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Letter from the Editors

To our readers,

This journal represents what we fight for, or rather, what you fight for. 
Whether that fight be for social justice, global issues, the right to be 
heard, or even the fight to find yourself. We all face obstacles in our lives, 
but the trick is to identify what we fight for and how we can strive to find 
solutions. Perhaps what we fight for is to overcome the injustices that 
we face in our lives, or to amplify the voices of those that go unheard. In 
many cases, we fight for our own futures by striving to find what drives 
us. 

We hope that whatever your fight is, you find the strength to overcome 
and prosper. We hope that you find solace in viewing the works of art 
published in this issue because no matter what your fight is, there is 
always someone going through something similar.

Remember what you fight for and why you fight for it, finding comfort in 
your ability to win.

Your editors,

Mehreen Ali
Clarissa Corral
Omar Alvarez
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Sisters
by Isang Kaluluwa

She stands in the background,
quiet with loud sound.
For years, she’s lived,

her own well-being, she fibbed.
Dark in the shadow,

she observed two lights grow.
The larger light became her guiding star,
a blazing warmth always ahead so far.

The smaller light became her flashlight,
a comfort in the dark with no sight.

She cries in the background,
yelling with her mouth bound.

For months, she’s breathed,
her own emotions seethed.

Merged with the black,
she watched two lights crack.
The larger light flew up high,

but the sun and moon wanted Her to escape the sky.
The smaller light aimed for the stars,

but the sun and moon wanted Her to reach for Mars.

She paces in the background,
screeching thoughts going around.

For days, she’s reflected,
her own beliefs corrected.
Together with the murk,

she saw two lights overcome with work.
The larger light pleaded to come down,

but the sun and the moon would only frown.
The smaller light desperately avoided defeat,

and the sun and moon only crooned with conceit. 

She crawls from the background,
a silent voice barely found.

For hours, she’s moved,
her own revelation proved.

One with the abyss,
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she began to reminisce.
Of the two lights that gave her life,

but are now beset with strife.
The larger light became faint,

as She tried to escape restraint.
The smaller light became weary,

Her glow no longer cheery.

She struggles in the foreground,
the sun and moon confound.

For minutes, she’s intent,
her own ideals augment.
Gray against the night,

her being shivers in fright.
She knows that she does not belong,

but her lights keep her strong.
The larger light wanted to move away,

so she tried her hardest to make Her stay.
The smaller light burned too hot,

so she accepted Her heat without a thought.

She stands in the foreground,
battling to stay profound,

her quiet was downed.
For seconds, she’s resolved,

her own fear dissolved,
she could no longer be uninvolved.

Purple in the dawn,
her lights’ troubles to take on,
even if she becomes a pawn.

The larger light didn’t want to fall short,
so she gave her spirit in support.

The smaller light was ensnared by the dark,
so she tried to reignite Her with a spark.

She lies on the ground,
content with her lights around.

For years, she’s been ready,
fighting to keep her lights steady.

She’s still in the shadow, 
she cannot compare to their glow.

She smiles as they shine,
her role in life is now resigned.
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The Silhouette
by Mehreen Ali
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She had a name
by Victoria Ogunniyi

She had a name,
One that used to fill the minds 
And hearts of the people
Who loved her. 
Now it’s a word
That brings
tears.

She had a name,
That gave her a sense of
Identity and
Control. 
Now it’s a warning,
Filling us with 
fear.

She had a name,
The syllables turn in
My head every night
That I walk in 
The ghost of her
Footsteps.
It happened 
here.

A night, 
A moment,
In passing, 
A stranger,
A threat, 
An opportunity,
Atrocity ensued. 
A name gone, 
Stamped into the 
Earth, 
With the blood of evil
Still raw on our
Tongues.
I hate this aftertaste.

She had a name.
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See Me
by Iemaan Khiyani 

If you look into my eyes, 
You will see, 
A sea of sadness, 
A tower of tears, 
Wells of disappointment, 
Burnt out flames. 

You will see dimension, 
Sunlit smiles, 
Hopes and dreams 
Tucked away. 
You will see a soul, 
Yes, I do have one. 
But most importantly, 
You will see me. 

