle. But alas, the girl is too busy with 
her etudes to notice the shy ginger with the clarinet staring at her 
from across the band hall. 

The band director appears from the shadows and tells him 
to practice before class starts or at least to stop drooling on his 
instrument. The kids in his row all start to giggle, but thankfully the 
one he desires hasn’t heard the remark. He presses the reed to his 
lips and begins to blow, but all that comes out is a loud squeak. 
Again, his classmates all jeer, all except the girl across the band hall, 
who is far too busy with her music to notice the bumbling last chair 
clarinet player. 

The director taps on his podium, and the class falls mostly silent 
with a few whispers heard in the back row. “Let’s try a concert 
F around the room,” he proposes. One by one the sections play: 
percussion, low brass, high brass, low winds, and high winds. His 
crush’s section plays right after his, and he watches her delicate 
fingers press down on the keys of her flute. Wait a second, he 
thinks, those aren’t the right keys for F. Why is she playing the 
wrong note? F is one of the first things they learned in band. He is 
so deep in thought that he forgets to play the ending note. Not that 
the director notices, of course. Roughly twenty minutes later, the 
director calls on him to pass out some new music. He walks past 
the stand of his beloved and notices a piece of music that he has 
never seen before. The title reads ‘The Clarinet Across the Hall’. The 
amorous clarinet player strides back to his seat with a smile on his 
face.

Brianna Youngblood
The Flute Across the HallThe Flute Across the Hall
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Puppeteer’s SymphonyPuppeteer’s Symphony

Dizzying, twirling, swirling heights
Shimmering, whirling, falling flight
Fading, fading, fading to black

Turn on the lights 
Step on the stage
Murmurs cease. The show begins

Little dolls lined up in row
Waiting obediently for their master
The puppeteer controls all
Oh, those poor useless dolls

Fading, fading, turning to ash
Pull on the strings, they’re back in a flash
Lifeless, but bleeding inside
What, oh what will they do?

Useless, useless, useless it seems
What goes on in their lifeless dreams?
You should know, you are they
They are you

Sitting up on his pedestal
He laughs as he controls us all
Why, oh why does he bind us to ill fate?
The useless life, fills us dolls with burning hate

Free us, FREE US!
Be thy binds gone
I cast off the lifeless doll
And hope for something more.

Emily Rodenbach

Erica Seward
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step into the limelight
glow like an angel
wait for the notes that are
 gliding popp!ng resounding
above the heads
into the starry ceiling
bring a hand up
fingers graciously poised
alone in the audience
twirl and fly
draw gasps and sighs
toes briefly alighting with a 
 twink{ing downy airiness
float up to mingle
among the lights
spread the feeling
eyes wavering teasingly
slide conscious minds into
 the mo<ement the gestures the sound
for the subtle moment
stretch a leg out
pointing to the patron in front
lyrics fading like molasses
savor the clap the shout the b0w
recline as brightness dims
pulsate three drowsy droplets
and you are asleep.

Joy Huang
**
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What if goldfish are geniuses? What if in their three-second 
memories, they think the greatest thoughts in the world? They could 
have the answer to life, the universe, and everything in their minds 
and the answer might be a little better than 42. 

Maybe that power causes them to live such short lives. Maybe 
no one was meant to  know those answers but the goldfish figured 
them out and were both cursed and blessed with an impossibly short 
attention span as their reward. Cursed because they can’t remember 
happiness, joy, friends, family, or even themselves. Blessed because 
they don’t have to remember pain, hurt, loss, or sadness. 

They swim around without a care in the world, not remembering 
the significance of the things around them, either good or bad. 
The only thoughts they have are of the mysteries of the universe, 
nothing else, and they reach that pinnacle, they reach the answer, 
and then it’s gone, just like that, and they become blank slates 
again, left to think again. 

Maybe the time between when the mystery is revealed and the 
reset button on their memory is pressed they experience happiness, 
pure happiness. Maybe that’s why they’re geniuses because that 
one moment of happiness is smarter than a million moments of 
unanswered questions.

