


Editor’s Note

Hi everyone! First, I would like to thank Sanchi for creating this
wonderful cover art. The medium is photography. Be sure to give her
instagram @sanchi021 a look!  

In issue VI you’ll find nostalgic poems, philosophical prose, purple-
stained grape scented words, and themes of wistfulness and love. I hope
you enjoy pouring through these different styles and sticky words. I had
a lot of fun putting everything together and rereading everyone’s work.  

I hope everyone stays safe during the pandemic. Please make sure to
take some time for yourself. I know January can be a pretty stressful
month and it’s important to take good care of yourself and your mental
health. Thank you so much for your patience and support and have fun
looking through our sixth issue! 

Warmest regards,
Jessica Wang
eic of Ice Lolly Review  
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seasonal soliloquy - Poem 
By Erin Ye 

when tragedy became political, when politics turned to satire, i believe that was when i
chose to leave. i think myself not brave for surrendering, but weak for giving up what i
loved to go somewhere i did not know. i sometimes hear the trees outside my window
reaffirming the shame i should feel, telling me i lost everything to escape my demons.

dreamers and failures have so much overlap it scares me. i wonder if every picture i 
paint will dissolve when my body does, if every breath i take is one more action in vain. to
be trapped in an unkind world is to never know if your presence is needed or if there 
is someone placing a reservation on your seat.

i still see golden arches when i close my eyes, gates with saccharine-sweet welcome signs
that beckon my visions into fruition. i see summertime when i’m alone, feeling the warmth
of a maternal sunshine feed my skin and give me strength. so long as i keep my eyes closed
i can live in this haven, plan for my future and inhale love in the form of baked goods and
real smiles. it’s not an east coast winter if you spend your time hibernating.

may you one day fly freely, light and springy without burdens and quicksand monsters.
may you hold the stars in your hands and return to tell the tale. i want to go home one 
day, when i feel strong enough to look my mother in the eyes, when all of the beasts have
forgotten my face. when i get there, when spring rolls around, i’ll have learned a lot 
about being a nobody. i’ll have freed myself from the weight of notoriety. it will be warm
and the clouds will know to leave.

Erin Ye is a 16-year-old writer from Long Island. An editor for Interstellar Literary
Review, her work is also forthcoming in Gossamer Lit. Erin draws inspiration from her life
experiences, Greek mythology, and the sky. She loves smoothies and being outside. You can
find more of her work at www.erinwritesessays.weebly.com.
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so on the non-winding way home, we too shall pass - Poem
By Emma Keas 

hastened vineyard rows, mustard calf-hide-hills, fingerprints parched in blue contours. 

it seems somebody’s rolling grapes between powder-tepid thumbs and forefingers, /
baptizing fleshy pulp upon velvet mount bases. / above, there’s a sheer moon in 
daylight—a tracing paper face. / drawn in imperfect likeness, certainly, yet / while grass
shoots capsize and invert on the roadside, / their dead grassroots brown in luke warmth. /
you see, when heat is choked down to its fever core, it alights on the tongue. / this, i
know. /
 
so i know too that my toes are defrosting in a sink somewhere. / at home, maybe. / in
glazed hours they must melt their laces; / they must / sit and mangle and rot, / milk fat
frothing at their folds when they declare frostbite, lesions / foaming like the hills. /
burgeoning. / bruised. / if they yield till the numbing fades, might i be whole again? / 

so i know; / i know now that it won’t be long before a flood is waiting for me at home. / i
know too that it won’t be long before the new air in my lungs is drowned and gone. / but /
before i go, let me whisper out the car window how / untouched jungle roots 
might devour that cabin christened “post office” if they remain pristine. / how i wish i
knew the speed at which / grass / grows. /

Emma is a 14-year-old student from California whose love for writing stems from its
unlimited potential. You can find her painting, watching movies, brooding over her
growing want-to-read list, or fantasizing about food and travel in her free time.
Professionally, she is a daydreamer.
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Just like Me - Poem
By Ashley Pearson 

Years ago, my mother bought an American Girl doll for me
PRODUCT NUMBER J49/46
Entitled “Just Like You 4”
Shiny hair, tight limbs, clean body
Nameless
(So I could call her Hannah or Brittany)
She had almond eyes 
Or whatever White America called Asian eyes then
And she had a unique face mold
Thin, tilted eye sockets, wide set nose, round chin and cheeks
Just like me

She was retired in 2011
Around the time when I started to hate my
Almond eyes, thin, tilted eye sockets, wide set nose
Round chin and cheeks
And years before I had
Loosened limbs and a dirty body
Or whatever White America called
Grown Asian girls 
who outgrew their molds
Just like me

Ashley Pearson (she/her) is a sophomore majoring in Creative Writing and
Biochemistry following the Pre-Med route at Knox College. She is 19 years old. She
divides her time between Monmouth and Galesburg Illinois. Ashley can be found on
Instagram @ashleynicolewrites and on Twitter @ashley___writes.
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Nostalgia And My Desert City - Poem
By Umamah

I found my poems 
in the heat of a desert city,
In the dunes of golden sand, 
in the old tales of nomads
who sat under the stars
with their camels and laughed 
because no one ever taught them
what it meant to be lost.

