
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 

Forward 

Lake Erie Ink: a writing space for youth has been working for 10 years to build 
a creative youth community. This summer, we came up with a way to inspire 
the community using a common theme. As summer changed over to fall, we 
wanted to bring people together again. This time, we reflected on the ever-
changing world we live in with our new theme: Transformations 

We hope that as you look through the pieces and read the work you may 
consider putting your own creativity to the challenge, helping us prove that 
while the while we may not be physically close, self-expression can bring us 
together in ways we never dreamed of. 

Thank you to Mallory Phillips and the Coventry SID, who helped us secure 
the storefront and for supporting this community public art project. Thank 
you to Suzanne at Macs Backs who helped inspire those she knew to submit. 
And most of all, thank you to the over 40 of you who mailed, emailed or 
dropped off your submissions to us! They will be on view through 
December and then we will publish all in an anthology. All writers and artists 
will receive one copy free of charge. Other anthologies will be for a donation 
of $5.00. 

If you want to learn more about this project or how to receive your copy of an 
anthology, email us at info@lakeerieink.org. You can also check out our FB 
page and website for upcoming events and to learn more about what we do. 
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TRANSFORMATIONS  

Toni Rash- Age 77 

 
‘Twas the beginning when the seed  
That fertilized that special egg which lay dormant 
many years 
Created you, a miracle—not a robot, but a living 
being, indeed! 
 
While your beginnings were a feat of nature for 
your future to grow, 
A partnership with a Greater Power which we 
cannot even perceive, 
You became a work of art, a growing body “in 
utero.” 
 
And thus, the TRANSFORMATION, from seed to 
egg, becoming you! 
The start of a unique human being—growth to 
birth, 
An amazing evolution—the creation of a body and 
mind—anew! 
 
When the TRANSFORMATION was complete and 
ready for the world, 
Your birth was timed for entry from that “sacred 
vessel,” 
Out and apart from a Mother who loved you—now 
unfurled! 
 
First, an infant, dependent upon those who 
nurtured you! 
Later, a toddler, walking and talking, absorbing all, 
like a sponge, 
The environmental surroundings, sights and 
sounds, everything anew! 

 
Growing, learning, socializing with family and 
friends, 
Your TRANSFORMATION was now almost 
perfectly complete, 
When, ultimately, you became a “teen,” 
formulating unique trends. 
Within a few years, the “TRANSFORMATION” to 
adult life, 
Became an exciting adventure—so much to do, so 
much to see, 
 Making your personal contribution to the world 
while avoiding strife! 

 

MAY YOUR “TRANS-FORMATION” BRING YOU 

LOVE, LAUGHTER, AND HAPPINESS, 

THROUGHOUT  LIFE’S “IN-FORMATION!” 

TRANSFORMATIONS II 

Toni Rash - Age 77 

 
The brain is a most interesting entity, 

 The “central system” of a personality, 

Controlling emotions momentarily, 

Oft’ times in life, involuntarily. 

 

As human beings put on this earth helter skelter, 

Who must endure life’s bitter moments in shelter, 

We are often faced with a myriad of feelings, 

Many of which can keep us reeling. 

 

On a day-to-day basis, even moment-to-moment, 

Our innermost being is faced with what can 

foment. 

One can endure pain and later feel alacrity, 

And, from that point onward, perspicacity! 

 

Emotions can range from high to low, 

Bitter to sweet, anxiety to peace, as we all know. 

While the range of life’s hills and valleys we 

attempt to comprehend, 

Personality transformations do ensue from each 

trend.  

 

We all want happiness as our end goal in life 

Freeing us from our environmental daily strife. 

Thus, we waiver between happy and sad, 

As we tread lightly between the good and the bad. 

 

“Transformations” each and every day, 

Torment the soul, the spirit, in every way. 

Until we are ultimately transformed from this life 

to our death, 

Thus, the “transformation” is complete, upon that 

final breath! 
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Two Nights  

Adele Wentzel, age 11 

 

9/18/20 

 

All other sounds are drowned out by the 

crash of the waves on the shore and the roar 

of the wind in my ears. There is a part of me 

that is terrified, terrified of the spray that 

rises higher than I am tall.  

 

But most of me grins, harder than I ever have 

before.  

 

Most of me runs into the waves, letting my 

hands rise over the water. The wind bites at 

my cheeks, and me face is not only framed by 

my hair, blowing in the wind, but also by the 

foam and mist of the waves that crash into 

me, and then I am in the water, but now I 

have regained my balance.  

 

Seagulls squawk, telling me to go back to 

shore and I know they're right, but I don't.  

 

Then I turn and look at the clouds silhouetted 

in the sunset, and my grin fades into a wistful 

smile. I turn and walk out onto the sand, and 

as the wind dies in my ears, my leaping heart 

sinks  

 

bit  

 

by bit  

by bit.  

 

10/08/20  

 

Deep, dark red at the bottom, gently caressing 

the turquoise blue of the gently rolling waves 

. . . Then a light, peachy orange, reflected in 

the water a thousand times . . . Fading into a 

baby yellow like that of an under ripe banana, 

filling the space with light . . .  

 

Then the small strip of greenish sky, marking 

the boundary between the yellow and the 

blue.  

 

Oh, the blue, the light shade of aquamarine, 

reaching up and gently tickling the deep 

purple, speckled with stars here and there . . .  

 

The full rainbow of a sunset over the 

turquoise waves fading into the black of  

a long, long night.  

 

Same place.  

 

Same time of day.  

 

Totally different experiences. 

 

 
 

Fragments of Time 

Doc Janning 

 

All our dreams, 

fragments of time 

caught up in thought 

by endless days become 

voiceless memories. 

 

Unable to center, 

we walk out into life. 

Suddenly ⎼⎼ 

from stygian night ⎼⎼ 

golden Sun shines. 
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The Baby Avocado 

By Claire Ng, age 12 

 

There was a baby avocado. He lived 

on an avocado tree with a bunch of other 

avocados. All the other avocados were larger 

than him so they bullied and teased him. 

When the baby avocado’s parents still lived 

on the avocado tree, they always taught him 

to be kind and humble. Even after his mom 

and dad were taken away to be sold, the baby 

avocado remained kind, reflecting his 

parents. Like I said, even though the baby 

avocado was kind to others didn’t mean that 

they treated him the same way… 

 

“Ha ha, you’re so small! You’re just a 

midget! You’re barely even an avocado!” 

they’d laugh and say.  

Since the baby avocado didn’t stand 

for unfair treatment, he would always stand 

up for himself, since nobody else would, and 

kindly ask them, “Please don’t tease me. I’d 

really appreciate it if you’d stop.”  

But they always ignored him and kept 

on bullying the baby avocado.  

