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Beneath pastiche of a celestial horizon,

Beneath pastiche of a celestial horizon,
There are stars in my eyes.
Strokes of midnight dance

Above a city stroked with stardust.
Molten sea is entangled with the clouds,

Intertwined with constellations,
Isolating a burning moon

Of cerulean and gold.
The world falls away,

Abandoning all but the vivid masterpiece
Of astral glitter breaking

Through the black.
The world could end.

This luscious sky could fall.
It wouldn’t matter in the end

Because right now
There are stars in my eyes.

Abby Chase

2017 Mary Kate Lyons Editor’s Award Winner
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Laura’s Zoo for the Elderly
by Ellen Winter

As was customary for Eliza Peterson, she was stuck in charge of her aging mother for yet another summer 
weekend. The only difference was that instead of spending a lazy afternoon on her family’s ancient back porch with a 
glass of spiked lemonade in hand, Eliza was driving her mother in the direction of her own home. “Aren’t you aware 
you’re driving a bit fast?” Mrs. Peterson cooed with a trace of annoyance in her tainted southern fashion. Her words 
seemed to slip together from time to time; whether from her decades of living in northern Kentucky or from simple old 
age, Eliza constantly drifted from one reason to the other. Eyes tired from driving for nearly three hours, Eliza glanced at 
her dashboard and saw, as expected, that she was driving a decent 34 miles per hour, vs. the usual 30.

“I’ve got it under control, mom” Eliza replied with a straight face. She’d greatly embraced her independence 
while driving without her mother’s watchful eye. In fact, she didn’t typically enjoy any form of carpooling either. “Driving 
should be one’s sanctuary from the rest of the world away from burning rubber and hot cement” was one of her personal 
proverbs, which she had become adept to crafting during her early 20s.

“You’d think they’d cover basic traffic rules in Santa Barbara,” Mrs. Peterson said slowly as she adjusted her dark, 
ivy green glasses. 

Eliza unavoidably tensed, growing from her fingers to her toes. “I’m just saying!” Mrs. Peterson defended herself 
as she lightly polished her thick lenses. Typical, thought Eliza to herself, how very typical. It wasn’t unusual for Laura 
Peterson to present her opinions in such a coded manner. In fact, for her to do so in any other fashion would have meant 
sure disaster. As Eliza had come to accept, through her years a characteristically artistic and careless teenager and an 
even more sub average college student, her mother seemed to disapprove of most if not all of her life choices. Her 
choice in colleges as well as her preference for haircuts was some of the debates Eliza knew she could never win.

Although Eliza was a growing fan of her shoulder length brown curls, her mother had other ideas. “A woman’s 
hair should either be long or short, not this awkward middle ground,” was her mother’s constant calling. Regardless of 
her age or her mother’s opinions, Eliza prided herself on being what the kids call “with it.” Thirty looked good on her. 
She tended to regard the day she could no longer wear her favorite leather boots and short (or as her mother said, “too 
short”) grey skirt as the day she’d die. Her mother constantly lay at the pit on the opposite end of the spectrum. With the 
same tiny black shoes and unmatched plaid skirt, Laura appeared as though she were the first woman to time travel. In 
fact, her four children often disputed that she sometimes looked like more of a “Jan” or “Dolorous” rather than a Laura. 
Saying that Laura wasn’t one to abandon the past was an understatement. She didn’t merely appreciate the olden days, 
she relished in them.

“Still barreling down the road are we,” Laura muttered as she trained her worn eyes on the quickly departing 
landscape, “In that much of a hurry to abandon me are we?” It was the passive aggressive comments such as these 
that regularly pushed Eliza over the edge. Whether her mother was purposely trying to wear her down was a matter of 
opinion; but it definitely felt that way to the struggling, sympathetic young adult.

“For the last time mom,” Eliza groaned carefully as to not upset her mother’s radical temper, “We made the 
decision to move you into Shady Oaks together, remember? All those bridge games and water aerobics classes to fill 
your schedule, which you regularly complain is too empty! And people that are actually your age too! You won’t be 
stuck in an urbanized neighborhood of salad shops and flax seed stands anymore.” Regardless of how many times Eliza 
reminded her mother, she constantly seemed to forget that she’d consciously made the opinion to move herself. Little to 
Eliza’s knowledge, she’d developed this defensive mechanism fairly recently, as a method to reinforce her shaky decision. 
In Laura’s eyes, leaving against one’s will was better than deciding to abandon all you know. Laura fell quiet all at once as 
though her mouth had been removed. Eliza was consumed with guilt and pondered whether or not she was supposed to 
say something to ease the awkwardness.

Deciding her anxious nature would only make the situation worse, Eliza set her eyes on the road and concluded 
that if she couldn’t get her mother to her new home happily, at least she could get her there safely. The curving Rhode 
Island roads did plenty to occupy Eliza for the following twenty minutes of the drive. However, moss-trimmed, leaf-strewn 
turns can only be entertaining for so long. After what felt like a length of travel equal to driving to Mars, Eliza began to 
lose hold of herself. Each turn seemed to mix together, each sign pointing to the safe family run bed and breakfast. Her 
small head began to bob around on her exhausted shoulders as though it were a beach ball.

“That’s odd for this time of year,” Mrs. Peterson stated simply with a hint of pleasure in her voice as she turned 
her wrinkled face to peek timidly over her shoulder in the direction the car had just traveled. Eliza sat wordlessly as 
though asking what her mother meant would be the same as waving a white flag.

