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The Undoing of Desdemona 

Rebecca Stockel 
 

 
 
Take care, my dear, for though it merely seems 
To be a piece of cloth to dry your tears, 
There’s magic bound within its very seams, 
To keep you happy in the coming years. 
 
‘Twas sewn by one who charms, a gift to hold 
The love between two hearts deathlessly bound. 
And even as the days grow ever cold, 
Devotion nonetheless still will be found. 
 
But careful, darling, if a thread comes loose. 
Though now the strands are tightly intertwined. 
For with each pull, it’s power will reduce, 
And more than just the cloth will soon unwind. 
 
Alas, since the unravelling’s begun, 
Both you and it anon will be undone.   
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Cienfuegos 
Maddelena Kaji   
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Afternoon Blur 

Tommy Killeen   
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Miracle 
Mary Williams 

 
 

My mother says that I am a miracle.  

Over eighteen years of miscarriage and in vitro, my parents desperately tried to have 

children. They were both approaching forty and time was running out as they went in for 

their last round. This was their last chance. Three eggs took but the odds of us making it 

were slim. I started as a triplet but it wasn’t long after that I became a twin. Whereas my 

parents were discouraged, they were at peace with the fact that it gave my brother and me a 

much better chance of surviving. By the grace of God, we entered the world nine months 

later as happy and healthy babies.  

It’s a strange feeling to know how I was brought to life; to know that my parents so easily 

could have given up on their efforts to have me; to know that I probably wouldn’t be here if 

they had successfully had children when they first started trying. For longer than I have 

been alive, they never quit--even when they knew the odds were not in their favor. Under 

normal circumstances, I shouldn’t have made it. I shouldn’t have been healthy. So often 

twins are born with ailments and defects from natural conception that it was a shock to 

everyone how perfect we were.  

But why? Why was I given a chance at life when there was so little hope? What special 

purpose do I have that brought me into existence?  

I have always felt like there was something different about me. Most obviously my hair, 

unlike anyone else in my entire family, is auburn red. My fiery curls stuck out like a sore 

thumb in a pool dominated by brown and blonde. This physical representation of 
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difference, though, is not where it ended. In my earliest years of school, my maturity also 

separated me from the rest of the kids my age. I never understood why some kids threw 

tantrums, back-talked adults, or quite frankly, acted like children. I was quick to make 

connections with adults, finding it easier to talk to them than to my peers. I saw the world 

and all of the opportunity in it, and I knew that I wanted to make it mine. It seemed so 

normal at the time to act in this way but I look back in question: Why wasn’t I like every 

other kid whose deepest thoughts were who they were going to play with on the 

playground? As I’ve further matured in my knowledge and understanding of life, I feel like 

I have found an answer.  

My father’s sister, Anne, was the golden child of the family. Beautiful, intelligent, 

charming--everyone adored her. Eighteen years before I was born, my aunt died in a fatal 

car accident. Her life ended just as my parents’ desire to create life began and I do not 

believe that this timing is a coincidence. I never met her, and yet I feel an indescribable 

connection with her; every story of her life has given me an odd feeling of similarity and 

understanding. I assumed that it was my own when adults used to call me an old soul, but I 

now believe that it is my aunt’s soul within me that they were truly referring to. From her I 

gained the wisdom of my youth, and through me a piece of her can live on.  

Since acknowledging my aunt’s presence, I have felt a release from the pressure that I 

placed on myself to live up to the standards of being a miracle. My purpose no longer feels 

so complicated. My natural differences and abilities are a divine gift, and I plan to embrace 

them moving forward. If I can continue the life that my aunt lost as I create the life that my 

parents never gave up on making, then I will have done enough.  
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Wispy Face 
Lily Williams   
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Wispy Eye 
Lily Williams 
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12 
Serafina Valisa 
 
 
Letters floating people 

mothers flying  

sands falling into the timeless abyss 

cows swarming the wheelbarrow 

 

what a wonderful idea! 

