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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 inspiration. 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 occasionally nodded encouragingly.
Soon enough the seed of a dream grew into a club, a tightly knit community filled with ambitious dreamers primed
with imagination, a pen, and paper. FLUX represents who
we are. We, like the magazine, are constantly changing
and evolving. During two months of rambling meetings,
uncertain if we would even produce something––overflowing with pride, and still in disbelief, we proudly present to
you, the first edition of FLUX Magazine!
							
Victoria, Julia, Carlos, Alnaw,
Grace, Elisa, Adeliya, Alex, Nelly,
Daniela, Jason, Sophia, Skylar,
Ms. Stasavage
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Beyond the Finish Line
Vandon Scallon

Marlon forgets to breathe as he awaits the gun. He’s waited long
enough for a race he never wanted to run. As Marlon grips the starting
line hard, rainwater comes up from under the grass and soaks his running
shoes.
The race already became an all-day affair by the time the rain
started filling buckets. The wait was unnerving, especially for Marlon. The
race wasn’t the issue, as he had run quite a few races in his high school
years. He wonders what it’s like to run a race correctly, or if it’s even possible to pace yourself nicely so that you have a shot of energy at disposal for
that last stretch.
Marlon’s anxiety is triggered by the tedious wait. He tries to stop
this inevitable spiraling, thinking things like, I’m not even anxious about
the race. I just need to calm down. But then his composure slips, and
he hears the voice in his head. You are losing time, you could be doing
something productive, but you choose to sit and do nothing. This voice
is and has always been ruthless and now it’s insulting his social skills. It’s
reminding him that he’s been on the cross country team for three years
now, since Freshman year, and he still sits alone at meets, only interacting with his fellow runners under the team’s tarp for a second to grab a
granola bar. Marlon swallows hard in an attempt to drown out this voice
within him but it’s relentless. Aren’t you embarrassed in that uniform?
People can see your baby arms in that “muscle” shirt and your pale skin in
those short shorts. Marlon is stuck in this spiral as raindrops pelt the tent.
He looks to his right and sees the seniors lined up next to him,
pushing to get a spot closer to the fence to minimize running distance. He
scoffs at the sight and refocuses himself. He is running a 10k, chased only
by his own thoughts.
The starting gun jolts Marlon’s body forward as he begins the
race. A cramp threatens to take control of his stomach muscles as soon as
Marlon tightens his core to take pressure off his legs. The physical pain is
replaced by panic as pressure builds in his chest. His breathing staggers
back to normal with a few gulps of air. The other racers trot past beside
him in an effortless grace. Repetitive instincts save him and he follows
their monotonous pace on the first turn, and then a second. He stays with
a boy on his team as they all jog into the trees. Each fallen branch on the
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muddy path disrupting the running trance. He needs to forget his past to
focus on enduring the race, enduring the burn in his calves.
These wooden beams in the ground are so annoying, he thinks.
He has to calculate his steps so that he won’t trip on the planks which
were set down every 10 or so feet. Finally, he feels a rhythm beginning
to form beneath his feet. Three steps, leap over a plank, three steps, leap.
Up and down and down and down those hills. Then, as he’s coming back
down the hill, his legs come out from under him. He flies down the hill,
trying to regain his footing and slow down his uncontrollable body when
he smashes into a tree on the side of the path. He feels nothing at first.
He lays there like a patient with paralysis, with half his body on the soggy
track. His eyes wander but he doesn’t see anything. Suddenly, he’s back
home in Colorado. His mom is cooking and the air is pungent with the
smell of beef stew. Marlon is sitting on his mushy, brown corduroy couch
until something catches his eye. Olympic track and field is on tv and the
camera is pointed at a shorter man, as the name Bill King flashes across
the bottom of the screen. The man shakes his legs out and bends over into
starting position. Young Marlon is fixed on the screen, wondering why he
cannot look away. The creaking of wooden boards echoes behind him as
his mother gasps and wraps him up in a hug, covering his eyes with her
meaty forearms.
