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About FLUX
 The first seeds of FLUX Magazine were 
planted by a group of excited juniors with a passion 
for writing, drawing, and creating. Our vision was 
a magazine where we could create a platform for 
students to channel their creative forces, to celebrate 
their hard work, and to inspire others.
 With the fervor that comes with embarking 
on a journey to pursue a dream, we reached out to 
our Millennium community for support and inspira-
tion. We couldn’t have made this happen without the 
guidance of Ms. Stasavage who kept us on task and 
organized, instructed us on Indesign, and occasion-
ally nodded encouragingly. Soon enough the seed of 
a dream grew into a club, a tightly knit community 
filled with ambitious dreamers primed with imagina-
tion, a pen, and paper. FLUX represents who we are. 
We, like the magazine, are constantly changing and 
evolving. We proudly present to you FLUX!  
     
Victoria, Julia, Carlos, Alnaw,
Hannah, Alex, Nelly, Adriana,
Daniela, Sophia, Skylar,
Ms. Stasavage
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Subway Jazz
Victoria Kerrigan

 The subway bustled away, hurrying off to its next destination, 
taking its heat with it, and leaving me cold in the grey station. My 
eyes searched for the right subway sign, but my ears were drawing me 
away, towards the sound of trumpets, slowly seeping into my con-
sciousness, across the platform. Two men in coats puffed their winter 
breath into their golden instruments, bursting out hot, fresh melodies 
of “Take the A Train” that rose like vapor and glided until they faded 
into the past to be replaced by lively new tunes. The sounds filled the 
station entirely, like steam from a shower on a chilly night, invading 
and conquering the eerie silence. It was as if the city was waking up 
from its hibernation. Each voice twirling around and bouncing off 
each other, but simultaneously on its own path, taking different jazzy 
turns and circles, adding new spontaneous tunes and improvisations, 
but always feeding off the other’s energy, complimenting the other. It 
was the kind of tune that jingles and hops and twirls and whirls and 
tingles in your ears. The kind of beat that rocks and makes you just 
want to dance: abandon your inhibitions and surrender your stiff 
body of gawky limbs to the flowing rhythm. 
 The flowing rhythm burst into the air and wholly and in-
discriminately offered itself to us. Offered itself to those who would 
listen. Those who chose to listen, bopped like buoys tossing in playful 
waves, glistening like triumphant ships who refused to capsize how-
ever hard the waves rocked them. They floated on, rising above the 
despair of the masses. Those who chose not to listen swam on, in bro-
ken strokes, towards the multitudes of appointments that they had to 
keep. Young women, fancifully-made up, in fur coats and knee-high 
boots, strutted off to lounge like persian cats on sofas and flirtatiously 
flutter their mascara-caked eyelashes. Those of my own age stumbled 
on, barely aware of the ground beneath them, let alone the musicians, 
hypnotized by their screens and gadgets. With every buzz they are 
being systematically programed into mindless vessels of electronic 
existence. 
 I stood, leaning forward toward the emanating warmth, 
trying to click the mental Kodak, to capture its effervescent energy, 
the spirit of New York City so quintessentially revealed in the subway 
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station of Broadway Lafayette. The fragrant notes wafted to me, lifting 
me up, picking up the pieces of my heart and caressing them. Sooth-
ing the sickness of monotony and disappointment. Filling my heart 
with buoyant faith, faith that for every hundred mishaps, beneath the 
exhaust and the debris and the cement and the brown slush of the 
city, a beautiful, fleeting golden moment can be found. 
Music splashes color onto the dull procession of working men and 
women trudging towards their drudgery. Music. It is the tune of 
carefree days, the fireplace glowing orange and a child strumming 
a tennis racquet-guitar, capering about the living room-stage to the 
Beatles. Music. It is the tune of my young mother’s fingers dancing on 
the black and white keys; Debussy to lull her baby to sleep. Music. It 
is everywhere and always manages to find you at the right moment.
 So I listened, smiling a quiet smile, watching the men rocking 
with their singing trumpets and the women bopping, glowing with 
wonder. Despite this frigid, gloomy day, these men came to the sub-
way to play trumpet. Because among every hundred indifferent New 
Yorkers, there are a few who listen. 
 Then the subway rushed in with its familiar ear-splitting 
screech of wheels on the tracks and the doors opened with a clang, 
so I bade goodbye to the music. The acidic subway air melted with 
the jazz for a split second. Passengers instinctively leaned towards the 
musicians, wishing they could stay for just a little bit longer, but then 
the doors clapped shut and the moment was over, shuttling off, the 
muted music fading away until it was just a distant echo in my brain.