 

to have a book as a father  

and the crazy old boat keeps 

swimming 

as the clock keeps climbing and 

sounds 

fill the empty grass that 

sways like a T.V.  

she won’t turn off 

 

Screams of laughter  

painful memories grin from  

behind closed doors 

 

Lollipops crushed under  

the weight  

of something weightless 

 

Leaves turn blue and shiver 

You’re so close but never enough 

 

The light fades as you open 

your eyes and the bees sting 

from yesterday 

 

still changing like 

that beanbag chair  

you’d always loved 

 

And what about your cat?  

 

How is he? 

 

Somehow you can see the  

rainbow of colors directly in 

front of you 

 

The song of Life keeps playing  

and it watches you grow 
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You’ve Got a Friend in Me 
Katie Garland 

 
2:35 pm. I sit in the Holy Comforter Episcopal School pickup line amongst all 
of the moms, 
ready to pick up Wren- a spunky and energetic kindergartener. Imagine 
strawberry blonde hair, a freckled pale nose, and beaming almond eyes that 
give away his excitement about the world around him- each day starting 
anew. That's my Wren. 
 
Every Thursday, I "keep him" (as he says) for the afternoon. This weekly 
tradition of ours has 
become not only his, but my favorite part of the week. Together in childhood 
bliss we dance 
around the living room, recreating the opening scene of Descendants 3, 
singing at the top of our lungs. I then make his favorite after school snack - a 
pimiento cheese sandwich - without the crust. Wren then eagerly 
demonstrates his latest hip hop tricks, as I attempt to exert some form of 
responsibility by forcing us both to sit and practice his reading 
comprehension. For our efforts, we are rewarded with one piece of candy (but 
more often than not, our sweet tooths take control). Our time at his house 
may be short each Thursday afternoon, but it is sweet.  
Wren brings out the beauty in the simplicity that life can have, and it is 
through my time with him that I am the very best version of myself: the 
happy, lively girl he knows and loves. 
 
Before long we rush to put on his soccer clothes and sunscreen as we head to 
his practice. On our drive, we keep the party going, rolling all of my old 
Subaru's windows down, blasting Disney soundtracks-my favorite being 
"Almost There" from the Princess and the Frog. Looking in my rearview 
mirror at his infectious smile, as the wind blows through his fiery hair, 
instantly lifts my mood. Life can be hard. Between the stress of balancing the 
goals of school, family, and friends, it can seem as if the end is never in sight. 
Singing this song with Wren reminds me that "trials and tribulations," as 
Princess Tiana sings, are part of the process. From him I recognize that I truly 
am almost there, and everything will work out the way it's supposed to if I 
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maintain his level of optimism. Whether we forget his cleats at home or he 
doesn't make the winning goal, he always looks on the bright side of things. 
To him, setbacks simply mean more time singing songs on the way to get the 
cleats and a reason to continue working hard for the next shot. 
 
With Wren I love who I am. His role model, best friend, teacher. Someone who 
won't make fun 
of him for cartwheeling across the soccer field, as other boys laugh. Someone 
who loves his 
Disney princess movie obsession. To me, Wren is a reminder of what's 
important in this world. 
A reminder that my materialistic and abstract stresses are juvenile in the 
grand scheme of life. 
 
What I assumed would be a small babysitting gig every Thursday to pay for 
ACT tutoring turned into as Wren would say "Our Day." As I thought I was 
watching him grow up, I didn't realize how much I was growing up, too. No, I 
wasn't getting taller or bigger, by any means, but I now enjoy life in a new 
light, appreciating the beauty in simplicity and setbacks. I don't mind 5’oclock 
traffic now. I now cherish coming home from a long day to eat with my family. 
I now get excited about getting gas with my Papa on Saturdays, even if he’s 
grumpy. I now know that life isn't a sprint; it's a marathon. And trials and 
tribulations are necessary for me to learn, grow, and succeed. 
 