I sleep at night knowing that 
my dreams are alive in a place
other than my heart and that is when
I call to the city lights and ask them
for advice;
it's ironic that the place you learnt
how to write has become the same 
one you sometimes despise. 
Tell me can you love something 
so much that you always feel the 
need to leave? 

Someone once told me that the universe 
has a language that few can speak 
but it took me years to learn how 
to communicate with these vacant,
lonely streets that memorize memories
only to play them on repeat in the hopes
that maybe nostalgia can make the heart
stay where it doesn't feel at home anymore.

I have written elegies to the girl I used
to be on the porch step by the old oak tree, 
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inked love letters to the chaotic calmness
of this city,
penned poems to flooded streets the
sticky summer heat and dreams that
the world refused to believe.

Umamah is a 17 year old girl from a small town in Pakistan. She loves to write poems
about the ups and downs of her teenage years and things she feels strongly about. You
can read her work on her instagram blog @_i.writes_ . If not writing, she can be seen
reading and obsessing over Young Adult novels or fangirling over fictional characters.
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More - Poem
By Roseanne Fahey 

I want nothing more than to be your best friend. 

I want to rank every boy in our year and argue over if pretty counts as a compliment. I want
to rob your onion rings when I know you won’t eat them and bring M&Ms to movie
marathons. I want to give you a blanket when we finally watch Coco, because I’m 50% sure
that you’ll cry. I want us to smell pages in the overpriced bookshop and rant a little too
loudly about our friends. I want to make pancakes on the same Wednesday every 
year and know my mum’s anniversary is still saved on your phone. 

I want nothing more than to be your best friend, and I know that’s what you want too, 
but can you tell me that there won’t come a time when our legs rest together for the duration
of a TV show, and we choose not to pull away? When we’re in a restaurant and 
I mess with your hair because it’s innocent and I want to, or we’re eating ice cream with
your hand on my knee, and it’s not innocent, but you want to. When I hide in the bathroom,
while you stare at another girl, or you leave the bar early, after you watch me kiss another. 

Can you look me in the eye and tell me that when we’re 
drunk or laughing or alone,
you won’t lean in to kiss me and I won’t want you to?

Because if you look me in the eye and tell me that,
then come over at noon
and we can take our weekly walk by the sea. 

Roseanne Fahey is a twenty-one year old student from Offaly, Ireland. She studies Creative
Writing in the National University of Ireland, Galway. Her poetry and prose have been
published or are forthcoming in The Five-Two, Voxgalvia, In Parenthesis, and The Rainbow
Poems. 
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Vincent and my Starry Night - Poem
By Bidisha P. Kashyap

A lot hides behind the flowers you see 
beside my grave 
and beneath the crumbles edges of the envelopes
that reaches my doorstep every month;
For the sound of the word death
has always carried more regrets
than dying. 

The cicadas chirped the loudest that summer
My fingers, wrapped delicately around the paintbrush
hoping to escape into my starry night and
maybe spot green-eyed Vincent by the banks of the Rhône 
and tell him how the world has fallen in love with him
But he disappears along with the stars
and all I am left with is the lingering taste of spearmint in your kiss
and a hand being unheld again. 

Your lover feeds you, with all the promises he fails to keep
while I waste my sanity holding on to the remains of him as his lover
and never wanting him to turn to another haunting muse. 
It is the first few hours into dawn and upon every rosary bead I count your presence
On the 59th bead I stand on the edge holding hands with Vincent. 
He smiles and holds my hand firmly, 
"Just one more step to see the Starry Night, dear."

I nodded and my hand never goes unheld again. 

Bidisha P. Kashyap is a young aspiring artist from India. Currently nineteen years old and a
History major student, she is someone who regards writing not only as a passion but also a
process of healing. Old school romance and finding beauty in the most ordinary places are
typically the main subject of her poetry. Being introduced to the world of literature from a
really early age, she has been published in many magazines, anthologies, newspapers, literary
websites and blogs. Now she looks forward to publishing her own set of poems.
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lostboyhood - Poem                       
By Ellen Huang
Previously published in Thimble Lit
          
because “lost girls” took power from us
but “lost boys” we could say with pride.

because we crouched in the shadows,
imagined food, shared vision, and ate
dripping mangoes to the fill.

because we skedaddled past the murals,
crept by automatic lights as if they were
the eyes of giants,
& the instant the lights clicked awake
we’d take off flying through church halls
as our bridge of shadows suddenly
gave way. we kept happy thoughts
just in case we’d fall.

because we howled at the moon,
fenced with pool noodles,
fought the coming growing-up
with all our happy thoughts
& singing & pranks & rowdiness.
because i built my life on forts and swings
& a playground empire
& a crumbling neverland
& eventually you, too,
told me to grow up.

because everyone else was a teenager
and i, the eldest, still didn’t get what good
this dark passage could possibly offer.
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because my happy thoughts are tainted
& i miss when you believed
but dare i say it, i’m happy still.