“What’s odd?” Eliza asked after her curiosity became too much to ignore.

“Just that zebra drinking from the stream around the bend,” she smiled pleasantly in the same tone she often 
used when describing her plans for the weekend.

“What? Did you say zebra?” Eliza inquired with eyebrows arched in suspicion.
“Oh yes dear, didn’t you see it?” Laura replied as she paused slightly before pulling a half finished wordsearch 

from her wicker purse, “It was quite a beautiful creature. I’ve only seen those in zoos I believe. This one was different 
though. It was drinking from the stream like a wild bronco. Funny, isn’t it?” Eliza stopped for a moment and actually 
found herself wondering whether or not she remembered falling asleep behind the wheel.

“You realize that’s crazy mom?” she said nervously as she turned and unsuccessfully tried to meet eyes with 
her mother to see if she was joking, “Zebras don’t just inhabit the woods of Rhode Island. Are you feeling okay?” Laura 
rolled her eyes with utmost annoyance and placed her word search in her lap with a single quivering hand.

“Just because you’re blind my dear doesn’t mean the rest of us can’t see whatever’s in front of them,” Laura 
breathed heavily before returning to her puzzle. Eliza swore she saw her shake her head with disgust before smiling 
once again. Knowing her mother as well as any of her children, Eliza decided against bringing up the incident again and 
focused on the road. Still, no matter how many iron bridges they crossed and how many family farms they passed, she 
couldn’t bring herself to forget her mother’s comments.

‘The doctors would have noticed if her mind wasn’t in the right place, right?’ Eliza wondered to herself, ‘It must 
have just been a trick of the light. I’m not really watching the side of the roads anyway.’ Satisfied with her answer, the 
young caretaker focused on the task at hand. But, around each turn, Eliza could do little to prevent the anxiety that 
left her searching for zebras in the small spaces between the autumn trees. After a handful of unrepaired potholes 
and a collection of deer crossings, the illusion of a wild zebra seemed to have evaporated along with Eliza’s patience. 
Everything her mother said or did seemed to become more and more irritating.

“You know I spoke with Claudia recently?” Laura mumbled along with a sly smile on her face, “She just finished 
grad school and I hear her internship at Springfield Medical is going swimmingly!” The mention of her younger and 
insistently more successful sister made a sharp shock run through Eliza’s limbs.

“That’s a change,” she whispered sarcastically and silently thanked the lord that her mother had decided against 
reprimanding her for once. However, she still wasn’t spared from a split-second look out of the edges of Laura’s crystal 
blue eyes. But, a wave of something other than anger seeped out of the corner of her eyes. Instead, a look of surprise 
and bewilderment quickly overtook her.

“Did you see that?” Laura whispered under her breath so that Eliza wondered if she had thought the words 
instead of actually speaking.

“See what?” Eliza murmured, worried if some foreign New England bug had found its way into her manicured 
hair.

“It’s neck was so long I could see it above the trees,” Laura hushed with a careful glance so her eyes turned to 
slits, “It must have been a giraffe.” Eliza’s heart sank suddenly at her mother’s second outrageous claim.

“I mustn’t have heard you right,” Eliza replied cautiously “Did you say a giraffe?”
“Yes of course that must have been it,” Laura said with a swing of her hand to show that her conclusion was set 

in stone and her mind unpersuadable. She had simply seen what she had seen and there was no way around it.
“Oh, okay then. I’m sorry I missed it,” Eliza raised her eyebrows, “And was this giraffe nearby? You saw it 

clearly?”
“Oh, well! Not that clearly! My eyes are on their way out you know,” Laura responded swiftly, “But I know what 

I saw. It had those funny little bumps on its head that giraffe’s have. And it was eating the leaves off of those maples 
there.” Laura pointed to the trees in question before continuing with her description. “I didn’t know giraffe’s liked 
maple.” Eliza nodded calmly although an alarm in the back of her mind made her temple feel like she had been hit in the 
head with a mallet repeatedly.

“I wasn’t aware of that either,” she commented as the car lurched left over the uneven ground. An 
uncharacteristic quiet leaked from Laura as Eliza resisted the temptation to give her a nervous glance of disbelief. If there 
was one thing that pushed Mrs. Peterson off her rocker it was distrust.

“You don’t believe me do you,” Laura said as she leaned towards her daughter despite Eliza’s efforts to shrug 
her away.

“Not exactly mother,” Eliza replied. Her words were said in a tone that treaded lighter than someone avoiding a 
step into hot coals.

“Darling,” rang Laura’s voice in the common accent of regret she used whenever she was about to prove 
someone wrong, “I know you think I’m losing my mind as I get older. But I insist I’m completely put together. It just 
breaks my heart to think that you think you have to watch over me. I’m the mother after all; I’m supposed to be doing 
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the watching. And that’s not something a couple extra candles on my birthday cake can change.” Eliza nodded faithfully, 
desperately wanting to believe her mom’s every word. But, she’d taken far too many psychology classes to be that naïve. 
The reality that her mother was slipping away from her years of mental clarity was hard enough to grasp without her 
mother’s dubiety in the notion. Being the practical and type A person she’d always been, Eliza wanted nothing more than 
for her delirious mother to simply accept the fact that her fearless reign over her life was over.

“Mom,” Eliza stated firmly, “I think we should just focus on getting you to Shady Oaks and then talk about this 
there.” Mrs. Peterson gestured with her hands as if waving her daughter’s comments out of existence. Eliza knew she’d 
disappointed her but remained steadfast in her course of action.