 

 This went on for many months. But 

over time, the baby avocado grew and grew. 

He grew until he became the largest and 

greenest avocado on the tree. In fact, he grew 

to be so large that he looked a little like a 

giant, green balloon from a distance! All the 

other avocados grew ashamed of teasing and 

bullying the “baby” avocado. They apologized 

and became kind to others for the rest of their 

avocado lives which wasn’t very long since 

they all eventually got bought by humans and 

turned into guacamole… 

 

 

 

 

Solar Return  

Naomi Hardin, age 18 

 

Venturing through a breath of wild creatures 

howl, from unknown crevices. Fallen leaves 

and party favors mark my path.  

 

Hours past I tremble at the outskirts of life.  

Disinvited from the rest of the world my cold 

blue skin ruffles slowly fading into the trees. 

Soil no longer mars my feet; only sins lay 

beneath me. 

 

I arrive at the non-place, a sordid 

arrangement of seats await, not a friend in 

sight.  

 

“Happy birthday” the wind howls. Balloons 

burst, a swift madness. I cannot bare these 

shades of gray any longer.  

 

Dreaming for hours in colors that don’t exist. 

  

My body becomes lost on me made of crushed 

little stars, a stunning excavator of human 

heat and light.  

 

There will be no solar return tonight. There 

will be no looking up at the stars tonight.  

Though— they probably shimmer quite 

beautifully.  
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Elsewhere  

Garret Allen Waugh, age 25 

 

Each contour of the backyard stands in my 
mind. It would be June, there were 
strawberries and cherries – the mighty oak 
that threatened to collapse in thunderstorms 
let its shade slowly creep across the backyard 
and devour burning sunlight.  
 
My mother sat on the back stoop sunning her 
legs and pared strawberries for shortcake, 
the flick of her knife cutting red flesh deftly 
and revealing juicy white bordered by 
crimson bleeding, the glint of steel moving in 
the sun. The child me would endlessly marvel 
at the seamless movements, the coordination 
of hands, for mine were so very clumsy, the 
knife would touch her thumb each time but 
wouldn’t cut. She would make something of 
the earwiggy plants that would cling low to 
the ground, the struggling with birds and 
shade and age– but the plants could hide the  
fruit beneath the dark green leaves.  
 
I did not know then what was to come.  
 
My parents broke the old stoop with 
hammers and built a wooden deck over its 
remains and  my mother’s flowers that 
extended soft green tendrils up the side of the 
white house. It came soon and altered the 
landscape, my green turtle sandbox was 
pushed further out into the yard. The 
strawberries would slowly die year by year 
and succumb to birds and shade and age until 
only a promise and a faint remembrance 
remained – we’d start buying our berries in 
the store.  
 
The tree, whose contours and limbs and bark 
I loved like a distant member of my family 
and saw with more frequency, the tree whose 
leaves had furnished a continual cycle of 
props to my games that increased in 
complexity, the tree whose shade seemed like 
an oasis when my bare feet hurt from the 
brown grass that was sharp, whose green 
blossoms in April told me that winter was 

over; the tree that I loved with my foolish 
teenage romantic tendencies toward 
personification, believing that the tree and I 
were one because it sounded deep.  
 
This tree was chopped down because it 
seemed as if one big wind would push the 
thing through our roof and kill me during a 
summer thunderstorm. The long cooling 
shade abruptly died – this was shortly after I 
realized that the sun can cause cancer and 
tans were dangerous.  
 
The house was sold shortly after I moved out 
for college – to a single man who probably 
painted over my red and white room, took my 
glowing stars off the ceiling. In it I left the 
memory of a few tattered shreds which can 
only come back to me through the mind – a 
summer day that seemed to be oceans and 
many many miles away.  
 

 
 

Cycle of the Future 

Doc Janning 

 

dawn limns the rainbow-draped river of the 

sky 

a light spun of nothingness 

within the lidded eyes of stars 

in a cloud of limitless possibilities 

 

as melioristic wordless dances 

of the cavern of time folding into itself 

divide into before and after 

in the cycle of the future 

 

and anaphoric words and phrases 

pose questions within questions 

of the subtle, the hidden, the unspoken 

in another dimension of poetry 
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Marla Dawn’s Transformation 

Marla Dawn 

Once upon a time, about 53 years ago, a baby girl was born in Los Angeles, California. Her 

mother took her to the beach every day, which is why she loves the water even to this day.  

For as long as she could remember, she loved to color patterns in all Altair Design coloring books. 

It became an escape from the daily trauma of her young life. As she grew up, she didn’t think she 

was good enough to be an artist. She began to self-destruct until the day she tried to commit 

suicide. This brought her to her knees with the words, “G-d help me.“  

Thus began her road to recovery. It took lots of hard work, therapy, and a program of recovery to 

nurse her back to life. Life happened, and as it did, there were ups and downs. Now, 30+ years 

later, she has blossomed into a grounded and beautiful person inside and out.  

♥♥♥  

Over the summer, I lost the opportunity to create this piece of artwork at the Cleveland Institute of 

Art Teacher Residency, due to the pandemic. When Amy Rosenbluth, Director of Lake Erie Ink, 

mentioned that the writing prompt would be “transformation,” I was so excited! I could make the 

artwork and I would have a venue to display it. Thank you so much for this opportunity!  

❤MARLA DAWN 
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Metamorphosis 

Meghan Donovan, age 45 

 

In January from the ninth floor offices in the 

Justice Center, the lake looks like something 

between Hoth and Narnia. 

 

In April from the Marina on East 55th, its 

constantly changing colors crash on the rocks. 

In July from Edgewater, the boats look like 

they could carry all your troubles away, or at 

least distract you with chatty gulls and the 

subtle smell of fish. 

In September from Huntington, there’s a chill 

when you come out of the water just before 

sunset. 

 

The sages say you cannot step into the same 

river twice. I’m not brave enough to risk the 

Cuyahoga yet, so I will step in metaphorically. 

Or I will watch the freighters from my car in 

the far reaches of the Flats. No bars here, just 

the Rust Belt’s industry slowly coming back.  

 

The tree outside what was the North 

Royalton Branch Library and is now 

something else goes directly from green to 

red in the fall. No intermediate golds or 

yellows. The leaves fall before they can turn 

brown.  

 

The leaves in my neighborhood never really 

decompose. You can see last fall’s remnants in 

the middle of spring plantings of tulips and 

daffodils and hyacinths.  

 

I wonder what would happen if I started 

composting. Coffee grounds, vegetable peels, 

those leaves that never break down, grass 

clippings. I should do some reading this fall. 

 

My wife and I look through the Baker Creek 

seed catalog and try to order what we like. 

