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“Tired of lying in the sunshine, 
staying home to watch the rain

You are young and life is long, 
and there is time to kill today 

And then one day you find 
ten years have got behind you

No one told you when to run, 
you missed the starting gun”

-David Gilmour
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The Truth of Spring

People may say 
Spring, 
brings mother nature to stay. 
And I do not disagree, 
but is Spring just a castaway? 

Some may claim 
this season, 
brings us pain. 
And this time I agree, 
as with this 
comes the karma of Rain. 

You may declare 
Rain, 
brings the world welfare. 
But it is here that I disagree once more, 
as rain does not care, 
and is a separating force. 

That makes us alone and in despair.

Zhalae D
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Split Path Between Two



16

Zhalae D
aneshvari

Dreamland



17

Name Poem 
Hi, my name is Ryan Wong. 

Born in the suburbs of Denville, New Jersey

Which is still where I call home 

My name causes some confusion 

A last name of Asian descent 

Given to a kid of Italian heritage 

Don’t get me wrong, lo mein is always a delight 

But nothing compares to the homemade lasagna cooked every Christmas Eve 

People hear my last name and don’t expect me to look the way that I do 

An Italian with an Asian last name?

 I think that it is a wonderful blend

 One name with two personalities 

A mix of two cultures that blends together beautifully .

Sometimes I do not always fit the norm 

My tastes for music differ 

From the rap culture of today 

But for the most part I tend to fit in 

A high school male looking to get good grades 

And achieve success out on the football field 
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Life at home is never boring 

Despite only having one brother 

It feels like it’s a family of ten 

Always trying to get from place to place 

With very little time on our hands 

As I grow older 

I dream of things that are yet to be 

Where will I go to college? 

What will I do with my life? 

Will I get married and have kids?

Those are all questions for a later time 

For now, I try to enjoy myself 

I can only be young once

Ryan W
ong
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Ariadne, unwritten 
 
