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WHAT’S ON THE OTH ER SIDE II? 

Toni Rash 
 

If you’ve ever looked beyond the present 

moment, 

You might have envisioned a special dream to 

foment. 
 

If somehow you have learned or acquired a 

special talent, 

You could utilize that skill to begin anew a way 

to share what it meant. 
 

If you’ve spent time with someone who has been 

very ill, 

You now understand the implications of what 

can happen still. 
 

If your world has been a cacophony of the good 

and not-so-good, 

Then, you still have an opportunity to make 

changes, not to brood. 
 

If you’ve lost an old friend through no fault of 

your own, 

And miss them, wishing you could rekindle that 

friendship you’ve sown. 
 

If you have loved someone deeply, and they do 

not seem to reciprocate, 

Then, share that same love for another you shall 

find and soon locate. 
 

If you’ve not succeeded in endeavors that you 

have tried, 

 Try and try again, to find a new way, a new 

path—your own--inside. 
 

If the world at large appears immense and you 

feel slightly insignificant, 

‘Tis time to grow within yourself by 

investigating you, the ‘magnificent.’ 

   If you feel alone, unloved, and often blue, 

Talk it out with a confidant, counselor, or, even 

the “internal you.” 
 

If you want to make a difference in your life and 

in the world, 

Now is the time, as “What’s On The Other 

Side,” is soon to be unfurled! 

GET READY!  GET SET!  BE PREPARED!  

NOTHING SPARED! 

 

 

 

Art Submission 

Lina Szpak, age 11 

 

 

 

 

Out 

Meghan Donovan, age 45 

  

My closet has a revolving door. 

It wasn’t always this way. 

I took a tentative peek out when I was twelve 

years old, 

And obsessed with the caramel-colored hair of 

one of my classmates. 

Then spent years alternately nailing the door 

shut 

And trying to see light through the cracks. 

I would read books in the hope that the answers 

were there 

(My usual coping mechanism for anything that 

puzzles me), 

Call the LGBT Center but never show up, 

Insist that my crushes on women were simply a 

distraction  

From issues that needed fixing in my life, 

Despite the fact that I judged a man I dated for 

doing just that. 

(Why couldn’t he accept that he was bi,  

Instead of blaming his relationships with men on 

mania?) 
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Then when I was 38, I finally told my 

internalized biphobia to shut the hell up, 

And took the nails out of the door, one by one. 

As I got more comfortable with being bi, pan, or 

simply queer, 

I noticed that the old wooden door was in bad 

shape, 

But I knew I couldn’t just leave the closet open. 

So I put in a revolving door with an intercom, 

So I can see whether someone would understand 

Before I come all the way out. 

 

 

Knock Back  

Elana Pitts, age 19 

 

There is a chip door on the other side of the 

room  

When you place your head on it, I can hear the 

creaking of the floorboards, voices talking in 

hushed tones, footsteps heavy and rushed, and 

water running  

I once knocked on the door and all movement 

stopped  

Even the never-ending flow of water I wish to 

feel  

I like to imagine that they are setting up a feast 

or party to me  

That they placed me in this dark, cramped room 

to hide the surprise  

There might be a dress out there to replace the 

dirty rags I have on  

A huge cake that has jewels all around it with 

edible flowers  

Maybe the footsteps are them practicing 

a dance that is very complicated just to 

make me smile Oh! And the water...the 

water will be the main event  

We could swim  

Dance  

Perform  

Or even dissolve all of our intense emotions in 

the oasis  

 

I knocked on the door once  

Twice  

Three times  

Humming a tune to myself  

Maybe we are celebrating a holiday  

I once heard a man say that he was going to 

celebrate Christmas (?)  

Not sure what that is, but in the same sentence 

he said ‘Happy Holidays’  

His voice was happy and bouncing around  

Echoing in my empty room  

I place my ear back 

on the door 

knocking a little 

harder, humming a 

little louder 

Footsteps come 

towards me  

I waited with bated breath  

Never once did the footsteps ever come to me  

Never once did the footsteps keep going  

I backed away from the door, hands pressed on 

to the ground  

I waited and waited  

Then  

Knock, knock, knock  

Accompanied by humming  

 

They hummed in time with the knocks  

I slowly went back up to the door  

Placing my hands on the door  

Letting my ear hug the wood on the door  

The knocking and humming stopped  

I quickly knocked two times, humming a small 

tune  

Call and Response is what this is, I guess  

After awhile the person knocked too 

 last time, after the humming went dead  

 I knocked back twice and I didn’t hear the 

 knocking or humming again  

To the other side of the room I go  

Humming the tune in the dark  

In the cold, dark room in rags 
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Our Gendered Culture  

Halle Preneta, age 17 

 

A man and woman  

Holding hands  

They get to share  

Their love throughout the lands  

 

Turn on the tv  

A straight couple is there  

Everyone cheering  

For their little affair  

 

A billboard for wedding dresses  

Holds a man and a woman  

The sign says “For Your Perfect Wedding!”  

As if LGBTQ+ people weren’t human  

 

Little Johnny, at the age of eight  

Is apparently a lady’s man now  

Even though he’s old enough  

To tell if he isn’t straight  

 

From gendered chocolate eggs  

To gendered soap  

To everything in between  

Promoting heteronormative culture  

So that we can’t be seen 

  

A damaging narrative  

Told by so many  

These two opposing sides  

Will cause such a frenzy  

 

 

Remarkably ordinary  

Judith Zelis, age 64 

 

It's only  

for a little while.  