“That’s your papa. He hasn’t been around to see you grow up,
but I’m sure he’s thinking of you now,” Mama says. The camera is now in
Bill’s lane, and he stares hard into the eyes of young Marlon and the other
viewers. Marlon squirms around on Mama’s lap and looks up at her, his
eyes begging for answers.
“Your father is not a perfect man. He didn’t want to face the responsibilities of being a dad and he ran away from his family. I’m sure he’s
worked hard to be on that Olympic track but he left and you were just a
baby at the time-” She hardly gets her words out, and they end up slurring
like they were in one big pot being mixed and stirred together. Young
Marlon sees the uneasiness in her fabricated smile plastered on her face
and he becomes scared of his father. He can’t understand fully what she is
saying but her fear scares him into hatred.
Marlon regains consciousness and watches the other runners
glance at him, nervously continuing to run by. The last runner finally
passes and Marlon lay alone with his thoughts. Why does he run? he
wondered. Practicing every day and the physical burn induced from
pushing yourself is enough to make most people quit, so why does he do
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it? On the surface, it’s to make it on the San Jose State track team because
it’s his last real chance of making it to college. But there must be something even deeper than that. The voice in his head says you’re just like
your father, you run from your problems. As much as he wanted it to be
a lie, the statement had some truth to it. Running is therapeutic, it creates
a mental block so Marlon can think clearly instead of remembering the
past.
He lay there still, and then stiller until he sees and hears nothing
but his brain calculating its next move without disruption. It’s impossible
to think, even as reality melts away from him, but finally, he has reached
a state of liberation. He realizes there is only one option, so he slowly gets
up and sprints after the last runners, taking his mindset with him.
I hate my past and I’m scared of the future, but I’ve got to finish
this race in the present because right now that’s all I got. He feels rejuvenated and gives it his all. Swinging his arms rapidly and lifting his knees,
he runs to the top of the last hill, which feels like a mountain. He can see
a group of three down at the bottom. Using the downhill as momentum
to quickly propel himself, he comes neck and neck with them. They are
running in unison, kicking forward and pumping their arms at the exact
same time, like they are performing a strange rendition of the Rockettes.
But in seconds all three sprint away from him and he struggles to keep up.
I only run to beat myself. The last hundred meters he sprints with rage,
his legs pumping like a well-oiled machine. Marlon bottles up all this anger towards his father and holds it in his fists, digging his nails deep into
the palms of his hands. Once he finally catches up with the finish line,
he let his clenched fists relax and shakes out his arms and legs and mind
of irritation. He comes in second to last place, leaving the bit of him that
wanted to quit back in the dust.
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The Flower Bloomed
Nelly Diaz

For you she was a breeze rustling the fallen leaves on a cool fall
evening. Sending shivers down your spine and turning your world
upside down. A promise of new beginnings, of change. She was the
acceptance you thought you’d never have. Predictability, something
you grew accustomed to when she came. She was everything you’ve
ever wanted, a breath of fresh air perhaps. She was everything. She
was everything for you, but more than that for me.
For me, well, why even bothering telling someone who wouldn’t
understand. I know you wouldn’t understand because you didn’t
know her. Not like I knew her, anyways. But no one deserves to go
about their lives without having at least a glimpse of her beauty. The
beauty I got to know.
A year before she met you, I had seen her idly lighting a cigarette
as she walked out of a coffee shop. I held the door open for her. She
didn’t even spare me a glance. I should’ve left it there. I should’ve
gone into that coffee shop and carried on with my day. But her
presence, the mere sight of her, it was similar to a cold rainfall on a
hot July day. It was heartbreak and relief all at once. The knowledge
that this wasn’t something I wanted but something I needed haunted me from that moment on. Something I didn’t even know would
become so vital to me, to my happiness, to my life. The softness that
surrounded her ethereal aroma caught me from the second I saw
her.
