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AMARANTH PRIZE FOR POETRY, 1ST PLACE 

 

Talia Dunyak 

 
LOOKING AT STARS FOR THE THIRD TIME. 

 
looking at stars, an exercise  
in remembrance. our skies are the same, 
just shifted umpteen hundred miles to the left. 
artificial light later coaxes the mind 
to forget the feeling of sand in my hair 
of mother’s voice shouting to get back 
in the car 
of the sound of dogs and crickets. 
 
scrambling to the top of a hill 
to the top of the car 
to the top of the roof, 
we hold our breath counting shooting stars. making 
wishes that may never 
come true. allowing the silence of the moment 
to bridge the intersections 
of our identities. 
 
and when morning comes, the stars 
fade into memories 
of community. brief seconds that will never matter 
to anyone else, but to those 
who talked of their dreams 
who remembered their humanity 
who promised to come back 
before they were old enough to forget. 
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AMARANTH PRIZE FOR POETRY, 2ND PLACE 

 
Ileana Exaras 

 
SOUL TO SOUL 

 
Heels clicking, she cracks the floor 
Clocks ticking, he bursts the door 
Eye to eye 
And nothing more 
 
Eyes looking, looks to kill 
Blood pumping, hearts to fill 
Face to face 
They stand still 
 
Time pausing, breath on hold 
Lights flicking, mind is sold 
Skin to skin 
Warm the cold 
 
Chest sinking, pulse is deep 
Hearts filling brings the heat 
Soul to soul 
They’re complete. 
 
Heels clicking, she cracks the floor 
Clocks ticking, he bursts the door, 
Eye for an eye 
And nothing more 
 
Hands hurting, words that kill 
Souls on fire get a thrill 
Hand for a hand 
Nothing’s still 
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Faces frowning, cries revealed 
Tears of love were not the deal 
Rules are rules 
You cannot feel 
 
Choked emotion, hearts scattered 
Eyes shut tight, love expired 
Gun to gun 
The world is shattered. 
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AMARANTH PRIZE FOR FICTION, 1ST PLACE 

 