They all know I’m here. 
You all know who I am. 
And all of them, 
Know me, for only one thing. 
But, that one thing, 
Is only part of me. 
I am a human, 
Just like you. 
With abilities, 
And inabilities. 

But it seems that I am defined, 
Only by what I can not do. 
I am known, 
For only my incapabilities. 
Thus, I am a soul
Unknown. 

My smile, 
My sadness, 
My burnt out flames, 
Are wasted, 
In trying to make them 
See Me.
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RIP Gummy Bears
by Aitanna Nadala
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Grandma Gaga
by Victoria Ogunniyi

I.
Don’t chase boys named after rock stars, 
They’ll only break your heart.
When I was sixteen, your age now, I almost
Ran away with a twenty-three-year-old named
Elvis, and his older brother was named Paul.
Isn’t that funny? I was so in love, that I ignored
The fact that he lived in a trailer in the shady side of town
With nothing in it except an old refrigerator humming
The tune of “Live and Let Die,” you know that song by
The Wings, something about being young and living 
And then dying either way which was ironic
Because it should have been dead already, but
It kept humming old rock songs
As if guitar solos pumped through its veins. 
I think they keep refrigerator hearts inside the freezer,
It would rot otherwise.
“Hello, Goodbye,” 
“Hello, Goodbye,’’ 
“Hello, Goodbye.”
I met your grandfather on the way home. 
I think I stuck my thumb up in the darkness or
Maybe I didn’t and he just knew I wanted to,
Wanted a warm seat under me as I listen
To the honey of the radio.
“Hello, Goodbye,” 
“Hello, Goodbye,” 
“Hello, Goodbye.” 
It was his favorite song before he died from
His heart rotting in his chest. 
We never remembered that meat can spoil just like that right before our 
eyes.
With the snap of a finger, we always did that and bobbed 
Our heads to rhythmic revelations.
“Live and let die,” 
“Live and let die,” 
and sometimes
“Live and let live,” 
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“Live and let Live,” 
so now I’m living
While he died, but he’s still living somewhere off far away
Inside my mind. 
I wish I could pay him a visit in there,
But I lost it a long time ago. 
Brains don’t rot like hearts do.

II.
My grandmother was a lifeless lump,
Her eyes glazed over as she continued to talk
To the pillow she clutched tightly in her 
Varicose hands, her drool seeping into the case
Because she never remembered how to 
Take pauses anymore.
Her breaths remained unpunctuated.
Grandma was a time machine,
Each flick of her tongue transported
You back a few years, but never forward.
She could piece together the atoms of the past,
But never remembered her name or who she was
Or what she is, but we all knew what she would 
Become, sitting there with her brain 
Collapsing in on itself by the second.
This is phase two, the neurologist told me,
The warmth in his voice undone by the 
Glaring neatness of his white lab coat and
The oppressive whiteness of the walls in the clinic
Where grandma would soon die.
You see, her brain cells are dying at a rapid pace, 
Which is greatly impacting her cognitive function. 
Sadly, it will only get worse from here as time goes on.
And again, my mind goes back to the concept of time.
Today I am of sound mind, but any day now I
Will be a whirlwind of thoughts 
Unable to organize themselves, 
A sinking ship that knows it’s sinking, 
But has no other choice.
A victim of my own body.
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III.
Stage three is the hardest to stomach.
Grandma doesn’t talk anymore.
The electrical impulses in her brain have dulled
To the point where the only things she can do 
Are moan and violently jerk a muscle every now and then,
When the nurses change her incontinence diapers,
Or exercise her body to keep her from
Wasting away completely.
It’s going to be any day now.
Her brain is more death than organ,
Beckoning the rest of her body to join it in its
Vulnerabilities.
The lungs went next.
Pneumonia, it’s very common at this stage. 
With the brain gone, all bodily functions start their decline.
She was angry often, but
I couldn’t tell if how much of her was 
Actually reflected in it.
Don’t worry, she can’t control it.
Once the plaques and tangles take hold,
You become a shell of yourself,
A history unwound and chopped up
Into scattered molecules, 
Unstable and ready to collide.
I remember learning about particle accelerators,
A decade ago, in my freshman chemistry class,
And how chemists and physicists can charge up
Atoms and make them crash 
Into something new,
And I think of my grandma again,
How maybe they could take all the fragments
And forcibly make her whole again.
But these things never last for more than a few 
Milliseconds.
So, instead, I lean back on the plastic chair
Next to her bed, 
Tears indefinitely suspended in the corners of my eyes,
And watch her decompose
In silence.
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A Fake Reality
by Anooshay Aamir