“I just can’t get through to you anymore, can I?” Laura growled as she absentmindedly grabbed her word search 
once again and circled the word “lucidity” without even glancing at the page. Eliza instantly felt a pang of guilt but 
continued driving. Her mind’s gear and wheels cranked into overdrive so that they overheated. ‘Was I too harsh?’ She 
asked herself, ‘She is sort of losing it isn’t she?’ Just as she formed a well-spoken apology, Laura piped up in her usual 
annoyed tone.

“Maybe I should have asked Claudia to drive me instead,” she said flatly with a seemingly blank expression. But, 
Eliza knew her well enough to decipher her underlying message of “yes I hope you do feel bad”. Any disappointment 
and self-doubt was instantly drained from Eliza’s system.

“I figured she was a bit too busy with that stunning career you mentioned,” Eliza fired back against her better 
judgment.

“Oh well I’m not sure,” Laura replied without breaking her concentration in her puzzle, “She usually makes time 
for me”. ‘And there it is,’ Eliza screamed mentally with a literal shake of her head, ‘the classic ‘you don’t make time for 
me’ dig’. The next portion of the car ride was done in complete silence. Eliza’s mind went through an emotional drought 
as she turned all her energy to navigating the increasingly dilapidated road. Suddenly, she caught a glimpse at a sign 
on the side of the road promoting the nearby Providence Zoo. The cartoon gorilla, tiger, and giraffe that smiled out to 
her reminded her suddenly of the problem that had initiated their entire argument. ‘Is my mother really losing it?’ Eliza 
wondered, ‘Or is she just messing with me?’ Unsure of how to react, while knowing enough to not bring up the subject 
for the third time, Eliza sat worrying in silence as though she were the only person in the car.

“Mom,” she asked after some consideration, “Do you remember that trip we took to the Grand Canyon when I 
was seven? Where we rode those mules into the basin?”

“Yes, I suppose so,” Laura replied with a look of deep thinking, “I know my frail spine does! That saddle was 
rubbing my behind in more places than one!” Without asking for information in the topic she had already heard enough 
about, Eliza felt something under her skin ease. ‘At least she isn’t completely gone yet,’ she practically smiled to herself. 
But, before Eliza could continue her response, her mother cried out once again, very similar to a cat that just had its tail 
stepped on by a heavy pair of dress shoes.

“Did you see that?” Laura whimpered as she nearly clambered out of her seat to gaze out the back window.
“What?” Eliza shouted with a hint of frantic in her voice. Visions of animals she might have run over crawled 

through her brain as she nervously searched a mark on the street.
“A cat! Did you see the cat?!” Laura shook with a new level of fear as she attempted to tighten her seatbelt.
“Oh my God! How? I didn’t even see it!” Eliza moaned, imagining a smooshed tabby some many feet back, 

“The poor thing!”
“Poor thing? Poor us!” Laura said sternly with a confused look at her daughter, “Step on the gas! It’ll be behind 

us any minute!” Once again, Eliza became completely baffled.
“What? I didn’t hit it?” Eliza asked anxiously, hoping for a negative response.
“Hit it? That thing’s a monster!” Laura screamed, “A lion in Rhode Island? Now I’ve seen everything?” Eliza 

hesitated for a moment and felt her body tense.
“Oh really?” Eliza asked again, a bit slower than before.
“Yes, yes! A big one! With a mane too!” Laura wept through screaming eyes; “He’ll be upon us in minutes!” Eliza 

paused and took off her eyes off the road to gaze at her aging mother, who suddenly appeared much smaller in her seat. 
The distraught gleam behind her pupils along with the lines of trepidation along her facial features made her seem more 
like a forgotten puppy in a box than an attacking Doberman. Her gray hair looked fainter than she remembered and her 
tiny, outdated clothes were practically falling off her diminishing frame. The terror inside her was real and as complete as 
Eliza’s concern that she was losing her mother.

“Okay, I’ll speed up,” Eliza reciprocated automatically. Her speedometer marched higher and higher so that she 
began to expect flashing red and blue lights in her rearview mirror at any minute. She could imagine the claws of the wild 
cat sinking into the back of Toyota, slowly climbing forward with a toothy grin leading the way. A loud ringing echoed 

throughout the car as Laura undid her seatbelt and prepared to leap from the moving car.
“We can’t outrun it! We’ll have to take a detour through those woods and find shelter!” Laura screeched with 

the pitch of a little girl throwing a tantrum. Just as her mother hoisted her purse over her shoulder in preparation for her 
forced exit, Eliza’s mental gears were slowed with a douse of worldly clarity. ‘What in the world am I doing?’ she asked 
herself, ‘How could I possibly believe that a lion is chasing us?’ Very slowly, Eliza eased her foot off the gas and locked 
the doors as the speedometer gradually slowed. “Wait, what are you doing?” Laura hissed frantically as she watched 
her daughter’s expression turn stone cold, “We need to be speeding up! We need to get away!” For the first time in her 
life, Eliza felt in complete control. She knew what to do. She’d get her mother to Shady Oaks safely and there they’d talk 
some sense into her.