Ella DiPippo 

 
PADMA 

 
 “Come!  Buy!”  The shouting filled the thin road, 
echoing off the red brick buildings as women stood on 
balconies above, hammering the dirt from their patterned 
rugs.  The locals moved swiftly through the marketplace, 
slipping between carts and stalls, avoiding the baying 
mules and rogue felines batting around dead mice.  Mei 
Ling, on the other hand, moved as if against a tide, forcing 
through the crowd, attempting to mix thick oil with water. 
Her long dark hair clung to the sides of her face, sweat 
dripping down the bridge of her nose while the merciless 
sun mars her white, porcelain skin.   
 “Come!  Buy!” A man to her left selling keenu, or 
tangerines, out of several large woven baskets grabbed 
Mei Ling by the arm and pulled her close to his fruits. 
 “Come! Buy!”  Flecks of spit flew onto Mei Ling’s face as 
he called out so close to her.  Mei Ling pulled back 
instantly; her Dadi had warned her about crooked men at 
the market, attempting to kidnap rich Western women like 
she.   
 Mei Ling shook her head vigorously, indicating that 
she was not interested in his goods, but the man was 
persistent, slowly becoming aggressive, his clutch on her 
growing stronger, digging his soiled nails into her pasty 
flesh.  “Come.  Buy.”  With his other hand, the man picked 
up a three keenu and placed them in the canvas bag Mei 
Ling carried in the crook of her elbow.   
 “Okay, okay.”  Mei Ling nodded, reaching into the 
pouch in her bag to hand him two bills. 
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 “Much thanks.”  The man grinned disturbingly, 
snatching the pieces of paper from her fingers and 
disappearing back into the crowd. 
 Mei Ling hustled away from the produce section of the 
market, her feet shuffling down the dirt road, kicking up 
miniature clouds of dust.  Eventually she reached the row 
of dairy venders.  Cows, mules, and goats, gaayoon, 
khaccaroon, bakariyoon, lined the streets as sellers held jars 
of milk and brown parchments of cheese over their heads. 
Mei Ling stood out of the crowd like a carnation in rows of 
dandelions and this attention caused her to feel uneasy, 
worried someone would pluck her crimson flower. 
Walking down the rows of rickety wooden carts, Mei Ling 
passed a woman dressed entirely in black, showing 
nothing but two vibrantly azure eyes.  Thick venom of 
hatred oozed out of this woman.  Mei Ling kept her stare 
down and continued to move forward, avoiding her icy 
glare. 
 Back home, Mei Ling had never experienced such 
prejudice towards her.  Besides harmless jokes about her 
being a bad driver and not being able to fully see out of her 
almond shaped eyes, she had never had someone dislike 
her just for who she was, or who her family was.   
 Many years ago, before Mei Ling was born, her parents 
had left China, moving to Sacramento to start a new life. 
Mei Ling was then born in the great lands of America.  Her 
family though never lost their heritage, and Mei Ling was 
brought up in many traditional Chinese customs. 
Although being foreign to the United States, all their 
neighbors, colleagues, and friends graciously accepted the 
Pang family.   
 “America,” Her father used to say, “Is the home of 
tolerance.  It will be my home forever.” 
 Mei Ling’s father loved his new country more than 
anything in this world, besides his four children and wife. 
When the family first moved to the country, Mei Ling’s 
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two older sisters, Xiang and Nuo, were just four and two 
and their mother at the time was three months pregnant 
with Mei Ling and her twin brother Huang.  Their father’s 
first job in the West was as a janitor at a local elementary 
school, but after two years, he obtained a job teaching 
mathematics at the school.  By the time Mei Ling turned 18 
and moved out of the home to attend Northwestern 
University, he was working as the school principal and 
their mother a hairdresser in the salon she owned beneath 
the family’s apartment. 
 Mei Ling jumped to the side as a mule-drawn cart 
zipped by her, nearly knocking her over into the mud.  She 
regained her balance and continued to move down the 
market. 
 Although her father did face some difficulties as a 
Chinese immigrant, he picked up English quickly and soon 
adapted many of their family traditions to match the 
American way.  Her family’s favorite holiday was the 
Fourth of July, the day to honor freedom.  Once a year, to 
celebrate this holiday, every member of the Pang family 
would visit from across the country and world for a large 
barbecue on the roof of the family’s building.  For Mei 
Ling, the best part about this holiday was seeing her Dadi 
and Dada.   
 Her Dada was a proudly tall man, spanning over seven 
feet tall, abnormally large for a Chinese man. He had long 
grey hair reaching past his shoulders, warm brown eyes 
that each had a speck of amber in them, and hands of a 
farmer, which was odd since he worked as an executive for 
the greater part of his life.  He was her mother’s father and 
Mei Ling’s favorite person, until she met her new Dadi.   
 When Mei Ling’s mother was eight years old, her 
biological mother, Mei Ling’s grandmother, passed away. 
Dada refused to remarry for many years until, when Mei 
Ling was eleven years old, he met Bela.  She was a much 
younger woman, only ten years older than Mei Ling’s 
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mother, but, as Dada put it, she was a “woman with 
wisdom greater than Saraswati.” The two met when Dada 
was on a business trip to the South of India.  She was his 
waitress at a business meeting and the two both describe 
the event as love at first sight.  The wedding was held one 
year later and Dada moved to India with his young wife, 
adopting the Hindi name for grandfather, and converting 
to Hindu, all for the love of a girl.  
 Mei Ling met her new grandmother on the Fourth of 
July before she entered the seventh grade, and like her 
grandfather, fell instantly for her.  She had long black hair, 
like Mei Ling, that was thick and always pulled back into a 
braid just touching the square of her back.  On that day, 
Dadi pulled Mei Ling aside from the family and handed 
her a small, velvet box. 
 “Open.”  Dadi smiled, showing her crooked musky 
teeth. Mei Ling lifted the lid and inside was a silver lotus 
brooch with one large green stone in the center of the 
flower.  Mei Ling looked up in amazement. 
 “Padma,” Dadi whispered the name for the sacred 
Hindu lotus flower.  She lifted the brooch from the box 
and pinned it to Mei Ling’s red cotton dress.  “The lotus 
represents beauty and purity, just like you.  Wear it to 
protect your pride.” 
 Many years later, Mei Ling learned that Dadi’s story 
was a lie.  The pin was actually a cheap piece of jewelry 
she had won at an amusement park a few days prior to the 
fourth, but walking down the lane of the marketplace, Mei 
Ling held tight to the pin still clinging to her chest.     
 A hue of vibrant orange danced across the sky, lighting 
the entire market with an explosion of brightness and 
beauty.  Mei Ling made her way down the aisle to the 
seller of panira, or cheese, specifically goat cheese, a 
favorite of Nuo.   
 “How much?”  Mei Ling asked the vendor, a woman 
whose face had sunken in around her eyes.  Her head was 
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covered by an emerald shawl with silver trimming and 
wrapped around her neck was a necklace made of glass 
colored beads.  The woman looked innocently at Mei Ling, 
smiling with just two teeth to the left side of her mouth.   
 Mei Ling reached into her bag and pulled out three 
slips of paper.  “Panira?”  She pointed to a parchment of 
cheese in a woven basket next to the woman and handed 
her the three bills.  The woman nodded excitedly.  She 
reached for the cheese, as well as a second wrapped item. 
 “Oh no just one.”  Mei Ling pushed the second item 
away as the woman handed the two to her.  “Just one.” But 
the woman only continued to nod and force the two onto 
her.  
 "Okay, okay, bahut!”  Mei Ling nodded, thanking the 
woman. 
 Now with two parchments of cheese and three 
tangerines, Mei Ling noticed the day was moving much 
more swiftly than she had anticipated.  It was nearly half 
past noon and she had promised Dadi and Nuo she would 
be back before one to help prepare lunch.  Dadi and Nuo 
were currently preparing the thali for the rest of the family 
back at Dadi’s apartment, but the task of collecting the 
ingredients for dessert was given to Mei Ling, and she had 
yet to obtain these items.   
 For the dessert they planned to make a simple dish of 
nariyal ki barfi, a light coconut cake.  Mei Ling would need 
to collect the khoa and grated coconut.  Many vendors sold 
khoa, thickened milk, but the grated coconut would be 
more difficult to come across, as the only coconut sold in 
the marketplace was the whole nut.   
 After aimlessly meandering the market for a few more 
minutes, she reached a cart of dairy products that carried 
the khoa.  Once she purchased the item, Mei Ling looked 
to the man selling it and asked him in English if he knew 
where she could buy grated coconut. The man tilted his 
head to his right, pursed his lips, and murmured, 
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“Alavida.”  Good bye.  Mei Ling grinned disappointed that 
she was unable to find someone who spoke English, and 
walked off.  She had forgotten how few people spoke 
English in this part of town and Mei Ling was far from 
proficient in Hindi. 
 “Excuse me.”  Suddenly, Mei Ling was grabbed by the 
arm and pulled away from the stall.   
 “Do you speak English?” A Caucasian man with dark 
brown hair stood in front of her, his hand still enclosed 
around her upper arm. Eyes wide in shock, Mei Ling’s 
entire frame shook at the sight of this man.  His hair was 
greased down over his scalp, with one lone strand sticking 
straight up to the sky. Three dark moles speckled his lower 
left cheek, forming a triangle just one the edge of his chin 
bone. Eyes with a deep intensity stared back at her, 
digging inside her and stealing her security.   
 “Do you speak English?”  The man repeated, this time 
a little softer, releasing his hold on Mei Ling. 
 “Y-yes.” 
 “Excellent.”  The man released her, stepping back and 
placing his right hand on his hip, popping it out.  “You see 
I am in quite a predicament.  I have three baskets of fruits I 
need to carry home, but I have only two arms to carry 
them.”  His mouth filled with saliva as he spoke, a cluster 
of white bubbles forming in the corner of his mouth.   
 Although physically free of this stranger’s clutch, Mei 
Ling felt paralyzed, unable to move, frozen by his sharp 
gaze. 
 “Would you mind helping me carry my baskets?”  He 
blinked slowly, the sides of his mouth curling upwards 
into an eerie grin. 
 “I-I…” Mei Ling was terrified of this stranger, 
something about him screamed danger.  She took a step 
back, but he took two steps towards her. 
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 “Oh don’t be scared!  I would have my daughter help 
me but she was feeling a bit faint from the sun and went 
back home early to rest.  Please,” He reached one hand out 
to her, beckoning her to follow him.  “The baskets are just 
right there.”  He pointed behind Mei Ling.  She turned, 
looking down the dark alley leading away from the 
market.  The alley opened into a pit of black, the gates of 
hell awaiting her. Every bone of her body urged Mei Ling 
to turn and run. She wanted to so badly, but she couldn’t 
bring herself to move. A terror shivered over her body as if 
she were being buried alive, helpless.   
 “It’s only two blocks away.”  He reached out again to 
her and his eyes began to trace her body, starting at her 
dusty blue keds and then pausing on her chest.  Mei Ling 
pulled her blouse closer to her body.   
 “I...I should get home.” 
 "Please,” he stepped even closer, more than within 
reach of Mei Ling.  “I don’t want any trouble…”  His voice 
trailing off, the man placed his hand in the pocket of his 
shirt that covered his bare chest and lightly pulled away. 
The shining silver of the knife struck Mei Ling like 
lightning. 
 “Please, come.”  His hand was once again wrapped 
around Mei Ling’s arm, but this time tighter, with more 
intention.  The other hand reached to her chest and 
playfully pulled at the lotus pinned to her shirt. 
 He led her toward the alley, down between the stone 
walls that dripped mysterious green goo.  The bustle of the 
market dissipated the further they walked.  With each 
step, Mei Ling’s heart beat faster, sweat accumulating 
along the top of her brow. 
 “Pl-please.”  She begged.  “Please my family is waiting 
for me.”   
 The man kept his body facing away from her as he 
pulled her faster through the darkness.  The sun that had 
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once shined so bright seemed to abandon Mei Ling in her 
time of need, leaving her alone in this black hole. 
 “Please!”  Finally her body began to fight back, she 
pulled away from his grasp, but this only caused the man 
to turn and grab her other wrist with the same hand. 
 “Hush now.” 
 “No!”  She let out a cry, screaming bloody murder.  
 “Hush!”  Taking both of her fragile wrists in one hand, 
the man shoved a silk cloth into her mouth.  “Hush.”  They 
had reached the end of the alley, faced with a third stone 
wall.  The man pulled a string of twine from his pocket 
and twisted it around her wrists, tying it tight. Tears 
streaked down Mei Ling’s cheeks. She whimpered and 
attempted a muffled please. He pushed her towards the 
back wall, standing in the opening of alley.  The only thing 
between Mei Ling and her freedom was his knife that he 
held firm in his left hand. 
 He spun the knife and slowly edged towards her. 
Instinctively, she began kicking the air, making the man 
crack a hideous laugh.  He lunged towards her with the 
blade aiming for her abdomen, but she twisted to the side, 
the knife slicing the side of her arm. Adrenaline pumped 
through her body, warm and thick, giving her strength, 
but not enough to fight against a man of this size. 
 The man advanced towards her again, this time with 
the knife at his side.  Mei Ling attempted to run, but 
without her arms to balance her, she toppled over, 
smacking her face into the wet mud.  With her arms 
crushed beneath her, she was helpless.  He stood behind 
her, placing his foot on her lower back like he had caught a 
prize.  Lowering himself to her level, he spun her around 
to face him and knelt over her quivering body.   
 “Such a pretty face…”  He stroked the side of her 
cheek with the edge of his finger, tracing down her chin 
along the bulging veins on her neck. With a quick slip of 
the knife under the twine, the rope containing Mei Ling’s 
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hands was torn.  Arms free, she tried to push him off her, 
pressing hard against his chest. Her attempts were futile. 
He held his knife high above her, ready to strike, then 
paused.  Mei Ling watched him contemplate something, 
watched his eyes dart over her body, over her chest, and 
then back to her face.  He reached down to her breast, and 
Mei Ling turned away.  
 “Here we go.”  The man pulled at the brooch, 
unlatching the pin, and placed it besides Mei Ling.  “Don’t 
want to damage the goods.” 
 The knife slid into Mei Ling’s stomach like butter.  She 
screamed in pain, but the man quickly muffled her cries 
with his own sinister laugh.  The pain was unbearable, a 
thousand bees stinging her all along her side.  She sobbed, 
continued to beg him to please let go, but the man plunged 
the knife back into her, this time twisting the blade inside 
her, tearing at her internal organs.  Mei Ling felt the life 
seep out of her each time he dug the knife into her flesh, 
and with each stab, something deep, something hot and 
evil stirred inside her. 
 Her arms lay besides her body, dead, useless to the 
cause. Her fingers tapped along the ground, twitching 
with each blow.  Then, the tip of her nail struck something 
solid.  It was the pin, lying in a puddle of water mixed 
with her blood.  The man, sitting on top of her, pulling her 
pants down, and unlatching his belt, was too busy to 
notice Mei Ling grasp the pin.  Too busy to notice as her 
eyes turned black coal and her breath quickened with a 
strong hatred.  Her move was swift; it took everything she 
had left to take the large needle in her hand and puncture 
the man’s throat.  Ruby blood poured out him like a faucet, 
dripping over Mei Ling’s body.   
 Her eyes wandered upwards. The man, gagging and 
coughing, collapsed on top of her, crushing her.  But the 
pain had faded into numbness.  Above her a flock of birds 
floated through the blue sky, peacefully darting between 
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one another. Mei Ling took in a deep, gargled breath and 
let her eyes shut. The call of the birds echoed in her ears as 
she lay still in a pool of blood. 