15

GoldfishGoldfish
                    Brianna Youngblood



     

     Some people are able to temporarily forget what they learned in 
Phoenix when they watch a movie or read a book, but I find myself 
unable to do that. Instead,  I now find myself looking for symbols 
and plot trends in books and movies. This would not be a problem 
if the majority of new pieces in either of these categories was 
particularly original or deep, but unfortunately, this is not the case. 
Thus I find myself seeing through the paper thin plots of movies 
almost at once, destroying any chance I might have had to enjoy 
them.

     Let’s face it: Modern blockbuster movies and bestselling books 
depend on you not caring about how bad the actual plot is, so long 
as the action contains enough explosions. It’s time our Phoenix 
Curriculum realized this and stopped trying to force us to analyze 
things to any depth.  If the directors and authors aren’t bothering to 
put any thought into the products they release, why should we have 
to? Big-dollar productions are increasingly aimed towards those of a 
lower intellect, so why should we bother trying to increase ours?

     Thanks to this over-the-top level of education, I find myself 
seeing through the primitive attempt at “symbolism” in some modern 
works as being nothing more than including the same random item 
in the background in multiple scenes. Not only that, but characters 
I might otherwise consider conflicted, I now see as only shallow 
piles of clichés, thrown together simply because of what the target 
audience liked best. If I didn’t have my Phoenix education, I 
wouldn’t care that most comedies are built off of mainly immature 
themes, with nary a true parody or piece of satire among them.

How Phoenix Ruined My LifeHow Phoenix Ruined My Life
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Stephan Stenger
     

     My life hasn’t always been this way. The influence of Phoenix 
started small, in the ninth grade. There, I was first forced to decipher 
the meanings of colors and consider the motives of characters. 
I would occasionally attempt to try to interpret the movies I was 
watching using the new tricks I had learned, but when they failed, 
I assumed I was at fault, rather than realizing that the deeper 
meaning I was searching for simply wasn’t there. As the year wore 
on, I began to grow suspicious that some modern books weren’t 
quite as complex as my on-level friends would have me believe, but I 
had not yet given up hope.

     Tenth grade made it harder on me, as I was slowly forced to 
admit that more and more allegedly great stories were nothing more 
than old tales with new paint jobs, and my hope slowly began to 
fade. Now that I am a jaded eleventh grader, I have seen the truth: I 
saw no more depth because there was no more to see. Several of 
the most popular books among my peers were simply shallow, and I 
was no longer able to enjoy them.

     Some would suggest that rather than lower the bar for Phoenix 
students we should instead attempt to increase the quality of 
the work being created, but I fear they are misguided. After all, 
surely the public knows best, and they have chosen the easier-to-
understand but lower quality works over the more meaningful and 
interesting works that had previously enjoyed such popularity. Rather 
than try to fight this tide, Phoenix teachers should just accept the 
inevitable: Teaching the skills necessary to analyze true literary 
masterpieces are becoming as obsolete as the chariot.

How Phoenix Ruined My Life

17



Jealousy is predictable. 
Jealousy is heinous and wicked and immoral. 
Jealousy is time-consuming. 
Jealousy is monstrous and grotesque and infantile. 
Jealousy is useless and guilt-ridden and nauseating. 
 But mostly, 
jealousy is inevitable. 

I am jealousy. 
My sister is arrogance. 
And he is extraordinary. 
My sister, arrogance, chases him. 
She wants everything extraordinary. 
She wants treasures and plunder and excellence. 
She wants triumph and aptitude and fidelity. 
 But mostly, 
she is arrogance.

I see, everyday, his arrival. 
I see, everyday, his intellect. 
I see, every second, his brilliance. 
His allure, his insight, his magnificence. 
His enthrallment, his supremacy, his compassion. 
He is sinewy. 
Strong and durable. 
 But mostly, 
he is extraordinary.

18

RarelyRarely
Cydney Marek The wall surrounding his spirit weakens when I am close. 

The wall becomes transparent, lucid, sheer. 
The wall surrounding his spirit hardens when she is close. 
The wall becomes opaque, callous, brutal. 
I leave when arrogance meets extraordinary. 
 But mostly, 
I am jealousy. 

In his presence, I am delicate. 
In his presence, I am a wallflower. 
I am tremulous and unspoken. 

The soft outer edge of my ghost brightens. 
I glitter. 
In his presence, she is vain. 
In his presence, she is an act. 
She is uncouth and desperate. 
The blinding outline of her spotlight dims. 
She withers. 
He is her audience. 
I am his. 