After that, it became a routine of mine to go to that cafe every
morning. It took 7 days of sitting around the entrance drinking
stale coffee for me to see her again. This time, the grace that had
once seemed so effortlessly a part of her was replaced by quick
strides heading to the counter. She was in a rush, I could tell. But
I couldn’t let her get away without getting closer. Without at least
talking to her.
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Talking to her felt like breathing in the scent of mint. It burns a
little, doesn’t it? That burn invaded my senses until she was all I felt.
I had lost myself in those short seven minutes it took for her coffee
to be prepared. I remember the voice of the barista, popping the
bubble I had built around us without her permission. Maybe that
was my mistake.
So, she got her coffee and I asked her if I would see her again.
I’m not sure what I expected her to say. I knew she was on her
way somewhere and I was probably the reason she’d be late, but I
couldn’t let go of this opportunity. She smiled that smile when she’s
teasing, flirting with whoever is on the receiving end. The one I’ve
seen her use on you lately.
I saw her the next day. She was ordering her coffee when I walked
in, breathtaking as ever. Seeing her was like getting fifty pound
weights lifted off me then getting them dropped right back down. I
didn’t even bother getting coffee that day. I went straight up to her
and began talking. She seemed pleased to see me and, among other
things, convinced me she was as interested in me as I was in her. I
was a fool.
We started seeing each other outside the coffee shop a week after
our second talk. I had invited her to an art show my friend was
hosting. She wore a stunning pink dress with flowers resembling
her own delicacy. I was sure I had found my soulmate. I guess that
was another one of my countless mistakes.
The art show was fantastic. She seemed so happy, so comfortable
with me, with my friends. I was so happy. I was able to admire not
only the art hanging on the walls but the art next to me. She was the
prettiest of them all. She was the main attraction. At least for me
she was.
We kissed that night and it was like taking in a deep breath in a
field of sunflowers. It was suffocatingly sweet, but even still, I craved
more. She was a lot like a drug for me, you can probably agree can’t
you?
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I took her out to places all around the city. Took her to the park,
movie theater, my favorite restaurant, her favorite restaurant, new
places we both hadn’t known existed. I did everything to get her
to love me the way I loved her. To get her to feel the same intense
passion I felt. Another foolish mistake.
I got to know every single part of her. She trusted me. Or, at least
that’s what it seemed like. I don’t know what to believe now. Seeing
her now makes everything feel like a lie. Everything except the way
I felt towards her. My love wasn’t made up. My love wasn’t a big
charade. It wasn’t a game. It still isn’t.
I heard her say “I love you” to you. You know, she never said those
words to me.
It was never going to be mutual between her and I. Love, I mean.
I’m not sure why she stayed all those months. I know why I did
though.
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Coral Beauty
Gigi Lin
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A Real Conversation About Suicide
Lou Gutenbrunner

This speech will deal with suicide and mental health. If you feel like this may be
triggering for you in any way, please feel free to step outside. If at any moment
during my speech you need to take a break, again, feel free to step outside. I
wouldn’t be doing a good job with this topic if I didn’t say these few words beforehand.

The first time I heard about suicide, I was in fifth grade. A
classmate’s father had killed himself. Our principal came to each
class to explain what had happened. She told us that he had “taken
his own life,” but we still didn’t quite understand what the situation
meant. In sixth grade my mom finally told me how my grandfather
had died years ago: suicide. In seventh grade, my class read the
book 13 Reasons Why. While the conversation was vague, this was
the first time we discussed suicide in school. In eighth grade, April
24th, 2016, I was in Canada for spring break. It was cold and kind
of rainy, and I wasn’t really vibing with Canada. My phone buzzed,
and my dad, who was visiting his family in Austria, texted our family group chat saying “Something bad happened here today.” We all
responded curiously, but not overly worried. I set my phone down
for a minute, and then I heard my sister scream; I had never heard
a scream so intense like that in my life. I grabbed my phone and
read the shocking message: “Tobias killed himself today.” When I
tell you everything in my world stopped, I truly mean it. My hands
were shaking, and I couldn’t walk straight. It was my cousin’s eighteenth birthday, but he killed himself. He was having a party with
our family and his friends and his girlfriend, but he killed himself.