“Mom, we’re just going to get to Shady Oaks,” she said sternly, “It’ll all make sense there I promise”.
“You don’t understand!” Laura whelped, “We’ve got to go!”
“Mom! I’ve got it under control!” Eliza cried as her foot slipped onto the gas pedal once again. All she wanted 

was to close the gap between their current location and the comfort and security of the retirement center.
“Fine! Fine!” Laura cooed, “Maybe you’ll see the light there too. If those people have half a brain they’ll be able 

to talk you out of this daze you’ve gotten yourself into”. Shrugging off her last minute comment, Eliza swerved the car 
past a small wooden post that held a hand carved sign imprinted with “Shady Oaks” and a gold leaf acorn. Laura let 
out a quiet squeak as the car began to feel as though it would flip over due to vehicle’s increasing speed. Just as Eliza 
completed her turn, the sanctuary of Shady Oaks came into view. The mostly outdoor campus was sprinkled with fall 
leaves like red, orange, and brown sprinkles on a cake. Through the glass front door, attendants in crisp white uniforms 
were guiding a feeble old man who was inching forward with a walker, but still smiling brightly. “Oh my goodness, would 
you look at that,” Laura breathed as the flashing lights Eliza had earlier feared came into view in the mirror. Eliza uttered 
some choice words to her mother’s anger as she pulled the car into the space along the road, only feet from the center’s 
front walk.

The officer was of middle age and had a bushy moustache that nearly covered his thin, white lips. His uniform 
was completely wrinkle free and with a clipboard in hand, he seemed almost too stereotypical to be real. “Just own up to 
your mistakes and we’ll be out of here in minutes,” Laura chimed in, whether she meant to be helpful or not remained a 
mystery.

“This isn’t my first run in with the cops mom,” Eliza sighed with an irritated tick.
“What!” her mom exclaimed seconds before the police officer tapped the driver side window with the tip of his 

keys. Eliza lowered the glass and tried her best to smile although her mom’s attitude made her appear a lot more bitter 
than intended.

“I’m sorry officer,” Eliza sighed, “I know I was speeding. It won’t happen again.”
“Save the apologies,” the officer groaned with a quick jerk of his head, “You’re both lucky to be alive”.
“Oh I know,” Eliza lied and tried her best to not sound sarcastic, “speeding is really one of society’s biggest 

dangers nowadays!”
“What?” the officer said curiously. A look of suspicion spread across his visage before exclaiming, “A woman of 

your state shouldn’t be behind the wheel at all.”
“She’s really sorry officer,” a smooth voice very unlike her mother’s rang in Eliza’s ear, “She insisted on driving the 

final leg. Don’t worry I have the situation under control”.
Eliza sank into a delirious state of incredulity. She slowly shifted her maniacal gaze towards where her mother had 

been sitting only moments before. In her place now sat a young woman with hair so brightly blonde it was almost the 
color of Laura’s fading hair. Her face was clear of blemishes and her pupils mixed with the dark chocolate of her irises. 
Still, the soft, heart shape of her face reminded Eliza of Laura, so much that her memory was jogged up to date. She felt 
ashamed she hadn’t recognized her at once. ‘Claudia?” Eliza asked with disbelief, “When did you get here?” The gentle, 
all-knowing look of pity Claudia gave her sister was somehow all too familiar.

“You don’t even remember Liz?” Claudia cooed, ‘we only went over this about 40 times on the way here.” Eliza 
searched her brain for answers but her past and present knowledge seemed to merge together so that she couldn’t tell 
right from wrong anymore.

“But, I was driving mom here,” Eliza insisted to her sister, “She’s moving into the retirement center here, 
remember? We finally convinced her to move out of that cramped condo in Louisville?” Claudia shook her head so that 
Eliza became even more startled than before.

“No, no sis,” Claudia hummed sympathetically, “Shady Oaks isn’t a retirement center, it’s a treatment center. For 
people with conditions like you, remember?” Pieces all at once began to fall into place. Memories that Eliza had lacked 
only moments ago seemed to unearth themselves all at once. The months of convincing it took, leaving her apartment, 
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the years of feeling like a science experiment gone wrong.
“I’m sick aren’t I?” Eliza asked, already knowing the answer.
“No, not at all,” Claudia laughed with a genuine, lighthearted smile, “You just get a little confused sometimes. 

But that’s why you’re here, you can get better!” Eliza took her hands off the wheel before realizing she was shaking. The 
police officer gave Claudia a quick nod that she had the situation under control before tipping his hat and returning to 
his car. As the motor turned back on behind them, Eliza opened her car door slowly and took a couple steps along the 
center’s gravel walkway. The shock still stung every part of her, as though a swarm of bees had poked her mental clarity 
out of existence. The wooden sign down the street now clearly read “Shady Oaks: Hospital for the Mentally Ill”. The 
words shone so brightly Eliza was gripped with shame that she had been too delirious to read it before. Her sister put 
her manicured hand onto her shoulder and all at once, Eliza felt much more at peace.

“Mom, is she okay?” Eliza asked with a deep fear that her mother really did feel and act as she did in her 
hallucination, “Do I see her enough? Is she happy?” Claudia laughed softly, the sound more uplifting than insulting. It 
seemed as though she never grew tired of over explaining things to her sick sister.

“I don’t think she can be too upset if she’s paying for all the costs of your treatment,” Claudia grinned, “and you 
visit her for brunch every Saturday morning so she doesn’t have to watch her soaps alone. You’re a good daughter Liz. 
And an even better sister I might add.”

Relief filled Eliza so thickly her inner demons were chased away and replaced with a new sense of security and 
warmth. Still, one issue rattled Eliza too much to not address it.

“I hated you in my dream,” Eliza admitted before she even knew what she was saying, “I was just jealous really. 
I’m so sorry.” Claudia smiled with nothing else but pure forgiveness.