        They tell you that Theseus came first because Theseus’ story was the first time 
they bothered to immortalize her blood in ink. She imagines the ink changing 
from a raw, human red to the black of night and streaking its path across the page 
as if to say, I belong. Listen to me. Ariadne knows men wrote the books, that she was 
an afterthought, a love for Theseus, the cruel killer, the ever-human boy.
        The palace was a lonely place. Minos whispered in her ear, fragile like moth 
wings, the current of a restless sea that she ‘was all the royal family had.’ In his words, 
young Ariadne heard the whispers of ‘and it is not enough.’
So Minos sought his luxury, and later, his revenge on Daedalus, who forced her 
mother to love a bull. (She is angry sometimes, if she can muster the emotion, 
but that is irrelevant. When has history bothered to consider her feelings?) She 
watched as her father built his maze. She plucked the strings on her lyre and read 
and danced through her days, loveless. 
        Then, Icarus came into the picture. He’d been on the periphery all along, but 
their friendship was new still. They walked through the gardens with their heavy 
preteen woes, laughed and cried and yearned together, dreamed up their futures 
and told stories about their pasts. 
        She remembers him as a slight boy with his gentle genius of a father, dark 
curls, and something bright and determined in his expression. She spent her days 
with him, then. Watching him make a fool of himself trying to work like Daeda-
lus, trying to teach him the lyre. Minos would frown at Icarus, admonish him 
when he could be bothered to look. Once, Ariadne recalls Minos leaning over, 
musing at her about what they would do with the boy once his father passed on.
She liked Icarus, though. She liked his big dreams and even bigger eyes; she 
liked that he was brash and didn’t care that she was a princess. She liked the way 
his delicate, childlike palms fed the birds every morning, and his laugh, which 
should have been medicine in its own right. 
        Maybe she loved him. She doesn’t know. Ariadne knows what it means to 
be admired and treasured, thrown about, discarded like an old toy, lest some 
well-intentioned boy realizes she is (was?) but a deformed doll. 
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        She thinks she loved Icarus. A part of her born from a brief life of hope and 
pain and a few thousand years under the ground tells her ‘he would have hurt you 
too. Such is the way of men.’ 
        But there is a raw ache every time she sees his fall on an urn, every time his 
legacy is reduced to hormonal hubris—as if he were nothing more than a boy di-
saster, a cautionary tale. They know his hubris; they know he was a foolish young 
man who fell and fell and sunk, heavy and made of lead instead of bone, melting 
wax in lieu of blood.  
        The lyre sings in the back of her mind, and she knows he laughed as he fell. 
He had been to the top of the world—how could he not? 
        Through all that, though, Adriane is inclined to agree with the voice, if only 
to pacify it. He would have hurt her, but he did not get the chance to. There 
remains Icarus, the one unsuspecting, unsung hero in Ariadne’s story.
        This is the one you’re more apt to hear. Theseus. Slew the Minotaur. Son of 
Poseidon, if those legends are to be believed. 
        Ariadne remembers the first time she saw him. She was reading, with Icarus 
doodling on his papyrus, and she had gaped. Embarrassingly, openly. Icarus 
had followed her gaze, and with all the knowledge of a mere boy of sixteen, had 
smirked.
        From the moment he stepped foot in Crete, everyone knew. Theseus was 
grace and wisdom and everything a young man could ever wish to be. His skin 
was kissed with the blessing of the sun, and the smell of sea and sweat seemed to 
waft through every space he occupied. And Ariadne knew this man is a hero, this 
man is royalty. Not like her father—by that point, she was wise enough to know 
Minos in his greed and glory and lust for shiny new toys. It ruled him the way she 
thought nothing would ever rule Theseus.
        Icarus, in all his childish glory, was freedom incarnate, but here was Theseus, 
her ticket to freedom.
        She would tell you the rest is history, but history does not cover his blinding 
smile, woven from threads Athena would envy. History does not cover kisses soft 
enough to bring Aphrodite to her knees. History does not cover passion, the likes 
of which a lonely pampered princess has never seen before.
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        History says it was love at first sight. Ariadne would argue that it was a 
victorious, childlike beam of freedom at first sight. Love never feels such a loaded 
word as it does when one is wasting away in the Underworld, drinking smoke 
like it’s medicine, and walking in circles through fog like it’s salvation.
        So she begged Icarus and Daedalus, and she offered Theseus the string. He 
defeated the Minotaur. They ran, and it felt like flying. (Sometimes she thinks 
Icarus saw those wings, Icarus thought she’d flown high and wanted to join her.)
Ariadne still doesn’t know who she is—for Icarus gave her joy, Minos bargained 
her mistrust for his greed, and Theseus… Theseus took her devotion and prom-
ised her it was passion.
        Perhaps she was so desperate for him to put her above his vices, his demons, 
as her father had not done, as the gods and storytellers promised men were to do, 
weaving spider-silk lies (for it is not like the storytellers treated their women any 
better.
        This is what men are, she thought. Icarus was a boy, cradled in the sun’s heat. 
Minos and Theseus were men, swathed in singular, self-righteous light. She, 
a girl--did not belong to Artemis, had yet to surrender her soul to Aphrodite, 
wished she could carry a fraction of Athena’s legacy; she, a girl, did not belong to 
day or night.
        Theseus, the first hero of her story, abandoned her to die at Naxos, and this is 
the other story they wrote. Woe to it the suffering of women, woe to it that their 
heroes are tragically flawed. 
        It goes as such: The god of wine took pity on this rejected mortal, and with 
his bronzed skin and wild eyes, pulled her into his thrall. He was honeycomb 
smiles, infectious laughter—he was joy and freedom and forever. She recalls him 
stretching himself out next to her like all the time in the world belonged to them, 
and she thought it did.
        For someone raised in a palace, she often felt like a singular flower on a dirt 
road—young, hopeful, doomed, alone.
        One of the worst things about the haze down in the Underworld is that it 
seems to obscure the good days. When Ariadne can find it in herself to think, it’s 
only the worst. It’s only the way Dionysus looked at his other companions, only 
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how he began to frequent her company less and less, and she thought it was a 
waning moon, that he would be back because gods are better than men. Surely, 
he would be attentive and faithful to his wife. The soon-to-be mother of their 
tenth child.
        Still, as she roams the fog, her dress of linen brushing like burlap tatters 
against her skin, she can’t help but wonder—thirteen children. And yet, he was 
not faithful. Maybe her company was not as enjoyable as her body.
A few years into their love came another hero. They called him Perseus, and he 
got a happy ending. (It took a while, but he was not slaughtered like Minos, he 
did not waste away like Theseus, he did not burn like Icarus—oh, how her heart 
aches for Icarus.) 
        Perseus and Dionysus warred, and she had never seen him like this—the 
man who cradled their children with his dripping smile, who held her dear as 
if she were glass, who laughed and loved down to the ache in his bones—well, 
he was not a man after all. She was not worthy of Artemis, or Aphrodite, or 
Athena, but Dionysus was still here. 
        Dionysus battled with mesmerizing hunger, and Ariadne was sure that he 
would come back to her and his kids as she kissed him goodbye, trailed her 
hand through curls the color of the richest wine. 
Dionysus would always come back to the kids. But her? A flimsy, paper mortal? 
Once she left, it was for good.
        They don’t tell you this, but Ariadne knew her fate the moment she saw 
Perseus making his way towards her (for if one can’t kill the man, his wife is the 
next best thing). His slow strides caught every wind and tide, and she knew she 
would be dead, and he... he would saunter back to his tent, pour himself a glass 
of wine, and consider this a job well done.
        She tried to smile as she turned to stone, she prayed for the gorgon head 
that brought her demise. In the end, they would blame Medusa. In the end, they 
would pity her. For Icarus, she would die happy. For Medusa, she would die 
forgiving, so the scorned girl would not have any more misery on her hands.
She met her end with a prayer to Hermes, then Artemis. Neither bothered to 
listen. And Diyonisus did not bother to weep.

Stuti D
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PSA-Apart But Not Alone!
“A Shoulder to Cry On”

Isolation,
Pain,
Daily struggle.
My mother is sick.
A tsunami of worry,
As a result 
of a careless puddle.