We were going to visit him in only a few months, but he killed himself. He killed himself. And I didn’t even get to go to the funeral.
A week later my dad returned and told us that no one knew
why it had happened; Tobias didn’t leave anything behind. A week
after that, I heard my brother tell my mom that Tobias had hung
himself. After a while, I started to question what I could have done.
Maybe if I had texted him happy birthday at that exact moment,
then it would have delayed his suicide and my aunt would have
found him in time to save his life. Maybe it was my fault. Maybe
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I could have done more. And yes, I know that sounds crazy and
yes, in an important way I know this kind of thinking is unhealthy.
I know I can’t undo the past, so this is why I am now trying to
change the future.
Ever since my cousin’s death, my heart drops when I hear
anything about suicide. I heard some kid tell his friend to “kill
himself ” the other day, but they’re friends so I know they’re joking, right? Students see their grades on their math tests and say
“ugh I want to die,” but they’re joking, right? If my cousin had said
something like that I would have brushed it off, and not have given
it a second thought because he would be joking right? Because he
was happy and, well, happy people just don’t kill themselves, right?
Because that’s what we learn in school. In ninth grade, we had
five months of health class. We covered nutrition for maybe two
months, sexual health for another two, and the importance of water
for an entire two weeks. But we had one lesson on mental health. It
was a half-assed Powerpoint that barely scratched the surface of the
complexities of mental health. It was given by the guidance counselor– I think we have three of them at Millennium High School,
but I’m not sure. And I think their office is on the 12th floor, but
I’m not sure. I don’t know any of their names, and I’ve only met that
one guy who gave the presentation. What I got from the Powerpoint was that people are depressed and then sometimes they kill
themselves. He said that because the death is no one’s fault, you
can’t blame one thing; but I thought he just said depression was
to blame, a concept he never elaborated on. He spoke as if none
of these things could ever apply to us– like we couldn’t be sad or
depressed–that’s for other people.
We are the children of America and with a teen suicide rate
climbing higher than ever before, we are the ones who should be
concerned about how mental health is taught in our schools. And
what exactly isn’t taught? Well, we are not taught in school that men
account for 77.9% of all suicides (“Teen Suicide Statistics”). Why
might this be? Maybe because men are told since day one that it is
too feminine-like to speak out their emotions and thus should not
express how they feel. We tell little boys to suppress their emotions;
we say “real men don’t cry.” And then we wonder why the male
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suicide rate is so high.
Maybe we should stop telling boys to man-up; stop saying that boys can’t cry; stop saying that having balls means having
strength; and stop making mental health a dirty word.
When people say they want to start the conversation about
mental health, we end up with the book and show, 13 Reasons
Why. But 13 Reasons Why didn’t start a conversation about suicide, it glorified and romanticized it. It told us that if you wanted
power, revenge, or attention, then suicide is the answer! The main
character, Hannah Baker, showed us how much control you could
have if you killed yourself. Never did the story provide any other
option for people dealing with suicidal thoughts. Not once did the
show mention any mental health issues that Hannah was facing.
They only spoke about external factors, even though 90% of suicides are because of mental health issues. (“Risk of Suicide”). Our
health class said that it can’t be blamed on people, but the show just
dedicated 13 hours to blaming specific people for her death.
I see people on Instagram writing “I’m about to pull a
Hannah Baker,” just demonstrating how the show didn’t really do
a great job of preventing suicide or making sure we know it isn’t a
joke, did it? In California, two 15 year-old girls killed themselves
three days after watching the show (“2 California families claim
13 Reasons Why triggered teens suicides”). In Peru, a 23 year-old
man killed himself and left recordings for the people he blamed
for his death, just like Hannah Baker did (“Peruvian man mimics
‘13 Reasons Why,’ leaves behind tapes after suicide”). Netflix added
one more trigger warning at the start of the show, but that doesn’t
change the fact that this show still goes along with the problematic
way of we currently discuss suicide.