Ellen Huang is a 25-year-old writer of fairy tales dark and light. She is living her best life in
San Diego and is a huge advocate for the inspiration of progressive faith and the power of
platonic love. 
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I Am From - Poem 
By Maya Morey

I am from a household full of love and new experiences
From “Good morning” and “Goodnight” at the start and end of each day
I am from the alarm of dogs barking and the chatter of others while I’m still half asleep, 
eyes barely able to unlatch
I am from the family vacations 
From the smell I get when coming across a repeating memory
I am from the “Come downstairs and helpout” to “Bring your things up” and “Go to bed 
at a reasonable hour tonight”
I am from the family dinners and late night sobs stories that never fail to end in laughter

I am from the constant long drives to soccer, full of discussion about our views on how 
we perceive life
From the turf in my cleats and the hard hitting noise of feet smashing the ball I listen to 
every night, 5 times a week
I am from the ball hitting almost too hard against the wall and the sound of the molding 
breaking like a huge tree about to fall
From, “no more playing in the house” and “go outside and get off the technology”

I am from the all nighters and facetimes spent laughing as if it will all end tomorrow 
I am from the weekly scary movies, jumpscares, and heart races
I am from the excitement of kugel, a special once a year treat
From the daily icecream trips looking forward to the same taste of cookie dough every 
time

I am from a hardworking family to surrounding myself with people who strive to achieve 
their biggest goals
I am from my friends who always seem to succeed in making me happiest
I am from good and bad experiences and adventures
I am from adequate and risky decisions
I am a genuine and caring individual 
I am who I am without a thought of change

My name is Maya Morey. I live on Long Island, New York and am 14 years old, turning 15 soon in
March. I am so grateful for this opportunity to show my work somewhere else other than a
personal google document!
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matches - Poem 
By Caleb Urlacher

moments are like matches, they have 
the potential to create something beautiful. 
in contrast, they can burn down 
a house very quickly. once struck, they cannot 
be relit, and i’ve found that a moment that 
is gone cannot be relived, but still, oftentimes, 
i find myself fumbling for my matchbox,
trying to strike charred matches i’ve kept in my 
pocket, just to feel their flames again.

Caleb Urlacher is a 15-year-old poet from colorado. he writes experimental poetry and
prose. He is inspired by life, nature, and coffee to write his poems. you can visit him at
caleburlacher.com. 
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Romantic Marriage - Poem 
By Roy

There's no other way I can fault you, 
With any of the deeds; 
That I should be questioned 
with. 
The garlands we once 
exchanged, scented sweet, 
That the bitterness smells 
hard and dissolved quite
soon in our bond. 
One pack of meat, was all 
the terms you judged me 
with, 
Measuring the wealth, I've
been able to accumulate; 
And the prosperity I've 
achieved in my work. 
Our child is afraid to
converse, 
Cause he believes we only 
blame and quarrel while 
discussions; 
And being one man he'll 
always have to beat, along 
with, 
Portraying the aggressive 
nature, the society has
shaped you in.
My fingers no longer get 
lifted up, 
To point at you, 
Cause by then it's revealed; 
You're nothing, but just a
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product of the patriarchs'. 
The dominance, the 
jealousies, the 
suspiciousness have 
gnawed, 
All of our love; 
While you have held our 
relation in its throat, 
Making it unable to breathe. 
Perhaps it's all cause of me, 
That I couldn't hold back 
our memories, 
Even when you placed a 
slap. 
Cause I couldn't be the 
conformist, 
You wanted me to develop 
into; 
Perhaps this marriage wasn't 
looking for 
One who says and one who 
listens; 
But for equality, Lacking 
which, today it breaks. 

This is Srijani Roy from India. 18 years old , aspires to become a writer someday and
currently writes under the pen name ROY ( Instagram id : roypamphleteer). Indulges
herself mostly in painting and writing. Finds solace in diary writing, reading and listening
to music. Regards music and observations to be the main source of the topics of her
writings. Likes to write and compose works mostly in free verses and is trying to excel in the
respective. 
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suburban stereo - Poem
By Julia Vu 

meet me 
where the white fence kiss the creekside, let’s 
drown in (frank) ocean and sing 
to the reeds and the wrens. 
my own youth had 

f 
 a 
 l 
 l 
 e 
 n 

from the radar and decayed in the 
hands of clocks. childhood dwindles in the 
mi(d)st of beyond and i’m stuck 

contemplating the temporary contemporaries. 
i dream of the people lost in the 

sea of my memories and romanticized 
with the time bubbling from 

their throats as they 
                       s 
                       i 
                       n 
                       k 

i feel too young to be immersed 
in the future - worry - and far too young 

to be buried in the past - ruminate. what a 
fucking liar nostalgia is, seducing us 

all with vanilla skies and chocolate 
nights; life isn’t sprezzatura, love, wake up.

Julia Vu is a 16-year old student from the Bay Area. As a dreamer with an imagination more
overactive than most, she has always used writing as a way to temporarily escape from reality, to
just delve deep into this alternate universe, and to bring the world that exists only in her
imagination to life. Having struggled with mental illness in the past, Julia is a passionate mental
health advocate and founded an international advocacy organization called Operation Dopamine
in 2020. She enjoys spreading mental health awareness through her writing. 
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What They Warned Us About - Poem
By Brooke Nind 

I chip away at the brick casing
of the Old World and wonder
if we will ever learn. The light
flickers, spinning a thread
of darkness before returning—
enough time to see the carpet
turn to sand. Little pebbles,
toe-sized ripples in the ground
threaten to trip my swollen feet.
Threaded through the eye
of a needle, their own metallic
hurricane. My tongue probes
my teeth, biting back venom
of lies no one will believe—
they won’t save me. It is all
a powerful dream.