But it seems everyone is doing victory 

gardens this year. We settle on some herbs 

and salad greens and say we’ll plan earlier for 

next spring. Our little terra-cotta pots give us 

mixed results. We’ve made several batches of 

pesto but not much else. The neighborhood 

cats always get our catnip before our 

pampered kitties do.  

 

Mouse got her name from Robyn because she 

was a tiny kitten with a squeaky meow. Now 

she is a full-sized Maine Coon mix with a 

voice like a feline Fran Drescher. 

Sam’s not convinced that he ever grew up. He 

still kneads on my belly and purrs. 

 

The children in my life are growing, growing, 

growing. Michael looks like his father but 

with lighter hair. Clara is a blend of both her 

parents. Caden (who was named Sadie at 

birth) looks like my wife and my mother-in-

law. They’ve all grown to be fascinating 

people. I can’t believe they were ever tiny, 

even though I’ve known Michael and Clara 

from birth and seen baby pictures of Caden. 

 

I never saw my parents as old until all my 

grandparents died. But now it’s real. Someday 

soon I will be responsible for doctor’s 

appointments and med reminders and hiring 

someone who can  

 

clean to my mother’s standards. My brother is 

good at cutting lawns and fixing things and 

not much else.  

 

We’ve been together for six years, married for 

two. In some ways nothing has changed, in 

some ways everything has changed. Some 

simply different, some better.  
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TRANSFORMATIONS—

HALLOWEEN! 

Toni Rash, Age 77 

 

When the wind howls; and owls screech; tree 

foliage screams 

In a myriad of colors that transform the 

landscape’s sunbeams. 

Humanity begins to prepare for a cold and icy 

wintry season ahead, 

As ‘harvest time’ reminds the world to 

respect the buried dead. 

 

Going on for centuries, if not a millennium of 

time, 

Customs and rituals permeate civilizations 

gone before us, so sublime. 

‘Pretending’ ghosts and goblins hobnob 

around, sporting costume, 

 “Rising from their graves,” out of cemeteries, 

they seem to exhume! 

 

Hoots and screams of children sporting 

“transformations” galore, 

From tiny toddlers to men and women, 

imitating ‘ye olde’ lore. 

What a “hootenanny” of delight—colors of 

orange and black in sight, 

Frankenstein and his bride, mummies & 

zombies scare us in the night! 

 

Halloween, or “Hallowed Eve,” as the Pagan 

religion did espouse, 

 Began as a reverential celebration--unlike 

those who now carouse. 

Costumery, reminiscent of graveyard 

respectfulness, haunts & stories, 

Reflect societal norms, acknowledging 

death—faking its glories! 

 

Therefore, in essence, the “transformations” 

we seek on Halloween, 

Are merely an expression of fun for everyone, 

as we have seen! 

While many enjoy the ‘harvest season’s’ 

Hallowed Day. . .  

‘Tis time to celebrate life, in all its glory, in 

your own creative way! 

 

Bobbing for apples, caramel treats, carved 

pumpkins, are the rage, 

Halloween is calling us now to begin to 

prepare for the “big stage.” 

Get ready, get set, decide who you will be, 

As you hide behind a mask, which now, is 

your costume daily! 

 

 
 

Transformation Comic 

Jeremy Page, age 15 
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Butterfly Barista 

Chris Garson, age 60 

 

They hire her during the pandemic.  The first 

time she serves me, she is wearing a mask.  I 

never see her face.  Not once in all those visits.  

She always wears a mask, same as me.  Same as 

everyone else.  Same as almost everyone else.  A 

few boneheads refuse, but not too many, not in 

my bubble.   

I stop by every morning.  Sometimes she is 

behind the counter, sometimes she isn’t.  I get 

my tall cold brew to go no matter who is 

pouring, but look forward to the mornings she 

works most.   

Her pleasant voice always greets me with a 

warm hello, asks me how my day is going even 

though it is just getting started, or what I have 

planned for the day, and sounds genuinely 

interested.  We talk sometimes for a minute, or 

two if it isn’t busy.  It is almost never busy, not 

any more, not like it used to be.  There is 

nothing romantic to our conversation, just plain 

old friendship.  Anything more would be creepy.  

I am old enough to be her father.   

I often wonder what she looks like behind her 

mask, behind her Covid cocoon. I picture 

delicate features from the clues.  Light copper 

red hair frames a face not quite round and not 

quite oval.  She has a small chin based on how 

her mask hangs, and bright, round eyes that 

open wide.  

CoVid will end sooner or later, though I am 

betting on later.  Someday, we’ll all take off our 

masks.  Someday we’ll all break free of our 

CoVid cocoons and fly free again.  I don’t know 

when, but the day will come.   

Eventually, I will see what my barista looks like, 

but does it really matter?  How someone looks 

shouldn’t make a difference, but it does all too 

often.  Maybe we’d be better off if we never take 

off our masks?  Too many judgments are made 

on sight alone.  How many black men are tossed 

into jail just because they fit some profile?  How 

many job applicants are turned down because 

they aren’t pretty enough or because they’re too 

old?  Seeing isn’t enough.  We need to see 

deeper, beyond the mask, to what lies within.   

One day I go in for my cold brew and she tells 

me she is moving to another city, to get a fresh 

start.  I am happy for her, though I will miss our 

friendship, casual as it is.  Covid times are lonely 

times, and I treasure each and every moment of 

companionship.  And even though it doesn’t 

matter, I still want to see her face.   

On my next few visits, I want to ask her to lift 

her mask, but she never has a free moment.  The 

next day, she isn’t working.  The barista on duty 

tells me she’s already worked her last day.  My 

memories of her will always be masked. That 

night, I dream of her.  She is wearing a mask.  

She lifts it at my request.  Beneath her mask,  

She has no face.   

 

The Monkey 

Annetta Martin 

 

There was a monkey on my back 

He jumped off and went back 

To the sack, the monkey is near, so 

listen and hear, Take heed in your 

Step, keep the monkey away, cause 

he loves to play, play with your life, 

mind,  and soul, he wants total control, 

The money stays near he’ll jump you 

from the rear, so always be on guard 

Cause he’s after your heart, once 

you snooze, everything gained you’ll 

lose, keep the monkey clear, are you 

listening, can you hear? 
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No Longer – 9 Parts 

Josie Liao, age 13 

 
Part 1 - First Day  

   

She walks, legs quivering, head lowered, like her 

self esteem;  

 

Lower 

 

Lower 

 

Balls pounding, her heart skips a beat. High hoops 

look down towering over her scurrying shoes. The 

smooth, plastic floor all a blur as she runs, her 

confidence slipping away, 

 

Away. 

 

Dividing two sports, orange ball. White ball. She 

sighs with satisfaction as she finds out that this 

other sport is friendlier. Through her 5th grade 

mind still tries hard to keep up with her confused 

hands. 