My cousin’s death was the worst thing that has ever happened to me. My wish is that no one else has to go through what
I have been through, or what my cousin has been through. Yet
throughout the duration of this speech, 15 people have died by suicide. 15 people who will never see another sunset on a warm summer night ever again. 15 people who will never look up at the bright
blue sky with spring flowers blooming around them ever again.
15 people who will never hear the crunch of the fall leaves under
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their feet ever again. 15 people who will never see the white snow
casting a winter wonderland appearance ever again. 15 people I feel
responsible for. 15 people I feel like we failed. And in some ways we
did. I don’t know what was happening with those 15 people, and
honestly you never fully know what people are going through, but
I do know that there are steps that could have been taken to help
or save them, and it starts with us. All of us sitting here today are
the ones who can change something if we are loud enough. We are
the kids who can question our education system. We are the kids
who can scream and shout at the top of our lungs for those who
no longer can. We are the kids who can start the right conversation. Suicide, in some way or another, has consumed many parts of
my life from an early age. I know what it’s like to have a thousand
questions about suicide and no one to turn to for answers. We can
change that if we deal with suicide and mental health responsibly
both in schools and in life.
If you or anyone you know is experiencing suicidal thoughts please
call the National Suicide Prevention Hotline at 1-800-273-8255.
Thank you very much.
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Lone Soldier Waiting for a Kind Whale
Victoria Kerrigan

Lone Soldier is lost at sea
Caught in a riptide that took her far from home
Like a spinning top she turns and turns and yearns to see something
Anything but blue
Waiting for a Kind Whale to
Shoot her out of the tears of the universe and into the sky
Instead she
Crawls into the sleeping bag cocoon
And prays that sleep will clear the fog of dread
That lingers
But
Apathy is an ivy left untamed
Its tendrils suffocate her fragile frame
I guess the gardener stayed away too long
Beneath that front
Disintegrating dreams
Swallowed shouts
Wounds smarting with salt
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A Story About My Grandmother
Julia Cannizzo

When my grandmother was young, Hawai’i was filled with
spirits. Some of them came in with the ships over fifteen hundred
years ago, walking through the ocean that separated the Polynesian islands from each other. They guided the navigators through
the water by clearing the nights and showing them the stars. They
settled into the stones and hurricanes–forces of nature.
Some of them came from across the Pacific Ocean years
later, steamship smoke crawling under their skin as they travelled
from one island to another. They followed the women who had
risked everything on a photograph and a handful of kind words,
who were leaving their families in Japan to marry in Hawai’i. As the
picture brides settled into sugar plantations with their husbands,
the spirits stayed close by, traveling from mouth to mouth.
Hawaii’s mash of culture is reflected by the local creole pidgin English. Combining Cantonese, English, Japanese, Hawaiian,
and Portuguese, it’s a tribute to the cultural fusion that results from
an island of travellers. My grandmother drove her father’s kapakahi
pickup through her twenties, never thinking twice about how the
words she used to describe it were not originally from her language
because they had become indescribably hers.
As the language twisted together, so did the spirits of Hawai’i. The legends and myths that were so firmly grounded in
specific cultures began to slip into the minds of others, imperceptibly becoming less mythology and more of a superstitious phenomenon, transcendent of any one specific culture. The spirits marched
across the beaches and lurked in the now broken down plantations,
leaving behind messages: Don’t move the biggest lava rocks. Don’t
whistle at night. Pick up white dogs on the sides of the roads in the
dark. One story was about the damaged relationship between two
Polynesian gods who lived on opposite sides of the island of Oahu,
separated by a tunnel. No person travelling in between the sides
through the tunnel could bring pork with them, at risk of incurring
the anger of the gods. Their cars would stop, and they would be
unable to move again until they left the pork behind.
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My grandmother had a favorite story to tell on the crisp
nights when the temperature dropped below seventy five and the
shuffling tea leaves transformed into white clad women shaking out
their hair. The unreality of the world she described was tantalizing.