“Thank goodness it was just a dream then, “ she replied as her hand slipped into her sister’s and the pair began 
to shift towards the front door. Eliza slowly sunk into her sister’s support and let herself go for the first time in years. The 
scent of overwhelming clean that drifted through the open air from the hospital somehow didn’t remind her of her past 
or play upon her fears. The aroma wasn’t just from the sterile wipes and polished tables of the building. It was Eliza’s past 
woes being washed clean.

I Forgot Like She Forgot
 

I don’t want to eat weird old lady luncheon at Grandma’s 
You don’t know what you got ‘till it’s gone

I don’t want to stay and listen to old lady music 
You don’t know what you got ‘till it’s gone 

I don’t want to watch old movies 
You don’t know what you got ‘till it’s gone 

I don’t want to talk to old people who make no sense 
You don’t know what you got ‘till it’s gone 

I don’t want to help move Grandma from assisted living to a nursing home 
You don’t know what you got ‘till it’s gone 

I don’t want to watch old tv shows while my Grandma says letters 
You don’t know what you got ‘till it’s gone 

I don’t want to see my Grandma when she is sick 
You don’t know what you got ‘till it’s gone 

I don’t want to speak at her funeral 
You don’t know what you got ‘till it’s gone 

Now I regret everything. 

Tessa Bertino

Berlin ‘40
Lila Jones

“Hm. Much fighting in Finland right now.” Father remarks thoughtfully as he nibbles his sausage and scans the 
daily paper.

Mother nods politely, obviously not greatly interesting in the events occurring in Finland. Instead, she seems to 
be focusing intently on the bitter black coffee in her pale blue mug. I take the opportunity of her distraction to reach for 
another slice of bread. My fingers have just closed around the crusty roll when her voice stops me.

“Margret.” She says sharply. “Leave it.”
“But Mother!” I whine. “There’s a few slices left. And I’m hungry.”
She shakes her head firmly. “I’m sorry, darling. We cannot afford seconds right now. We must consider of the 

Kohans.” She pauses for a minute, and the only sounds are of the newspaper crinkling in my father’s hands and Gisela, 
my eldest sister quietly chewing her breakfast.

My mother clears her throat and wipes her fingers on a napkin. “Margret, why don’t you bring them the rest of 
the loaf? The sausages too.”

I silently grab the basket of bread and the dish of sausage and trudge towards the cellar door, grumbling to 
myself. As I descend the wooden stairs, I debate stuffing one of the warm rolls into my mouth, but decide better of it as 
my mother’s words echo in my head.
I hesitantly pull the string that activates the old light bulb, and a dim light flickers on.

“Hello Mrs. Kohan! Hello Nina!” I chirp, as I flit nimbly towards the pair, who are each sitting on a wooden chair 
with playing cards from a worn old deck clutched in their fingers. I hand them the cracked platters and have a seat on the 
extra chair beside them.

“Hello, Margret.” Mrs. Kohan replies warmly. She acknowledges the food gratefully. Her smile is sincere and 
kind, but her eyes look sad.

I may be only eight, but even I can understand that the Kohans hate to take our food away from us. I think their 
hunger must weigh greater than their pride, though, and we’ve been so close with their family for so long, there was no 
question we take them in when the soldiers tried to force them to leave Berlin.

Leave Berlin?! The Kohans had been our neighbors for twenty years! Why should they have to leave Berlin? My 
mother had insisted they come live with us. At first it was fun, and it felt like a sleepover party every night! Now, it is not 
so fun, because they take food from my mouth and give my father grey hairs and make my mother worry and cry a lot.

Nina devours a sausage hungrily. Her dark hair is limp and her olive skin looks dull compared to it’s usual dewy 
radiance. Her grey eyes are filled with a sadness and forlornness I do not understand. Nina’s dress is worn and dirty and 
hastily patched in several places.
Mrs. Kohan hesitates before she takes a bite of the bread. She has lost much weight since the start of the war, when she 
was a plump and sweet Jewish housewife. The loss of her husband and the lack of food have taken it’s toll.

“Margret, dear, please, take some bread. Nina and I do not need it all.” Mrs. Kohan offers kindly. Nina casts her 
eyes downwards and tears hungrily into a slice. I smile and rip a small corner from the crust. I feel vaguely guilty, and do 
not take any more.

“Margret, would you like to play a game? Or maybe tell me about school for a bit?” Nina asks me hopefully.
I do not want to play with Nina today. As guilty as this makes me feel, we do not have the fun together that we 

used to before the war. All we do is play card games with that smelly old deck and talk about the same old boring things. 
Not to mention the fact that Nina has been acting strangely, and saying odd things that I do not understand. No, I really 
do not want to play with Nina today.

I stare at the hem of my raggedy dress as I speak, too guilty to meet her eyes. “Hm. Well actually, Nina,  I told 
Fritz I would play with him today. I’ll come and see you afterwards, though. I promise.” My voice is nervous. Nina says 
nothing, and I quickly say goodbye to Mrs. Kohan, before hurrying up the stairs.
        I slip out of the cellar and call to my mother to tell her I’ll be back in a bit. I’m not sure she hears me, as Baby 
Claudia is wailing and Mother is trying to soothe her, but I pull on my jacket and boots anyway, before pushing open the 
door into the whirling snow. 

The bitter Berlin wind cuts through my worn parka as I skip along the street. The park isn’t far from my home, 
and it’s even closer to Fritz’s. We meet there most days and walk through town together for a few hours.