No matter how much homework or tests I may have to study for the next day, 
Wren has taught 
me to prioritize the people that make life what it's supposed to be: full of 

happy little moments.   
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May 
Anonymous 
 
It’s May and the loquats on the tree in my backyard 

are rotting. 

Their once golden skin has turned brown and their 

tartness, sickly sweet. 

The air around them is thick with Florida summer. 

all heat and humidity. 

It promises trips to the beach and sunny naps in 

the car. 

Slices of watermelon and sand in my bathing suit 

bottoms. 

But right now it’s just hot. 

It's May and the loquats are rotting. 

Classes are winding down 

And I am failing to see what i should take away 

from all of this 

This experience of sophomore year. 

I am halfway done with childhood. 

And it’s May, the loquats are rotting. 

My cousins and I, used to play in this backyard 

We used to see unicorns in the moonlight 

And reach the stars on a rope swing 

That now hangs limp 

It is strange how what once was my whole world 

Is now a fragment of my life. 

The loquats remain only on the highest branches. 

The ground below is covered in those that could no  

longer hold on 

It's May. They are dark and withered. 

Life goes on 

And I want to scream 

I want to yell to my mother and ask 

How could you not notice 

How can you not see 

That the tree has been emptied of its fruit. 

I seem to be the only one finding strangeness in 

this. 

I pull one off of the tree and hold it in my palm 

 

The skin is waxy and orange 

Days away from becoming brown 

It’s May, the loquats are rotten. 

So I will wait until the fall. 

When the tree is full only of leaves 

Dark green and dancing 

Back and forth with the wind 

I will wait until fall 

When the world breathes in deep 

Before the long exhale of winter 

I will wait until fall 

And then spring 

Characterized by its golden softness 

When the loquats will come again. 
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Senior Somnolence 
Rebecca Stockel 

 

 
Arriving at the entrance of my home, 
Desiring, no, needing sweet respite; 
My head feels weighted, nearly like a stone, 
And longs for just the feeling of the night. 
 
Alas, I cannot slumber in my bed, 
Not even for a moment can I pause; 
For now, despite my body made of lead, 
The pages on my desk, my torment cause. 
 
I try to sit: my pencil aimed and poised, 
But gravity pulls motivation down; 
My head begins to fill with ceaseless noise, 
As if trying to swim, but only drowns. 
 
The end of day passes and becomes morn, 
No work is done, so my grades, I will mourn. 
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Dystopia: A Hot Take 
Siena Duncan 

 

To save the world. 

I am seventeen years old. The government practically hates everyone. The rebellion that has chosen 
me is shady at times and on top of it all, I can’t pick who to love, given the option of two slightly 
questionable, mostly edgy people. It’s something most teens would crawl into a corner and pass out 
over but I guess I’m different, and I guess I get to be the last hope of clever, capable, intelligent 
adults.  

Growing up, I always thought that I was smart. I thought I was independent. But that was when 
blood going outside of my body was only a thing when I skinned my knees when I biked to school, 
not when guns became a daily part of my lifestyle. It’s a little ridiculous and a little stupid and I feel 
like I’m just realizing that now. 

The cool night air is gentle. It’s quiet. The tiny field that lies a little outside our stark white, metal, 
heavily fortified, menacing, intimidating, branded-with-a-trademark-symbol-of-the-resistance 
base is a space I’ve never really looked at before until now-- most of the time I just go marching 
straight down the dirt path that twists through it, squad in tow and no second thought given to the 
purple heather and golden grass that make it up. I’m trying to sit gently and quietly while everyone 
sleeps because quiet and gentle isn’t something that this thing I’m part of can understand.  

I wonder where subtlety went. It seems like each event in my life has turned into posturing, 
sarcasm, and explosions. Some crying, too. But it has never felt real and it has never felt like the 
high pitched humming of emotion in my ears goes away. It’s always one big thing to another big 
thing. Even the loving, complicated love story that goes on is always important and every time I 
speak to one person or the other I have a revelation. Small talk feels like it is winked out of existence.  

And it has never really felt real. 