I was too young to frame her youth in decades, but I imagined it
as being somehow unlike the stereotypical fifties. It was a physical
thing I could almost touch, a place I could see behind the curtains
of my closed eyes.
She would cross one leg, sitting on the living room sofa with
the valley behind her, the river choked by the heavy air. She began
the story the same way every time.
It would have been an evening like every other. My grandmother and grandfather at someone’s party, relaxing on plastic
chairs in the yard, cane toads dotting the dark front lawn like
oddly placed ornaments. The night sky cloudy, and somehow
brighter than the gaps between the streetlights. A radio playing
softly–KONG on the FM dial. There were insects in the air and the
neighbor’s cat slinking through the subdivision, and the palm seeds
plopping on the thick carpet of grass.
By ten or eleven, my grandmother was helping to take the
dishes inside, clearing off the delicate fried kala bones, leftover melon, and haupia. She and my grandfather put the dogs in the back of
the two seat pickup and begin the drive home. Both the windows
were down, the air whipping their hair, black and short. They were
young, but never careless.
Around them, the land hummed with spirits, lingering outside the soft glare of the headlights.
Their car’s brakes began to sputter as they passed through
the Pali, the tunnel connecting the two sides of the island. They
didn’t have to think about what had caused the hiccup. Outside the
spirits pressed the tunnel walls, swelling with the power of recognition.
When I was relaxing in a bright room with my sister and
my grandmother, I would do my best to badger her into telling me
these stories, sometimes the same ones over again. But I would
regret it all when I was laying in my bed that night, when every
small sound outside the window was a definite sign of my fast-ap15

proaching death. The lack of light was absolute, totally unlike the
light polluted nights of New York, and the darkened house felt like
an ink blot on a piece of black paper. I would flip off the light and
run to my bed with my eyes shut, preferring the familiar darkness
to the empty void of my room. I wouldn’t open them until I guessed
they had begun to adjust, but even then I watched the door as I
thought about my grandparents, trapped in the tunnel, like a dark
mouth closing around them. I tried to count the days until I could
return to New York, where I was too far away for the spirits to find
me. The next evening though, I would certainly be asking to hear
another story.
My grandparents left the pork inside the tunnel, placed gently on the ground, a gift to the gods they didn’t even worship. When
they got back into the car, they held their breaths and prayed for the
engine to start again. They drove the rest of the way home talking a
bit too loudly, reminding each other of their concrete warmth, no
more real than the spirits that they believed to live.
Years later this seemed to me like a friend-of-a-friend story,
distorted by retelling. I barbed myself into believing that the rose
tint had burned off my memories of Hawai’i. But on the dark-blue
summer nights of before I learned to ask the wrong questions, I
believed every word.
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The Bendy Who Laughs
Sam Su, Instagram: @theoksam
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Milk Moustaches
Carlos Yu

PJ and I loved milk. It gave us moustaches before we could
shave. Well I still love milk, but I’m not sure about him. I think he
only drinks it now to keep a balanced diet. He drank plain white
milk, but I drank chocolate milk. Yes. Chocolate milk. You know
the milk you can hear when the spoon clangs on the sides of the
cup or bottle while you watch it rip the chocolate syrup into pieces
and consume the white milk like swirling galaxies, the white stars
standing out against the blackness of space. I never had a glass of
chocolate milk with my meal, it was always my meal with chocolate milk. I’d come home from a tough day of adding numbers
and reading picture books to an entire refrigerator shelf filled with
bottles of chocolate milk. And yes I drank from a bottle until the
first grade. I only stopped ‘cause my tutor with her ugly thumbs
threatened to expose my secret if I didn’t shape up and do my math
worksheet trying to add 27+32 and… that’s all I remember, but you
get the point––high stakes sh*t, no wonder she threatened me but
then we moved.
There were no rows of chocolate milk bottles waiting for
me at the apartment, not even after a long day of being surrounded
by white kids, especially that one white kid that came back from
vacation with his orange skin and his lisp and his blonde hair and
his blue eyes and his incessant questions when he’d ask me for the
hundredth f*cking time if “I’ve ever been to Barbados before”. But
when I asked him if he’d ever been to the Philippines before he said,
“What’s that? Did you live in a jungle? Don’t make up fake places.”