Brooke Nind is a 16-year-old high school junior from southern California. Her work has
been recognized by the Just Poetry National High School Poetry contest and other local
writing competitions. She is the founder and editor-in-chief of Intersections Mag and a
genre editor for Polyphony Lit. On any given day, you can find her eating a burrito.
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Clicking of the Metronome - Poem
By KatieAnn Nguyen

click. 

sleep slips away under the cover of morning stars, 
 and your eyes flicker open in the dimness of old beginnings. it is faded along 
the edges from the expanse of reality; you are monochrome in a world of 
vibrancy 

click. 

fingertips are bound to frigidity as you run them under the faucet, icicles form from 
cells and the imprint of time stamps you awake; your eyes drift towards swirling sink 
water. 
it is moving while you are still. 

click. 

winter’s breeze nips at your bare skin as you shiver; 
the bus arrives with a groan of exhaustion 
and climbing it, you realize how alone you truly are. 
you hold the railing and feel the sway of the bus as it comes to life. click. 
numbers swirl around your mind, clouding your thoughts and you are 
submerged into submission; 
 under the medication of reality—a pill you take daily. beware the side 
effects of longing and despondency 

click. 

the rain pelts you in pitter patters of mortality, 
and you stare at gray skies, soaked under the cover of reprieve. you wonder where 
your God is, 
feeling the side effects of reality seep in 
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click. 

dig your hands into the Earth, feeling life ingrained into your being, chaining yourself to 
this moment, before it disappears far too quickly. you take a moment to just breathe,
watching foggy breaths swirl in front of you. 

click. 

close your eyes after succumbing to exhaustion; 
it dwells in your bones, and you are reborn in this nightmarish bliss. grief washes over 
you, for the day you have squandered, and you pop another pill of reality. 

click.

KatieAnn Nguyen is a 15 year old Hmong-Vietnamese American who lives in California, US. To
her, writing is about the freedom of expression, an extension of who she is. It is her hope that
one day her work will be able to touch someone and help them through their own experiences.
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Alligator Dreams - Poem
By Palmer Smith

I had a dream last night, Doc. It was unlike the usual ones.
I was a little girl again, wearing a white silk dress. I had a bow in my hair—my head was aching.
I didn’t quite know where I was until I heard the marsh waters’ soft hiss.
You don’t know that hiss, because you’ve never been to the South. But I can tell you now once you
hear it once,
you never forget it again.
The hiss really is the swaying of the marshes themselves.
One leaf touches the next.
All of the sudden you have choir singing before you.
The marshes surround one part of the lane.
I saw my father’s tractors around the fence, stalled.
It was sunset—that purple pink orange combination.
I was alone and felt this aloneness with deep gratitude.
I made an intent pause at every Oak on the lane. I ran my fingers across the bark.

I crawled on this limb’s edge.
So, nothing really happened in the dream.
All I ended up doing was sitting the middle of the lane at the end of the dream, 
dissecting and memorizing
every single detail of these Oaks, looking at their evergreen glow. The Angel Oaks.
It was a comforting dream. Don’t worry.
I know you’ve been worried about me.
Now I can’t get the Oaks out of my head.
Mother and father must have been away at a party in Charleston.
The mosses kept swinging and I saw a gigantic alligator nearby the lane, popping its head up because it
sensed I was there.
Its eyes were closed.

Palmer is a graduate of Sarah Lawrence College and an incoming MFA and MA student. She has
written for Refresh Magazine, The Online Journal for Person-Centered Dermatology, Sea Maven
Magazine, Calm Down Magazine, level: deepsouth and The Remington Review, with work forthcoming
in The Scissortail Quarterly. Her Instagram is spdevsmithwriter.
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WANDERLUST-A HEART’S LONGING - Poem
By Tanvi Nagar

 
My heart aches for another breeze to brush by me gently,

My road of life is shaped by the curvaceous path of destiny,
My dwelling is in every creek, in every cave by the mountainside,
I don’t have a solitary who keeps my secrets, in whom I confide,

I am not garlanded by pearls, I am adorned by the solar systems’ stardust,
I keep one foot after the other, inspired by my soul’s wanderlust.

 
My heart aches for the dingy forests and scent of the fresh roses,
I do not regret over the roads in life I have left behind, unchosen,

I am enchanted by this stupendous world, by every blue river and stream,
I seek pleasure in the untruthfulness of my illusionistic dreams,

I do not wish to bear the weight of the finest of silk nor purest gold,
I only yearn that mysteries of this world, with my wanderlust, I can unfold. 

 
When my heart aches for the magic of nature, the brilliant shades of rainbows,

I am not bound to choose the grassy road neither the one with snow,
I do not reside in the lavish houses in the country,

The lap of nature is enough to soothe my weary body,
My pockets are filled with emptiness like the core of my longing heart,

This immortal longing of mine is satisfied by nature’s exquisite art. 
My aching heart desires to see all of life’s zillion hues,
For my soul’s lust for adventure, the earth is it’s muse,
With nothing more than an ignited desire of adventure,
I have no tales to tell of heroism, cowardice or valour,

Yet, wanderlust takes upon my soul in a thousand different ways,
It is this unusual desire that shapes my destiny, the world says.