That space between  

the promise of temporary  

and no end in sight.  

Like the run on grey days in March  

And all of the houseplants are straining.  

Or the times you held your breath  

the length of the Allegheny Mountain  

Tunnel,  

face pinching with each passing marker,  

determined to claim your wish on the  

other side.  

It's only  

a penny.  

A pigeon.  

A suggestion.  

 

 

The Other Side 

Evan Burg 

  

I feel that in 2004 on the other side, having my 

back surgery was a big challenge for me but 

when I went to Hawaii after my surgery it was 

an amazing feeling for me.  Even though I had to 

wear a back brace, it felt great just being able to 

go into the pool and enjoy the wonderful 

weather.  The other side of me also is for me to 

continue to be more independent at work and 

achieve my goals to the best of my ability.  I 

don't know when life will end but I'm so grateful 

to have family and friends that care so much 

about me.  Just being able to have a job and 

other wonderful activities during the day makes 

me feel so proud!  

 

 

WHAT’S ON THE OTHER SIDE?—

CHALLENGES! 

Toni Rash 

 

C:  CREATIVITY within your COMMUNITY 

& in our world. 

H:  HOPE for HEALTH and HAPPINESS. 

A:  ACHIEVEMENT in all AREAS of 

endeavor. 

L:  LOVE for humanity and LOVE for LIFE, 

itself. 

L:  LEARNING throughout your LIFETIME. 

E:  ENTHUSIASM for all you attempt and 

succeed doing. 

N:  NURTURING your “Inner Self.” 

G:  GOALS and GUIDANCE for the GOOD! 

E:  ENERGY that is utilized to help society. 

S:  SUCCESS in your chosen vocation. 
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Art Submission 

Ruth Wurtzel 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

An Absurd Odyssey 

Beryl Khabeer 

  

“Drapetomania” is the mental health diagnosis 

that psychiatrists in 1851 gave the slaves that ran 

away from the plantation or broke their work 

tools.  Many slaves were diagnosed with this 

“malady” and sometimes even fellow slaves 

agreed. Understanding why the slaves ran away 

must have been beyond the comprehension of 

the physicians at that time. 

  

In today’s world, my behavior must likewise be 

beyond the comprehension of the mind experts.  

For no matter how I have educated my mind 

over the last 45 years, I am still diagnosed with 

clinical words that mean nothing to me.  My 

most recent diagnosis, RRAC, is unknown to 

many. The ones who have diagnosed me must 

not have my “type” in their knowledge base. In 

academia, I have a very learned base as I am a 

natural philosopher, attended Cleveland State 

University, and have the support of many 

professional philosophers. 

  

that I’ll be doing what I was born to do, be a 

preacher and a playwright! 

 

 

 

On The Other Side 

Adam Joselson, age 24 

Like many in northeast Ohio, America, and 

the world, I lost my last job due to Covid-19. 

It was a steady, stressful, well paying, 

unfulfilling job, and the furlough almost came 

as a relief. In a few more months I’ll be 

moving to California when my girlfriend 

enrolls in law school. After months of 

uncertainty, unemployment, one temporary 

job, over 80 job applications, and (ongoing) 

two interviews, I’m now faced with a choice: 

Do I take my old job back for my last four or 

five months as a Cleveland Heights resident?  

You might already know what your decision 

would be. If so, I commend you, you know 

yourself better than I do. By the time you read 

this, I will already have made my decision. I 

will have had to, as time continues its appointed 

task, laying the cobblestones of memory lane. 

But for now, I’m stuck at this crossroads, 

wondering what’s on the other side of two roads 

diverging in a yellowed wood.  

What would you do? I can choose stability 

and stress for a few months, or uncertainty 

and an entirely different stress for who knows 

how long. When we look into the future, or 

into the ever confusing amalgam of celebrity 

and popular media, the choice to shift 

vocations is presented in stark terms. There is 

the greyscale world of corporate success 

measured in app downloads per toddler and 

square footage of office windows, or there is 

the technicolor world of entrepreneurs, non-

profits, public service, where the work is the 

success.  
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How would you feel, were you me? Would you 

even let yourself feel? Feel the relief at being 

offered work, the fear of underperforming 

again, the desire to try something new, the 

doubt of finding anything better. If you didn’t 

let yourself feel, how could you know you were 

making the right choice, not only for you now 

but you in the future, not only for your financial 

health but for your emotional health? Life rarely 

comes at us with clear choices, and never with 

clear outcomes. But if we can listen to 

ourselves, maybe we can make things a little 

easier.  

By the time you read this, I’ll have decided 

where I go. Which would you choose? If you 

ask your friend, do you know what she’d say? 

Maybe if I had the time to ask her too, she 

could give me some advice. But for now, I 

don’t know what I will choose. Eventually, I’ll 

know where I’m headed. But, for now, I’m 

stuck, wondering what’s on the other side of 

my decision.  

 

The Wall  

Brady Miller, age 21 

 

He woke in the dull light of morning. It was 

quiet, like always, so still and noiseless he 

could hear his eyelashes scrape against the cold 

polyester pillowcase as he blinked himself 

awake. At least he thought of it as polyester. 

Really, he had no way of knowing. He pushed 

himself up to rest back on his hands, staring 

across their little campsite at the towering grey 

wall before him.  

Today was the day.  