When I arrive, he is already there, standing alone, frosted with snow that looks like vanilla icing and surrounded 
by little flurries of snow. With his icy blonde hair and his pale skin, he looks like a little angel with a halo of snowflakes.

I am happy that he is here already, and we exchange rather half-hearted smiles and greetings, before we begin 
to stroll down the street, kicking at the layer of ice and slush as we go.

There are not many others in the road. February is not a kind month for being outside. The road stretches before 
us, deserted but for a few other brave souls. We don’t say much as we take our usual route through Berlin.

Fritz and I both instinctively stop in front of the bakery. We peer into the window longingly at the spread 
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of heavenly food. Almond torte and creamy custard topped with bright berries, cake with little pink flowers and 
gingerbread with a crunchy topping. The smell is overwhelming- warm, fresh bread, fluffy and light and soft, not anything 
like the thin but dense and usually stale bread we have.

I’m not sure how long we stay there, pressing our noses up to the pane of glass, devouring the savory spread 
with our eyes, and fogging up the window with little puffs of breath. When we do leave, we walk in silence for another 
minute, this time heading back to the park and our homes.

“I saw The Little Tree in the cinema the other day.” I tell him as we reach the park. “Gisela took me.”
Fritz grins. He loves watching films. “My father promised to take me to see it soon! How was it?”
I’m excited to have seen something before him for once. “I quite liked it. There was a power cut right in the 

middle, though!”
“How annoying!” Fritz exclaims. We are silent for a moment. “I am getting so sick of this war,” he says quietly. 

“There’s never enough food on the table.”
I nod vigorously. “Today Mother didn’t let me get seconds, even though there was plenty of bread left because 

she said we had to save some for the-” I catch myself. “Um.... supper. Save some for supper.” I cough.
Fritz doesn’t seem to notice my slip, because he just smiles sadly and nods. Although Fritz is one of my closest 

friends, Mother says we aren’t allowed to tell a soul about the Kohans living with us. 
“How about we play Soldiers?” Fritz suggests hopefully, referring to one of his favorite games, in which we mimic 

soldiers taking people from their homes. “I call dibs on being a soldier.”
“You always get to be the soldier.” I respond defiantly. “It’s my turn today.”
“No way!” He says, grinning good naturedly. “I’m a much better soldier. Plus, you’re a girl!”
I giggle and lunge for him, but he evades my dive and takes off down the street.
“Fritz!” I squeal with laughter as I chase him down the street. We collapse in giggles in a snowdrift after running 

ourselves to exhaustion. Our laughter is interrupted by a yell from down the street.
“Fritz! Come in and help with supper!” We both look to see his mother peering out of the door and calling to 

him. Her hair is disheveled and her eyes are tired.
“I’ve got to go,” he explains. “See you tomorrow, okay?” Fritz takes off down the street, and slips into his house. 

My last view of him is his mother brushing his bangs out of his face and ushering him inside.
I stare at the snow until the pure whiteness starts to feel blinding, and then I clench my eyes shut. The wind 

stings my cheeks, and when I reopen my eyes, I exhale and see a cloud escape my mouth. I glance at the little pocket 
watch my grandfather gave me when I was a little girl to see that we had been gone for a few hours. I kick at the snow 
for a few more seconds before deciding it is probably about time for an early supper in my own household, and I start 
back towards my house.

The sky reminds me of Nina. It is the same sad grey as her eyes, and seeing it, I realize that I should go and see 
her now. As much as I dread giving food to them, I also know that it cannot be much fun hiding in the cellar all day with 
nothing to do. I change my pace to a run and smile as I race down the icy street. When I arrive at my house, I swing open 
the door, remove my boots and coat and head into the kitchen, planning to go straight down to the cellar.

When I enter the kitchen, my mother is sitting with her head down on the wood, her whole body shaking with 
sobs. I am not overly worried. It’s not uncommon to find her crying. I pat her back comfortingly on my way by, but keep 
heading to the cellar. I’ll ask her what is wrong later. If I can remember to.

“Nina!” I call as I scurry down the stairs. “Nina, guess what!?”
I pause at the bottom of the stairs and furrow my eyebrows. “Nina?” I say, my voice now quieter. Nina and Mrs. 

Kohan are nowhere to be seen. The chairs are knocked over and the cards are strewn across the floor. I scan the cellar 
with wide eyes, confused.

Where could they have gone? They aren’t allowed to leave the cellar! They will surely be caught by German 
soldiers and taken away!

I fly up the stairs. “Mother! Mother!” I call desperately as I skid into the kitchen. She is standing up now, her eyes 
the slightest bit puffy, but her expression frighteningly calm. “Mother? Mother, where are the Kohans? They are not in the 
cellar!”

When she responds, her voice is even and calm. “The Kohans are gone for now. They have been taken away.”
“What do you mean? When are they coming back?” I sputter. “What happened?”
My mother looks at me sternly. “Margret. Calm down. The Kohans are being sent to live with other Jews. They 

will be fine. The war will be over soon, and then I assume they shall return.”
I stay silent for a moment. “Mother?” I ask softly. When I look up, her face has softened. She kneels on the 

ground beside me.
She kisses my forehead and looks at me gently. “You mustn’t worry, little one. The Kohans will be fine. They are 

just being relocated! Don’t be sad, instead think how lucky we are.  Your father and I were not arrested for helping them 
because the officer knew your father’s brother. We will not see them for while, but you need not worry.”

This is wrong. I open my mouth to speak, to protest. Because I know this can’t be right.

But then my mother smiles and pats me on the head, standing up abruptly. “Would you be a dear and fetch your 
sisters for supper? Your father will be home from work any minute.”