 
Tanvi Nagar, 16, belongs to Haryana, India and is a student at Delhi Public School, Gurgaon. She has
been writing for the past eight years and is passionate about public speaking, travelling, playing sports

and reading. She has contributed to national newspapers like ‘The Times of India’ and ‘Hindustan
Times’; magazines like the ‘Neev Magazine’ and ‘Children’s World’ and anthologies like ‘The Last

Flower of Spring’ and ‘Riding on a Summer Train’ by Delhi Poetry Slam; ‘The Great Indian
Anthology’ by Half Baked Beans and ‘She the Shakti’ by Authors Press. She is the Editor in her school

and has authored three books titled, ‘A Treasure Trove of Poetic Wonderland’ ‘A Bountiful of
Rhythmic Stories’ and ‘My Book of Short Stories and Poems’ and two research papers which were

published in the International Journal of Multidisciplinary Educational Research.
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Whimsy is Derived - Poem
By Anthony Salandy

Nutmeg bears witness
To brutal domesticity
Where simmering pots
Serenade the steps
Of motherly embrace,

Where tight are false curls
And apron strings wound into submission
And abused all the same
As the wearer who sips mulled wine
questions why frost always rests

So delicately along the door frame,
As each morning she wakes
To undisturbed sheets
And canalized love
Ornately packaged and bound,

For deprivation is artful in domination
And momentary gratification indulges
Falsehoods that transgress
Attempts at freedom,
Until frozen, the turkey sits

As keys and false promises depart
With winds frigid and telling.

Anthony is a mixed-race poet & writer whose work tends to focus on social inequality throughout
late-modern society. Anthony travels frequently and has spent most of his life in Kuwait jostling
between the UK & America. Anthony's work has been published 120 times. Anthony has 1
published chapbook titled 'The Great Northern Journey'. Twitter/Instagram: @anthony64120 
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An Entangled Sky - Poem
By Lydia Strohfeldt 

I was out late tonight
walking the streets until the sun 
got sick of me. 

I stood for a long while
under a woven sky, 
watching the hues of blue and orange 
entangled in one another,
before the lights eventually
went out. 

Part of me wanted 
to tear them apart;
to see the atmosphere crack open 
and the stars reduce themselves 
to candles,
mourning. 

What can I say? 
I get a little jealous of the Earth
and her resilience. 
After millions of years 
stuck in the same cycle
of ups every morning 
and downs every night. 

Still, she manages to look 
that beautiful.
Still, she manages to make
that much love. 
I guess that’s why I think of her
as a woman. 
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With her back finally to me 
in a veil of darkness
and the street lamps flickering to life
like pitiful understudies,
I apologised and wandered home. 

Lydia Strohfeldt is a 22 year old Melbourne based writer. She is currently studying literature,
journalism and music at Monash University. Her work is interested in feminine identity, self-
image, relationships (both romantic and familial), as well as storytelling as social activism.
Lydia has recently been published in Lot's Wife, The Dead Magpie, Dreamlism Zine and Bloom
Magazine. 
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At the Lake - Poem 
By Arundhathi Anil 

At the lake you stooped over me
And placed an adolescent kiss on my cold peeling lips;
A flickering stay of your Old Mariner’s gaze
Set roses, raspberries and red lilies ablaze.
Hands circling my untouched waist
I blinked; you threw me in the lake.

Popping ears like popping bottles,
Mossy floor slipping and sliding beneath my feet,
Weightless steps and voiceless cries,
And eyes that stung like twin gaping wounds. 

I learned to swim in the village brook,
I learned to cuss in the village school,
So, I rose like the sun above the lake
And swore wile things alongside your name.

Since then I oft stroll by the lake
Of hurt, of innocence and of spiteful lust,
Oft by its shore I sit and wait, 
And look in with Echo’s sardonic eyes,
And underneath its stoic stillness spy
The corpse of a young, doting maid.

Arundhathi Anil is an English Literature student at the University of York, UK. Her poem
Silence was recently published in the 2020 Poetry Marathon Anthology. Her poetry has also
appeared in several online poetry blogs, social media platforms and her own personal blog. 
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Every Witch They Couldn’t Burn - Poem
By Ayesha Khan

With every witch they burned away
songs and poems burned with her. 
With every careful and careless slip
of words that passed her lips,
they pushed her down further. 

With every word that rang too true, held too much weight,
Stitch your lips together, tighten your jaw and clench your teeth.
Only ever say things they’d agree 
with, in a tender voice that sounds so sweet,
perhaps among us, someone like me 
has sung them a song too sweet,
for they've fallen into a good winter night’s sleep.

If I hit the right notes, their eyes light up,
like mine when I see new art put up.
Oh and they admire art too,
but for its price and not its heart
they often look at me like that too.

Sick of suffocating,
I wish I could wander
an empty museum, all alone.
Freely walk and wonder,
stop at whatever feels like home.

Somewhere in the back of my fifteen year old head
there's an archive of memories I've neglected,
discarded, partly to keep my sanity protected.