 

* * * * * 
 Nuo sat impatiently at the kitchen table, fiddling with 
the gold bangles that hung from her wrist.  To her right, 
Dadi was crushing spices to mix into their curry.  To her 
left, Huang slept with his head on the table, drool dripping 
down the side of his cheek. 
 “I told Mei Ling to be home before one so we could 
make dessert.”  Nuo huffed to Dadi, who nodded and 
smiled, pouring some cream into the mixture. 
 “I am sure she will be home soon.”  Dadi responded 
quietly. Nuo scoffed and recalled that her little sister was 
always late, always getting in trouble and messing up her 
responsibilities. She stood up and paced in front of the 
table three times before walking over to the balcony.  She 
stood on the small patio, letting the cool breeze flow 
through her short jet black hair.  
 “Where is she!”  
 “I’m sure she will be home soon.”  Dadi repeated. 
 Nuo huffed.  She reached to her hair and pulled her 
fingers through the strands, attempting to calm herself. 
The anger flowed through her like a river of burning 
flames, but deep inside her, she felt the anger wasn’t truly 
there. Instead it was fear. Fear that something had 
happened to her baby sister.   
 It’s okay.  She’s okay. Nuo reminded herself, but an 
unsettling feeling continued to grow inside her, rotting 
away her trust in this city. 
 Across from the balcony, stood a second brick 
building. Between the two a line of clothing hung with a 
row of blue tailed bee-eaters clinging to the string.  Their 
little iridescent green bodies swayed in the wind.  Nuo 
watched the queue of birds sit peacefully, attempting to 
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absorb their tranquility into herself, but suddenly, the 
birds pushed off the line, dashing into the open sky, flying 
away towards the overcastting sun.        
 “What was that?”  Nuo watched the birds soar up into 
the heavens and then disappear into the light. 
 “What was what?”  Their mother walked in from the 
bedroom and sat on the couch. “Nuo shut the doors, it is 
going to rain. 
   Nuo closed the double glass doors and walked back 
over to the table.  “Something spooked those birds.”   
        “It was nothing, probably just a gust of wind.”  Huang 
lifted his head off the table, turning to his sister.  “When 
will lunch be ready?” 
 Nuo shoved his head back down and rolled her eyes. 
Reaching over to grab the bowl of yellow curry, she stuck 
her finger in and took a lick. It was too mild, so she 
reached for the bowl of spices and poured the entire 
combination into the curry.  She took a second taste and 
grinned, pleased. 
 “Perfect.”   
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AMARANTH PRIZE FOR FICTION, 2ND PLACE 

 

Alexandra Correll 

 
SAMMY 

 
Now 
 How can you not be friends with someone who is bad 
for you? That maybe they're so bad that they're good, if 
two wrongs, if three, or four, or five, or fifty wrongs could 
ever make a right?  How can you not want to bring them 
home to your perfect suburban parents — your parents 
who would never think to walk outside at night past ten, 
your parents whose lawn is perfectly manicured, who 
work respectable nine to fives everyday - and say "Hey 
Mom, hey Dad, this is Sammy," and just watch as they take 
in her bleached blonde hair with its dark roots, her torn 
clothes and combat boots.  She is everything they aren't, 
everything you aren't.  
 And then the next day you say "Hey, this is Jason, 
Sammy's boyfriend," 
 And the next "This is Madison, and Ben." 
 And on and on, 'til your parents refer to them as your 
pack, and start to worry that your grades will drop, that 
you'll want to cut your clothes and wear makeup.   
 You hear your mother in the kitchen with her best 
friend who lives next door, hear Mrs. Kimmel's 
reassurance that it's just a phase as she sips her tea.  
 