 

The girl lay beside him, still as the air around, 

her curly, black hair the only part of her visible 

beneath the ash-grey blanket that swaddled her, 

her breaths so soft she may have been dead. He 

sighed. He’d let her sleep a little longer. He 

could give her that much. One last moment of 

peace.  

 

He got up from his bed and checked the packs. 

Nothing had changed. Two woven, handmade 

ropes, each thirty feet in length and two crude 

grappling hooks he’d fashioned out of a large 

chunk of alabaster he’d dug up in the woods not 

far from their campsite. That part had taken 

months. Part of him wished it had been longer. 

 

He looked back once more at their camp on the 

edge of the wood, where the girl still lay 

unmoved in her bed. The beds had been there 

when they arrived, two clean made mattresses 

on the edge of an alien forest; they’d awoken in 

them, side-by-side, as though they’d fallen 

asleep just like that. Neither of them could 

recall a moment before that strangest day. The 

next few had been hard. The girl barely spoke a 

word to him for a month. Even then, with both 

heads together, neither of them could find a 

good reason for any of it. The woods were 

empty but for the trees. Not a bird or squirrel 

anywhere you looked. Not the patter of rain or 

the rustle of wind. Empty. There was no food or 

water to speak of, but neither of them ever 

seemed to get hungry or thirsty. They’d realized 

that on the first day, too. It was a strange trick. 

Sometimes he wished all that built up hunger 

would just come on him in force, so strong it 

would jar him out of the lull of this place. It 

never did.  

 

And then there was the wall. Solid, unearthly it 

stood opposite the woods, a hulk of pale, sheer 

stone some thirty feet tall. That had been here 

from the start too. 

 

“Don’t you ever wonder?” she’d asked him two 

months in.  

 

He’d looked up from the piece of wood he’d 

been carving with the limestone knife he’d 

fashioned. “Wonder what?”  

 

“What’s on the other side?”  

 

They just stared at each other for a moment. 

Then, “No.”  
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“We could go over any time, you know,” she 

said, hugging herself and rocking back and 

forth. “I don’t think anybody would stop us.”  

Once she’d said it, he wondered why it had 

been she first, she who’d been so timid at the 

start. But it was not till the words fell from her 

mouth that he realized they’d been in the back 

of his mind since that very first oh-so-quiet 

day. And yet he hadn’t said them. Hadn’t 

wanted to. Though they’d towered at the 

corner of his mind like a building wave, held 

back only by his fear.  

 

Fear of what? He still didn’t know.  

 

He went now and crouched down at her 

bedside, shook her shoulder gently. She lifted 

her head from the pillow and her eyes came 

open a crack. “Is it the day?” He nodded.  

“I heard the wolves again last night,” she 
said, pushing herself up, yawning. “Did you 
hear them this time?”  

He shook his head. She said things like that 

sometimes. “You will. You just gotta listen.”  

He forced a smile. It had been so long since 
he’d heard anything but the scraping of rocks, 
or the sound of his voice or hers. Would there 
be other sounds on the other side? God, he 
wished for it, if he had power to wish left.  

When she’d finally gotten up, she said, “You 

look scared.”  

“I am,” he said.  

“I am too,” said she, and took his rough hand in 

hers. “But today is the day.”  

“Right,” he said, turning, slowly, toward 
that sheer, pale face. He’d gotten her all 
wrong, he knew now. Right from the start.  

He looked from the wall to her and 
back again. This time the smile came 
a little easier. He breathed deep.  

“Today is the day.”  

 

When We Look Back…. 

Mimi Plevin-Foust, age 63 

 

When people look back at this time, they’ll be 

stunned: 

Why did they let that man with the damaged 

brain keep running the country?  Into the 

ground, 

 

workers dig daily to bury the coffins and urns of 

ashes. 

Look how the light sparkles across Wuhan 

and Venice, L.A. and New York now that 

everyone’s 

 

staying home. Didn’t he brag about his ratings  

while his friend lay dying? The way we look 

back at Germans cheering the man with the 

funny mustache 

 

and wonder why, knowing we’re so much 

smarter.  

Didn’t he ignore warnings for months while the 

virus spread? Now that the privileged are staying 

home, look 

 

how the light sparkles across Wuhan and 

Venice, L.A. and New York. Didn’t he brag 

we’d be doing a ‘very good job’ if we only lose 

100,000? 

 

Workers dig daily to bury the coffins and urns of 

ashes. 

When people look back at this time, they’ll be 

stunned. 

Why did they let that man with the funny tan 

and the damaged soul keep running the country 

into the ground? 

 

 

Coronavirus 

Jacob Goldman, age 15 

 

Bliss, Joy, All Was Good 

But The World Had Just Stopped 

Coronavirus 
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Art Submission 

Ruth Wurtzel 

 

 
 

 

“Always Greener” 

 Carolyn Kriebel, age 28 

 

The grass is always greener on the other side  

However – when you arrive, you then realize 

they lied  

 

The other side is full of the unknown  

We all just yearn to not be left in the weeds 

alone  

 

The other side is full of hope and promise  

Wishfully thinking of the new and exciting 

upon us  

The other side brings possibility  

But we are the ones that make opportunity into 

reality  

 

The say the grass is always greener on the other 

side  

However - to water or not, it is up to us to 

decide.  

 

 

The Flip Side  

Kevin Devine, age 60 

 

B-side fifties song  

When dinosaurs played vinyl  

Rock Around the Clock  

 

 

TRANSFORMED UNTO “THE OTHER 

SIDE” 

Carol Y. Hinnant 

 

Each day we awaken with a hope and a belief,  

But, our hopes, our dreams, are not taken by the 

“thief.” 

