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Life is Good

Life is good

but living is better

put your coat on

and endure the weather

and then, when the tumultuous

storm is done,

problems, once many,

have diminished to one:

What once was existence

is now colored living

and through all receiving,

through all giving,

you'll watch from above

as the days speed by

like the Great Avalanche

upon mountain high.

-Anabelle Harden

 - Photos by Sam Veith
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Starlight 
they say the stars are forever moving and never staying still,

always circling around the earth and spinning like a wheel.

once upon a time they painted pictures in the sky,

illuminating a whole new world and serving as a guide. 

there's a scientific explanation of how stars are made of course,

involving hydrogen and helium and gravitational force -

but I prefer to believe their creation was at the command of a heavenly voice. 

there's a magic about them that seems unexplainable.

just like you, who always know me inside-out

and I will never quite understand how,

the stars are a constant light for the earth

that won't ever let us down. 

I realize that there are unknown galaxies and planets far, far away

but I find comfort in knowing that you're my star, and that you are here to stay. 

- Caroline Bartholomew

- Grace Kauffman-Rosengarten









17

Grenade continued
?Private Glass, get your ass up. We?re being attacked.? John was roused from his slumber in accompaniment to 

the sounds of gunfire, explosions and screams. It was supposed to be the day when the Vietnamese rested and 
celebrated their New Year, but today they had chosen to attempt to surprise attack the occupying U.S. forces. John 
picked up his military-issue M-16 assault rifle and left the barracks. 

He was greeted with the sight of chaos like he had never seen before, even after a year of war. It was supposed 
to be a holiday, but instead of spending time with their families the enemies were trying to kill them. He looked 
around and saw the body of Riley, one of his only friends in this hellhole. John had no time to mourn, however. He 
was standing in a meadow, and there was a Vietcong soldier right in front of him. He found himself transfixed by this 
soldier for some reason. The soldier had long, wavy black hair and intense dark eyes and seemed to be carrying no 
gun, only a large belt of grenades. 

Instinctively John reached for his gun to shoot the enemy combatant facing him, but he found that his gun had 
gone missing. He looked down and saw some grenades strapped to Riley?s belt. He picked the grenades off the ground 
and lobbed one forwards. Suddenly his hand felt very cold. He looked up and saw that the soldier had thrown a 
grenade at him as well. John blocked the grenade with his arm and it fragmented into tiny, sparkling, white particles. 
John rushed at the soldier at full speed. As John snapped the enemy?s neck, he heard the soldier?s last words: ?John, are 
you OK?? 

John looked around and saw that the battlefield was empty and covered in thick, white snow.

- Krishna Kahn

- Amy Goldfischer
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Yellow Morning

He lifted her into his lap, a tear smearing against his arm, leaving spots of dampness matting the hair on 
his arms.  Her damp overalls scratched against her thighs, the wet seeping into her already soaked skin.  She 
rested her head on his chest, clenching his shirt in her hand, her fingernails leaving perfect crescent moons in her 
calloused palm.  She let her eyes unfocus, causing the whites and reds of his flannel to melt into one another, 
before being forced to blink, her eyes stinging from the tears.  He remained silent, he was a man of few words. He 
knew that there was nothing he could say to heal the sting of embarrassment that caused these tears.  Once she 
cried out all her sadness, she clambered out of his lap - her feet warm against the brittle, cold floorboards.  

She was seven years old when he left, but the reek of alcohol and smoke remained for several months 
afterwards.  Her mom would spend hours in the washing room, scrubbing the linens and couch cushions, 
desperately attempting to wash him out of their life. It became a sort of routine:  every morning she would wake 
her mom, and as she got ready for school, her mom would clean. Her mom did not have any time to wash her 
clothing, so a pile of dirty clothing began to grow higher and higher as the weeks went by, but she said nothing.  
After a few months, any smell of her dad, or his bad habits had been washed down the drain of their stainless 
steel sink.  Yet her mom continued this routine, and she began to think it was the only thing that kept her mom 
sane.  

Her only friend was Mary Ann, and they were in the same third grade class.  Mary Ann always raised her 
hand when the teacher asked a question and never asked for extra snack.  She was a goody two shoes, and that 
was the only reason she was allowed to come over.  They pretended they were witches, and made potions, 
spilling various liquids on the floor.  At one point her mom yelled up to them, making her promise not to make a 
mess.  They continued to play.  Mary Ann?s mother arrived, and they heard the clicking of the mothers? high 
heels as they walked up the stairs.  As her mom scanned the room, observing the mess, her eyes widened and 
then narrowed with anger.  She walked towards her furiously, slapping her.  The blood filled her cheeks, her face 
stinging.  