 

Part 2 - Community Volleyball  

 

Self-esteem higher, people watching. She lifts the 

ball below her waist, swings straight and hits it 

with her fist into the net! 

 

And down to the floor the ball plummets. 

 

Self-esteem dwindling, frustration boils as her 

brain computes how all the other girls do it so 

easily. A flash of photography follows an easy win 

where she holds her head high gripping the sides 

of her yellow t-shirt.  

 

Only later will she realize this might be the easiest 

team she will ever have to play on. 

 

 

Part 3 - 7th grade Volleyball  

 

After one week of hard work they finally get to 

discover if they made the team. Countless feelings 

multiply inside, one by one they are called to talk 

to the coach individually. 

 

She hears her name called: Josie. 

 

Walks over timidly, heart stops briefly, the coach 

says:  

 

Yes. 

 

Part 4 - Games  

 

She sits on the bench game after game thinking of 

the future;  

 

Waiting  

 

Waiting 

 

Only listening for the same few words: 

 

You can go on the court. 

 

Part 5 - Junior Olympics? 

  

The school season sadly ends. She ponders where 

to go for the rest of the year. 

 

Too many choices, not knowing which is right. 

Being young for her age just makes everything 

harder to choose. 

 

Part 6 - Club team  

 

Teamwork lacking, she sighs. Mentally self-esteem 

as high as the sky. Not calling the ball. Not getting 

the ball. Not even seeing the ball game after game. 

A repeated pattern. 

 

Either too close or too hard, never winning. 

Leaving her to believe only teamwork can truly 

make the dream work. 

 

Part 7 - Interruption 

  

Like a thief steals our favorite activities without 

saying sorry: school cancelled, events cancelled,  
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Volleyball cancelled.  

 

But this evil virus only motivates her even more 

day after day practicing in the basement after 

online school.  

 

Bang  

 

Bang. 

 

She won’t let the virus take away her 8th grade 

volleyball season. 

 

 Part 8 - Interruption 

  

The week of normal tryouts the school is silent. 

Suddenly they order all students to attend school 

virtually.  

 

No news about volleyball. There’s only tennis.  

 

Reality accepted, she tries the green ball. She 

makes the team only right before the school 

announces they will be having volleyball. 

 

Part 9 - 8th grade Volleyball “season”  

 

There is now only half a season left to enjoy. 

 

Yet she still feels happy and confident. No longer 

feeling like an outsider. 

 

 

First Love  

Elana Pitts, age 18 

 
It’s a weird thing when you first fall in love.  
 
You’re always the first one to suspect it, but 
always the last one to know. 
 
The shift begins so subtle yet loud.  
 
The shift in behavior so unnoticeable.  
 
The shift in tone either light or deep. 

The shift in words and style to fit what you 
want them to see in you. 
 
Oh, how foolish we were.  
 
Love plays its narrative at the sight of a smile, 
making your heart pitter -patter, oh, how 
young were we.  
 
As the shimmering hearts begin to die down 
you don’t recognize yourself. You don’t see 
yourself in the mirror, all you see is the end 
result to your shot at love; a shot you either 
made or missed. 
 
But what is left is a hollow shell of the image 
they created out of you. 
 

 
 

A Future of Unknowns 

Doc Janning 

 

shadows catch fire 

   in fading light 

   and stretch 

         halfway to infinity 

 

   seeing  

        in their blindness 

        what we cannot 

        the new worlds 

        the old 

        the cities 

            which never were 

  as time converges 

  diverges  

  and is 

  before  

           it is not 

  weaving a future 

        of unknowns 

        from the detritus 

           of the past 
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Butterfly 

Mandi Lu, age 13        

          When I was very little, I was told by my 

grandma that life fell from the sky. It fell to the 

Earth along with the stardust. Then it lands on 

the wings of butterflies, which carry it around 

on their wings, and spread it through the world 

as they fly from place to place.  

         "Why butterflies?" I had asked her. Why 

not a bird, or a ladybug? Or perhaps a 

helicopter? They can fly just as well.  

        My grandma had smiled and told me it was 

because life is constantly transforming, and 

butterflies are the Keepers of Transformation. 

They do not fear change. Butterflies transform 

greatly in their lifetime. If they did not, they 

would have no beauty. And the flowers that 

they fly to and from, would also have no beauty. 

The butterfly understands that transformation 

is beautiful. So only the butterfly can spread life.  

          I had still been confused after hearing her 

lengthy explanation. But I had nevertheless 

nodded in fake understanding. I'd probably 

understand when I was older. After all, I had 

thought, older people understand everything. 

 

          So why have I still not been able to make 

sense of her words yet?  

 

           I stand in front of my new school in North 

Dakota. Thinking about that conversation my 

grandma and I had had so many years ago. 

People walk past me, trudging through the thick 

snow, on their way into the school.  

         But my feet refuse to move forward. I stood 

there. Confused about my past. Scared of my 

future. Feet rooted to the icy ground. 

           My life had transformed.  

           And it was far from beautiful.  

           It was as far as North Dakota and Florida. 

As far as a butterfly and a helicopter.  

           When my mom and dad had sat me down 

at the dining room table, their faces as hard and 

cold as statues, and told me the news, it was not 

beautiful.  

           Living with my dad, in North Dakota, so 

far away from my mom in Florida, was not 

beautiful.  

           Looking at all these faces floating by me, 

and not being able to recognize a single one, 

was not beautiful. 

           Whatever did fall from the sky and onto a 

butterfly, was surely not my life.  

            I stare at the brick building in front of me, 

and the waves of people flooding in. Then back 

down at my soaking wet boots. My hands grip 

the sides of my white jacket, wrinkles radiate 

outward from where my hands are clenched 

around it.  

         Breathe in. Breathe out.  

         As I finally start walking towards the 

entrance of the school, where the rest of my life 

will start, I decide that it's probably too cold 

here for a butterfly anyway.  

 

 
 

Cycle of the Future 

Doc Janning 

 

dawn limns the rainbow-draped river of the 

sky 

a light spun of nothingness 

within the lidded eyes of stars 

in a cloud of limitless possibilities 

 

as melioristic wordless dances 

of the cavern of time folding into itself 

divide into before and after 

in the cycle of the future 

 

and anaphoric words and phrases 

pose questions within questions 

of the subtle, the hidden, the unspoken 

in another dimension of poetry 
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NO CREATURE REPORT ALLOWED 

IN THE MLFC!!! (Miraculous 

Ladybug Fandom Club) 

Emily Wu, age 8 

 

That’s when I knew it: Jinga shouldn’t 

have joined the club! She didn’t even WATCH 

a single episode of “Miraculous Ladybug!” 