Our every step is guided and all is provided, 

By our God, who paid a ransom for a people 

that belonged to Him. 

 

We move about and sometimes fear or doubt 

will seem to wash us out. 

Feelings change and rearrange, doubt creeps in 

and elevates sin. 

But, when our hearts are fixed, there’s no mix or 

tricks 

That can separate us from the love of Him. 

 

We were made free and without guilt or pride as 

we rush to get to 

The other side. 

Life takes twists and turns; scars are revealed 

because of our will; 

But, His plan is grandstand, and as He takes our 

hand, we are at liberty, 

Because of what He has done for you and for 

me! 

 

I live a life with some pain, some strife, and 

then, 

I am transformed and allowed unto the other 

side.   

It is then that I shall realize that I of Christ.” 

 

 

Considering  

Jan Snow, age 78 
 

No glinting bowl above 

rather a spangled platter beneath, 

Orion and his minions inside out 

freed of mythologies and unnamed, 

now step sheets for ballroom beginners 

guides to dances unfamiliar. 

Yet even here, on the other side of the sky, 

through all and still of it, the silver river runs, 

the Milky Way, known backbone of the night, 

ever the Path of Souls. 
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Zennisland, Where Other Side No Matter 

Leslie Bednar, age 59 

 

Me poop in Corner. There. Past Bright 

Spot, near Glow. My spot. Never poop Other 

Corner. Me tidy. Not clean. Tidy. This 

important. 

 Me sleep here, in Safe Place. In Dark. 

Far from Bright Spot. Here Safe Place Warm 

and Cool, Dry and Damp. Me safe. Not sure. 

Safe. This important. 

 Me like Rock. Rock new. Rock stinks 

when Wet. Rock just right. Rock helps. When 

Feet on Rock, me see Much. Not all. Much. This 

important.  

 Me trust Source. Source old. Source 

stinks. Source loud. Source fast. Source not 

know. All not Urgent. Only Urgent urgent. This 

important. 

 Source here. Now Hand. Now Voice. 

Too loud. Too fast. Blink, blink. “What hell?” 

Me try. Eyes hurt. Squint. Me stop. Wait. Look. 

Me trust Source. Not Love. Trust. This 

important. 

Hand brings Food. Food good. Food 

helps. Food jumps. Food crawls. Me watch. 

Food foolish. Me Deft. Me twitch. Quiver. 

Lunge. Yum. Food gone. Not done. Gone. This 

important. 

 Me like Rain. Source brings Rain. Rain 

good. Rain helps. Rock likes Rain. Rock stinks. 

Me like Rock. Me feel good. Not happy. Good. 

This important. 

 Me like Home. Glass Box home. Me 

reign. Other side not. Glow Shadow, Sound 

Smell there. Not here. There. This important. 

Only Urgent urgent. Me eat. Me poop. 

Me sleep. Me wait. Me roam. Safe Place. Rock. 

Bright Spot. Glow. Glass Box home. Not alone. 

Home. This most important. 

 

 

Post Portly 

Cindy Illig, age 59 

 

Of average height and rather portly, his 

jowls sagged and flopped about his mouth as he 

bored her with tales of his brilliance. She leaned 

forward, a listening posture but with eyes turned 

down, steady and waiting for his monumental 

mistake. Was he going to reveal his not-so-

secret preference of fast-food burgers or call 

forth in fatherly fashion his outrage at one group 

of working poor people failing another? More 

hides to hang in his hall of hate speech. His gaff 

was inevitable like the dog barking in the middle 

of the night at the branch snapping under 

pressure, or the sharp crack-crack of the dropped 

coffee cup. You know what’s coming, but you 

have to watch anyway.  

Four years’ worth. The world rolled 

toward something, or away, a mere millimeter at 

a time. The people idled in their homes, hovel 

and castle dwellers alike, disbelieving. Others 

encased in cream colored concrete walls were 

soothed by the plops and pings keeping time by 

their hearts. Dying and almost dying, while the 

portly man waved his miniature hands, shouting 

endlessly senseless sentences, insisting we listen 

to his screed.  

Like a dream encased by a nightmare, 

ethereal and immobilizing, nothing is where it’s 

supposed to be. No one is who they should be. 

She is disturbed, unable to sit with the 

unpredictability. What would possibly come 

next? And then, it was just over. The helium 

escaped the balloon sending it urgently, deflated 

mylar shining aimlessly over the horizon. We 

the people let our fat heads roll on spindly necks 

googling our red rim eyes and inhaled. How 

shall we be now?  
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Dispelling Dissonance 

Marisa Adame, Age 25 
 

In a foggy marsh, Barry the Bullfrog 

chatters with Tambor the Lop. Tambor 

lifts a large ear toward the dusky sky, 

and with a nod to Barry begins to tap a 

steady beat. Barry hums baritone notes 

that drip into the cold atmosphere.  
 

A Moonbeam named Clara suddenly 

slices the emptiness. Her light spasms 

in all directions to play the fog like a 

theremin. She seeks to lead the team 

tonight, though Barry counsels her 

against it. As she protests, her cries of 

qualification twist through the night.  
 

Barry and Clara bicker until Harper the 

Cricket arrives with a quick hello. Her 

presence soothes, so all follow her 

chipper chirping in support of 

Tambor’s steady rhythm. At last, Atlas 

the Melancholy Man of Mystery 

appears to crown the quirky quintet. 

