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On Childhood 
 

by Haylie Belle 

 

 

 

 

 

my father used to cut up my steak at the dining room table / he’d slice 

the fatty pinkness into digestible cubes / but I’d always liked to gnaw at 

the entirety of it all / so I guess he gave up trying when I got taller than 

him / and now it’s just us / and dinner time / and me trying to sink my 

teeth into everything all at once 
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Jen 
 

by Olivia Hannigan 

 

 

 

 

 

The sound of our quiet laughter and my friend’s jumpy voice 

with each mosquito and unknown bug that passed by her face echoes 

throughout the empty campground, the chatter of nearby campers and 

the scent of burning pine filling the air. The dust from the dry ground, 

kicked up by countless cars, carts, and animals making their way through 

the path still hangs in the air like a fog that clings to our clothes and our 

skin. We had somehow managed to slip away from my parents, taking a 

stroll that would mark the end of our shared childhood summers forever. 

It would only be three days before I was moved closer to the city—and 

her, flown across the equator to study in Costa Rica.  

“I wonder where those kids found those frogs,” Jen mused, 

grinning childishly. The night before we had taken a similar stroll to the 

lake and had been hunted down by a group of eight-year-old boys, 

shoving their much too large and much too expensive phones in our faces 

to show us the frogs they had caught along the shore. I can only shrug 

and swing the cheap lantern around, barely illuminating the path we’d 

been walking along. Mosquitoes and gnats gravitate towards the light, 

bumping against my skin like an unsettling tickle that dances across my 

fingertips as I switch hands and shake them off.  

The croaking of frogs soon fills the air as we exit the forest and 

stumble upon the lake, the quiet splashing of the fountain in the center 

dim against the chatter of friends and couples parked in golf carts along 

the very same road we were just walking on. We switch from the grass 

to the sand, sliding down the hill slowly. 

I slip, yelping as my hands flail, trying to grip onto her shirt or 

her arm as the sand fills my old Birkenstocks, scratching the bottoms of 

my feet and getting stuck between the tops of my feet and the leather 

strap. The dew that hung in the night air near the pond making my feet 

uncomfortably cold and damp; ideal conditions for sand to stick and rub 

uncomfortably. I huff in annoyance, kicking my shoes off and jogging 
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after them, picking them up and shaking the sand out from between their 

straps. Jen follows, handing me the flashlight so she could roll up the 

bottoms of her jeans and pick up her shoes. We slowly make our way to 

the dock, silent in fear of startling any frogs that we could catch and 

having them disappear beneath the water’s surface.  

We make it to the old wooden dock, with me tossing the lantern 

and my sandals off to the side and dangling my feet over the murky 

water, Jen fumbling for the binoculars we’d bought at Walmart the 

month before. That day we sat in her mother’s car, waiting to pick her 

up from work and playing with the binoculars as if they were toys. We 

spent that hour losing our minds laughing and cheering as we realized 

just how far we could see with them, peeking into people’s cars as they 

stopped at the nearby intersection and seeing if we could find animals in 

the small wooded patch next to the busy stores and offices. She sweeps 

the pond with her light and her head jolts up upon seeing a blinking light 

on the opposite, more wooded side of the lake. I followed her gaze to see 

two flashlights—one brighter and one that seemed to be just as dim as 

mine was, barely a speck in the forest. Hushed conversation drifts over 

to our side, the much dimmer flashlight disappearing into the woods 

while the blinking one continues to stroll along the shore. 

“It’s morse code,” I mutter jokingly, making her swing the 

flashlight and blink back aggressively. “Do it back.” I set my things 

down on the edge of the dock, sitting down on the cold, wet wood and 

dangling my feet over the edge, tempting the inky abyss of the water to 

pull me down into it. 

“H-e-l-l-o,” She says aloud, trying to reach the blinking from 

the other side.  

“I don’t think they can see you.” 

“Help me get their attention!” 

“Hey!” I shout, kicking my feet and laughing. “Over here!” 

“Blink back, dammit!” Jen cackles, the button on the flashlight 

clicking aggressively as she shakes it. ”Communicate!” 