Eyes would follow me
and I didn't understand.
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Who painted a composition so neat?
that they followed, focused
all of us, we don't want to understand.

I know now, they looked at me like they looked at art.
They are blind to anything the strokes have to say, their eyes so dark,
they empathize in dressed up kindness that they wear to prove their heart.
They complain I play the victim but
they seem to forget they gave me the part.

I have watched too many dreams wither away
with eyes closed, like an affirmation, they say, 
“The war is over, sit back, you're safe.”

The cobblestone path leading to the marble floors
are all lined with withering daisies that never bloomed.
The ground here won't care, ashes don’t help grow hope.

While the art overflows,
the broken beg for more,
perhaps they just want to feel less alone.

And it isn't over.
while I can watch them burn my sisters.

Some aren't hostile, because they think I'm beautiful
as if that is all I mean. I try to communicate with speech full
of words they despise, just call us ungrateful.

I have thought this through before
maybe I should stop asking for more
maybe my freedom is all they can accommodate and that 
they cannot let the rest go.

But I know I am not.
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I am still locked up,
for whenever I try to wake them up,

they don't seem to hear me 
they're too used to songs too sweet
whenever we hit a true note they disagree

and go back to sleep
in their darkness they dream
of the dark forever, to keep
telling us 
what we have is enough.

They draw together their curtains and live in the dark.
they hope we don't find each other, that we simply pull ourselves apart,
like loose threads in a tapestry that is easy to discard.

I put myself in their shoes 
they don't fit, but they don't have to.
And for a minute I get why they do what they do.

For every witch
they couldn't burn has started fires they couldn't contain,
fires that burn still.
the yellow embers in daisies that grew around their graves.

The piles of poetry we put on paper in secrecy,
they thought we were silent as they slept.
But we wrote what we wanted to scream.

They burned our art
everything they could turn to dust
except for what we made in the dark

The gold does shine through the ashes- it remains
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we may be remembered or erased
but the fight in our bones cannot be burned away.

They would never hear us
they've locked their homes, they dwell inside,
our voices muffled.
They don't have to hear us,
we can rise in silence.

The ones who sit still 
won't be remembered.
They will be forgotten,
unlike grief, art or poetry,
your fire will cease to burn quickly,
of which you have dreamed so loudly.

I can hear echoes of their dreams
we can hear echoes of their visions
time will tell, if it's approaching or fading

As long as our trust in them is blind,
as long as we trust more than we look for lies,
they're lucky,
they rule a world with empty minds.

Ayesha Khan is a seventeen year old from India, born and raised in Qatar. She is a writer,
artist and photographer who tells stories using witches, myth and metaphors to carry her
characters through unbalanced realities.
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437 Wilton Street (A Brick Story) - Prose
By Zach Murphy 

Charlie’s wistful heart tingles as he pulls up to 437 Wilton Street, the apartment building from
his childhood. Everything is gone but the skeleton of a structure and the echoes of Charlie’s
memories. You can board up the windows, but you can’t cross out the souls that once occupied
the walls. 

Every Saturday night, the entire block would light up with a Fourth of July jubilance. Dueling
music speakers battled to steal the humid air at full volume. The Ramones shouted to the
rooftop. Bruce Springsteen crooned to the moon. And Sam Cooke sang to the heavens.

Out in the street, Rich used to show off his candy red Mustang. Rich thought he was a lot cooler
than he actually was. His hair grease looked like a mixture of egg yolks and cement. Charlie
hasn’t forgotten the time that Rich revved up his ride in front of the whole neighborhood, only
to blow the engine. As everybody laughed, Rich’s face blushed redder than his broken car. 

Shawn was the tallest human that Charlie had ever seen. He dribbled the basketball on the
bubblegum-stained concrete like he had the world in his hands. He never did make it to the
pros, though. But he did become a pro of another kind. Charlie hadn’t heard about Shawn in
years until the day a familiar voice spoke through the television. It was a commercial for a
landscaping business — aptly named Shawn’s Professional Landscaping. 

Charlie wished that he were older. Then, maybe he might’ve gotten noticed by his first crush,
Henrietta. He’d often daydream about her curly hair, sparkly lip gloss, and mysterious eyes.
Sometimes when Charlie passed by her door, he’d hear loud yelling and harsh bangs. Wherever
she is now, he hopes that she’s safe and happy.

TJ always treated Charlie like a little brother. He’d even give him extra cash for snacks every
single week. Charlie always admired TJ’s bright red Nike shoes. One day, TJ got arrested by the
cops in front of Charlie’s very own eyes. It turned out that TJ was selling a certain kind of
product, and it wasn’t chocolates. 

Charlie’s grandma cooked the most delicious spaghetti. It smelled like love. The sauce was 
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made from fresh tomatoes that she grew on the building’s rooftop. Charlie still thinks of her
sweet smile with the missing front tooth, and the big, dark moles on her cheeks. The cancer
eventually got to her. When she was put to rest, Charlie was forced to go into a new home. But
it wasn’t really a home. The memories from that place are the ones that Charlie permanently
boarded up in his mind.

After snapping out of his trance, Charlie picks up a decrepit brown brick from the building and
sets it on the passenger side floor of his pristine Cadillac. When he arrives back at his quaint
house in a quiet neighborhood, he places the brick in the soil of his tomato garden and smiles.