 But mostly, 
we are sightless.
 Mostly, 
we are unaware. 
 Mostly, 
we are ignorant. 
 Mostly, 
we are yearning. 
 Mostly, 
we are alone. 
 
Rarely, 
we are in love.

19
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Most people call it karma. Some call it fate, or destiny. I call it a 
nightmare. A curse. 

It started a few years ago, when I was in middle school. One day, I 
shoplifted a fifty-cent pack of gum at the gas station on my way home 
from school. I don’t know why. Maybe I just wanted to know what it felt 
like to do something other people didn’t want me to do. I guess “rebel” is 
the word.

On the way out of the store, I found a dollar bill on the ground. At the 
time, I thought almost nothing of it. But now, looking back, I realize it was 
just the first time. The first domino. And now the last domino is falling, 
and it’s going to crush me. 

Because whatever this is, it isn’t karma.
About a week after stealing the gum, I felt so guilty about it – so much 

for my rebellion – that I put a twenty-dollar bill in the Salvation Army 
bucket outside the grocery store. My way of repaying the universe. As I 
was walking away, the tip of my foot found a hole in the sidewalk. Three 
stitches. 

And now, lying with my eyes closed in this cold hospital room, I know it 
was a mistake to save my brother’s life.

The car was so quiet. It seemed like something going that fast should 
be loud, but it wasn’t. Peter was on one knee in the crosswalk, reaching 
for his cell phone on the ground. And if I hadn’t seen the car coming, 
hadn’t grabbed his shoulder and pulled him out of its path, he would have 
died. And if he had died that day, I know I wouldn’t be dying now.

Cancer. So advanced that the doctor was shocked I was walking 
around three days ago. I was smiling three days ago. And now I’m in so 
much pain that the slightest movement makes my eyes water. When you 
get to the point where morphine might as well be cough syrup for all the 
relief it gives, you know you don’t have a lot of time left.

“It’s going to be okay,” Peter says from somewhere beside me. I’m 

The EquationThe Equation
Conner Martin
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so full of drugs; I wouldn’t have known he was there if he hadn’t said 
anything. He’s afraid to touch me. He used to hold my hand, but he 
stopped when the pain from being touched started making me scream. 

“No,” I say. “It isn’t.”
He’s quiet for a minute, but I can hear his worried frown. And when 

he speaks, I can hear his tears too. “I… I’m going to get a drink from the 
vending machine. I’ll be back in a minute, okay? I’ll be right outside.”

“Okay.” I know he’s trying to be strong for me. But I don’t know why. 
We both know it won’t change anything.

I blink a few times, trying to bring my vision into focus. Peter is gone. 
Now or never.

I reach over my shoulder, fighting back a scream when my muscles 
punish me for moving. With one quick pull, I disconnect the monitors and 
tubes that are keeping me alive. The change comes within seconds. The 
pain is so unbearable that my breath abandons me in a rattling gasp. But I 
hold on because I know it will be over soon.

I get out of the bed and walk into the hallway, tubes and wires 
dragging on the floor behind me. I find an unattended drawer in the 
hallway and dig through it until I find what I’m looking for. With the empty 
syringe in my hand, I stagger back into my room.

By the time I make it back, there are dark spots floating across my 
vision. I waste no time, stabbing the syringe into the bag of morphine 
that hangs over my bed. I withdraw as much as the syringe will hold. It’s 
enough. It’ll be a quick death, at least. I can take some consolation in that.

“What are you doing?”
I turn to see Peter standing in the doorway. And then I attack. Even as 

I push the needle into his throat my pain begins to fade.
Because I figured it out. It’s not karma. It’s an equation. And I solved it. 

One stolen pack of gum equals one dollar. Twenty donated dollars equals 
three stitches.

And my brother’s life equals my cure.

The Equation
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Going overboard
Falling, falling

But a splash is never heard
Just the snap of a rope pulling taut.

A crunch is heard
The exhale in shock

Swinging back and forth
 A game never played by the living

Darkness
The unseeing eye

Bright red
The only color in the sky

Bloody pregnant moon
Corpses watching

As evil is planted in the womb
Screaming, crying, bleeding, then nothing

Souls wander
Corrupted by greed
Insanity is catching

Creating a new human breed.

Born to a crumbling world
Can nothing be saved?