As if my life in the Philippines never existed, as if I never had chocolate milk waiting for me at home, as if I wasn’t anything like him.
And my fists were white with rage when I watched the white kids
run into the arms of their parents at dismissal, while I was sent to
the late room, waiting for my brother or sister to pick me up, while
I longed to see my father halfway around the world.
I never even drank chocolate milk anymore, not until after
we moved out of that guy’s room and into our apartment and not
until my mom didn’t have to come home when the sun was rising
18

and when we could afford things to buy like chocolate milk (side
note: we probably could but when I tried any chocolate milk at
that age it tasted like white America, like their bland potato salad
and unseasoned chicken. And I’d look into that glass and just hate
it for betraying me, for putting me in this miserable apartment, in
this miserable country with its snow and slush and sleet and subways and white people), and I’d come home seeing my reflection
remembering I’m not white and I knew I was disgusted with myself
and not the white people and everything looked different and felt
different and the milk just tasted different.
But, eventually, I found a new taste I liked: Horizon chocolate milk. I was too mature for Hershey’s chocolate syrup. I needed
a more refined taste. The only difference was the the carton. There
was no mixing in the glass, just stabbing with a straw. There was
no celebration, only a muted pleasure, as I sipped from the carton
under my chin looking elsewhere maintaining a pensive face, as if I
were some middle aged adult with salt and pepper hair, and a messy
stubble and eye bags, and crow’s feet, and deep lines across my time
weathered face. As much as I enjoyed it I hated how I could hear
the unreachable milk laugh as I shook the almost empty carton in
vain feeling like I was cheated.
So I poured it into a cup, stirring with my straw pretending
there was chocolate syrup at the bottom. In the eye of the whirlpool
I could see my younger enthralled self looking into me through the
reflection in the brown milk. He was unrecognizable with his bright
eyes and radiant smile that was lost with so many other things in
the move. I could see the straw ripping my family to shreds, but
there was no syrup, there was no family that could shield me from
the pale winter sky. I could see flashes of memory in the whirling
dizziness. As I stirred faster and faster the younger me faded and I
could see my brother and I wiping milk moustaches from our lips.
I could see us running on a muddy soccer field, the rain falling into
dirty brown puddles, I could see my seat at the dinner table, the
garden behind my brother and sister, the lanay to the left with the
dirty pool we never cleaned, the chandelier hanging above us, the
rough brown rug under us, my dog at my side begging for food,
my slippers thrown aside under the glass dinner table; I could see
19

my ideal world where space was white and the stars were black and
brown, and people fell in love with their shining darkness. I could
see my family and my siblings and my parents and the laughter and
love and happiness. And then, as one warm tear streaked across my
face, more and more dropped from my chin and into the mug like
typhoons in rainy season sending ripples crashing through the pool
of memories and in an instant––it was all gone.
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Just Kids

Alex Friedman
We are young
We are stupid
We are naive
We shove lies between our teeth
We shove good behavior down
We shove each other to get enough space to inflate our egos
We see pumped stomachs
We drink like a liver is nothing to care about
We destroy each other
We destroy ourselves
And yet,
The tragedy we see
And inflict on ourselves
Cannot be diminished
Or belittled
Or downplayed
We feel with an open heart
Even if we’re
“Just Kids”
But even with fate’s f*cked up agenda
We also rise
We also run
We also rush out of reasons to be sad
We wash the agenda away
We turn tragedy into a trade
We pick each other up
We love without bounds
Because we are young
We can’t help it
Our hearts aren’t as calloused by cynicism yet
We explore just to find ourselves
We grow
We adapt to whatever misadventure we find ourselves on
We aspire to be leaders, revolutionaries, artists,
We dream of faraway places a borough away
We live like failure is just for generations before us
We smile like misfortune has never favored us
We are young
We are resilient
We are free
And we will always be.
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