I have literally been on this earth for seventeen years. There are people who have been here decades 
longer who are smarter and stronger. Just because I’m “special” doesn’t mean I get to lead and it 
doesn’t mean I get to make decisions about who lives and dies. Because I’m seventeen and there is 
still space in my skull for my brain to grow and lots and lots of room for chemical imbalance in my 
head. Who thought it was a good idea for me to be the masthead of a revolution, anyway? 

 

Who? 

 

Oh, yeah. You.   
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For the O.C.D. Victims 
Isabel Morris 
 

From a wife to her husband 

 

I notice that you never wear your white 
shoes anymore 

Or let your hair ever grow out too long. 

You button up your shirts all the way 

And if your pants are too tight 

Everything is wrong 

 

Your palms are always bright red 

Like the Sun kissed them hard 

And you always smell like the bed 

That holds your feelings, and plays them 
like a song. 

 

I can never get you to come to any events 
with me 

For you excuse yourself and say 

"I must scour the Sunroom windows, 

or sweep the nearest corner." 

 

But I admire you for your determination 

And the clean surprises you leave for me 
everyday. 

And I myself wish I could also say; 

 

I am a famous painter who steals day after 
day. 

I run around with a long paintbrush 

Painting over the stars that don’t fit in the 
night sky 

Or the shadows that don't belong 

The stop signs that are too red 

And the buildings that sit alone 

I hide all the mistakes  

As if they are fingerprints on a gun 

 

Without you the hills wouldn't be as green 

And the leaning Tower of Pisa 

would fall. 

The pictures above our bed wouldn't hang 
proudly 

And we would have to wear shoes around 
the house. 

 

You were not put in this world to make a 
pedant out of it 

But as someone who can create better out 
of bland. 

And everyone who sits there and judges 
you, truly wishes 

They didn't have to watch their dirty walls 
fall, 

And feel bad. 
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O, as she gazed upon her reflection, 

Silhouettes of her former self stared back, 

Taunting the disregard of affection; 

The ghosts that are her aphrodisiac. 

Smiles and laughter, music and dancing, 

Shadows of a hidden light is brought forth, 

Warm nights and warm hearts, mindless romancing, 

And a secret, secret that left her torn. 

Lies and shame, her conscience stained midnight black, 

Still she must live to fortify her walls, 

To build up strength against the common Jack, 

To show you, dear Fate, that she runs these halls. 

To many, she may seem broken, weak, small, 

To me, she is the wings that carry us all.   
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Behind the Clown Nose 
Sasha Berry 
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Altered State 
Isabel Morris 
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The Great Blinding 
Katelyn Shipley 

 
 

“Don’t tell them you can see,” the phrase was plastered across every surface. The words 

bounced around in my head as I frantically searched the small bedroom for a single clue as to what 

had happened.  

I was maimed in the Great Blinding like everybody else just two years ago. One day the world 

was a bright, colorful pastel full of life and movement, the next we were stripped of a natural sense 

we could only dream of having again. Not just some. Everyone. Color became something that was 

instead of something that is. Who knew if the apple you were handed was red or green, real or fake, 

ripe or spoiled? All you knew is that it was an apple. It didn’t just stop at food; for the longest time, 

we had these neighborhood Robins that would sing a beautiful melody every morning. Since the 

blinding, the melody became a blur and it was just a Robin. Soon enough, it was only a bird. Not 

only did we lose color, with it we lost a part of ourselves. 

I felt all the emotion trickle out of me the longer I was enveloped in the darkness. The 

wondrous strolls we would take to cool down after a long day were now meaningless. Watching the 

leaves transform with each season was no longer a pleasure, but a faded memory. Everything lost 

purpose. I knew there should be a meaning to this, some entity encouraging me to use my other 

senses to appreciate the sounds of the world, but all my mind could gravitate towards was how 

beautiful all the life around me used to be. 