*** 
Then 
 Sammy was charisma. Everyone was obsessed with 
her.   
 Most hated her too. 
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 She knew no limits, no framework, no societal norms.  
The word "filter" didn't exist, and it became an almost 
everyday occurrence to hear teachers talking about 
schizophrenia, bipolar disorder, clinical insanity.  Did it 
bother me as her best friend to hear it?  At first, but soon I 
forgot about it. I forgot that it wasn't normal to be in a 
puppy-dog love, hellish hate relationship with your best 
friend. You just lost track of what should happen around 
someone like her, when a typical week included her 
staying secretly in your room after she had run away from 
her mother for the 500th time, and then consoling her the 
same night as she broke up with Jason.   
 He'd ask me about it the next day, sometimes 
threatening, sometimes mopey.  I'd threaten back when 
he'd threaten, and I'd throw my arm around his shoulders 
when he was mopey. Jason was just like Sammy, which 
was why they were so perfect for each other, but so bad at 
the same time. I can't remember a time when their 
relationship lasted a week. 
 
*** 
Now 
 It's their anniversary today.  Not Jason and Sammy's. 
All of them. All five. 
 
 It's the anniversary of my best friends' death. 
 
*** 
Then 
 "Get in the car!" I jumped and almost dropped my 
phone on the sidewalk as I walked home, and I looked up 
to see Jason yelling from the window of Madison's beat up 
red Toyota.   
 "What? Why?" The words were barely out of my 
mouth before Tyler, Madison's twin, and Ben had grabbed 
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me, stuffed me in the car, and shut the doors as Sammy hit 
the gas (why anyone let her drive, I'll never know). 
 "Because it's your birthday and we're going to 
celebrate!" Madison screamed as the noise level in the car 
elevated, as the cigarettes were lit and passed around. The 
words became some sort of magic and some sort of curse. 
Escape from all responsibilities, familial and scholastic?  
Check.  Extremely pissed off parents?  Double check.   
 It became impossible to worry though, in a car stuffed 
with my best friends as we crammed it to the brim with 
our music. Cigarette smoke filled my nose, and the lyrics 
of U2's latest hit were making their way to me.  Haven't 
you ever been so happy that words stop in your ears, slow 
down so much that you feel as though you're in this sort of 
time trap as you watch everything around you? You're 
there, but you're just so happy that you have to slow 
everything down to make sure that you get it all?  It was 
just one of those moments that I knew I would be 
replaying over and over again in the future, because who 
would forget the time when your friends kidnapped you 
to celebrate your birthday, knowing full well how much 
your parents would freak out? (I know that was definitely 
an appealing part of the plan for Sammy, as she hated my 
folks.)   
 It felt like I settled into a nirvana the longer we drove 
on the highway, and eventually the smell of greasy fast 
food joined the cigarette smoke. How can fast food make 
you so happy? I felt like I was sharing the victuals of the 
gods with Tyler and Madison, and my birthday cake was a 
milkshake while they all sang 'happy birthday' to me.  We 
drove till the sun came up, and then pulled over to sleep 
for a few hours.  It wasn't until we were at the concert that 
I actually knew our destination, and yet the lack of 
knowledge had never bothered me the whole trip, because 
I was with them.  It sounds so corny, but it's true. 
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*** 
Now 
 It hurts me to see Tyler's grave the most.  I certainly 
loved him at some point, and he had loved me back at 
another. You'd think it'd be my best friend's grave that I 
can't stand to see, but no, it's the boy whom I was stupid 
over for three years. 
 Sammy always gave me shit for that. 
 
*** 
Then 
 "I need a pick-me-up." 
  I sighed as I heard Sammy in the dark of my room.  
Pick-me-ups weren't my favorite thing.  "We just got you 
one this afternoon," I muttered back, and winced as she 
womped me over the head with a sweatshirt. 
 "I know, but after my mom, and Jason, and Mr. Cuttey 
today, I'm already over half way through," she finished in 
a whine. 
 "Sammy—" 
 "You know how I get," her voice was sweet, but it was 
still a threat. 
 Yes, I damn well knew how she got, and it was the 
only reason I started to get dressed next to her in the dark.  
She had made me cry more than once, and had made me 
absolutely hate myself too. Sammy had the uncanny ability 
to point out everything in my life that was wrong, and 
knew how to say it so it would hurt the most. 
 The air managed to be clammy yet freezing as we 
walked down my perfect suburban street to the nearest gas 
station. Nothing about the stark beauty of fall in street 
lamps could do anything to change my mood, which was 
sour at best.   
 "Stop pouting. It's unbecoming on you," Sammy 
sniped. 
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 "So is mascara apparently," I shot back, and the 
conversation dropped. Earlier that day Sammy had 
decided that my normally make-up-less face needed a 
make-over because she "couldn't stand to look at it any 
longer," and had turned me into a someone I barely 
recognized. We had met with Jason and Tyler afterwards, 
and Jason had whistled as Tyler dropped the remark.  
Hearing this, Sammy immediately sneered that the entire 
effect “was rather unbecoming and whorish,” wondering 
why I had taken the time to become so dolled up.  To say 
that the next half hour was awkward would be an 
understatement. 
 I walked into the gas station alone with the words of 
"Don't fuck this up" ringing in my ears.  The cashier looked 
at me knowingly, already pulling out a pack of Marlboro 
Reds without any asking.  I handed him part of my weekly 
chore allowance without the usual pang of anger and 
frustration that I had every week when I paid, and left the 
store, handing them to Sammy while she kept repeating 
"...pay you back, I'll pay you back."   
 There are some words you can only hear so many 
times before you stop listening altogether. 
 
*** 
Now 
 A lit Marlboro Red smokes on Sammy's grave while I 
light a few Newports for Tyler and Madison.  Ben and 
Jason always smoked Camels, and their cigarettes are 
almost burned out by the time I light my own up in 
remembrance.  I repeat the same process week after week, 
almost religiously.  Their graves are always clean, and I 
stop by after school almost daily to talk with at least one of 
them. 
 I read Tyler his Catcher in the Rye, and Sammy and 
Madison the latest edition of Vogue.  I tell Jason how stupid 
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he was for driving that night, and I let Ben know how the 
Dodgers are doing.   
 Most of all, I vent to them about school.  I'll sit there 
and tell Sammy about Rebecca Watsen's pregnancy scare 
because I know she'd have loved that, or I tell Madison 
about Jimmy Goldstein. Sometimes I can hear them talking 
back, and other days they're silent as I try not to cry.  Sure, 
I have friends now, but they're not the same.  They try too 
hard to be outsiders when their parents are actually 
bankers, and suddenly they won't stop talking about “the 
future.” 
 I'm afraid my future is only to become another 
premature gravestone. 
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AMARANTH PRIZE FOR ARTWORK, FIRST PLACE 

 

Nykhor 
[Digital Painting] 

Simone Cotton 
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AMARANTH PRIZE FOR ARTWORK, SECOND PLACE 

 

 
Lights 

[Digital Photography] 
Collin Wolf  
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Talia Dunyak 

 
ON LEAVING. (A POEM IN THREE PARTS) 

 
 

the things they don't tell you. 
 
sometimes,  
running away is 
the right  
answer. 
 
an appendix. 
  
the last year was so much  
more than 365 days, give or 
take a few moments. 
a year ago, i was running 
away. this year, i’m running 
home. 
  
go figure. 
 
new beginnings. 
 
i used to think that  
running away was sometimes right 
sometimes necessary. 
but maybe that’s just me 
being just as selfish 
as you. 
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Talia Dunyak 

 
LEFTOVERS. 