The light on the other side disappears as the person walks back 

to the woods. Our laughter dissipates into soft chuckles as I point to a 

bright star on the horizon. Jen had been studying astrology during our 

last year in high school, and was always willing to tell me which 

constellations were which—in exchange for me putting up with her rants 

about marking star charts every month.   
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“What’s that one?” I ask her. She hums, but doesn’t look up. 

“The north star?” 

“Are you dumb?” 

“I knew it would get your attention,” I laugh, making her huff 

and pull up the app on her phone that allows her to see constellations. I 

watch her hold her phone up to the sky, following the horizon with her 

screen that shines much too bright against the darkness of the sky. Jen 

gasps and I shoot up, wincing as the worn wood scrapes against my bare, 

sandalless feet and I try to peek past her and look into the binoculars—a 

pair certainly not built for stargazing, but bought with the intention of 

toucan seeking in Costa Rica.  

“What is it?” I ask for what feels like the tenth time, annoyance 

creeping into my tone.  

“It’s Jupiter!” 

“What?!” She hands me the binoculars.  

“Try to focus them more, I’ll double check,” I try my best to 

focus the tool, only ending up in seeing a blurry circle that sat just above 

the tree line.  

“This is the best I can get,” I sigh, handing them back to her. 

She fumbles with them for a moment before grinning.  

“Dude,” She mumbles. “You can see the rings!” 

“Can you?!” I take the binoculars back and peek through, seeing 

the very faint rings she was talking about, dim stripes of color along the 

bright blob in the sky.  

“There’s no way!” She laughs and holds the small item in her 

hand. “Walmart never fails!” I laugh at that and she hands me her phone, 

the two of us struggling to see the Zodiac, the outlines barely popping up 

on the small screen. I spin a few times, growing dizzy and grabbing onto 

the frayed rope that acts as a railing around the small dock. I give her 

phone back and she begins to walk back towards the sand, hopping off 

the dock and carefully walking through the beach. I quickly collect my 

things and hurry after her, wincing at the rough scrape of the sand against 

my cold feet.  

“I gotta find triangulum,” She mutters. Triangulum, my best 

friend's favorite constellation, one I had heard her gush about more than 

anything else in the world.  

“What kind of triangle is it?”  
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“You failed geometry, how would you know?” I kick sand at 

her and she chuckles as we set down our stuff on the cold, wet plastic 

chairs that line the beach, reclining so we were both lying down and 

staring up at the bright night sky. I stare for a moment, none of the 

constellations she tries to explain to me coming through. I recognize a 

few of the zodiacs, and some of the old stories that the teachers would 

read to us in elementary school.  

“It’s a longer triangle, not perfect,” She huffs, tapping her 

phone aggressively. “It looks kind of like—” She makes the shape with 

her hands, eyebrows furrowed and biting her lip as she struggles to match 

the exact size of each side. She goes back to her phone, leaving me to 

bask in the moonlight and listen to the crickets that sing along the tree 

line. The moonlight shines on the water that ripples, the couples behind 

us turning on their golf carts and driving off. I watch as a guy around our 

age—merely a hushed shadow in the night—wades through the water, 

chugs a can of something, and then walks back onto the beach, collects 

his stuff, and walks off. I chuckle a bit at how odd the action is before 

she gasps and points at the stars.  

“Right there! See that line of stars? Look a little under it, it’s 

really faint,” I follow her finger and, although I don’t see what exact 

three stars out of the millions out there make triangulum, I act like I do 

anyways. “There he is!” 

“Yep,” I say, not impressed but finding myself giddy at her pure 

joy.  

“I’m gonna get a triangulum tattoo.” 

“You should.” 

“It’s good that you agree, because I’m going anyway.” 

“I thought you wanted a toucan?” I ask, reclining fully on the 

beach chair and rubbing my arms to rid them of the goosebumps that had 

risen in the chilly night air, swatting at the mosquitos that buzz around 

my exposed skin, landing and nipping at the skin before I hastily smack 

them off.  

“It’s whatever I’m feeling at the moment,” Jen hums matter-of-

factly.  