Living in shadow
And light is craved

Flowing, flowing
Seamless

Never ending
Mindless, Stop.

Katherine Riley

Erica Seward
Crumbling Society Crumbling Society
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The sirens began to wail
Cold eyes stared at me
His lips constantly trembling
He has no words. 

It snowed on and on
Nothing but mass agony and silence
Left, right, left, right
When will this end? 

Fear was greater than hunger
It devoured him, consumed him
But tomorrow could be worse yet
The terror continues.

The iron gates closed behind us
He heard the pounding of his heart
There was little air
The loneliness persists.

He felt a great void opening.
Are you scared? 
There was instant silence
Instant emptiness. 

Night had fallen
The darkness enveloped him
They’re dead
He was lucky.

Heavy snow continued to fall over the corpses
He was walking through a cemetery 
It never stopped snowing
Defeat. 

There are no words. 

Jenny Lanier
No WordsNo Words
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     I have seen many, many lists in this format for a large number of 
groups, but I figure that of all the diverse and eccentric groups in the world, 
perhaps one of the hardest to define and describe is Phoenix students. One 
of us said in the magazine last year that perhaps the best way to describe 
us is by saying that we are similar to llamas, and although I agree, I 
thought that perhaps we are a bit more than that.

      So, rest safe in the knowledge that you can be sure you’re a Phoenix 
student if…

1.    Your first thought upon reading that paragraph was that Phoenix 
students are too diverse of a category to be accurately described in 
one list.

2.    You would rather spend an hour discussing mink farms in England 
than doing a two minute busywork piece of homework.

3.    You went to go look up mink farming in England because that 
actually did sound interesting.

4.    You frequently reference obscure books and movies in the hope 
that somebody else will recognize the reference.

5.    You have ever wondered how black pitch actually is or complained 
about how mice aren’t actually quiet.

6.    It really gets under your skin when people misuse large words.
8.    You have ever missed a problem in an on-level course because you 

overthought it.
9.    When doing word problems, the first thing you think about is how 

so bizarre a situation came up in the first place.
10.  Despite finding this list completely lacking in humor, you continue 

reading it because you’ve already gotten this far.
11.  You have ever read a book or watched a movie just so that you 

could complain about the myriad logical faults.
12.  You specifically use the phrase “willing suspension of disbelief” 

when complaining about other people who do that.

You Know You’re a Phoenix Student If... You Know You’re a Phoenix Student If...
Stephan Stenger
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13.  You contrive brilliant comebacks and incredible rebuttals that would 
leave the other person stunned by the incredible rightness of your 
point of view… six hours after the conversation ended.

14.  Your explanations frequently degrade into “… but it made sense in 
my head!”

15.  You’ve been waiting for the inevitable point in which I acknowledge 
that there isn’t a point #7.

16.  You are intentionally not going back to check, because that’s what 
all the other lists expect you to do and you don’t follow predictions.

17.  When watching movies, you spend a large amount of time 
predicting what the conclusion will be.

18.  When eavesdropping on others, you can’t resist putting-in your own 
opinion, frequently before they even realized you were listening in 
the first place.

19.  You are reading this list instead of doing homework, and it’s due in 
less than 3 hours.

20.  You regularly get an 80 or better on homework you did twenty 
minutes before the due date.

21.  You’ve ever read multiple books even when told to choose one, just 
out of curiosity.

22.  You frequently read ahead in the book you’re supposed to read for 
class, just out of boredom.

23.  When waiting for something in class, you automatically start reading 
all the posters on the wall, and possibly even the textbook if you run 
out of posters.

24.  You believe that lists of short sentences are beneath the dignity of 
the Phoenix Literary Magazine, but you still enjoy this list more than 
some of the other articles.