3



4

Chaos
Justin Bess



Don’ttakeit2srsly
Maya McGuire

Four white walls and a white ceiling 
Seamlessly blending together
Not eggshell or cream or ivory
(we don’t bother with that fancy sh*t) 
Just plain white
Even and unchanging
A vast expanse of nothingness
You’re sure that if you stare long enough
You would minor inconsistency
But your don’t want to 
It’ll ruin the illusion 

You can feel yourself slipping
Overtaken by a series of  mundane musings
Wondering what you have to do tomorrow? 
Or what you have forgotten to do today

But you fall deeper (inevitably) 
Everything gets a little brighter
And your thoughts turn to that one person 
You know, we all know
You still can’t kick them out 
Of the deep recesses of your stupid f*cking head. 

And you remember 
Relive
Rehash
All the things that you said and did and thought
That now, after a long period of self reflection (and pity)
Seem childish. 
And the walls are almost blinding now 
Because you know that you haven’t changed
What you know now you knew then.

It’s not them
It’s you
Its always been you 
Its your mind and your thoughts and your memories
You kick them out because they never existed
It’s just something you’ve created
Because you’re literally so f*cking bored. 
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The Life of Kobi
Lauren Vinals



Built-In Connection 
Hannah Ehrlich

 I grab the doorknob of my house and twist it, immediately 
dropping my bag on the carpet. My mother is in the dining room 
reading a book, which I am guessing is probably another cheesy 
romance novel that will eventually catch dust on a bookshelf in her 
room. Her reading glasses are drooping down, like a raindrop on a 
gloomy day hanging from the windowsill. 
 I sneak up the steps and go on my separate way. I lie on my 
bed and look at the cracks on my ceiling, using them to create differ-
ent shapes in my head. When I stare at the ceiling today, I feel empty, 
as if I have poured all of my ideas and have hidden them in Julia’s 
big rainbow sweater. My thoughts are not just my thoughts anymore, 
they are now for Julia to think about. I only met her today on a school 
bus, yet I was able to ramble on and on to her, and I do not even talk 
to anybody at school most days. There was almost a built-in connec-
tion that I have never felt with anybody. I wonder if she is staring at 
the ceiling thinking about just the same things I was.
 After our usual quiet dinner, I see my schoolbag on the floor. 
It sits there everyday, zipped up, and I have no intention of unzipping 
it until tomorrow morning in homeroom. Homeroom is the place I 
do all the work that will push me into the ninth grade.
 “You know, it doesn’t just have to sit there,” my mother says. 
Her voice is sharp, piercing the silence. 
“I told you Mom, I do it in the morning,” I reply, making sure I do 
not roll my eyes. It is better to end the conversation as quickly as pos-
sible, instead of firing it up.
 “You have so much potential in that big head of yours. You 
rarely even speak, so there must be something happening,” she says 
and rubs my hair all around like she was petting a dog. Her hand 
leaves my head, and the awful tingle from her touch remains.
 “Just because I do my homework in the morning does not 
mean I am brain dead.”
 She takes a deep breath and her face stretched into a small 
grin. “Whatever you say. If you aren’t doing that homework then 
what you are going to do now?”
 “I … am … I’m going to take a walk,” I said, improvising a 
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way out of the house. 
 The autumn air sneaks up through my spine, giving me chills. 
The sun is getting lower, and there are no more warm nights in Octo-
ber.
 “I had a feeling I would see you out here,” a soft voice says 
behind me.
 I know that voice. It connected immediately, as if it had been 
talking to me all day. “J-Julia? Don’t you get off on a different bus 
stop?”
 “Ugh, people in this town are so used to routine!” Julia says.  
“Honestly, don’t you get bored?” I stare into her eyes as she speaks, 
and even in the dark her figure looks so clear and majestic when no-
body else is around.
 “What do you mean?” I reply, but I know exactly what she 
meant. This girl had one day in this town, and she is already bored. 
There are only a few people that do not crave leaving this suburb, and 
I am one of those few.
 “I have legs you know. Just because I don’t get off at this stop 
doesn’t mean I can’t come here. Everybody around here just acts like 
a robot that stays in the same place all day everyday. Don’t you ever 
explore?” she says, and her words begin to fill this desolate night with 
a flickering light that gets brighter as she speaks. Her green eyes are 
glimmering, shining out of her pale, almost ghost-like skin. They 
turn a shade brighter as each word hurls out of her mouth, getting 
louder and louder.
 “Physically? No way. Not my kind of thing,” I say looking 
down at the concrete. I do not need to look at her in order to know 
exactly what kind of face she is making and what gestures she is wav-
ing at me. I can feel everything that she does.
 “Well you should try it one day. Jump out of your shell. Go 
farther than the stupid bus stop. It has to be a little boring walking in 
the same place.”
 “I guess so. You are very talkative tonight. You barely said 
anything when I saw you for the first time, today. I did all the talking, 
and that is unusual for me,” I mumble, hoping I did not offend her.
 “There were too many people there. And on the bus you told 
me you liked to take walks at night, so here I am,” she says with a half 
smirk that I could not tell whether was happy or uncomfortable. Her 
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eyes started to go dark.
 “That’s cool,” I murmur in my awful, monotone voice. I am 
afraid that every time I speak I am slaughtering her spirit.
 I usually don’t like when I see people while I am trying to clear my 
head, but Julia is different. It might be the way she talks, as if she 
opens up new ideas instead of shutting down the ones that I am 
making myself. It is almost as if she sneaks her way into my brain and 
untangles all my thoughts. Perhaps it could also be the way she walks, 
fast with a little skip, but still letting me lead the way.
 “Well, see ya!” she says, trotting away, disintegrating into the 
darkness. She did not tip-toe in the other direction or awkwardly stop 
walking like most kids that stumble into a conversation with me. She 
is still the happy self she was when she came to me. I think Julia likes 
me, I really do.
 I walk home, and by now the sun had come down completely 
and it was getting chillier and chillier. My hair blows all around, and 
I rub my hands together to keep them warm. I twist the doorknob 
open and see my mom in the same position I saw her when I got 
home from school. 
 “How was your walk?” my mother says, peeling her eyes away 
from her book.
 “Cold,” I say, tired of hearing my own voice after all of the 
talking I did today.
 “I should have reminded you to bring a sweater.”
 “It’s okay. I still had a good time. Well, goodnight mom,” I say, 
half way up to my room.
 “No, no, no. Come sit down,” my mother says, plopping her 
book onto the dining room table. The weight of its thick pages makes 
her tea cup rattle and a drop of the steaming liquid falls out.
 I walk back down the steps and join her in my usual dinner 
seat. I stay silent and let her start the talking.
 “Duncan, I’m getting a bit concerned. You seem like you do 
not care much about school or social life,” she says. As I look into my 
mother’s eyes, I feel her lifeless stare. Each word has to force its way 
out, like it is too painful to give me this parent talk. Sitting here is 
painful for me, too.
 “I’m fine. I’m really okay,” I say, “I am really okay,” repeating 
the phrase, making sure it was true. It was. For the first time in a long 
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time, I feel okay.
 “Duncan, everybody is okay. I want you to be happy,” she says, 
pushing her glasses up and resting her chin on her interlocked fin-
gers, looking right at me. This means she actually cares. She wants me 
to feed her all my thoughts, look into her eyes, to tell her everything 
that is happening, but I just can’t. 
 “I’m fine mom! I’m happy!” I reply.
 She leans back and takes a deep breath. “If you are okay with 
how you are doing then I am too,” she says and settles for the little 
information I give her. My mother would be so excited to know that I 
finally connected with somebody. It would brighten her day just like 
Julia did for me. My mother would love to know that somebody other 
than herself is paying attention to me. But Julia is my own, and I get 
her all to myself.
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Skindeep
Julia Canizzo