We stay silent for a few minutes, staring up at the night sky and 

listening to the quiet chatter of the forest. I catch the familiar lump in my 

throat once more, taking a deep breath and daring to break the silence.  
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“It feels like the end of an era, doesn’t it?” I ask. She stays quiet 

for a second, before I can hear her shuffling to turn to me.  

“What era?” 

I bite back a response and, for a split second, I wonder if all 

those days didn’t mean as much to her as it did me. All those days starting 

from playing Mario Kart in our shared friend’s basement, laughing and 

then exploring her neighborhood as if we were scouring the entire world 

in the hours before my mother would come to pick me up. The countless 

days spent lounging around at each other’s houses, eating cheap ramen 

that burnt our tongues and binge-watching mind-numbing reality TV. 

Those adventures to the nearby Wawa, spending what little money we 

both had from our part-time jobs on too-big slushies and chips. The 

sleepless nights on calls with one another, laughing until tears streamed 

down our faces and playing games until we both had to stay silent as we 

were awake until our fathers would get up to go to work. Day trips to the 

mall spending too much money on too many useless things.  

A part of me knows that they were cherished to her as well, and 

that my phrasing simply confused her. After some time, it clicks.  

“It’s not ending,” She says quietly. “We’re still gonna be 

friends, even in college. You know that.” 

“Yeah, but—” I start.  

“It won’t be the same. We’re not kids anymore, you know that.” 

The straw that breaks the camel’s back, the one phrase that I 

was dreading. I feel annoyed at her for a split second. She was sociable, 

knew everybody, was never alone in a class and always had a friend there 

with her. She was gorgeous, and confident, and involved in everything. 

She was strong, intelligent, hardworking… 

She was everything that I wanted to be as a kid. Everything that 

I could not achieve, no matter how much I changed or worked. I was 

stuck with the label assigned to me from elementary school. 

The coals of jealousy within me had always burned bright, 

consuming my heart until it constricted and I felt as though it was going 

to burst. Envy was not partial to friendship.  

I felt as though I was just getting started, I was just starting to 

have fun and feel like a normal person. And now, it was all being ripped 

from my hands as I’m shoved into adulthood, unable to find comfort in 

the same relationships and forced to make new ones.  

Where envy festered and took root, greed thrived.  
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I wanted more. More of those experiences. I wanted to take 

those countless nights and relive them over and over and over again until 

I felt as though it was enough, until I felt as though I was enough. And 

here she was, telling me that I couldn’t do that, that I would have to leave 

those nights and those memories behind me, that I could not relive them 

no matter how many nights I spent replaying them over and over again 

in the back of my mind.  

I was bitter.  

“But,” Jen began again, stopping me in my tracks. “It’ll be 

better, yeah?” 

“How?” I whispered, begging my voice to stay with me and not 

to break, not to show that weakness that I was still terrified of.  

“Well, we can do more things as adults.” 

“But they’re boring things. We’ll have a ton of homework in 

college, you know? And taxes, and rent…” I sigh.  

“But we don’t have to ask. Remember how nice it was when I 

got my license?” I nod and Jen smiles. “We’ll have that kind of 

freedom.” 

You’ll be okay, It seemed she was saying. We’ll be okay. 

I take a breath as we sit in silence. I bite back the tears that 

threaten to pool in my eyes at the lost opportunities and the hopelessness 

of abandoning the image that I had set for my high school self as a child. 

A part of me knew that she was right, that I would be able to have the 

sort of fun that I desperately longed for. It wouldn’t be the same, and I 

still felt that resentment within me. 

“We had a good ending to our last summer,” she tells me, 

grinning. “We finally got to go to the beach.” Humming in agreement, I 

stretch and gaze up at the star-filled sky, wondering for a split second 

how many other friends sat below this sky. I wondered how many other 

people my age have sat below the stars with their best friend, worrying 

about the future that would remain unknown to the both of them. I 

wonder if the two of them stayed together, or if they went their separate 

ways.  

“We should head back,” Jen states and I nod, despite feeling the 

familiar tug of not yet pull at my heartstrings. We stand from the chairs, 

groaning and laughing from the movement after sitting still for so long. 