Instead, she has been watching this other 

show (I don’t know what it’s called, so I called 

it-‘Creature Report’). I didn’t want ANYTHING 

to do with Creature Report!!! (Actually, I 

found out today that it is actually called 

“Octonaunts”. I actually like the name 

creature report better, though.) 

2 hours later: 

“Maddy!!!” shouted Lil’ Apple.  

“Jinga!”  

“Coming!” Maddy and I called. 

Maddy and I grabbed our jeans, changed into 

them, clomped down the stairs, and skipped 

out the door. 

“Guess what, guys? I have some 

NEWS!” I said as Lil’ Apple and Maddy’s 

mouth moved around like jelly in a plate if 

you poke it. 

“Jinga shouldn’t have joined the club! 

Now, whenever you see Jinga, be it at the 

beach somehow, or at some store, the same 

way as the first time, say, ‘Hey, TRAITOR! 

Why are you cheating on us? You don’t even 

know what’s going on in the miraculous 

world! So why don’t you pull out an electronic 

device and watch some CREATURE REPORT 

ALREADY!!!’” 

“Oka-” began Maddy and Lil’ Apple, 

but surprise, surprise! Jinga had danced out 

the door and began talking about creature 

report, as always. Ugh! She was wearing those 

stupid sandals that don’t let her run as fast as 

us again! 

Maddy and Lil’ Apple immediately 

sprung into action: “Hey, TRAITOR! Why the 

HECK are you cheating on us??!!!! You don’t 

even KNOW what is going on in the 

miraculous world!! So, why don’t you pull out 

a TV and start watching that ding-dang show, 

creature report already! Huh, huh? Will that 

make ya’ feel better?!!”  

At first, Jinga didn’t do anything. Then 

she just said, “Fine! I am going to kick myself 

out!” Jinga nodded to me, so I filed all that 

paperwork on my fake phone and kicked 

Jinga OUT.  

I think I made the right choice, 

though. ‘Cause now I never had to hear 

anything about creature report! And even 

better, I knew I would never, ever see Jinga 

wearing those sandals that make her run too 

slow, while we had to wait for her while the 

hot sun was beating down on me, Maddy, and 

Lil’ Apple. 

 

 
 

August 

Judith Zells, age 64 

 
She dresses in veils.  

Summer's bounty spills from her garden;  

Bright sunflowers stand buoyant, unworried.  

Still, shadows skirt the trees,  

Brighten and dim, as  

Cicadas shake mournful maracas.  

It all changes quickly:  

Small child's plump hands  

Once patted my cheeks,  

Now wave goodbye. 
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The Not So Funny Prank 

Henry Liu, age 9 

 

It was the worst day ever when I woke 

up in 2011. I was just getting ready for the 

weekend and I had to get to work. I was just 

driving along the street when I hit something. It 

felt weird. Like a bump, but the car went down 

very fast, like if a rock hit your car and it fell 

down instantly, as if the car was very heavy. At 

that time, I was in the middle of a dark and 

scary forest. I had no car insurance so I was 

very scared. I always drove very carefully. 

Watched every move I made. But this time there 

was no turning back. Yes, I had hit a nail. And 

next to it was an abandoned house. My 

workplace was just a few miles off. My hands 

were sweating, and I had no money to fix the 

car. My head buzzed about what I could do: 

Walk my way there, try to rest at the abandoned 

house, or walk home. But I did not like any of 

them except walking into the house. 

 

I made my way to the abandoned house. 

Outside there was a sign that said, “This house 

has been haunted for 3 centuries. Do not come 

in if you have heart or kidney problems. 

Creepy sightings have been made. Back in 1799 

a girl died because she was burned to death in 

the kitchen.” 

  But I walked in anyway. Now, that was 

a very creepy place. All the paintings had people 

that had oversized heads. You could see the 

remains of the girl. And sometimes a door 

would close or a laugh would come out behind 

me. Little did I know that it was not a ghost. 

 

 “Raaaaa!” shouted a voice. 

 

 I jumped suddenly! I crumpled over 

because I had mild kidney problems. Suddenly 

all the lights went on, and I heard 20 people 

shouting, “HAPPY BIRTHDAY!” On the table was 

a birthday cake, my family, friends, and work 

partners. 

 

But the thing that still stands out to me 

was that the abandoned house was not 

abandoned at all! Two old people lived in it. My 

kids still couldn’t believe that I fell for the sign 

outside. It was all new and had kid’s writing on 

it. 

 

My wife had a big birthday party for me, 

and explained everything that happened. She 

had bought car insurance 2 months ago and 

hadn't told me. This house belonged to two very 

old couples and the nail had been set there for a 

reason to break my tire. There were a few times 

when my wife thought that I wouldn’t go to the 

house. But my kids knew that I would, and they 

were right. One thing that I still am ashamed of 

is that I forgot it was my birthday. Whenever 

my work office has a birthday, they usually 

close for that day. 

 

My family also said that this was all just 

to get me into the weekend mood. 

 

 
 

Vessel  

Julie Beckers, age 39 

 

My soul is a vessel for the dead  

Death owns my soul  

What do I truly own,  

That has not already been claimed by others?  

There is no true originality  

In a world of true empty nature.  

Creativity is our purpose  

But we're stuck in the spin cycle.  

In a world of interdependence  

All differences are ultimately the same 
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Indigo Transformations 

Donna Shimko, age 67 

 

1956 

learning to read on my loving mum’s lap 

 - her great and glorious gift of books 

unfolded a universe 

 my first inspiration, mental 

transformation 

 

1964 

my best friend’s betrayal – her brigand 

bullying 

 - I leant to keep secrets – strength in silence 

 first creation of incantations and 

invocations for my heart’s restoration 

 

196? 

television flickering depictions of noble 

people standing strong, striding true 

 - bloody bombs bridges bricks buses 

boundaries 

 reflections and resonations - 

resounding chord of justice forever in my soul 

 

1969 

my discovery: the power, majesty and 

complete transcendence of music 

 - all those revolutions per minute 

 my redemptions, my liberation, my 

levitations 

 

1973 

my discovery: womens’ liberation – joined 

the feminist nation 

 - sisterhood of intersection 

 bodily autonomy – ‘until all are free, 

then none are free’ 

 

1986 

laughing libertine, long-legged leather clad 

love 

 - gentlest ministrations, kisses, venerations 

 renovation of my marble indexed 

heart 

 

2019 

Latin chanting, religion by rote, prayer by 

prescription 

 - questioning everything, retaining 

reverberations, addition of new path 

 sweet sedition, conjuration, 

variations, my spirit’s destination at last 

 

With eternal thanks to innumerable 

inspirations in my life – and special tribute 

gratitude to Emma Lazarus for her ‘until all 

are free…’ quote and to Nona Hendryx for her 

spellcasting song ‘Transformation’ 