 On the night part of me got seperated, I was thinking about 
my skin. To me, my skin is an expanse, an organ encompassing the 
organism. It was too dark then to see the marks all across––the splash 
of milk coffee spilling down from my shoulder and staining my upper 
arm brown. But my skin, in its expansiveness, is superficial. I exist 
beneath, a ball of nerves and thoughts pressed under my skin. 
 When I was younger, it seemed like I could pinpoint the cen-
tral space of my real body without a thought. I could trace my fingers 
down my neck and across my back to rest on the spot: something 
alive floating below a glassy sea. A four inch patch on the right side 
of my spine,  longer than it was wide, running parallel to the ridges 
of my neck. It was invisible, unlike my coffee stained arm, a secret to 
everyone but me. To the rest of the world, the plane of my back was 
unremarkable. But just the thought of it set off an irreversible chain 
reactions; I caught myself in the act and firmly told myself to think 
about something else, but it was too late: the living thing under my 
skin broke out, with the feeling of someone reaching underneath my 
skin and pulling upwards, A sharp deep sting that ripped across my 
body.  I could feel it when someone whispered in my ear or touched 
my face. I’d recoil and press the spot with the heels of my hands until 
the feeling went away. It could last a couple of seconds or a couple of 
minutes, but while it was happening it was impossible to ignore. 
 I remember that the feeling was the strongest when I was 
trying to sleep. My still skin was all the more sensitive for the lack 
of touch, nothing but the feeling of soft cotton on cotton, heavy and 
smooth. When I couldn’t sleep the room seemed to lighten, and I 
could see the sharpness of shadows and the sweeping shape of my 
own body beneath. The feeling was so familiar that I didn’t think 
to question it, or worry about it being the first sign of some deadly 
nerve degeneration. There was a thrill to the unpredictability of it, the 
incomplete satisfaction of a secret not even I understood. 
 On the night I realized that the spot was gone, I was taking 
a shower. The rush of the hot water tickled my ears and face like a 
touch, and the realization that I didn’t remember the last time I felt 
the stab in my back was like suddenly noticing a part of myself that 
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had been surgically removed. I felt distant from myself. I stood with 
my hands on my neck as the water whispered on my traitor skin. 
 Hours later I ran my fingers across my back over the folds of 
fabric like gauzy skin. I traced the curve of my spine. The memory 
of the feeling was almost real. I could close my eyes and imagine it, a 
shade away from a part of myself I had lost. I was pushing at the cur-
tain separating my present and past body, terrified for reasons I didn’t 
understand of forgetting a part of myself I should have hated. 
 Most nights, I touch the spot before I fall asleep. The nerves 
that curled pain beneath my skin are long dead, but the physical 
memory is still strong. I allow a moment of muffled longing to be 
reconnected to the missing piece of myself. This is my secret unease, 
the barrier between you and me. I think that I am afraid that when 
you touch me, a sound in my ear or a hand on my cheek, the dead 
pathways in my body will come back to life like they were never gone. 
I won’t recognize it at first, but I’ll know it by the creeping sense of 
completion. And I will feel the spot again, a stab from the memory of 
how I used to understand myself.
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Wake me Up
Karen Lu