 

stars blanket the sky 
above the Levant, 
above New Jersey. 
the same stars  
shifted over umpteen hundred  
miles to the  
left. 
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Alex Panagakos 

 
MORNINGS 

 
Speaking indifferently to him 
as he ushered us across the road,  
puffy-coated children with untied shoes, 
we stayed between the chipped lines 
and kept our eyes down on the black asphalt. 
 
From the crisp weekday mornings of early autumn,  
leaves cracking beneath small soles, 
until the tired and heaving afternoons of June,  
we treaded to and from him.  
 
The thin hands neatly waved us by 
when rain beat down on the pavement 
and when the sun poured over the street. 
We kept walking.  
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Alex Panagakos 

 
PRESLEY 

 
Portly lemon beagle, never sour, 
you consume the whole bed. Every pant leg, 
every sock, every sweater  
compromised by your tawny and white fur. Round body, 
spent from all of the work you did not do. 
Alert black eyes excited by my dinner 
shoot to the bay window at each car horn, 
to defend your suburban kingdom. 
Late into the night you snore 
only waking at a silverware clink.  
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Ileana Exaras 

 
SLAVES OF STEEL 

 

Us brutal makers 
of cold blood mold, 
Us passioned takers 
of solid Gold; 
Gild the banner 
make eyes tear, 
With patriot manner 
then they can't hear. 
 

Us lack of human 
whom all shun, 
Climb for top 
shoot the gun, 
Red on hands 
with Green on mind, 
Bury in sands 
leave behind. 
 

None is feel 
with copper's taste, 
Savage real 
dollar faced; 
Us third sinners 
who worship Steel, 
Who heaven lack 
yet play its real. 
Us pray up high 
then they shall too, 
Contain the lie 
to get will through, 
 

Limitless hands on the deal— 
we want make Steel, we must be Steel. 
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Lookout  
[Black and White Film] 

Bridget Brown  
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Carolyn Koch 

 
[I WATCHED AS HE SOLDIERED ON] 

 
I watched as he soldiered on. 
An empty shell waiting to be filled  
By some distant accomplishment. 
 
I watched him throw away his youth 
For the prospect of success 
In his future. 
 
I watched as he dove 
Into the emptiness 
Of his contrived empire. 
 
And I wondered 
If there was a way 
Out of his castle walls. 
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Aishwarya Suresh 

 
[CARESS MY SOUL IN THE BED OF YOUR MEMORIES] 

 
caress my soul in the bed of your memories 
lay me deep inside  
until you cannot find me 
weave me, with the finest silver thread 
into your tapestry  
of permanency  
 
let my edges smooth, let my being disintegrate 
let me fade into you 
 
allow me to reside eternally  
I shall remain quietly 
so that you forget to remember me, 
but can never forget me  
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Kaitlin Dyson 

 
A WALK WITHOUT INTENTION 

 
Drops of a soothing sound are dripping down. 
An old oak forest dreams of evergreens, 
Wishing asleep. The leaves like secrets fly; 
Their twirling to and drifting fro is sad— 
Reminiscent of broken compasses, 
Or wings with holes stretched wide by age, falling. 
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Kaitlin Dyson 

 
THE PLACE WHERE I WAS BOUNDLESS 

 
That gothic tree—oh how it struck the land 
Like fall had struck the sky and grayed the greens— 
With branches dark like ash, a cracking frame, 
Its leaves the shade of summer’s waiting grave, 
Deep burgundy, with flaring crimson veins. 
That black and coiling river, how it flowed! 
Through fabric flapping with a playground swing, 
Through some black thread of charred and smoking twine, 
Through shadows dappling embers and the moon’s 
Pale gleaming face of underwater pearl.  
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[Pen] 
Simone Cotton 
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Jonathan Gonzalez  

 
RESTRICTED 

 
Closed off locked up 

Chained up blocked off 
restricted 

unable to move 
struggling constantly for someone to prove 

that it can feel again 
that feeling it once had 

pounding so hard it wants to burst 
 — But it cannot, in its thirst 

it is restricted 
Why? Why? Must it be like this? 

Wanting to break free 
yet it cannot 

why can it not see? 
That those feelings are all for naught  

because it is restricted, this is self-taught 
Will it die? 
Will it fall? 
Will it flail? 

Will it do anything at all? 
Will it give up? Will it break? 

Or will it pretend to be a fake? 
I’m not sure what it will do. 

Maybe it will — become anew? 
Or shall it just be restricted? 

(This pain – why is it addicted?) 
Always trying to break away and open up 

constantly becoming pained. 
Even if it breaks away — will it truly be free? 

Or will restriction end it - all its will to be? 
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Ovie Ojeni 

 
THOSE WEEKDAY CRUSADES 

 

Speaking indifferently to him, 
who swiftly drives at night and daily 
delivers us to school, we wait 
for him in his yellow car. 
  
His eyes reflect nights’ austerity. His palms reveal twisted 
wheel imprints, his night tattoo. As he 
shuffles and turns cracked keys 
  
the car weakly roars and we 
initiate joyous chatter. His grumbling voice 
grabs our attention. Honking his broken 
night horn, he hastens the road’s daily pace. 
  
Suddenly, the car halts and he delivers us to our  
weekday house. We hug his stone body, 
saving his caffeine perfume for tomorrow. 
What little we knew of this weekday crusade. 
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Blue Red Man 

[Pen and Marker] 
Simone Cotton 

 

  



42 

 

Lexi Zargar 

 
POISON 

 
To be with me is  
to sip from a tall glass 
and realize it is nothing but poison, 
only to drink every last drop; 
I am a forest fire that  
incinerates your every branch, 
you are crisp white paper  
and I am the black ink  
that suffocates, drowns you 
until you disintegrate; 
I am the drug you crave 
as you become an addict 
to the one thing that  
will hurt you the most and 
in the end 
I will seep through and destroy you 
simply by existing. 
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Alexander Kalmus 

 
WHEN HOURS WERE OURS 

 
Of Love’s austere and lonely offices 
I have known in moments waiting wistfully, 
In the blueblack night. My eyes lock 
For a moment to see a time when hours were ours, 
When love meant always and earth was whole, 
Before she worked the weekday grind. 
 