 When my eyes were forced open by some unnatural force, there was color again. My world 

was no longer a crisp, solid black as it had been for the past two years. Everything around me was of 

a dark descent, but it wasn’t all black. The walls were grey while the world was foggy. I did my best 

to play it off, to not look at the still grey bird perched on the windowsill, and to hide my excitement 

from anything that might be able to sense it. But alas, how was I supposed to contain such feeling 

from bursting at the seams? 

I went about my day as a blind man would, grasping and feeling all that was around. On the 

way to school, I didn’t see people, I saw soulless bodies trudge to their next end. Once I reached the 

school, I went to the restroom and all I could do was stand there, reflecting on what once was me. A 

man that was now transformed into a grey cloud of smoke and sadness. My shirt was grey along 

with my pants. My hair, which was once a light brown, was now a bland grey. My eyes that were 

once a light shade of blue, were now a shade of grey- altered to fit in with the darkness we were 

supposedly in.   
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Wait For What You Love 
Grace Tran 

 
 

“Sometimes I need to wait.” 
 

“Wait on what?” 
 

“I just need to wait to find what I love again.” 
 

“Like you need to wait to be patient?” 
 

“Yes. I need to wait to remember why I love it.” 
 

“How long do you wait to remember why you love it?” 
 

“Give or take. Sometimes it’s a day, others it’s a month. The shorter 
the time, the more I need it.” 

 
“Would you go mad without it?” 

 
“Yes. I think I’d rather be in pain while doing it sometimes rather 

than be in pain forever not doing it.” 
 

“It’s healthier to wait for love?” 
 

“Of course. Could you actually force love?” 
 

“I don’t think one can. Love is complicated.” 
 

“I know.”   
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Submerged 

Sylvia Crowe   
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For My Juliet 
Annabelle Peoples 
 

You are one of the lucky few, one that is blessed with the gift of daft ignorance and a tall 
stride  

A soul that cannot be pinned onto a corkboard, or 
printed in black and white  

Saying only what they believe, becoming only 
what they want to become  

Is it not a miracle that some are able to inhale the sweet breeze 
of serenity while the rest suffocate on unfulfilled wishes and 
broken promises. We were fed at infancy  

The free spirit is one of grace and charm, one that will 
not bow to the direction the wind blows. One that 
searches the night for kindred spirits And whispers:  
 
Come  
And let us dance on the edges of balance beams  
As the thick autumn air 
presses against our waists  
As an ocean miles away  
Bows at our moonlit feet  

Why, I ask, do we work 
tirelessly to destroy the 
spirit When all we have to do 
is to let go  

Are we upset that our feet 
have grown too accustomed 
to the tiled floor to ever stay 
on the edges of moonbeams  

Or could it be that we don’t 
understand The whole point 
is to fall off 
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Writ in the Forest 
Michiko Nishimoto-Rivera 
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Something in the Corner 
Michiko Nishimoto-Rivera 
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Myth of Day and Night Becoming One 
Grace Tran 

 

The Night beckoned the Day, “Why 
must we stay apart?” 
 
The Day looked at him as though the 
answer was as clear as day. To her, the 
answer was always there. She 
responded, “Well, of course, it’s due 
to the Gods forbidding us to be one. 
Therefore, we can’t stay together.” 
 
The Night nodded his head. Indeed, 
he knew deep down that they couldn’t 
viably be together. Despite the fact, he 
looked for more evidence. “Isn’t there 
a time when it’s not I nor you? There 
certainly is a time of us being one.” 
 
The Day smiled at the thought. She 
whispered, “I know that. But what is 
it called when you and I are one?” 
 
The Night shook his head and laughed 
at the notion. He answered her 
question with one of his own. “Is it 
the time when the moon and sun are 
caught in the sky together?” 
 

She sighed, “We’re always in the sky together. It depends if they see us together. After all, they 
choose if we can ever be one.” 
 
The Night exclaimed, “We’re always together and for Heaven’s sake, we blurred the lines between 
dusk and dawn. The Gods never forbid us. It was them that prevented us. Their ideas that night and 
day could never coexist is what stopped us. We believed them.” 
 