The walk back was silent. We had spent hours at that beach, hours that 

felt like mere minutes. It was now well past midnight, and the moon was 
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high in the sky. The campground was now eerily silent as we picked up 

our pace along the path, making quiet jokes and comments despite not 

having the energy for them.  

Even the forest feels quiet, the light of my lantern and her 

flashlight dimmer in the crisp summer air that nips at our exposed arms 

and faces.  

We make it back to my family’s trailer after a few minutes of 

silent wandering. The only sound is the crunching of sand and gravel 

beneath our feet as we try to sneak into the trailer, closing the door as 

quietly as possible and getting into our pajamas, crawling into our 

makeshift beds—Jen’s bed being the table, and mine, the couch—

covered by the thin, scratchy blankets that my mother had kept for years. 

I lay on the couch, hearing her breaths even out into quiet snores. I think 

for a moment about the things I longed to tell her, things that I could only 

tell her through text.  

I hold my hand in the air, moving my fingers around and 

analyzing them as if they were some foreign object; as if they weren’t 

things that have been attached to me since before birth. The unsaid words 

hang in the air condescendingly and I can only roll over and hope that 

one day, they can be said face to face.  
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University 
 

by Haylie Belle 

 

 

 

 

 

I measured my sugar  

Into orange and cinnamon tea  

With a shake in my hand as I counted out the grains  

Wondering how a story about a city bound donut shop 

Turned into a cup of tea that burns my mouth with its bitterness.  

 

I know I can’t keep making poetry  

Out of the way it slides down my throat wrong  

Or the way the wet sidewalk smells  

Or that my friend coaxed the truth out of me late one night 

Or that my laptop is dead  

Or that these walls are all too bare  

But god, 

I have to make art 

Out of something.  
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To Be Perceived 
 

by Aleishka Ruiz 

 

 

 

 

 

Why is it so weird to not want to be perceived? 

I'm not comfortable here. 

I'm trapped inside myself. 

Why…why 

I know who I am  

and yet  

At the same time I don't  

I don't like this feeling  

I am this right  

I want to try something else  

but am I sure of that 

Maybe I'm not 

Maybe I never will 

It will always linger  

But it won't define me 

I am who knows what  

But why should I care 

I am me and that  

Is what truly matters  

I'll live life 

I'll go unperceived  

Because who cares  

Once you heed no mind to your perception 
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Treachery 
 

by Haylie Belle 

 

 

 

 

 

In my dreams I play chess with an unknown lover, 

And he sings to me of all the things he’s seen. 

I’m quiet, and slumped, and I make all the wrong decisions. 

My pawns spit at me for losing focus.  

He asks me what is wrong, 

As if I know the answer.  

While I keep my eyes glued to his calculated king, 

The floor below us gives way to storm clouds. 

He takes my hand gently in his 

As his rook slides cautiously toward me.  

“Speak to me of your woes.” He says,  

And I forget why I wasn’t allowed.  

I let the agony spill from my pale lips,  

And in my vulnerable state, 

I glance down at the board. 

My king is strewn on its oak-whittled side,  

Crown ajar, 

With his enemy looming over him. 

Black eyes burrow into my shock. 

The sight knocks the breath from me, 

And I clutch my bleeding stomach. 
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Envy 
 

by Olivia Hannigan 

 

 

 

 

 

Levi was never enough. 

He had spent countless nights sobbing into the pillows within 

his cold, cold tub, gripping onto the ceramic for dear life as he wailed 

about just how not enough he was, grieving the loss of what he could be 

had he not been dragged down by the bitter poison that runs through his 

veins, determining his fate as Envy incarnate. He prayed to anyone who 

would listen to relieve him of this heavy burden that weighed down on 

him whenever he left the house, forced to endure the outside world. Envy 

burnt deep within the vessels of his heart and tore at his mind until he 

would collapse, begging for it to end, pleading for his suffering to cease 

so he could feel free of the lead within his chest for once in a millennia. 

He wanted to be liberated from the agony caused by his own mind so 

desperately that he craved it more than any meal. Would it be so horrible 

if he felt satisfied with himself? Would it be a worse sin for him to look 

at himself in the mirror and smile for once? 