Wilting inside, without a glimpse of the stars, 
Her hands tap the keys, aging and aching, 
Her big eyes dimmed, illuminated only by the bright 
Light of her desktop’s screen. She wants time 
 
To be hers again and I would do anything to be 
With her, without the tentacles of workdays 
And homework and distance apart, 
Her lonely office filled with stacks of work, 
While I fail to watch another sunrise. 
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Development of Individuality  
[Digital Photography] 

 Kathy Trinh  
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Ali Kaminetsky 

 
AFTER SKIING IN THE WOODS 

 
He screamed when nurses carried him inside, 
Rushed him through the doors of the trauma center. 
He needed a chest tube. 
No time for anesthesia. 
There was no time. 
The injuries too serious  
 
They cut him open and stuck the tube in his lung. 
Screaming, screaming, screaming  
 
So different from the silence not long before, 
Alone in the woods. 
As snow fell on top of him gracefully, 
He struggled for breaths and wondered 
If these were his last. 
Stillness, stillness, stillness 
 
Commotion all around him, 
Panic around him, 
Then silence. 
 
He wakes up, 
Surrounded by hospital walls white as the snow.  
He muttered a deep agonizing groan. 
 
Multiple broken ribs, 
Broken sternum,  
Collapsed lung, 
Bronchus torn 70% off, 
Damaged spine. 
 
But he was alive.   
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Claire Herndon 

 
POP, POP, POP 

 
 Victoria Holmes eyed the students of her first period 
advanced placement English class. Their faces screamed 
exhaustion, heads resting on desks and eyelids droopy, 
typical for a Monday morning. She didn’t blame them: it 
was seven forty-five, a ridiculous time to start classes in 
her opinion.  Teenage brains weren’t awake and fully 
functioning at that time. Biology said so.  
 She sipped her coffee and picked up her attendance 
book, checking off students’ names. She frowned when she 
marked Charlie Giddings absent. He always came to class. 
A quiet kid, younger than everyone else, but incredibly 
smart. Victoria regularly looked forward to reading his 
essays; he shined through his words on paper. However, 
he didn’t speak much in class, the one time he did being a 
slightly off-putting comment about the ending of Romeo 
and Juliet, but he was well-behaved and generally a joy to 
see. She prided herself in being able to get him to talk 
sometimes, and the brief conversations they shared were 
enough for her to respect him. She also always had a soft 
spot for the reserved students like him and even felt bad 
for the kid sometimes, too.  
 She set the attendance book down, glanced at Charlie’s 
empty seat with a sad smile, and turned to the class. “I 
hope you all had a nice weekend. Please take out your 
copies of The Odyssey; we’ll be going over books twelve 
through fourteen today.” She fished out her own copy of 
Homer’s epic from her desk, flipping through the 
annotated and overly sticky-noted pages. 
 The sound of book pages shuffling was like music to 
her ears. The sound of someone whispering, “Oh shit, I 
forgot my book,” was a little painful.  
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 And then there was the sound of repetitive, ear-
splitting explosions, an explicit pop, pop, pop, like fireworks 
over and over again, but it was too early in the semester 
for senior pranks and administration had banned those, 
and the screams that followed were too frantic to be a joke.  
 She dropped the book on her desk, the edge knocking 
the top of her coffee mug and spilling the hot liquid across 
her teaching papers. Her head snapped to the door. 
 “To the corner!” Victoria cried hastily, her students 
already halfway to the lockdown positions they knew to 
go into because they had drills once a semester. That 
suddenly didn’t seem like enough practice. Her heart beat 
out of her chest and up into her throat, the continuous pop, 
pop, pop’s shaking every fiber of her being.  
 Her students cowered in fear. Many of them quietly 
texted on their phones or cried into their hands. Victoria 
found herself at the door, her fist wrapped around the 
handle instead of the lock.  
 The gunshots ceased.  
 Every minute or so, she heard running through the 
hallways: students were alone out there, unsafe, possibly 
injured. Victoria felt the urge to go out and help. The 
police would be too long; the EMTs were no help from 
outside. She took a deep breath, flicked the lights off, and 
put her palm back on the handle. She hesitated before she 
twisted the knob.  
 A student in the corner spoke up in a stutter. “My b-
brother is in there… t-texted m-me,” he continued. 
“Giddings… he’s… shooting.” He blinked and then his 
eyes that were staring at his teacher turned black while his 
knuckles that were clenched around his cell phone turned 
white. Charlie Giddings’ name became a whirlwind of 
whispers in the room.  
 Victoria’s heart that had been previously resting in her 
throat dropped to her stomach. An inexplicable feeling 
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twirled in her gut, one that she realized had existed the 
entire time of knowing him.  
 Victoria’s heart pounded. “Lock the door behind me, 
you hear?”  
 “But Miss—” 
 “Stay quiet and lock the damn door behind me!”  
 She turned away from the students, all of them too 
petrified to move or really try to hold their teacher back. 
Victoria felt even more inclined to help. She feared she was 
too late… weeks too late. 
 The door opened with a creak louder than usual. She 
delicately traced her finger down the edge of the 
doorframe, rolling back and forth on her heels unsteadily.  
She took a deep breath and shifted the left half of her body 
through the door. There wasn’t a soul in sight. Then she 
slid out of the safety of her classroom and closed the door 
without a look behind. 
 A chilling eeriness ran through the tile floors. Bullets 
ricocheting off of walls echoed in her ears. She had never 
heard gunfire in real life before. She never thought 
something like this would actually happen at her school.  
 Her classroom was only two down from the cafeteria, 
where some students had study hall at this time and where 
she was certain the shooting had taken place. She felt sick 
to her stomach, hearing shouts of fear and anger, another 
pop, pop, pop, screams.  A handprint of blood streaking 
away from the half open cafeteria door made her recoil. 
This was a bad decision.   
 But it was a decision she couldn't take back. She was 
already at the door, peering inside at the situation: the 
shooter, short, his hood up but those familiar glasses easy 
to spot, pacing in circles with his gun raised, and the other 
students, alive and dead, bloodied, crying. A horrific sight.  
 She eased her way through the threshold, raised her 
arms, and held her breath. When he pulled his finger on 
the trigger once again, she let out an audible gasp, 
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thrusting herself against the wall in fear. Students 
screamed in horror; another death lingered in the air. 
 Charlie Giddings turned and stared at his favorite 
teacher with wide eyes, forgetting about his targets 
cowering behind tossed lunch tables. He lowered his gun. 
 Victoria stared back at him, her hands still in the air, 
her fingers shaking, her peripheral vision trying not to 
look at the mess around her. 
 “I don’t want to hurt you, Miss Holmes,” he spoke, his 
voice low and raspy—different.  
 “Charlie,” she started slowly. “What’s going on? T-talk 
to me,” she urged. Talk to me, she had said to him after 
class one day, after noticing him swipe away tears in the 
middle of class. I can’t, he had replied in a mutter. She 
hadn’t pestered. She wished she did. 
 “I’m sorry,” he mumbled. “They deserve it. I deserve 
it.” 
 “Charlie, it’s over, please—” 
 “Yeah,” the boy interrupted with a nod. “You’re right. 
It’s over.” He held the gun shakily against his cheek, 
traced it to the corner of his mouth, his lips, tilting his head 
back into the wall. 
 “Please, don’t! No more,” she begged.  
 Charlie gave her a pleading look. Victoria returned it, 
her mind racing with please talk to me, please don’t do this, 
but she couldn’t get the words out fast enough, as if she 
had a gun against her mouth blocking her speech, too. I’m 
too late, I should have helped him more weeks ago, and when 
she finally could open her mouth, a last ditch effort to 
convince him to stay, to help him, she was too late again: he 
had opened his mouth, too.  
 The tip of the gun slid in beneath his chattering teeth, 
his bony finger pulled backwards on the trigger, and the 
loudest gunshot of all shook through the room—a single 
shot, no more pop, pop, pop. 
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 Screams echoed up into the tall ceiling of the cafeteria, 
different kinds of screams than before.  
 Victoria wobbled in place, blinking many times but 
Charlie’s slumped body and the blood painted on the wall 
remained imprinted in the back of her eyelids.  
 When she blinked again, she was stepping over an 
unmoving body, making her way to students that were 
physically alive but carrying an ounce of deadness in their 
eyes. She wrapped her scarf, a makeshift tourniquet, 
around the leg of an injured one.  She guided them into a 
corner protectively, making sure they all looked down at 
the ground and not the remnants of the battlefield around 
them.  
 Police later told Victoria that if it weren’t for her, more 
students would be dead, Charlie would have continued 
shooting until there were no more souls left in the 
cafeteria. They were right, but the blood stained into her 
palms tricked her into believing otherwise. She had to 
scrub hard. 
 Standing in the doorway, Victoria Holmes eyed the 
students of her first period advanced-placement English 
class. They were alert, sitting on the edge of their seats, 
looking at her with a new respect and fear etched into their 
features. It was the first day back since the shooting.  
 She tentatively walked forward, gently tracing her 
finger down the edge of the doorframe. She shook her 
head and took a deep breath, locking the door and walking 
over to her desk. She blocked out the events of last month 
from flashing in her memory but also was careful not to 
completely forget.  
 She stared sadly at Charlie Giddings’ empty seat and 
tentatively opened her mouth. 
 “If you need anything… please… talk to me.” 
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Lexi Zargar 