The cold had given her goosebumps, making the hair on her arms stand upright.  She was bundled up, 
wearing a fleece jacket under her down one, yet the cold still managed to seep through.  The orange streetlight 
reflected onto the shiny recently-soaked pavement. She stood, her knees locked, watching as the gas filled her 
small car.  The numbers changing almost immediately after they appeared, 6 turning to 8, 3 turning to 9 and so 
on.  It was a yellow morning, the sort of yellow that has a sleepy feeling to it.

- Madeleine Coss

-  Grace Kauffman-Rosengarten
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Untitled Poem

when I was

a little child 

I thought the

world was flat, lifeless 

waiting to be reborn by 

someone, I was wrong. 

ghosts wallow the streets

waiting for a moaning soul 

to take over, and love through another. 

taken over. Turned into 

something I am not 

I have learned;

immortality 

is being. 

- FCS Poetry Club

- Anne Pizzini

- Anne Pizzini
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- Amy Goldfischer
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     Shattered Lenses continued

     "I'm tired." she sighed out softly. His eyebrows moved further up his face but the angry look stayed, this time with 
recognition in his eyes. Good, she had thought, he knows what's going on. But it was evident that what he knew, and 
what she thought didn't matter as he shook his head violently. She tried to pull back but at his hand held onto her, 
clamplike and unyielding. She kept trying and trying to disengage herself from him but he held on hard, his angry eyes 
boring into hers. Then suddenly, almost like déjà vu, and she was dealing with their tragic romance once again. She 
didn't have much chance to blink her eye and snatch her new, beloved glasses off quickly before his angry fist 
connected with her face. The familiar shocking pain made her remember then that it was not the glasses that made 
her confident. It was this pain. In a sick sort of way, the pain she experienced from him made her believe that if she 
could deal with this, she could deal with being on her own. She knew then that the glasses did not give her confidence, 
rather they hid her lack of confidence. When she had looked in the mirror she had realized the hesitance that was 
always equipped to her face was gone and replaced by something...new. She had felt reborn; no longer was she the girl 
hiding bruises and black eyes behind makeup and glasses, and no longer the girl who contemplated over silent endings 
to all her miseries and mistakes. She had a name.

     There were a few more punches that came afterwards, which she expected would come. Every time he started he 
always had to put in a few more so that his anger would fade away. She knew she should have done it in a more public 
place, instead of being private behind the school, but she knew how anger bottled up inside him. She knew how 
important it was for him to release it somewhere. She was even jealous of him sometimes because he could release the 
blind rage that violently sucked him in. She wished that she could be a black hole, in the sense that she could let her 
emotions take her away too. 

     After a few curses, and some yelling that she blocked out, he eventually walked away. She believed he said 
something along the lines of, This isn't over, but she blocked it out. She looked at her new glasses on the ground, one 
of the lenses broken, but the beauty still there. She remembered the happiness and gratitude she had felt when her 
mother had said yes to that two hundred dollar pair of glasses. She knew what she was asking for was crazy, but those 
glasses were her. She felt a connection there, like if she had them she would actually see better now. And she had, but 
she had paid the ultimate price for it. 

        She picked up her glasses and tucked them into her into the pocket of his varsity sweater gently, taking the 
utmost care of them. She chided herself for not giving him the sweater while he had been there. She pulled out her 
spare pair and slipped them on her face, once again becoming invisible to the world. Slowly she turned and walked 
briskly down the road to go home.

        If there was one thing she was happy about in all of this mess, it was the fact that she had picked the glasses that 
were eligible for a 30 day warranty.

- Zaakiyah Rogers
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- Jack Corell & Alec Clothier

Ink

Spilled out across the desk, barely 

touching barren pages

It covers everything in a thick coat

so little space for one gaping line.

- Ink Magazine Staff

Pen

The magnificent quill pen waited expectantly on my 
desk

To soar once more aided by my gentle grasp, a 
child?s hand flying a model airplane

unexplored air surrounds

as I turn to see

a patchwork quilt of farmland, growing words 
eloquent and rich.

-Ink Magazine Staff