The world is crying,
Bleeding out,
Hoping for a miracle.
I feel all alone.

How can I soothe this frightful feeling?
If you are spiritual,
You can pray.
If you are employed,
One thing you can look forward to is 
Pay-day!
If you struggle with mental illness,
Take a deep breath
and practice self-care.
If you are feeling claustrophobic,
Take a walk outside 
and get some fresh air.
If a loved one is sick,
Don’t worry about in-person contact,
tand stay close. 
Have trouble with math class?

Have trouble with math class?
Sit down,
practice those ratios.

No matter who
or where you are,
There is always something to do.
No one is alone during this tough time,
We are all going through it together,
Him, 
Her,
Them,
And me too!
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Revive

As the wretched winter dies
The cold is chased away.
The sun begins to rise
To bring the warmth of day.

New leaves begin to grow,
Buds of flowers dot the ground,
The whispering breeze begins to blow,
And the gentle rain falls down.

Dressed up in shining colors
Of pink, gold and green
A perfect peaceful picture
Of a new world made serene.
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The puddle from the melting 
dust has
vanished, 
leaving him looking like
a FOOL.

Truth is, 
the pink blossoms are creeping,
and what once was missing,
will be filled again by,
someone else.

whilst he waits for something, 
the past cuts deep
like a razor to the skin,
not knowing-
that the blossoms are 
approaching.

Phoenix

Vanessa A
rango
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Waiting

Borne from the dove,
A feather falls.
Drifting on a nudge, 
Venus’s hymn calls.
It blossoms in age
Swirling like a smitten fae.

Love is blind,
Or so They say.
Through pain and lies,
I won’t stray.

Hearts can join
Or be alone,
But we can’t train
That trust to go.

So stand with me
Or move apart,
But know always I’ll be
Your waiting start

H
annah W

einberg
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Love

I didn’t understand what love meant
until I met someone who I would do anything for.

Love is
wanting to jump in front of a car for them,
wanting to hold that person 24/7, 
missing them on your bad days, and
missing them on your good days.

But there are downsides of love,
in order to love someone else,
you have to love yourself first.

Because once that person is gone,
you lose yourself and
who you thought you were.

But turns out who you thought you were,
was who you were when you’re with them.

Once that person you loved so hard,
leaves,
you’re left with just yourself
and that’s why you should love yourself first.

Because you don’t want to lose yourself,
the same time you lose them.

Kylie O
’D

ell
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A Standstill
The moment you realize what time is and what it is not the world starts to spin 
and then it comes to a sudden halt and the events that lead up to that sudden 
standstill are the stains that will forever be engraved in your mind.

Ether
Nothing lasts forever; 
the sun will inevitably set to kiss the moon
the seasons will change and you will grow
 but hey it’s just our earth traveling in an endless space and time 
we cling to things and people that we know will leave in our hopes nothing ever 
changes but no matter what anyone can do it’s just our earth traveling in an 
endless space and time
The sun will set
The moon will rise
Friends and family will leave 
but if you get lucky somethings do last forever as true as the moon dances with 
the sun

Metamorphosis
The summer breeze and the first significant snowfall and all the in betweens we 
change just like the seasons we don’t stay the same 
we drift just like the ebb and flow of the tides we humans are forever changing
M

olly J
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 Itsy Bitsy Spider

It’s not just a scare seeing a spider
It sends shivers down your spine
We made nature its own outsider 
Invading every animal’s sacred shrine

I saw it climb up the wall with such grace 
I was only struck by its beauty
It looked out of place
Our perfectionism made it so spooky

Their yelps and screams were dramatic 
Suddenly existence seemed a crime 
The end was always traumatic
Be it in stories or nursery rhymes

Time stopped before the clap
It was gone in a snap
Itsy bitsy spider fell down the drain 
Only we know it wasn’t the rain
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You know I don’t think I ever understood what being in love 
or being loved truly meant until her. Everyone thinks love 
is about pain and heartbreak but it’s not, it’s so much more 
beautiful than that. It’s how you melt with just a single touch 
from them. It’s how you crave their touch when they’re not 
around you. It’s the feeling when your hand and theirs are in-
tertwined and know they aren’t going anywhere. It’s how you 
can be so vulnerable with them without worrying about being 
judged. It’s how you try to understand and cherish every part 
of them. It’s always wondering how you got so lucky to find 
a person like them in such a cruel world. It’s how you know 
you’d do anything just to see their smile, hear their laugh, and 
see their eyes light up. How you’d do anything in your power 
to make sure they feel loved, safe, special, and understood in 
all aspects. It’s knowing even if you two broke up you’d want 
them to be happy even if you’re not the one who’s making 

them feel that way because you know that’s how they deserve 
to be loved since you were once able to unwrap and see the 
true beauty in their heart. Love isn’t all about heartbreak and 
pain, it’s much more than that. It’s how you’d do anything 
for them; how you went on the journey to try to understand 
them, love them with everything you had in you. And while 
you were on that journey they were doing the same with you 
because that’s how she has made me feel because after all 
whether we said it to each other or not; we are both in love.

C
helsey Preza
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Masked Crisis
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