Atlas begins his morose melody of 

wondering what lies on the other side 

of existential fatigue.  
 

The marsh twinkles in response to their 

music. Without skipping a beat, Clara 

orchestrates her light to lift Harper 

above the dusky land. Barry murmurs 

against the usual trickster ways, but 

Clara increases her volume on the fog 

to tune him out. Tambor watches, but 

gives no sound save for the loyal 

drumbeat emanating from his foot. 

Atlas’s rst verse ends and the motley 

band grip the rhythm in a simultaneous 

pause, the effect of which makes the 

marsh catch its breath.  
 

When they continue into the next 

supplicating stanza, the marsh releases 

its mysterious shroud with a sigh. 

Clara questions Harper with a look; 

Harper sees the Omen in the middle of 

the marsh’s mist. Barry’s eyes alight 

again upon Harper. With pleading 

croaks, he convinces her to truly 

follow Atlas’s lead. With this gift of 

music, they might be given the Omen – 

rather than having to steal it. After all, 

wasn’t thievery of earthly goodness 

what drove their present scarcity in the 

first place?      
 

Clara returns Harper to the ground and 

observes how the marsh dances. She 

too begins to hope that they might be 

given the Omen, the answer to their 

prayers, after all. Her excitement 

exudes as Atlas’s confession smoothly 

croons toward the spirit of the marsh. 

He apologizes for the recklessness of 

his people. His heartache almost 

tangible, he wonders why no 

appreciation for natural resources can 

exceed mankind’s greed.  
 

Clara, rarely impressed by a leader 

other than herself, shifts her attention. 

She decides to support the leader her 

team has chosen. The marsh undulates 

with glee at the band’s perfect 

synchronicity. The delicate balance of 

ego playing second fiddle to united 

need speaks highly to their cause. 

When the song finishes, they wait to 

see if they will be given the key to 

saving their world: the Omen, for 

which the marsh was named guardian.  
 

The Omen is given to them with 

instructions secured within a bottle. 

After reading, they bow and part ways. 

Each has a task to accomplish, and it is 

only by carrying the spirit of harmony 

through their separate journeys that 

they will set the world to rights by 

making space for all of creaturekind.  
 

An End. 

 

 

Sides 
Mallory Massey, age 13 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 



10 
 

Art Submission 

Ruth Wurtzel 

 

 

Where Celebrities Meet in Heaven 

 For Robin Williams 

Mimi Plevin-Foust, age 63 

 

He slips in quietly behind the others 

and takes a dinged-up chair near the back. 

It’s the nightly twelve-step meeting in Paradise. 

 

Everyone is there: Billie. Elvis. Jimi. Janis.  

So many drummers, they’re impossible to count. 

 

In front, an angel he doesn’t recognize 

mentally transmits a long story  

about a very bad fix. 

 

Everyone is there: Cory. Amy. Whitney.  

Michael.  

 

The guy beside him looks over and raises  

an eyebrow,  Hey, man, what the hell— ?  

It’s Philip Seymour Hoffman, looking  

surprisingly svelte.  

The new guy, famous for his pyrotechnic wit, 

just smiles and shrugs.  

 

Everyone is there: Kurt.  River.  Heath.  Chet.  

 

The ones who thought… I can do this. 

      For old time’s sake…. Just one last buzz. 

And the ones who thought… I can’t do this. 

     Just get me through.… No one will know. 

 

Everyone is there: Truman.  Judy.  Marilyn. 

The ones who died young and pretty 

and the ones who swelled in middle-age. 

They fill the room with their multi-colored 

lights, polishing themselves brighter and 

brighter. 

 

Are you ready? Are you almost healed? 

Are you strong enough to take the plunge, 

come back, and try again? 

We are waiting to catch you. 

 

 

Antipodes 

Leslie Bednar, age 59 

 

My tears fall lightly on the soft blue blanket. I 

rock gently in the black rocker I bought at a yard 

sale. The dented paint finish proves years of use. 

The runners and legs creak slightly at every to 

and fro - a comforting sound attaching me to this 

moment that won’t wait for us. 

Someday, this sweet baby boy with velvet skin 

and reddish hair won’t need me. He’ll leave me, 

as he should. My premature sadness hurts. I 

adore him. I want to never let go. I rock away 

my tears. Too soon, this precious time is gone. 

time flies 

He seems to have thought I had something 

important to tell him. With direct-gaze, he 

questions, “So, what’s up?” I’m wordless. There 

is so much that is up. I want to talk with him 

about everything, but nothing seems important 

now that he’s here. There’s no need but I hear 

his worry. His adulthood stands between us for a 

moment. 

“Nothing much - I just wanted some 

time with you.” 

“Oh,” he pauses, looking into me. 

“Good.”  

So, we chat and enjoy the takeout food 

he picked up on the way. He sighs when the 

clock forces his hand to his keys, and he stands 

to leave. I don’t want him to go. He needs to get 

back, finish his workday. I thought we would 

have more time. We needed more time. “I’m 
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sorry,” I mutter, feeling bad for the 50-mile 

round trip he is making for me. 

“We’ll do this again when I have more 

time, I’m sorry,” he says, confirming 

our tree-apple relationship. 