 

The Vulture 

Annetta Martin 

 

The Vulture picks a carcass clean, 

he’ll remove your pride and self esteem, 

The Vulture sits and waits for his prey, 

Just like a trick wants a good lay, 

The Vulture wants you down, low to the 

ground, 

Just like a Rock, will mess you around, 

The Vulture takes all the meat and leaves the 

bones, 

Just like the rock will take your home, 

The Vulture devours in a brief matter of time,  

Just like the rock will fog your mind, 

The Vulture is greedy, and attacks his own, 

Just like your smoke buddies won’t leave you 

alone, 

The Vulture wants all the meat for himself, 

like the rock will lead you to misery and theft, 

When the Vulture is finished, he flies away, 

And doesn’t look back until there’s new prey, 

I pray he won’t swoop and pick with me 

again, 

There’s not much left, Please God let me in!! 
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What I Need in a Man 

Annetta Martin 

 

I need love, I need to be wanted 

I need security 

I don’t need to be totally disappointed 

I need someone to fill the void 

an empty space between my heart 

I need a man, a man that can 

understand me when times get bad 

I need someone to spend my time with 

each precious second I have to give 

Someone to share my thoughts 

Someone who knows what I’m talking about 

I need someone to warm my heart 

Someone, to make my fire start 

I need a man that is true 

A man who knows how and what to do 

I don’t need a man who’s a liar 

Whose lies can build a forest fire 

I need a house, to make a home 

I need a man to call my own 

I need a man who likes to share 

someone who knows how much I care 

someone who’s always right there 

I need a man to take me out 

Aman who doesn’t want me to just sit in the 

house 

 

Someone to party with 

Someone to share love’s gift 

I’d like to dine by candlelight 

I’d like to be hugged and held real tight 

I need a man to be my spouse 

A man who’s near and about the house 

I don’t need a man to slap me around 

A an whose brains are out of town 

I need someone who can put his desires  

to the side 

And not let his emotions take him for 

a ride 

I ask the lord to give me this, for 

with a map like this I cannot miss 

I need someone to grow old with me 

Someone whose soul intertwines with thee 

I need someone through thick and thin 

Someone who’ll be there at the end… 

  A deserving man is 

  what I need. 

 
Art submission  

Vivien Denniston, 11 years old 

 

 
 

     

IT WILL END 

 Leslie Kouba Bednar, age 59 

 

“Get the ball! Get the ball! Come on, defense!!” 

My bellows rattle the living room windows 

behind me as I lean forward beseeching the 

players on my television screen to do my 

bidding. Their golden yellow jerseys are bold 

and bright compared to their opponents’ 

white and green. Though they can’t hear me, 

I’m not deterred. My heart yearns for victory, 

so play after play I shriek obscenities and 

growl commands. My inner being erupts in 

alternating whoops and groans as my team 

works the court, sometimes well, sometimes 

not. I barely notice the commentators with 

their trivia tidbits. Only the game is 

important. Only the outcome matters, 

dammit. 
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“What are you doing?!?” he yells from the 

kitchen. Now standing expectant and 

irritated, in the archway between dining and 

living spaces in the quaint century home we 

share not very far from the town square, he 

demands an explanation, or at least a 

justification. “You sound like a man! Do you 

have to do that?” The words ripe with familiar 

judgement. 

I struggle to pull my eyes from the action and 

turn, blinking blankly at him. “What?? I’m 

watching the game.” I cannot help my 

incredulous tone. What else could I possibly 

be doing? Look at me. I fight the urge to 

ignore him as play commences. “What do you 

mean I sound like a man?!? What does that 

mean?” 

“Your voice - it sounds different - it’s low and 

you’re so loud. I don’t like it. Do you have to 

yell like that?” He stands firm yet seems 

small. The game is large. I pause, for after all, 

I’m the only fan in the house. My spectator 

soul rides solo here. Wouldn’t matter if any of 

our four kids were home instead of away at 

their jobs. They won’t watch with me, either. 

No one does.  

I concede. “Would it be better like this?” I 

soften the edges of my voice and raise it an 

octave. “Go get ‘em!” I utter, with as much 

femininity as I can muster. This is not nearly 

as satisfying, but it may bring a peace long 

enough for me to finish the game. 

“Yes. It would. Thank you.” With that, he turns 

to go elsewhere as I turn on the edge of my 

leather sofa seat. The game is so close! With 

minutes left, the other team has possession, 

my team must make a move! I modulate my 

encouragement while wishing for the 

freedom to scream. My spirit wavers. I don’t 

know how it will end and wonder if my heart 

can take the stressful unfolding, play by play, 

whistles blowing, timeouts interrupting the 

flow of transformation from potential loss to 

ultimate victory. But I know it will. There will 

be a winner and a loser in the end. 

 

A New Change 

Shira Josefovitz 

 

I didn't expect to have what seems to be 

major changes in my life. It seems to be 

something that I go through every season. 

Things just seem to happen when they feel 

like it. My head spins just thinking about it. 

What seems like forever is that I have an 

unexpected emptiness. In my thought 

process, it is kind of slow. It was a change I 

didn't see coming. It came and just sort of 

shifted things around. Something made it fall.  

 

 
 

Sailing Down Shaker 

Mimi Plevin-Foust, age 63 

 

Weeks of drills, jaws, compactors,  

flashing detours and stinky tar, 

 

and then, one morning, a miracle— 

the bumpy, pot-holed road to Kandahar 

I’ve driven daily for a decade— 

vanished. 

 

In its place, a smooth, black river 

that my car sails over like a skiff, 

the familiar bumping soundtrack 

for my usual thoughts— gone. 

 

I turn off the radio. 

What strange country have I entered 

where something entirely new 

could happen 
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A SMALL EFFORT 

Leslie Kouba Bednar, age 59 

 

I sat amidst paper and pages, feeling lost 

between shoulds and musts, shoulders 

sagged, eyelids heavy. Rainy traffic sounds 

trickled in from the balcony door which was 

purposefully ajar. Thankfully, the litterbox 

stench had lifted once I had tossed a heavy 

bag of clumps out to the garbage can. That 

was the only task I had managed to do and it 

was noon. I scooped cat shit.  And if I hadn’t 

wanted to be in the office where the offending 

box sat in the corner, I wouldn’t have done 

even that.  

Lethargy was my mode of non operation. 

Even if I counted going to the bathroom to 

make my own clumps, my list of 

accomplishments for the day would fit on a 

gum wrapper. There was no doing. I just sat. 