The Bubbly Girl 
Adrianna Guirguis

 For a moment time stopped. 
His hand grabbed her arm, and she finally felt calm.
 She could no longer feel the thick shadow of anxiety that usually 
lurked behind her at every moment. Her shoulders unclenched and 
her left eye wasn’t twitching from the stress of the week. She couldn’t 
hear the relentless ticking of her own mortality. She wasn’t aware of 
the outside world’s tragedy and horror. 
What she was aware of, though, was him, herself, and them together. 
 She noticed things she didn’t typically have the time or the 
awareness to notice. Like the way one strand of his hair fell straight 
down the center of his forehead. She noticed the slight dimple in his 
left cheek that grew each time she called him by the nickname she 
had given him all those months ago. She noticed the tiny sliver of 
sadness behind his dark irises. How his nose crinkled every time she 
said “I’m fine,” almost as if he could smell the insincerity coming off 
her in waves. How his breath hitched and his grip tightened ever so 
slightly when she bit her lip in thought. 
 She noticed things about herself too. 
She noticed that her thoughts got a little fuzzy when he touched her 
like he was touching her now. She noticed how every nerve that he 
touched was hyperactive and how holding direct eye contact was 
almost too much to bear. How she latched onto each word that fell 
from his lips, descrambling them, trying to find some hidden mean-
ing. And how she felt a pit in her stomach every time he smiled 
which turned into a chasm when he was smiling at her. 
She liked the way they felt together. It was easy. 
When the two of them shared a moment, however small, she felt like 
she didn’t need to try. He felt familiar and safe, the way a blanket fort 
in your childhood living room does. 
And she felt at ease, like for one brief second she was her better self 
again. The version of her who wasn’t scared or insecure and would 
shout from the rooftops when she had something to say. She liked 
that version. She liked even more that he could bring that girl out in 
her. It was a comforting reminder that she still existed somewhere 
within her. 
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The moments they shared together she hoped would last forever, 
and this one in particular. This moment, for reasons beyond their 
comprehension, weighed on their chests with a sense of finality and 
she was desperately stretching the seconds trying to turn them into 
something that would last.
But they didn’t. Because they never do.
Over his left shoulder Liz saw the bubbly girl walking towards them, 
and time started again. 
She could feel her anxiety settling back in. As the bubbly girl got clos-
er, Liz was reminded once again that things were not as they should 
be. 
When she arrived, she laced her arm with Nic’s and he dropped his 
hand from where it rested on the Liz’s arm. 
Liz felt her blanket fort collapse and her walls come back up, as she 
looked at the couple smiling before her. She put on a smile of her own 
as she recited a warm welcome to the newcomer that made her duo a 
trio. 
Just as the Liz changed so did Nic. Gone was the lopsided smirk that 
taunted“ C’mon try something, you’re just as curious as I am.” In its 
place was a perfectly crafted smile that left no room for doubt. Every 
aspect of it screamed “I choose her!” and the bubbly girl gave him a 
smile that was just as practiced as his own. 
They exchanged a few words before the bubbly girl reminded Nic of 
the places they needed to be. Liz politely took her leave as she walked 
away from him for the thousandth time. Their unspoken words ring-
ing like a gong inside her head, and the ghost of his hand still sending 
shivers up her skin.
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Breaking Asian Fetishism Stereotype
Valerie Wong
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