 
DEARLY DEPARTED 

 
 I saw you at a funeral. It was the first time I had laid 
eyes on you since the day I raced to our old high school to 
find you two years ago. 100 miles per hour on a crowded 
highway for nearly an hour, willing to take the risk if it 
meant 10 minutes with you. You were worth dying for, at 
least at the time. 
 You saw me and stopped talking mid-conversation. I 
froze mid-step, mid-breath. I flash back to the night I told 
you I couldn’t be your temporary girl anymore, the way I 
lay in bed for 10 hours the next day, driven mute by 
agony. Killing you before you had the chance to kill me. 
 One of your best friends, one of your heroines. Heroin. 
I approached you slowly, and you pulled me into your 
arms the way you did those many years ago. You tell me 
you’re sorry, and I clutch my dress the way you clutched 
my hair that Christmas. I reply with a cold smile, dying to 
tell you the all the things that have gone wrong. The ways 
we went wrong.  
 I share my condolences and walk away, leaving you 
crumbling and questioning. Death did us part. 
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Streets of the old city of Akko  
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Patricia Morales 

 
[AFTER A RESTLESS NIGHT...] 

 

 After a restless night of intense work, I shut off my 
alarm clock. The first thing I do is take a seat by my desk. 
Everyone else is asleep. I feel the atmosphere of solitude. I 
think to myself about the ambiguity of life. The wind 
silently pushes against the silence of the air. Each day is 
the same routine. But even more important: each day I 
wake up with the astounding thought that I am alone.  
 Crunching leaves resound through the front lawn. 
Students are walking up and down the field. One student 
sprints with his keys jingling from side to side. There’s the 
smell of cold, crisp air that breezes every couple of 
minutes.  
 Sitting in the front lawn observing my surroundings—
the trees—I see different colors. I watch the delicate leaves 
fall so slowly only to collapse to the ground and join the 
others that went through the same experience before them.  
 “It’s beautiful isn’t it?” exclaims my friend Sydney.  
 “We should see more of this,“ I respond.  
 For what I see when I see such a sight beyond me. I see 
beyond the picture. And I see a world that is bigger than 
how we see it. The crisp air follows, the cloudiness 
tempting to put us to shame, almost laughing at us who 
are sitting there watching such a presence. A young 
woman walks obliviously to such a scene, staring straight 
into the picture but seeing nothing. She knows nothing, 
nor is she willing to look within herself to explore.  
 Has she no thoughts to acknowledge?   
 Walking with a purpose in mind is completely 
unflattering. The weather is cold. The hands are glowing 
with a freakish lack of proper warmth. Across the street 
walks an individual with nothing on the mind except what 
is expected of her. She'll walk straight. Coffee in hand. 
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Earbuds in place. I cringe. Seeing images like these remind 
me of how similar I am to most of these people. But I am 
much more. I see outside. I do not have a limited view of 
life. Nor do I put my time to waste by taking part in 
useless activities. If only there existed a magnetic field 
capable of moving such a thing.  
 I find it. There they are lying in front of us in layers 
and layers. Different colors. Different patterns. All 
different. Nothing is the same, nor do they feel that they 
have to be the same. The bumps on the sides, the exquisite 
patterns all represent their freedom. Their individuality. 
Sucking in a deep breath, my feelings of anguish rise.  
 What a world.  
 She sleeps. It’s peaceful. Her face undistorted by 
frowning lines. I wonder if she feels the same about the 
world around us. I could be wrong, but it seems that she 
follows certain pains to see the same repetitive pattern of 
the life around her. Perhaps I am over-thinking.  
 What a world, what a world.  
 I cannot see beyond this picture.  
 Interestingly enough, I question whether they feel the 
same odd, cold atmosphere once they return to the place 
where home is for them. Do they feel the sudden, uneasy 
anxious atmosphere? Do they feel the instant desire to 
surround themselves with others rather than what is 
occurring at the moment?  
 Life is funny in the way that we are the drivers of the 
path we would like to take in life. Yet, we are still 
oblivious to the world out there that exists beyond the 
power of our two hands. How can we tell the difference 
between when things are thrown right in front of us and 
when we are told to continue on a certain path?  
 As a little child, you wonder what life is like. You 
aspire to grow up. That’s your one wish. That is your 
biggest desire. Then like me, you will be staring outside 
into the bigger picture of reality. You will be filled with 
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many questions that will always remain unanswered but 
that should not discourage you from exploring.  
 I rise in the morning to start another day. I leave my 
unfamiliar home and find my people. I search within their 
faces to see if they are, perhaps, exploring the jar of 
questions life has to offer. Yet none seem to notice.  
 She does not seem to question anything. She follows. 
Does it not tire you, I want to ask? How can you live such 
a bland life? How do you accomplish everything that you 
want to accomplish?  
 She carries herself with such a grace, one that is quite 
difficult to follow. Her smile, her way of talking shows me 
the impossible answer that I do not wish to hear. I want to 
tell her that she is wrong, that we are not meant to have a 
strict routine, that we should be much more than what we 
are meant to be. I feel a pang of unfamiliarity. Strangeness.  
 In this moment she resembles the others, all of the 
others. Not each and every one, but the ones that are 
accepting of this reality. A one-dimensional dream 
oriented life-style.  
 The bird sits on the edge of the fence. The girl begins 
walking. The bird flies away. The bird that has the power 
to explore the mysteries of life and see beyond the one-
dimensional life. I perceive that we are living.  
 The world is filled with a strange way of living; people 
tell us we must follow them so that we can achieve our 
goals. Yet, that very path is not the exact one we would 
like to take. No one wants to eat the same thing every day. 
Eventually you will become sick, and refuse to eat another 
bite.  
 On the other hand, you could be a stranger in a 
conversation dedicated to you. Believe it or not, sometimes 
you find yourself sitting with people are who are 
supposed to be significantly similar to you, only to find 
yourself surprised that you feel you have no need to 
belong there.  
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 There was a room. And it was filled with people 
speaking about their experiences across the world, and 
each word that escapes their mouths amount to a phrase 
you would never feel a familiarity with. How strange this 
concept.  
 You see people conversing, but there seems to be a 
magical wall, clearly separating the focus, the ideas, the 
concepts. You hear her words. You hear his words. You 
hear other words. Yet you do not feel anything spark 
within you to want to contribute to such a conversation. 
They are strange you think to yourself. How are people 
supposed to share similarities if some have experienced 
aspects of life much differently than others? This is 
something that people need to acknowledge. This is 
something people need to talk about.  
 Waking up each morning, having to get out of bed and 
be able to function correctly can seem like a struggle that is 
perhaps normal. But if we are constantly living our same 
daily lives without variety are we truly living, or is this 
just another part of our life that we should let go?  
 Shall we fight this pattern? Or should we follow the 
current? Everything is something that must be followed 
throughout our lives.  
 Coming to oneself and realizing that you are alone. 
Having no one else who can come close to perceiving the 
world as you see it.  
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CONTRIBUTOR NOTES 
 