I could tell there was the slightest itch of 

productivity somewhere deep, but I couldn’t 

find the will to scratch. On the left corner of 

my desk, my calendar lay open revealing the 

week’s potential. My phone loyally abided 

near my right elbow in case I decided to make 

those needed calls. My laptop glowed 

beckoningly in front of me. I felt a waste. 

My breath escaped and returned in rhythm to 

an unheard drum. A syncopated sigh 

interrupted, and I reached forward and began 

to type. Messy words tumbled out. They 

wrestled and wrangled, trying to find their 

rightful place. I watched my random thoughts 

turn black and white as the cursor moved 

along. I continued to let the sentences fall out 

of me, one after the other, and sensed a tingle 

creep along my brain edges.  

I paused. Maybe a little music and a small 

glass of something nice would be good 

companions to this meager effort. My 

slippered feet plopped down the groaning 

stairway. I commiserated with the treads as 

my joints made a creaking call and response 

game of it. After a pour, I returned to my 

room of rumination. Soft piano music soothed 

my ears and my fingers clicked the keys 

faster. Sentences appeared where there had 

been none, one after the other, not struggling 

but flowing. A line of thought transformed 

into a short piece of creative writing and the 

writing filled my dullness with exquisite 

energy. 

I sat amazed. How could something-never-

seen-before-now-seen clear the fuzziness 

from my mind so quickly? Light and purpose 

flowed through me, the tingling had grown 

into a warm fire, kindling my very being. 

Right here in front of me, with my 

fingerprints all over it, was an expression of 

life. Though it was a small literary effort by 

any definition, it was a mighty work. It had 

the power to change an entire day. And, it 

changed me. 

 

Across Genders 

Halle Preneta, age 17 
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WANTON WRACK 

Leslie Kouba Bednar, age 59 

 

The box is bent, the lid askew, 

Contents peeking out -  

A shaft of light penetrates the dust, 

Causing many doubts.  

Wondering, aspiring, and fearfully compelled, 

The hidden holdings ponder the costs of living 

in this shell. 

 

Piercing beam of light wedges between 

Substance, space, and delicate debris. 

Exposed, the cardboard cave collapses 

Under the weight of authenticity. 

Once carved and crafted by expectations, 

No longer can it hold. 

 

Light beckons, 'Come here,  

Into a place of how and why and when.' 

Hope stays the flesh and feeds the bone, 

Fires cauterize the soul,  

Though blood is let and tears accrue, 

The journey must run true. 

 

Fallen and flayed, old constraints prove frail, 

Like thin vapor wisps of wanton wrack, 

Fed and held by Fear. 

 

Breathe deep the luscious luminosity of 

freedom from the Form. 

Truth won. Love heals. 

Let none pretend it was not real, though real 

has just begun. 

 

Never again will a box contend, 

No matter what may come, 

From out,  

From in,  

Or from beyond -  

The box of thorns is done. 

 

 

Transformations 

Gary Woodard 

 

Change of seasons here in Northeast Ohio 
occurs during the months of September and 
October.  Sight; you see leaves change color 
from green to red and orange.  Kids change the 
way they dress from cool to warm.  The sky 
changes from clear and low, to cloudy and high. 
 
A strange thing happens when Friday afternoon 
comes!  Plans enter my mind.  Plans for the 
weekend: watching the Browns, washing my 
clothes, cooking something good, listening to 
the radio, going shopping, getting some 
relaxation time. 
 
The things that change us are money, 
time, work, and love (experience).  Sometimes I 
don’t want to get old so I use memories to set 
goals. For example, I had plastic golf clubs as a 
kid and now I have the real thing in a bag.  Same 
with my ball bats!  I used to play whiffle ball and 
now real softball.  So there’s the change from 
fiction to fact! 
 

 
Sailing Down Shaker 

Mimi Plevin-Foust, age 63 

 

Weeks of drills, jaws, compactors,  

flashing detours and stinky tar, 

 

and then, one morning, a miracle— 

the bumpy, pot-holed road to Kandahar 

I’ve driven daily for a decade— 

vanished. 

 

In its place, a smooth, black river 

that my car sails over like a skiff, 

the familiar bumping soundtrack 

for my usual thoughts— gone. 

 

I turn off the radio. 

What strange country have I entered 

where something entirely new 

could happen 



 

17 
 

Changes  

Yumi Simmons, 30 years old 

 

The world has transformed so much because 

of this virus, plus the protesting. 

With all the fighting and racism, I wish we 

were not in this predicament right now. I 

miss going to school and hanging out with my 

friends from PLAN. I am turning 30 and this is 

not what I want.  The fighting, it just makes 

me want to scream and cry. I feel so bad for 

the families of George, Tamir Rice, Breonna, 

and so many other families who have lost 

someone in this pandemic or to racism. We 

need to live as equals, not segregated. What I 

mean by using the word segregate; we are 

separate in so many ways, from our 

education, to where we live, to who we 

choose as our partner, and most importantly, 

our race. We should not have to live in fear 

because of our decision-making as 

individuals. Don’t think of judging, think of 

the quality we can make for others as a group. 

 

 
 

Transformations 

Isane-Lee Caraballo, age 21 

 

We are born with eyes;  

not two, but three.  

The third, sees through fine lines.  

lies that blind you  

Their roots so deep.  

Interweaving.  

Whispering, sweet nothings.  

We knew.  

Through our consciousness - our ancestors, 

the universe, our spirit.  

“Did i just [...]?”  

We know.  

Notice how powerful they are.  

 

In this lifetime, we see what we want to see  

to seize the moment  

to place a soft, decadent pillow upon the 

twisted words we’ve called “love.”  

Until we realize, when we fall...  

It is ourselves there to catch us.  

It is our soul there to catch us.  

It is the universe...  

We realize with these eyes  

the real lies that lay beyond those eyes to get 

between these thighs.  

Did you forget whom you are talking to?  

the divine presence you are in?  

Adjust your crown, it is crook’d.  

 

 
 

Daydream or Nightmare 

Amber Gray, age 23 
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True Identity 

Izzy Laguanliu 

 

The speed of a cheetah, 

The flap of a hummingbird’s wings, 

The speed of light, 

And the way our world transformed, 

Are all the fastest things on Earth.  

The world became unrecognizable. 

 

Partying is now seen as selfish, 

Heading outside without a mask is now foolish, 

And everything we had once considered 

‘normal,’ 

Became ignorant.  

 

Now separated by distance, 

Humanity is at a huge loss, 

Constantly unsure of what to do, 

Minds constantly wandering back and forth.  

 

Our world has been erased, 

Disappeared, 

And rewritten with uncertainty.  

 

Not only has our world faced transformations, 

Many of us have as well. 

Many of us became wrapped inside our houses, 

Our cocoons, 

And under-go 

Metamorphosis.  