“No sorry needed. I love you. Next time 

we’ll talk on the phone or Zoom. Be safe.” My 

tears fall softly on my shirt as I walk from the 

door. And he is gone.  

time flies 

I can hear my labored breathing, the whirling 

machines, the quiet rustlings of people moving 

and doing, making the best of what has been 

dealt. My body lies in shriveled stillness, eyes 

closed, as if asleep. But my mind is awake, 

traveling from present to past to future, to this 

and to that, and there’s my dad. “Hi Dad.” I’m 

confident he hears, and he does. He smiles, calm 

and waiting. 

My son is right here beside me. His voice holds 

me, his hand keeps my hand company. “I love 

you, Mom. I’m so sorry,” that damn guilt filling 

the room. I feel the wait. Why am I waiting? For 

what? My dad is still here. I like that. “Mom, it’s 

okay to go now. I hate this waiting but I’m here. 

I’m staying. I’ll wait with you.” he says just to 

me, by my ear. I wish I could feel his breath. He 

doesn’t want me to go. Yet, he does.  

It is done. “Goodbye, my sweet baby boy. I love 

you,” I say, hopeful he hears. His tears fall 

quietly on the sheets as I walk away with Dad. 

And I am gone. 

 

Art Submission 
Ruth Wurtzel 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Other Side of The Bookcase 

Donna Shimko, age 67 

 

On the other side of the bookcase door, she is 

thinking of her former home on the other side of 

Amsterdam 

 

to the other side of a young and happy life: her 

13th birthday, a dining room table full of 

presents – best of all, a red chequered cloth 

covered diary 

 

Just weeks after that birthday, she packs her 

diary, clothes, books for the journey into hiding 

and sanctuary; she walks slowly through her 

father’s office building, up treacherously steep 

steps, through the bookcase door to the other 

side of her life 

 

two years later, on the other side of her shared 

room, a 15-year-old girl has written her heart 

and soul into essays, fairy tales, wickedly witty 

sketches of family and comrades in isolation, 

first chapter of a never-finished novel, never-

posted letters, and a diary 

 

Her diary written with wisdom, reason, humour 

and grace, covering the pages of her red-

chequered book, office ledgers, and countless 

single sheets 

 

Her diary scattered brutally onto the hiding place 

floor on a hot August afternoon, the day of 

ultimate betrayal 

 

Her diary gathered up, reclaimed and saved by a 

loving sister-in-spirit, to become her father’s 

sole consolation upon his return from Hell 

 

Her diary now in print round the world, saved 

from unimaginable conflagration and demonic 

destruction, saved to share her dreams, her 

doldrums, her dread, her doubts, her delights 

 

Dearest Anneliese Marie Frank – your diary 

survived to tell us: 

the other side is love 

the other side is hope 
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The Other Side  

Prose: Barbara French, age 61  

Art: Henry French, age 18 

 

Standing on a spool of thread, She pushed back 

the shard of concrete. “Sounds like it’s over.”  

She and her people had been living in a crack in 

the pavement. A snowplow had careened 

around an icy corner, splitting the iron drain and 

dislodging the curb, splashing and tossing what 

should have been solid ground, making a crack 

just their size. Her people knew about truck 

driving humans, but didn’t share space with 

them since She and hers were so tiny. Humans 

rarely saw them and when they did, they 

disbelieved and made up quaint stories about 

elves, needing magic for explanation.  

This, his last accident, happened at the plow 

driver’s evanescence. Starting a year ago, 

humans evanesced, one by one at first, and then 

by the thousands. They were driving their trucks 

or walking their dogs, then Poof! Gone. Nothing 

left but a pile of clothes with a facemask, like a 

cherry, right on top. Humans had no defense 

against evanescence. They put on masks lest it 

was the ether itself: air in, spirit out. They 

fought nothingness, but there was no corpse to 

study, no thread to follow. Did they go to 

another side? No one knew. They vanished.  

Human hum and rumble were gone. She could 

hear water flowing underground and birds 

flying overhead. She could hear a leaf 

skittering and a racoon sniffing. Her people 

wondered if the humans were still in the air, 

looming, but She thought not. She didn’t 

believe in magic.  

She and her people clammered out of their moist 

curbside home to explore the house across the 

street. They had heard about the big, dry 

buildings the humans built and what marvels 

might be found within. They broke a small 

window pane on the massive front door, piled 

rocks and bits of human detritus they’d 

collected, hoisted each other up, and dropped 

down inside.  

There were soft, cushy staircases and vast vistas 

of wood floors, human hewed and polished to a 

glossy shine. Wood this smooth wasn’t found in 

nature. She lay on her belly and scanned her 

new horizon -- slick and clean, ready to be their 

base. They could build a life here.  

She and they embarked on their work with a 

festive spirit. The glorious wood lent itself well 

to a dance floor in one corner, a sliding-rink in 

another. They would string thread to separate 

the space and use the facemasks they’d 

collected as dividers. The white, medical masks 

would serve well in the shared spaces. The silk 

masks worn by fancy humans could be dresses 

and party clothes. Thick polyester masks would 

serve as bedroom walls or comfy quilts. Strung 

up small-human masks made perfect swinging 

cribs for their littlest ones.  

Humans evanescenced, but She didn’t wonder 

why. She and hers had comfort and peace now. 

It was their turn to be on the other side.  

 

Art: Henry French, age 18 
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The Other Side of Sandwich Wars 

Flynn Gilbert 

 

At Michelangelo 

High School, six 

teenagers named 

Nick, Emily, 

Melody, Apollo, 

Darren, and 

Gianna sat in 

detention class, 

bored. Their 

teacher, Ms. Donna, tried to go through all the 

classes they skipped with them, but she had to 

leave to go to the bathroom. After leaving, the 

teens all realized something...they were free. 