Bridget Brown is a senior at Lehigh studying political science, 
English, and creative writing. She hails from Corvallis, OR and 
hopes that life will carry her back to the West Coast (best coast) 
soon. This is her fist published photograph. 
 

Ali Correll is originally from Waynesboro, PA. She is a junior 
international relations and English double major at Lehigh. This 
is the first time she has been published. 
 

Simone Cotton was born and raised in Lawrenceville, NJ. She is 
a junior design major with a graphic concentration. She is 
ecstatic to have three of her art pieces published in Amaranth. 
 

Trey Cuddy is from Warwick, Rhode Island. He is a first-year 
mechanical engineering major at Lehigh, with a minor in 
business. He plans to start Trey Cuddy Photography in his home 
state this summer. This is his first photography publication. 
 

Ella DiPippo is originally from North Kingstown, Rhode Island.  
She is a sophomore marketing major at Lehigh, with a minor in 
psychology.  This is her third short story published in Amaranth.  
 

Talia Dunyak is a senior English & German major at Lehigh 
hailing from Haddonfield, NJ. After studying abroad in the 
Middle East, Europe and Africa, she began to shift her focus in 
poetry inward, specifically focusing on the way that certain 
concrete moments and experiences have affected her views on 
both her family and personal life. 
  

Kaitlin Dyson is originally from Philadelphia, PA. She is a 
sophomore biochemistry major at Lehigh, pursuing a (much 
more important) minor in creative writing. This is her first 
publication, but out of a growing love for the mystique of poetic 
language, she hopes to share more work as soon as possible. 
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Ileana Exaras is an international relations major at Lehigh, with 
a minor in music. She was born in New York City but lived in 
Greece until the age of 14. She is the founder of Lehigh 
International Peer Program and a dance member of “Bad 
Company.” She received an honorable mention from the CCNY 
Poetry Contest for her poem “Slaves of Steel.” 
 

Jonathan Gonzalez is from Allentown, PA. He is a first-year 
student intending to major in computer engineering at Lehigh. 
He wrote "Restricted" three years ago and edited the poem prior 
to its submission to Amaranth. This is his first poetry publication. 
 

Claire Herndon is a sophomore marketing and management 
double major at Lehigh, with a minor in creative writing. This is 
her first fiction publication.  
 

Alexander Kalmus is originally from Livingston, New Jersey.  
He is a senior at Lehigh University majoring in finance and 
accounting. This is his first poetry publication. 
 

Ali Kaminetsky is originally from Greenwich, CT. She is a 
senior supply chain management and marketing major at 
Lehigh, with a minor in communications. This is her first poetry 
publication. 
 

Carolyn Koch. Poem appears on page 34.  
 

Michael Lessel is a sophomore mechanical engineering major 
and philosophy minor from Macungie, PA. He is a Rossin Junior 
Fellow and officer of the Philosophy Honor Society, Residence 
Hall Council, and club golf team. 
 

Patricia Y. Morales is from Bergen County, New Jersey. She is a 
first-year Bioengineering major at Lehigh, along a pre-health 
track in hopes to attend medical school upon graduation. This is 
her first fiction publication.  
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Ovie Ojeni is from New York City. He is a sophomore global 
studies and economics major at Lehigh with a minor in 
entrepreneurship and English. This is his first poetry 
publication. 
 

Alexandra Panagakos is a junior accounting major at Lehigh 
University. She is originally from Cranford, NJ. Much of the 
inspiration for her writing is drawn from her childhood and 
experiences growing up in the quiet New Jersey suburb. 
 

Gili Remen was born in Johannesburg and grew up in Israel and 
New Jersey. She is a first-year student at Lehigh, and although 
she is undeclared at the moment, she hopes to pursue 
journalism, psychology, business and global studies. This is one 
of her first photography publications.  
 

Aishwarya Suresh is from Syracuse, NY. She is a pre-med major 
in the seven-year medical program. This is her first poetry 
publication.  
 

Kathy Trinh is originally from Easton, PA. She is a cognitive 
science major on a pre-medical track at Lehigh. Though college 
may be hectic, she still finds time to enjoy a novel or two, write, 
draw, and capture moments in her life through photography.  
 

Collin Wolf was raised in Lititz, Pennsylvania, and is pursuing a 
Bachelor of Arts in architecture at Lehigh University. Currently 
he is studying at the Danish Institute of Study Abroad in 
Copenhagen for the spring 2016 semester.  
 

Lexi Zargar is a junior hailing from Greenwich, Connecticut. 
When she is not working on her business information systems 
major, Health, Medicine & Society minor, or English minor, she 
can be found crying over pictures of bulldog puppies. Her work 
has most recently appeared in The America Library of Poetry. 

 



 

 

 