Zach Murphy is a Hawaii-born writer with a background in cinema. His stories appear in Reed
Magazine, Ginosko Literary Journal, The Coachella Review, Mystery Tribune, Yellow Medicine
Review, Ellipsis Zine, Drunk Monkeys, Wilderness House Literary Review, and Flash: The
International Short-Short Story Magazine. His forthcoming chapbook “Tiny Universes”
(Selcouth Station Press) is due out in Spring 2021. He lives with his wonderful wife Kelly in St.
Paul, Minnesota.
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You Brought Me Color - Prose 
By Henley James 

Love. It's such a strange concept, isn't it? Placing your heart in the hands of someone else,
as if it wasn't fragile. Fragile enough to crack and break and the tiniest constriction. And yet,
we still give our hearts, our love, away to people, trusting them as if they couldn't destroy it,
destroy our entire being, with the simplest of actions.

I don't really remember much from the young years of my life, other than screaming,
fighting, glass shattering on walls. Watching the love I thought would last forever fall apart
right in front of me.

After that, I never quite believed in love, barely even thought of it. I watched as my parents
fell out of it over the first few years of my existence and the only thing I knew of love was
the fact that it hurt people, broke people, destroyed trust, and destroyed family. If I really
think about it, I hated love for it was the thing that broke me apart. My life grew dark,
monotone, all blacks and whites, and greys.

That was until I saw you. You were sitting there with your friends, the sky dark and
overcast behind you. But as I watched you, I saw you tilt your head back and laugh at one of
the silly jokes your friend said. And then the sun peeked its rays of brightness from behind
the darkness and shone down on you, highlighting you, surrounding you in its halo of light.
And for the first time in years, I saw color.

It was the brown of your eyes I noticed first. They weren't molten pools of gold, like the
brown eyes I've read about. No, they were deep and mysterious yet they twinkled with a
dazzling emotion I hadn't felt in forever. Joy. Your entire being radiated it. I would notice it
as I walked past you in the halls. After that, I noticed the blue of the sky and green of the
grass, the whiteness of your teeth, the rainbow posters on the school halls I never took the
time to think about before, the blue linoleum tiles. The pink of your lips as you smiled.

After seeing you that fateful day in the courtyard, my life became more colorful, more
vivid, more... bright.

Ever since then my eyes would stray to you in the halls, in the bleak classrooms- but even 

You Brought Me Color // Henley James 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



the unremarkable atmosphere was more exuberant if you were there. I couldn't stop the
corners of my lips from tilting up whenever I saw you in the crowd, the smile that
seemingly never left your face.

As time went on, I still couldn't gain the courage to go up to you. Every time you turned
your head in my direction, my gaze would slip to the ground no matter how much I just
wanted to stare into your eyes and marvel at the color which was so unique to me.

My mother was surprised when I came home one day, a small smile gracing my lips as I
recounted you blushing and waving when you caught my staring at you. I, being the shy
person I am, swiftly turned away. But I could not get the image out of my head. Your
cheeks a sweet red, a soft look in your eyes, wonder maybe, as you slightly lifted your hand
and waved. As I thought about it, that was the first time I started to think about love again.

Could I be falling for you? No, impossible, I decided. I hadn't even spoken a word to you.
Mayhaps you did live in my mind at all hours of the day, your eyes and smile being the first
and last thing I thought about. But surely that didn't mean I was in love.

Right?

Oh, boy was I wrong. But I wouldn't realize that until a year later when you broke up with
your girlfriend of eight months after she cheated on you. You know how they say when you
love someone you should feel joy at their happiness? I tried to- I really did. But when I saw
you with her my heart would hurt. Just the tiniest bit. Honestly, I hated seeing you with her.
But the hurt I felt seeing you hold someone else in your arms was nothing compared to the
pain of seeing you cry. I remember this moment strongly, the day I first realized that I truly
was in love with you.

It was 3:45 P.M. on the last day of junior year. The sun was shining bright on the pavement
as I walked out of the school, later than everyone else because I took extra time to go
through everything in my locker. I stood there for a solid five minutes, basking in the sun
before I heard it. Fast, shuddering breaths. I followed the sound to the side of the school
where I saw you, hands clutching your head, and for the first time, no smile on your face.
Instead, there was a frown joined by tears streaming down your cheeks and 

You Brought Me Color // Henley James 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



your back was bent as if you were carrying a large boulder on your shoulder, weighing you
down.

I immediately dropped everything I was holding and rushed to your side. I fell to my knees
in front of you and watched as your head lifted and you gaped at me in confusion. I had
heard the rumors that day, about what happened between you and her. I didn't want to
believe that someone could hurt you. I didn't want you to be in pain. But here we were, your
face crumpled in a way I never wanted to see it again. Gently, I grabbed your hands in one
of my own and used the other to softly wipe the tears from your face.

"Hey, look at me," I said. "Everything will be okay." Before I knew what was happening,
your arms were wrapped around me and your head was buried in my neck and I was holding
you as you sobbed. "I'm here," I murmured.

And that was the day I decided, I would give you my fragile heart, no matter the risks of
you shattering it into a million pieces because I know all those pieces would lead me back to
you. Whether or not you loved me, I realized I loved you. And I would never stop.