“She’s gone! We’re free!” shouted Nick. The 

teens  

ran out of the room yelling, “FREEDOM!” 

when they smelled something. It smelled like a 

sandwich. “I think it’s coming from there!” said 

Nick, pointing to another room. When they went 

inside, they saw a sandwich sitting next to a 

chocolate bar on a table. They all wanted to eat 

the sandwich, but realized the sandwich was 

only big enough for one of them to eat it. But 

then Nick had an idea. “Why don’t we play a 

game called “Sandwich Wars?’” he suggested. 

“In the game, I will separate a line between us.” 

Knowing he was closer to the sandwich than the 

other kids, he drew a line between him and the 

other kids. “Why are we playing this game 

anyways?” asked Gianna. “Uh..no reason!” Nick 

lied, even though he really wanted to play the 

game so he could get the sandwich. Soon as he 

got the chance, Nick stole the sandwich and the 

other kids freaked out. “He’s got the sandwich!” 

shouted Darren. Nick tried running to the 

backdoors, but realized they were locked. He 

and the others stared at each other for a very 

long time. After a long time, Nick crossed the 

line and ran as fast as he could. 

“ONWAAAAAARRRRDDD!!” shouted 

Apollo. He chased after Nick and tripped him, 

causing him to drop the sandwich and he took it. 

“This is our side of Sandwich Wars, not yours,” 

he told him. Nick grabbed the sandwich from 

Apollo and ran down the halls, laughing 

maniacally. Then right before the others could 

chase after him, they heard someone yell, 

“CHOCOLATE!!!” continuously. It was Isaac 

and he was not happy. He chased them, making 

them run in the same direction as Nick. When 

they lost him, they found Nick sitting down, 

getting ready to eat his sandwich. Everyone 

fought over the sandwich, but the fight got 

interrupted by Isaac who continued to chase 

them and yell “CHOCOLATE!!!” As they were 

running, they slipped on the wet floor, crashed 

into each other, and blacked out. After a while, 

they woke up, remembering that the sandwich 

STILL wasn’t eaten yet. “My food!” shouted 

Nick. “Your food?!” shouted Melody in distaste. 

“Hey, I want some, too!” replied Apollo. The 

kids ran in a circle, making animal noises such 

as, “OHH! OHH! OHH! OH! OH! AHH! AHH! 

AHH! AHH! AHH! AHH! AHH! AHH!” They 

wrestled and toppled over each other, trying to 

grab the sandwich from each other. Finally, they 

made the decision to grab each other’s feet and 

crawl on the ground, trying to get to Nick who 

had the sandwich for now. They all tried to 

wrestle the sandwich out of his hands. But 

before they could get it, Isaac returned and 

chased them down the halls, yelling, 

“CHOCOLATE!!!” They all hid in a locker. 

Nick held up a pencil case in their defense. 

“HA! HA! HA!” Isaac laughed maniacally. 

“FINALLY! I’ve been tryin’ to catch you folks 

all day! Now that I’ve got you right where I 

want you. Wait, that’s not my chocolate bar!” 

The kids all stared at Isaac, shocked. “Wait, is 

this your sandwich?” asked Nick. “Yeah, but 

doesn’t matter,” replied Isaac. “I care more 

about my chocolate bar. If you took the 

sandwich, it’s OK.” The kids were surprised by 

Isaac’s response, but also glad they could eat the 

sandwich and they split it. Afterwards, they 

headed back to the detention room and Ms. 

Donna entered. They acted as if nothing 

happened. “Hello, Ms. Donna!” they told their 

teacher, kindly. 
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The Other Side 

Madison Cozzens, age 20 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



15 
 

What’s on the other side? Just ask Lake 

Erie Ink’s Teen Editorial Board 

 

This Community Challenge anthology, 

packed with creative interpretations of the 

theme “On the Other Side”, doubles as a 

teaser to our newest anthology of teen 

writing to be released in July of 2021! 

 

For the past five years, Lake Erie Ink’s teen 

editorial board has worked together to 

publish yearly anthologies of teen writing. 

This year, the teen editors asked writers to 

respond to the theme “On the Other Side.” 

This concept was so inspiring that we knew 

we had to open it up to the whole 

community. So, for this community 

challenge, we asked the broader community 

to get creative with the same theme. We 

encourage you to look out for On the Other 

Side: A Collection of Writing by Cleveland 

Teens, which will be available at Lake Erie 

Ink and in bookstores throughout the 

Cleveland area in summer 2021! 

 

The anthology will consist of work from 

teens and preteens in grades 6-12 from 

Northeast Ohio and beyond. It is our fifth 

anthology of teen writing, curated by our 

very own teen editorial board. Our talented 

board of teen editors came up with the 

theme, brainstormed unique ways to connect 

with the public, read and edited submissions, 

and artfully compiled them into a unique 

work of their own. The anthology, cover to 

cover, is a celebration of teen voices, and we 

can’t wait to share it with the public! 

 

Below is a bit more about this year’s hard-

working team of teen editors, and what's on 

the other side for them: 

 

The Teens Editors: 
 

Joshua Banks 
11th grade | Cleveland Heights High School 

Joshua plays golf and bowls and enjoys 

hanging with his friends and playing video 

games. He’s never really been a big fan of 

poetry and finds it difficult to write. He 

usually writes short stories, and is now set 

on writing a book. 