I nod obediently, call Gisela to the kitchen and carry Claudia from her crib, propping her up in the old wooden 
high chair my father built for Gisela when she was a baby. My mother sets the table with rolls, pork and noodles.

My father enters and gives us each a hug. We sit down to dinner in silence. Father looks worried. Gisela’s eyes 
are swollen. Even Baby Claudia is silent. I slurp the my last spoonful of noodles into my mouth, cleaning my plate.

“I read today they are bombing Finland.” My father offers.
“You told us this morning, dear.” My mother responds.
“Ah. So I did. So I did.”
There is another rather awkward silence. I glance at the basket of rolls in the center of the table. Three remain. I 

stretch out my fingers, close them around the soft crust and place it on my plate.
This time, no one stops me.

The Point

I dreamed I was a light
Shining bright on all the world.

I lit up everything there was
But I lived in darkness and that’s because
There was nothing in the world to light.

Eternal oblivion endless night.

Then as I shone I stopped and thought
What is the point of this light I have brought.

Maxwell Rapier
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Here,
in the room of my life
the pictures on the walls alter,
but the faces pressed into the plaster remain.
No matter how many times the objects rearrange,
they blurt out a sour feeling of unsatisfaction.
Threads of an old friend droop from the deepest hangers,
unseen, but not forgotten. 
An accumulation is kept
in hopes that maybe my friend will come home.
Tarnished rings that will never fit my fingers
settle in a dish, pushed aside.
Silver nail polish scattered across the hardwood floor
reminds me of when this room wasn’t so big.

Jane Brawley

Poems modeled on Anne Sexton’s “The Room of My Life”

Here,
In the room of my life 
the sun sets early,
the seasons change frequently 
without ease
people grow tall by scratching 
their nose,
the elderly die whenever they feel enough bliss. 
My heart grows stronger and fades with the happiness of others.
The sky follows the people,
adapting to their wants and needs. 
Everyone is alone,
but,
okay with that feeling.
Change is unavoidable.
Change is okay.
My room is open,
ready for anything,
open to the world. 

Amanda Lawrence

Here, in the room of my life
Everything happens but, 
Is it for a reason? 
The desk, crafted from the
Previous bed by the owner’s
Hands wonders
What am I doing? 
The window boxes
Sing when I open my
Window to let in
The winter air
The bed, the boat
Above a sea of
Bits and pieces and 
I sink
Into it and 
Allow it to
Rock me to
Sleep but
The dresser is 
Awake and so I
Tell it come to bed
And the bookshelf
Nestles in and purrs
But the clothes hang out
On chairs that
Groan and grumble
But tell you
It was nice
Having you
Here,
In the life in my room. 

Mary Kate Lyons

Outbound

My pen on paper making diligent scratches;
My wandering mind making thought a reality.
Out the window a car horn sounds loud and
Long like the wave he gives before he leaves.
My father,
Bags in the back of a car worn with use, reading
A future destination on a map, heading
To the station for a train that will take him away.
Outbound.
Countries seen through fresh eyes and then
Like an old friend he returns to see what’s changed.
Colors and cultures adopted and adapted,
Sewn together like a quilt in a mind that’s
Lived a thousand lives, and I only in one of them.
A life of adventure before he was grown.
Just like his father before him.
My grandfather, wading through stream
And mud in a foreign land
Carrying his life on his back
And a gun in his hand.
He’s boarding a plane that will take him away
From his home and family, waving
Goodbye and hello all at the same time.
Outbound.
The high pitched screech of a plane taking off,
A new life started away from the old.
Having no ticket in hand but a pen in my hold.
I’ll follow them with it.
Pen on paper, making diligent steps away,
Carrying me to the places I’ll go.
Outbound.

Carson Hunt

Craters

Sitting up above,
Cradling the earth with light,
Moon, you are so calm.

Isabel Murphy

Magical 

In my dream, I was at Disney World
I was strolling down Main street to gaze upon Cinderella’s Castle
The smells of sugar and screams of enjoyment
To end the day with fireworks rising over her castle in their illuminating colors.

Danielle LincolnShadows at Play

I dreamed I was a shadow. 
I played in the sun all day. 
listened to people’s conversations. 
Played games with passing shadows and traveled amongst the leaves. 
I loved playing hide-and-go seek. 

Grace Goodell

Clean, crisp cuts…

Clean, crisp cuts, carving.
Brisk winter air, my face pink,
Watery eyes gleam,
As the frozen horizon
Begins to darken.

Mike Coletti
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Night Barriers 

You are engulfed by the darkness
Of the outside and in the inside
You are engulfed by the blankets
Of their thick sheets and warm cover
You are enveloped in your sweat
That has been turned into a cold shudder
Your thoughts brings you your dreamy shivers
Your mind keeps you in their day dream taunters 
Your body is buried deep
Its whole swallowed by sound barriers
With your limbs curled against each other
You bury deeper
Deeper
Although with ticked clock’s
Tick tock tick tock
With crinkled clamors’
Ruffle and shuffle 
You muffle your cries
In the middle of night
You think quite deeply of shame
Of failure
And of the deep tortures in your mind
All the dark places you’ll go
In your wake night wonders
Your mind keeps you in their day dream taunters
Your thoughts brings you your dreamy shivers
That has been turned into a cold shudder
All in this mist
Hoping it’ll all go away
You think of the way to bring it all away
It’s good that night has covered it all from others
Still loneliness is always waiting in the morning

Angela Zou

Grandfather

There I sat, back straight,
Struggling to understand what you’ve done.