Brilliant emerald eyes reflecting the sun, 
and the stars, 
and the moon, 
and the ocean... 
Everything, all at once. 
Freedom. 
Hearts devoid of pain, 
as light as the feather of a hummingbird. 
A breeze caressing over chins, 
with the gentleness of a mother embracing her child, 
the blue sky beckoning to us, 
claiming that we, too, belong among the clouds. 

We were once mountains, 
untouchable and free, 
but remain rocks, 
for the world to do with us as it pleases. 

We remain echoes, 
forever cursed to live our lives chasing time, 
losing ourselves in the memories of who we once were and what our life once 
was, 
clutching to them with a grip so tight, 
too tight, 
waiting and waiting for the inevitable to take us by the hand, 
and free us of this devastation. 

And all we have left of the world that was strapped from us, 
a world of certainty, 
possibility, 
hope and peace... are echoes. 

Now, we exist without existing, 
numbness and exhaustion creeping up our every bone. 
Surrounded by humans, 
we search for distraction and comfort, 
but find no humanity. 
We survive on bottles of champagne, 
and nights spent gagging at the stars, 
connecting constellations, 
and wondering when we will be a part of them. 
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The Beast Within
by Fred-Ritchel Balthazar
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Death of a sort
by Aitanna Nadala 

When I was young, 
I thought about death, 
of ending it all, 
of leaving my last breath, 
of closing my eyes, 
of allowing my heart to rest, 
of having my mind finally experience peace. 

But as I continue to walk through life 
in this confusing, broken, and damaged state, 
I came to realize 
how much I would truly hate that. 
How much I would look back and realize I died, 
a silent death. 

I came to realize, 
I would hate leaving the world without 
a mark, a print, a point, 
without some kind of proof that I existed, 
that I exist. 

So, 
I’ll postpone death at the moment. 
I want my death to leave the world in ruins. 
I want my death to leave an impact. 
Truth be told, not even something significant but, 
to be something of beauty, 
of importance. 

To be fireworks,
that rise and explode in brilliance. 
Something beautiful, yet dangerous. 
To be a comet in its fiery glory streaking the sky, 
then disappear with an icy tail on the horizon. 
A once in a lifetime encounter. 
To be a distant memory, 
untraceable in time and space. 
Yet present in the mind. 
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I came to realize, I don’t want to die. 

Truth be told, 
I may be asking too much, 
I may be too ambitious, 
I may be selfish. 

But, 
to be remembered, 
to change a viewpoint, 
to at least make a rip in the fabric of time, 
that’s of importance to me. 
So, that’s what I’ll do. 
I’ll make sure to die Beautifully, 
Gloriously, 
Brilliantly, 
Exhausting myself to the very last drop. 

To use my life to the fullest. 
To live my life to the fullest. 

That’s what I’ll do. 
That’s how I’ll die
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Someday
by Aitanna Nadala 

Someday,
I want to look at myself and say, 
“I’m proud of you.” 

Someday, 
I want to look at what I’ve created
and not have the desire to 
Burn it, 
Erase it, 
Dismantle it, 
or Curse its being out of existence. 

Someday, 
I would sincerely love  
to be Happy about what I’ve done,
to be Content, 
Satisfied, 
to be Alright, 
to be Proud. 

“Someday” 
I’m working towards that, 
working towards that someday. 

Right now, 
I have urges to hate what I’ve made. 
But, I’m trying hard to fight those impulses. 

To let myself breathe, 
To take a moment, 
To look, 
To feel, 
To truly see the beauty in what I’ve done. 
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I admit it’s hard at times. 
I’ve acted on my impulses.
I know, and I’m working on it. 

Because I want to feel that “Someday.” 
To feel that “Someday” feeling
when things are Alright. 
when things are Beautiful. 
when things are Enough. 
To feel that pride, 
not only in my craft, 
but in Me. 

Someday. 
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