 

Henry Campbell 
9th grade | Homeschooled 

Henry is 14 years old and enjoys music. He 

hopes to get a job in some music-related 

field someday. He likes to collect vinyl 

records and video games, and has sizable 

collections of both (according to him, at 

least!) This is his second time editing the 

annual anthology, but it won’t be his last! 

 

Jenna Guiher 
10th grade | Walsh Jesuit High School 

Jenna Guiher has always had a passion for 

writing. In 8th grade, she qualified and 

competed in the state finals Power of the 

Pen writing competition.  This last spring, 

she participated in the “Write About Now” 

teen writer’s program and wrote an article 

that was published on Cleveland.com.  Jenna 

enjoys swimming, surfing, and 

volunteering.  She hopes to one day study 

aerospace engineering and chemistry in 

college. 

Anthony Koonce 
12th grade | Homeschooled/Tri-C 

Anthony Koonce is a high school senior 

with a longtime interest in filmmaking and 

storytelling. In addition to writing a variety 

of plays, he has written for Cleveland.com 

and Tri-C's student newspaper, The Voice. 

He also spends time creating short films and 

informational videos on YouTube. This is 

his fourth year participating in Lake Erie 

Ink's book project, and he is excited to be 

back! 

 

 

Dev Peyrat 
11th grade | University School 
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Dev Peyrat is a junior at University School 

and a first time editor at Lake Erie Ink. 

When he’s not procrastinating, Dev spends 

his time writing, watching movies, or 

researching for the latest debate topic. He is 

currently working on a documentary as well 

as a variety of perpetually unfinished short 

stories. 

 

 

Perin Romano 
11th grade | Hathaway Brown 

Perin Romano has written for both her 

school and camp magazine. She plays field 

hockey and lacrosse for her school, and is so 

grateful to have a season this fall. Although 

she goes to school in Shaker Heights, she 

lives on the westside, and enjoys making the 

long drive daily. Even though Perin is a big 

procrastinator with homework, she loves 

school nonetheless. You can catch her 

watching Criminal Minds, reading a good 

book, or listening to her extensive record 

collection. She is so excited to be on the 

Teen Editorial Board and is ecstatic to read 

everyone’s submissions this year! 

 

 

Halle Preneta 
12th grade | Kenston High School 

Halle is an 18 year old who enjoys writing 

short romance, sci-fi, and horror stories 

along with poetry and gets her ideas from 

random life experiences and fanfiction. 

She’s had works previously published in 

Purpled Palm Press’ Recording Corona, 

three past Lake Erie Ink anthologies, and the 

LGBT Community Center of Greater 

Cleveland blog, and more. When she’s not 

writing, she’s either watching YouTube or 

playing Animal Crossing. She plans to 

major in English with an emphasis in 

creative writing at Kenyon College. 

 

 

Jasmine Neumann 

8th grade | Hathaway Brown 

Jasmine sits down at her desk, phone in 

hand, ready to type up a bio. She knows it 

should be an easy task. It shouldn’t be very 

hard to write about yourself, right? As she 

taps on the Google Docs app, she slowly 

starts to realize that she has no clue what to 

write. She titles a document “Bio” and stares 

at the too small keyboard on her phone. The 

letters almost seem to mock her. She 

furrows her eyebrows as she starts typing, 

typos gracing her writing with an aura of 

messiness. After a few minutes, she finally 

comes to the realization that it looks like, 

and sounds like, the purest form of hot 

garbage. At this point, she might as well 

start throwing a fit. She doesn’t, however. 

Instead, she deletes the hot garbage and 

starts anew. This time she decides to 

passionately write about how trashy and 

utterly terrible the first draft of her bio was. 

 

 

Sanjanasri Vedavyas 
11th grade | Solon High School 

Sanjanasri Vedavyas is a junior at Solon 

High School, a bit of English nerd, an ardent 

lover of science, and is in a committed 

relationship with cookie dough ice cream. In 

her free time, you may find her juggling 

three books, watching random science 

videos online, or unconsciously tapping out 

the choreo to her newest Indian classical 

dance piece. This is her second year as an 

editor of Lake Erie Ink’s annual anthology. 

Her creative work has gotten published on 

Cleveland.org, through Crossword India’s 

national ‘I Want To Be An Author’ contest, 

and right here through Lake Erie Ink as well. 

 

 

Sarah Voss 
11th grade | Gilmour Academy 

Sarah Voss is a junior at Gilmour Academy 

this year. She loves to read, write, cook, 

bake, and figure skate-often crammed 
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between great bouts of procrastination. 

Sarah does a lot of extracurriculars like her 

school’s yearbook club, improv club, and 

writing club, as well as opportunities with 

Lake Erie Ink and the Cleveland Institute of 

Art. She is super excited to be a part of Lake 

Erie Ink’s teen editorial board for her first 

year! 

 

 

Zoe Zappas 
10th grade | Hathaway Brown 

Zoe is a sophomore at Hathaway Brown 

School and is excited to join the Editorial 

Board for the first time this year. When 

she’s not in the dance studio rehearsing for 

an upcoming performance, you can find her 

serenading her neighborhood on skates or 

attempting to learn one of her favorite songs 

on her viola, which usually doesn’t end up 

going well, considering the violas are 

neglected and it’s hard to find mainstream 

music written in alto clef. Although dance 

and homework consume the majority of her 

time, Zoe tries to write a little poetry here 

and there or at least tries to enjoy writing her 

required essays for school. 
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