25.  Have started a running joke with your friends about how true art 
seems to mean tragedy.

You Know You’re a Phoenix Student If... 
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The space between my soul is
A dim silhouette
A statue
Faint but black with weight
Bulging strength
Swelling fervor
The spotlight hits–I sigh

Faceless, he stands,
With mere pieces joined by a sea
Of the finest silk and balm
His mouth–a swimming bottle,
With words of sweet depth,
With lips of pure salt,
With breath of soft mist–
Casts waves upon my whim

Shoulders of stone uphold
Easily
My weaknesses and faults
Arms of marble suffocate
Quickly
All trepidation and worry
Fingers of tender clay rest
Gently
Over uncertainty and woe

Now I see
Just under his layers of bark
A growing heart

The Space Between My Soul IsThe Space Between My Soul Is
Cydney Marek
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Hoping to be fruitful and thriving
Hoping to caress the wind that has touched others alike him
Hoping to reach such heights that on cloudless days even the sun appears 
obtainable
The world appears obtainable 
With this growing heart

Posed with two legs
Of average width
Of average length
Of average stance
This is a man
Not beast
Not lion
Not dog
A man
With two legs
Made in the image of God 
This 
Is a man

The space between my soul is
A dim silhouette
A statue
Faint but black with weight
Bulging strength
Swelling fervor

He walks in the room

I sigh

Matthew Konrad

The Space Between My Soul Is
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     If you have ever been to the grocery store on a slow Sunday 
afternoon as I was yesterday, you can probably envision the 
demographics of the store population in your mind. There are the 
soccer moms, holding on to three toddlers at once and managing 
to cut coupons at the same time. There are the men who seem 
lost amongst the canned goods and baking supplies, fumbling with 
their cell phones to call their wives and ask them where in the world 
baking powder could be found. There are the people like me, who 
simply need to pay for a pack of gum and a newspaper. And of 
course, there are the two employees with check-out aisles open to 
help all these customers. 
     One of the check-out aisles, however, is immutably the “15 items 
or fewer” lane, and as I meandered to the back of the long line I 
began to do what every other person does when they get into the 
express line: count the number of items the person in front of them 
has.
     Why it is in the human nature to do this I’m not really sure. I 
would never confront the lady, with pungent perfume, in front of 
me about the extra items that push her over the “15 item” limit. 
Perhaps some extenuating circumstances justify her disregard. She 
could be experiencing a family emergency where the box of cereal 
she was laying out on the conveyor belt needed to be expediently 
delivered to a dying family member. She might have vision problems 
that undermined her ability to perceive that the line she had chosen 
was reserved for those of us with smaller purchases. Or perhaps 
she was from a unique society where the number system used by 
its inhabitants would translate our “15” to some unfathomably large 
sum. But for whatever reason she chose to use the express lane, she 
caused anger and resentment in those of us behind her who counted 
her 17 items and were perturbed.  

15 Items or Fewer Should Be Federal Law
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     I looked up in time to see her turn around and ask me to hold 
her place in line while she ran to grab something she had forgotten. 
Being the agreeable person that I am (and by this I of course mean 
the person who never learned to say “no” to people he didn’t know) I 
consented, despite the groans of those behind me in line. However, it 
took no time at all before she came back, clutching a pack of sugary 
breakfast donuts. 
     “My kids love these!” she said, as she pulled out her card to pay. 
    As I walked to my car a moment later after hastily  completing 
my own transaction, I narrowly missed getting hit by a large car that 
failed to slow down before entering the crosswalk. The perpetrator 
was none other than the woman in front of me who had ventured 
to the pastry aisle and back while I held her place in line. As she 
passed, I saw her hands were not on the steering wheel, but rather 
elbow-deep into the bag of donuts as her eye twinkled with a 
gluttonous shimmer. I could not believe she had lied to me. 
     And that made her have 18 items. 

15 Items or Fewer Should Be Federal Law
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Wake up  
Into the sunrise  
You will  
Not be lonely for long  
 
Take up  
Natural addiction  
It will  
Make all your drugs feel wrong  
 
The sun always sets  
On the brightest of days  
But, you gotta stay here  
If you want to feel its rays  
 
Stand up  
And face tomorrow  
You will find  
The strength to walk  
 
But if  
Your feet should falter  
I will  
Be right here for you  

The sun always sets  
On the brightest of days  
But, you gotta stay here  
If you want to feel its rays  
 
Look up  
Into the sunset  
And let go  
Of all the things you’ve done wrong  
 
Make up  
With your past now dear  
And you’ll see  
You are not alone... 

Lucas Trahan
Wake Up Wake Up
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Though we are best friends
and will someday fade into the depths of memory,

let’s remember to meet back at our sanctuary,
and play together like we once did.

Sanctuary
Alexander Tang

Sanctuary
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