Your picture in its frame in front of me.
Frowning in fatigues, you looked for serious and so

Different. The last time I saw you, you smiled, silently holding the secret.
You were dying. The first real death I dealt with.

Of course, Death comes in threes, so who followed?
Let’s see, there was my goldfish, and that pop singer next, you caused it.

Because you couldn’t—or wouldn’t—stay alive.
Now I’m here. Digging. They told me

No. They have people for this. People whose job it is
To dig. I told them I wanted—or needed—to help.
In truth, I wanted a few blissful moments to forget.

Sometimes, the body needs a distraction.
It’s not working though. I’m digging and all I can think about is you.

It’s funny, father said you did just this thing in the war.
Not directly to me, of course,

I think both of you thought I wasn’t strong enough for that kind of
Information. Eulogies tell all though, especially the noble bits.

I wish you had told me.
That you’d saved lives, that you’d travelled overseas to

Fight for a fanciful war you didn’t even believe in.
He—your son—said you tried to escape it.
To think—we could have been Canadians!

I would move anywhere to save you from that war.
You didn’t deserve the dreams, the flashbacks.

The moments even I remember, when you would freeze up
When you would refuse to go to museums, movies, and parks

To avoid the crowds.
But you, my dear,

You got out—or at least you’re out now— and me?
I’m still here. Digging. 

Mary Kate Lyons

Dancing 

I close my eyes, 
Walk onto the stage, ready for the show. 
On the stage I float wistfully through the choreography, 
When I spin and dance,
I am close to the music. 
My mother used to dance in the kitchen, free as a bird, 
she would spin and twirl with me in her arms, singing her favorite songs. 
She transported me onto the stages of her favorite musicals, 
all in our kitchen,
between the window and the counter. 
Her soft hands grasped mine as we twirled, 
her delicate dancing delighted me. 
Her mother taught her how to dance, and sing, 
“Your Grandma would sweep me off my feet with a whirling woosh”, 
my mother would say. 
I could smell her Chanel perfume as we spun around the room, 
giggling and singing as we danced. 
I learned new songs, and steps and would teach her after class. 
We would make up our own dances and perform them after dinner.
My sister was always so jealous. 
She always wanted to dance with us, 
she never understood our secret language. 
She wouldn’t even try.
But we danced all day and all night,
and then we stopped, we stopped singing and dancing, 
we stopped communicating in our own secret language. 
We rarely danced anymore, we just, 
stopped. 
I close my eyes, walk onto the stage, 
and begin to tell our story,
between the window and the counter.

Grace Goodell

Stars
Through the void of infinite,

As seen by us, a distant glint.
Hurtles, tumbles, in the darkness,

A source of many tales and farces.
A million, billion miles away,

Their light for many more to stay.
Even once they’ve long been gone,

Their spirits in our skies live on.
We look upon them, making wishes,

For cars, for love, for three-point swishes.
They set the galaxy alight,

With all of their exploding might.
They’ve been there since we’ve all been here,

And will be, once we disappear

Max Kalil
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Always Running Out

I wish I could stop time 
Mess up; just rewind!
Having a bad day? Just skip ahead…
Slow time by 1000 when I’m in bed.

Jeff Sullivan

Neutral Colors

How I wish that my mind could paint in neutral colors. Thoughts paint my mind with scorching red, and 
sapphire blue.
I wish my mind could paint in warm beiges, and tawny browns.
How I long for neutral words to spill from my mouth… Brush stroke after brush stroke, with the
inevitability of
ever ending.

Julia Constantine

Return, then Surrender

The sky is best lit after a tantrum evening between sisters and sisters.  
The rain throws a pail of yellowish tinge, darting gingerly past the clouds.
I swim.
And that of the torrent gradually
                                                     Washes away our monotonous labor;
And that of the conundrums, too, which
Would be shelved in our darkest keepsake.   
 Tonight, I will make eternity sing to the merry spring,
As if the herd of rivers peddle daintily to the rhythm of my paean.
Standing in an interlude of lucidity, a man cries:
                                         “Return, and Surrender to stay!”
                                                Gently, the warrior kisses the bruises of the starry dusts
                              Because tonight, I will make spring sing for my eternity,
             
                 As if the sun bursts open his heirs,
 Extricating his golden, millennial, cosmopolitan arrays.

Xin Ting Lin

Summer

Summer is coming.
White hot sand, warm summer breeze,
Calm days by the sea.

Andrew Quinlan

Sunshine
Pink and orange hues spread across the horizon. 
5 AM, 
7 PM. 
No two rises or falls are ever the same. 
Does it ever miss the ocean when it kisses it goodnight? 
Does it wish to see the moon? 
Does it know how much we crave it, but always get hurt by it? 
Does it like how we protect ourselves so that we don’t? 
Does it miss us when we go to a place so dark? 
Why does it love us a little more in July?
Or a little less in February? 
Does it ever get tired of giving but never receiving? 

Alexandra Fontana

She finds iron roots...

She finds iron roots encompassing her feet,
And a lock on her lips.
If she could run wild,
And speak freely to the world,
We may find peace.

Lizzy Creamer

I Don’t Think I Will Ever Apologize 

I have eaten
The bag of chips
That was hiding in the cabinet
That bag which 
You were probably
Saving
As a snack tomorrow morning
I don’t regret my choice
Because you are so mean
So spoiled, yet
So forgiving.

Xin Tin Ling