The Day smiled and pondered one last thing, “If so, what about fate? Are you telling me it never 
mattered?” 
 
The Night grinned and responded, “We are the stars. Don’t we choose the path for ourselves?” 
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Blue and White Pots 
Mary Williams 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Kinneret 
Anya Byrne 

 
Surrounded by the purple mist, standing solely, a silhouette swallowed by the 

burning tangerine sunset, I gaze outwards. Skin glowing pink in the warm hue of 
winter in this dry desert land. Hot days, days where the sun stings the scalp, and 
cold nights, where the wind chills the toes.  
 

The cold rushes in as the sun descends in the sky and casts a solemn rest 
across the mountains, and a quiet stillness settles upon the Sea of Galilee in the 
distance. Cool blues and greys flood the landscape and hush the dry browns of the 
valley. The land sleeps. 
 

I close my eyes. My arms outstretched, I let the wind flow through me one last 
time. Roots interlock my toes and bury my feet. I am planted, at peace at last in my 
homeland. 
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Astronauts 
Annabelle Peoples 
 
You’ll have to forgive me today again I can’t finish my dinner  

You tell me that it’s fine 
that you understand but 
I can tell that you’re 
upset  

Once again, I am met 
with that hideous 
nothing but I can hear 
you singing  

You sang to stay 
together 

I sing to fill an empty 
room  

I get the feeling this 
would be much easier 
were I alive  

“By next august,” I had 
promised, “I will write a 
song and fly amongst 
the stars”  

one day, I hope that 
song reaches you  

and now I close my eyes 
cover my ears and walk 
on  

I can’t see you anymore but 
that’s fine with me 

41 



 

Space 
Jacqueline Cruz 
 
Do you ever think 
about space? 
 
No, not the cosmos 
that flitter above and 
round our heads, in a 
never ending halo of 
light. 
 
No, not the brilliant 
burning of a million 
suns and stars that 
only an artist with the 
eyes of God could 
capture and know; 
never the vast 
emptiness. 
 
Never the complete 
and utter reminder of 
how infinitesimal we 
are, and how much 
life we have yet to take 
and cultivate to our 
own wants and needs. 

 
How right now, it’s simple stardust, caught in our eyes and threading itself in our 
lungs. A web of cosmic beauty, just out of our reach, and yet already so up close and 
personal flowing through our body and blood. 
 
“From dust you were born, and to dust you shall return,” that’s the rhetoric we 
were given as an answer. Lingering, but so full, all at once. 
 
No, I don’t mean that kind of space. Although, it’s quite an idea to behold now, isn’t 
it?   
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     St. George Lighthouse 
    Mary Williams 
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If the Trees Could Speak 
Anya Byrne 

 
If the trees could speak, I wonder what they would have to say to me. The trees are 

much older than me. They are my eldest brothers and sisters and they have watched 

me grow up, standing still, knowing so much more. They have seen everything and 

they know the ways of this world. I want to ask the magnolia tree at my old house, 

“Magnolia, did you enjoy our times together, when I would climb up onto your 

lowest branches with that coarse yellow rope? Do you miss the three siblings who 

played in your shade and pretended your leaves were small boats?” 

 

If I could, I would go to the tall oak looming over the driveway and look up. “Oak, 

are you anxious that you might fall on the driveway one day? Why do you lean so 

precariously though you are built sturdily enough to stand tall?” 

 

Maybe the trees would answer me. Maybe the magnolia would sway and softly 

whisper, “Of course I enjoyed our time together. Those were the best of my days, 

when you three would run under my canopy and climb my branches. The rope was 

coarse, indeed, but I never minded.” 

 

Maybe the oak would lean down and laugh heartily, and speak in a rich, deep voice, 

“I’ve stood here since before there was a driveway to lean over, before the woods 

were cleared to make room for your house. I’m not so worried about falling anytime 

soon. I know I’m sturdy. And you ask why I lean so? I have grown this way since I can 

remember. I have grown to stick my head out amongst the other trees and reach for 

the sun.” 