Henley James is a young girl from Washington who lives with her chaotic family of seven-
along with her dog and cats. She's an avid reader and writer who has a tendency to act out
her scenes. Her dream is to help people in any way possible- preferably as an author.
 

You Brought Me Color // Henley James 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



What does all of it mean? - Prose
By SaraJane Devereaux 

There’s pain in learning and moving forward. But there’s also an adventure to achievement
that we all really, truly, want to have and know. I believe that the only way our heart learns,
is to fail or experience rejection. That’s how we can move forward. 

I strive for opportunity and risk, because there is risk that comes with opportunity. Risk
teaches us life, because risks are just small bits of life. When someone accepts a job, they’re
taking a risk of being fired. When someone falls in love, they are risking heartbreak. 

We gain wisdom as we get older. Some of us have the nature of wisdom already in us from
a young age, some of us need to experience and mature. We can’t plan wisdom out, it
comes to us. Yet, some people think they are wise when they are really just conflicted. We
can have ambition, and not know what to do with it. What we can do is put it towards good,
towards freedom and justice for all, truthfully. 

We have teachable moments about attitude. We have the skillfulness to satisfy our power
and not let it control us. We teach what it means to value success and humility. 
But, in the end, what does all of it mean?

SaraJane Devereaux is a writer from Las Vegas, Nevada. SaraJane plans to write books
and her number one goal is to become a New York Times Bestselling Author. SaraJane has
previously been published in Ice Lolly Reivew's Issues 3-5, and Issue 1 of Blue Things Zine.
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The Blades of Becoming - Prose
By Dakota Bruderman

I am two years old; I see the Beaverettes glide across the ice like feathers being blown in the
wind. Their skates smoothly slide as the girls dance like princesses on a December night.
The Beaverettes wear dresses that sparkle like stars in a night sky, and I see crowns of
snowflakes on their heads as they spring into the air. The Beaverettes spin, jump, and twist
with poise and smiles on their faces. They swing their legs as long as giraffes into one move
after the next before they spin for what seems to be hours. And to think that these girls
started out like me.

That same month, I went to my first figure skating practice. From the moment that I ]
first step onto the ice, I feel like a rocket ship blasting off into outer space. Even though I
look more like I am in a marching band than on an ice rink, I feel just like the Beaverettes. I
can see my warm breath in the freezing air, and I feel a hard surface beneath my skates.
With my twenty jackets and my friends by my side, I waddle around the rink like an
overweight penguin as I laugh with the rest of my figure skating family.  

As the years go by, every new move becomes more advanced than the last, so the 
amount of friends in my group starts dropping like ornaments on Christmas. Soon, there is
no one left to carpool with or to talk to in the locker room. When I look down at the ice, I
only see one pair of blade marks instead of eight, but I practice my moves anyway. One
day, while I am in the middle of my loop jump, I don’t feel the ground when I reach for it.
Suddenly, I am falling backwards like a domino, but there is nothing I can do to protect
myself. I am like my calculator almost every day as I hit the floor and feel my batteries fall
out. I expect to hear ambulances and EMTs asking if I am alright; instead, I hear my coach
order me to get up and try again. I am ready to burst like my anger is a balloon with too
much air in it, but I do what I am told anyway. I repeatedly practice my loop jump like the
endpoint of a circle until one day I finally land it.

On a March day the next year, my mother receives an email from my coach inquiring
if I would like to join the Beaverettes! I can not believe my ears, but when I discover that I
must first pass a skills test, I feel as if I had just swallowed a lead weight. For the next nine
months, I wake up as early as a rooster every Saturday and Sunday to prepare for my test.
My testing day arrives in a blink, and I lace up my skates in the locker room. The
atmosphere is as still as a statue, and there isn’t a sound to be heard. As I skate onto the ice
in my black dress, I see the lone judge scribbling away on her clipboard and looking like
she just ruined her new suede shoes. As I begin my test, my hands tremble while I 
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while I smell the judge’s perfume from the opposite side of the rink. I finish, so now all I
can do is wait.

A week later, I received the news that I passed my test - I am finally a Beaverette! I 
am now a complete puzzle after so many years of missing a piece. I join the Beaverettes at
practice starting that very day, and performance day arrives before I know it. I glide across
the ice like a feather blowing in the wind, and my dress sparkles like a starry night. I am a
firework, a child on her birthday morning, and a shooting star. I explode with excitement,
happiness, and pride, and I feel like a rocket ship as I did on my very first day of practice.
My hair flies behind me and I take my final bow. I look around, I hear a tsunami of
applause, and I see a little girl with a spark in her eyes staring at me.

Dakota Bruderman is a fourteen year old girl who is in ninth grade at Friends Academy on
Long Island, New York. She enjoys writing about topics that she is passionate about, both
through formal writing and through more creative approaches. She dislikes when people
treat her as if she is insignificant, and she believes that young people can make a difference
in the world. Dakota's goal is to positively impact other people's lives, whether by bringing
a smile to their face or by letting them know that they are not alone. Some of her hobbies
include skating, painting, and reading. If her submission is accepted, Dakota hopes that her
writing will encourage others to share their voice as well. 
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