 

We transform in ways we never expect, 

Turning into new people, 

Breaking out of our shells, 

And stepping out of quarantine with a new 

name, 

New personality, 

And a new identity.  

 

I too, 

Had become a different person.  

Before our world was flipped, 

I was a night owl, 

Always dreading waking up early for school, 

Often rolling out of bed at noon. 

 

But after reflecting on myself, 

Taking apart the twenty-four hours we are 

given each day, 

Examining each of those hours carefully, 

I had learned to love waking up, 

Before the sun rose.  

 

Before our world was flipped, 

I was clueless, 

My mind never considering the thoughts of 

others, 

And only focusing on myself. 

 

But after hearing stories from social media, 

Listening to different voices from different 

people, 

I had learned how to properly respect and 

appreciate other people.  

 

Before our world was flipped, 

I thought I knew my whole personality, 

Deciding I was a quiet, shy, and introverted girl. 

 

But after asking myself many questions,  

Taking steps to uncover my true self, 

I realized I was a risk-taker, 

A confident soul, 

And a positive person.  

 

Before our world was flipped, 

I thought I couldn’t change. 

 

But after breaking free, 

From my cocoon,  

I realized that I was just one step into the many 

layers of my true identity. 
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Sailing Down Shaker 

Mimi Plevin-Foust, age 63 

 

Weeks of drills, jaws, compactors,  

flashing detours and stinky tar, 

 

and then, one morning, a miracle— 

the bumpy, pot-holed road to Kandahar 

I’ve driven daily for a decade— 

vanished. 

 

In its place, a smooth, black river 

that my car sails over like a skiff, 

the familiar bumping soundtrack 

for my usual thoughts— gone. 

 

I turn off the radio. 

What strange country have I entered 

where something entirely new 

could happen 

 

 
 

Just Won’t Die 

Mimi Plevin-Foust, age 63 

 

The 10-year-old shamrock plant 

after weeks with no leaves, 

     sprouting a pale green meadow in time 

for St. Patrick’s Day— it just won’t die. 

 

The scared little cockapoo 

trapped in a puppy mill cage since birth, 

     now giving cuddles in nursing homes  

and schools— he just won’t die. 

 

The girl tattooed with a bar code  

by her pimp, whipped if she did not turn in 

$1,000 a night,  

      now rescuing other girls  

from the street— she just won’t die. 

 

The men pulled from collapsed 

factories in Bangladesh that buried 

mothers, sisters and wives, 

       now fighting to win a better life 

for daughters and sons— they just won’t die.  

 

The idea that everyone  

        gets a seat at the table;  

that everyone who prepares the meal  

        gets to eat; that, as surely 

as the earth turns green in the spring,  

        we can rebirth our planet  

from this winter of greed— are ideas   

        that just won’t die. 

 

We will outgrow-outlove-outfox-outlast 

        anyone who tries  

to cage us—  We just won’t die.  

 

 
What a Beautiful Thing it is To 

Transform 

Amber Gray, age 23 
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Stardust in Jammies 

Mimi Plevin-Foust, age 63 

 

At 13, my child-woman daughter 

            in camisole and flannel jammies, 

skewers a marshmallow 

        to toast in our fireplace 

while flinging hot barbs in my direction. 

 

If only she could recollect 

         the 42-week pregnancy, 

                 5 days of labor 

   and 1,001 nights I woke to nurse. 

Why can’t those heroics give me credit 

     in the Mommy-Piggy-Bank-of-Love? 

 

Or—perhaps—my acts of caring 

    are repaying my mother 

         for carrying me, a Hershey’s Syrup-

drenched 

 toddler, to the tub after she dressed up  

      for Date Night, or chased me 

                                    through department stores 

as my sister and I ran and hid 

                       in the maze of racks.  

 

Perhaps my mother was repaying 

           her mother Liz, the glamorous  

             Manhattan flapper-turned-housewife, 

                         who was repaying her mother 

Sarah, 

                            the seamstress from Budapest,  

                                            and back in time  

 

                                                      until the instant  

                                      when the Goddess   

clapped 

                             to explode her love 

                  into the Universe 

with all its galaxies of maddening,  

                                        jammie-clad stars. 

 

 

Transformation 

Olivia Liu, age 13 

 

One day, I was a normal middle school 

student. I sprinted the halls, hung out with 

friends, laughed too much, and, as a result, 

received failing grades. 

 The day after, I was not.  

Instead, I was plunged deep into an 

unfamiliar world where everything was 

identical, yet so different from its former self. 

One where destruction and despair etched 

itself on the weary faces of the people who 

walked on this Earth. Where the world was 

drowned in gunshots and screams, sighs and 

cries, and in the background of it all, the 

hollow sound of lungs coughing.  

We quickly learned to be afraid of 

everything. 

I too, was terrified of this appalling, 

sudden transformation. There was too much 

happening, and we had too little knowledge 

about it all. And as human beings, we despise 

a lack of information on unknown subjects, 

and thus, we all became troubled living in this 

reversed world.   

I soon found that there was nothing to 

laugh at anymore. 

I wished on every 11:11 and each 

shooting star I spotted in the night sky to 

hope that my ordinary middle school life 

would resume, but no matter how hard I 

tried, all of my attempts ended up in vain. I 

could do nothing more than simply wait for 

the fire to clear. All that was left for us was 

time.   

But time is complex, and humans still 

can’t completely grasp its concept. We start to 

grow impatient with time as it fails to do as 

we ask instantly. Results are demanded to be 

shown immediately, and when they do not 

appear on demand, we decide to bring them 

ourselves. 
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Like how humans always do. 

I began to realize that this severe 

transformation in our world was not a curse 

to punish, but rather a test of our patience, 

cooperation, and skills. How long will we last 

after the transformation has occurred? What 

solutions would we conjure? Will we unite as 

a nation, or split into war? 

If this truly were a test, our world 

would have received an F. Humanity is too 

impatient to wait for time to heal the wounds 

inflicted, so we steal the Earth’s reins and 

forcefully steer into the direction we want. 

This year is almost over, and we still have no 

solution to our problems with health, race, 

and acceptance. And more than ever, the 

world is trembling with the tension of our 

political issues, ones that will perhaps tear 

humanity apart forever.  

A warning. 

This is a warning. 

 We are being tested to our full 

abilities at this very moment. We must take 

on the rest of the year with caution, and trust 

time enough for it to return our world back to 

normal. Cooperation is key if we want to 

survive, and we must work together as a team 

to uncover answers to our infinite questions.  

 

but most of all, we must learn to trust each 

other. 

 Hopefully, together, we can transform 

that failing grade  into an A. 
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Crossing the Threshold 

Mimi Plevin-Foust and Janet Century 
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Crossing the Threshold 

Mimi Plevin-Foust and Janet Century 

 