 

Thank you Magnolia, and thank you Oak. Here’s to a childhood of coarse yellow 

ropes strung through thin branches and trunks built to reach for the sun.   
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Cicada Sundays 
Anya Byrne 
 
Dust on the dining room table, soft in the 

light of the slow afternoon, reminds me 

that I forgot to do my chores. Another 

summer Sunday drags on, sleepy and 

quiet. 

 

I wonder when Sunday began to feel 

different. When did I begin to notice the 

noises of preparation for the week ahead 

-- the tumbling and turning of clothes in 

the laundry, the growling of the 

next-door neighbor’s lawn mower, the 

shutting of my brother’s bedroom door? 

He needed quiet to work.  

 

As a kid, my Sundays were sweet, sticky, 

time moving as thick and slow as pancake 

syrup. The sun shining through the blinds 

never set and the pages of my chapter 

books were endless. I was entranced in 

play, collecting lizards and sprawled on 

the trampoline into the early hours of 

evening. When the chirping of cicadas 

crept into the humid air, I would walk 

barefoot through the wet, itchy grass back 

to the house. My brother didn’t hear the 

cicadas or walk through the grass. My 

brother stayed behind his closed door on 

my sweet, sticky Sunday.  

 

I think that when I used to stand and stare 

at my brother’s closed door, across the 

hall from my room, I made a silent vow 

that my Sundays would not become like 

his. He was just one door apart from me, 

and yet he felt so far away. He was my 

older brother and my companion. 

 

Yet, it seems that as we all grow, our 

Sundays go through a transformation, and 

we become the ones sitting behind closed 

doors, working away at something more 

important than listening to cicadas and 

reading childish novels. There comes a 

time when we take play off the to-do list 

and fill it with other monotonous tasks 

instead.  

 

But if we try hard enough, play, rejoicing 

in the simplest moments, in nature, in 

time spent doing absolutely nothing, we 

can open our taste buds to sweetness and 

come out from behind the bedroom door. 

We can remember and relive the 

everlasting Sundays of childhood. 
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Abstracted Culture 

Meika Hamby 
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My Love 
Crystal Star 
 
Your voice. 
My mind craves to hear it 
The way it constantly hears our 
favorite songs. 
Your name. 
I repeat it in my mind, over and 
over again, 
As if tracing a single word on a page 
repeatedly, 
Trying to comprehend the depth of 
it. 
It echoes in my mind perpetually, 
Remind me every second of your 
existence 
And this endless euphoria.  
I never stop thinking about you.  
I can’t help but love you. 
 
You are the stars in my universe 
That fill the empty darkness with 
light 
And bring heat to the cold expanses 
of space. 
You are the galaxies in my universe  
That paint the canvas with 
multitudes of colour 
And contain all of the light in the 
universe.  
You are my universe. 
 
I have always been lost in this crazy 
life. 
 

 
With you, I have stopped wandering 
aimlessly 
And instead walk alongside you 
As we go forward into the future.  
You are my purpose. 
 
My love extends infinitely and 
beyond for you, 
And will last for all eternity.  
You are my future. 
 
Thank you for being amazing, 
Thank you for being mine,  
I love you. 
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Goodnight 
Crystal Star 

 
My love, goodnight, 

I will see you at the 
morning light of 

tomorrow. 
Sweet dreams and sleep 

tight. 
 

As we fade with the 
sun’s light, 

The darkness says hello. 
My love, goodnight.  

 
Give me your stress and 

worries, all right? 
All of them, let them go. 
Sweet dreams and sleep 

tight. 
 

Before morning light, 
Let reality become a 

shadow. 
My love, goodnight. 

 
May your mind take 

flight, 
Your dreams becoming all you know. 

Sweet dreams and sleep tight. 
 

As you sleep, remember you are my light, 
And I will love you through and through. 

My love, goodnight, 
Sweet dreams and sleep tight. 
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