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some may never understand
the fun of the event before the event
picking which shade to be the frame
of the photograph of your eyes
a shadow that matches with the small details
that only you will notice
patting your wrists against your neckpatting your wrists against your neck
the scent lingering in the air
analyzing the shape of your eyeliner in the mirror
doing it again and again until it is perfect
waiting for the setting spray to dry
while picking which shoes to wear
the feeling of excitement
your favorite song fills youyour favorite song fills you
dancing the way across the bedroom
stepping into a slinky dress
transforming into a woman of the night

Woman of the Night
Emanuela Gallo



by Angelina Lambros

Who Can Dim Your Light?

Who can dim your light?
The light you have inside you.
Who can put you down

When they’ve got something odd too?

Who can discourage you
And keep you from painting the world?

In the midst of its grayness,In the midst of its grayness,
Such rain at you they hurled.

Who can dim your light
If it’s what you want to show?
If you want to be free,

And insecurity is all you know.

Who can help you now?
Help you wipe your tears,Help you wipe your tears,
Keep you from worrying,
And put away your fears?

Who can dim your light
And go by what you seem?
I don’t like to judge.
I prefer to dream.



The seagulls shrieked, hovering above 
And pushing down the sultry spring air 
With their angel wings. 
I looked at the horizon and 
Blinked as the sun’s sharp light 
Burned my eyes and consumed me 
In a whirl of dizziness. In a whirl of dizziness. 
I ran back to the picnic blanket 
That my aunt had set up just moments earlier 
And sat with my sister, my mom, and my aunt;
I crossed my legs and poured myself 
A cup of warm mint tea like an adult.
I felt it sting my throat as it slid down 
With specks of sand and dust. With specks of sand and dust. 
“Yum,” I murmured. 

I attentively watched the waves 
Chase one another — 
Climbing, 
               Collapsing, 
                              And Crushing
Each other with vigor Each other with vigor 
That contrasted the serenity 
Of the wind hissing gently, 
My family chattering, and 
My cousin screaming gleefully, 
Chasing the seagulls that 
Pranced by the shoreline; 
                       “What a cute little —”                             “What a cute little —”      
I walked towards the 
Midland Beach water 
And lost balance 
As my tiny toes 
Sunk into the soft sand.

For the first time, 
I felt myself drift I felt myself drift 
And let go~ 

By The Seasideby Haya Alkiswani



Ordinary as I may seem,
Some have looked at me with horror;
Others have seen me as irrelevant and diminutive.
Yet somehow I always knew 
I was destined for something greater.
It is a bright and colorful future 
That I prepare for each day.That I prepare for each day.

The nobility, dressed in their radiant robes,
Would ask why I prefer the leaves,
Which can seem quite dull and uninteresting.
At least that is what the nobility now believes,
As they suck on the most luxurious nectar.
Yet I remind them that they were once like me
Before I depart, never again for them to see.Before I depart, never again for them to see.

Soon the stars will be gleaming
And you will be dreaming;
Butterflies will be flying about you as you sleep,
Making you laugh or weep.

Find me in the garden,
Dwelling near the tree:
That is where I find myself a place to be.That is where I find myself a place to be.
There under the glowing moon,
I will spin myself a cocoon.

I will wait through the uneventful times,
Preparing to emerge more divine.
It all comes with patience and effort.
I have faith in myself, to be something more,
To be the kind of creature that knows how to soar.To be the kind of creature that knows how to soar.

Then you will be shocked, eyes wide,
For I have now emerged and joined the butterflies.
My former identity is somewhere in that tree; 
The cocoon is a grave marker stating “Here Lies…”

The Transformation
by Angelina Lambros



Now they all look and admire
The colorful creature that flutters
And finally knows how to fly.
Face paint, costumes, and art —  
I will inspire.

You will not fear to open your shutters,
And see me venture through the sky.And see me venture through the sky.
For I am like Thumbelina — 
A small girl who once only walked,
Yet was granted a pair of wings
That unlocked the door to a new life.

Indeed a new life had begun
And I thought that now I had it all,
But soon I was faced with shock.But soon I was faced with shock.
For some of the crawling kind would disdain me as well;
They would tell me that I ought to change back.
But that I cannot do — I will not recede, 
For I have grown wings and now I fly free.

Perhaps I am unique, perhaps it’s just me.
We do not all face transformation.
I am not recognized by who I once was,I am not recognized by who I once was,
And yet I have found liberation.



Audrey woke up to the smell of burnt chicken that had been left out 
from last night’s dinner. She could smell the faint hint of garlic and 
onion powder that had spilled on the kitchen counter too. Audrey 
sighed, pulling the covers over her head. She played with the threads 
that were coming loose from the blanket, wishing to close out this 
dreary morning, but she knew she had to get up and clean the mess 
downstairs before school. She had to because if she didn’t, no one 
else would. else would. 
Ever since Dad died last spring, Mom had retreated into her own world, 
into her own personal depression. The mother that Audrey had known 
before was not the same anymore. She used to be lively, punctual, and 
quite overprotective. She used to be the one to wake Audrey up for 
school each morning, but now Audrey was the one waking Mom up in 
the morning. However, Mom usually refused to get out of bed, so 
Audrey often returned home from school to find her still in pajamas in 
bed with a tired look on her face. 
 Rolling out of bed and heading downstairs, her eyes still crusty from 
sleep, Audrey cleaned up the mess in the kitchen: cleaning pots, pans, 
and the dishes. It wasn’t fair, she thought, she wasn’t an adult– she 
was only 16 years old– yet she was the one who had to care for the 
full-grown adult who was still lying in bed asleep.
After organizing the kitchen, Audrey ate the now-usual quick breakfast After organizing the kitchen, Audrey ate the now-usual quick breakfast 
of cereal and milk. Mom used to make her and Dad a hot breakfast of 
waffles, scrambled eggs, and even fresh blueberry muffins each morning, 
but now those days felt like it was part of another person’s life. When 
she looked at older photos of her family, it felt like she was looking at 
people she had never known. 
On her way out, Audrey noticed paint had spilled on the floor in Dad’s On her way out, Audrey noticed paint had spilled on the floor in Dad’s 
old study room. She hadn’t been in there since Dad had died and 
didn’t recall him ever painting before, but maybe he was beginning to 
learn before the disease took his life. She shrugged, noting that she’d 
clean it later after school. 
 Audrey closed the front door, locking it behind her. She knew she  Audrey closed the front door, locking it behind her. She knew she 
would come home to the same dark house after school. Mom would 
most likely still be in bed and ask Audrey to make dinner, which she 
would. Once dinner was ready, Mom would finally leave her room, join 
her at the dinner table, eat a few bites, and head back into bed. 

Through the Gray by Tzippi Applebaum









The wind pushes me along, I walk.
Contentment remains 

As I hold on to ambitions.
Protection and peace, 
To be free from shock.

No matter the struggles that lie far ahead,
Seeking fulfillment prevents despair.Seeking fulfillment prevents despair.
The wind pushes me along, I walk.

Metamorphosis becomes the focus.
What is it that we long for?
Protection and peace, 
To be free from shock.

We are sentimental creatures…
Happy, sad, on the verge of chaos.Happy, sad, on the verge of chaos.
The wind pushes me along, I walk.

To be the princess gazing at city lights—
Will being barred from this be my fate? 
Or will this moment be mine to hold?
In spite of it all, I still pray:
Protection and peace, 
To be free from shock.To be free from shock.

The Edge of Emotions

by Angelina Lambros



The Old Solution by Alaina DiSalvo
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