Envy was his destiny, and he believed it to be the worst of them 

all. As much as he had talked down on his brother, he was just as greedy. 

He wanted more. He wanted to be more than what he was. He wanted 

any other sin besides his own that was forced upon him. Envy was too 

heavy a sin for him to carry on his own, legs shaking beneath him and 

heart weighed down with unspoken grievances against the person he 

once was, and the person he had the potential to be. He was so, so tired 

of trying to be better than what he was because deep, deep down he knew 

that it would never be enough for him, no matter how differently he 

dressed or acted or how much he hid who he really was: a selfish man 

donning a cruel mask, a bitter role he was born to play. 

Everyone had something that he wanted, no—something he 

needed. If he didn't have it, then who was he, really? What was he worth? 

What was any of his life worth is he could not be everyone else? 
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He chose to isolate himself in the depths of his own mind, left 

isolated from everyone who cared with heartless retorts and annoyed 

comments made in a state created by the heavy chains that he wore with 

shame, digging into his flesh and weighing him down with every 

resentful step he took.  He knew all too well what it was like to suffer at 

the hands of your own cruel mind. That knowledge gave way to the 

comfort that he felt in the suffering, and the pain that realization had 

brought with it. 

Levi hated his sin more than anything. He was once told that his 

sin encompassed all the others—that they were intertwined, in a way. He 

understood. He hated that he understood. 

He wanted more and more and more and more, he was greedy 

and a glutton for attention, a glutton for concern and praise. One 

compliment was never enough, because how many did this person get? 

Levi thinks they had to have gotten more, and surely that single 

compliment was one made out of pity. 

He would conceal himself in the blankets that held the 

embroidery of the beliefs that he could not be what he so desperately 

wished to attain and he would shut down completely, neglecting his 

schoolwork. He was slothful. 

He was lustful in the sense that he desired a life that was not 

his, to have a body that was not his. This desire led him to many nights 

in front of his mirror, picking himself apart until he would cover its 

reflective surface with a blanket, eyes brimming with unshed tears and 

fragile body decorated with fresh marks. 

And above all, he was too prideful to admit that everyone else 

has the same flaws that he does, that everyone else carries the same 

burden because he is the one who has to be always suffering, no? 

But, while the other sins bore sweet fruits from their laborious 

efforts, Levi's did not. It left him as empty as he had started, often left 

alone once more to sulk in the silence of his room. He would lose what 

he held dear. 

Whereas the other sins bore those delicious fruits, Envy would 

burn down the tree that allowed those fruits to blossom. 

He was endlessly bitter, hostile towards anyone who asked 

should his sin be taking advantage of his weakened self-esteem. 

Questions would be answered in terse mutters and sharp glares, despite 

the tug in his heart, the normal Levi begging the Envy in control to leave 
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those he cared for be, that he can hurt himself but he cannot bear to push 

another person away. He would claw at the mass in control, gripping into 

its inky spirals and pulling with every ounce of strength that he had 

despite fighting this battle millions of times before, knowing all too well 

that it would end in him becoming further consumed by the poison. 

Everything with Levi was a competition. 

Despite how much he hated it, how much he sobbed after 

pushing everyone away because they had what he wanted, he could not 

stop—and that was not good for the man. The flames of anger that would 

coil within him at any given moment when someone had what was his, 

something that he so desperately needed that he could feel the slick scales 

of his sin crawl down his throat and suffocate him from the inside out. 

The thick coils of Envy wrapped tighter and tighter around his lungs, 

tempting the organs to burst with every strangled gasp the man had dared 

to take. 

He had to be the best, didn't they understand? Levi could barely 

understand it himself. He could barely think straight at every given 

moment, staring at everyone who was what he wasn't, every other 

thought laced with the thick tendrils of jealousy that warped his mind 

and constricted, pulling tighter and tighter until he either locked himself 

away again or allowed those coils of wrath to burst, destroying 

everything in sight. Burning the tree to the ground. 

And so he locked himself away. The outside world a mere 

illusion as he consumed mindless entertainment, feeling as though he'd 

been allowed to sink into a warm bath after trudging through the arctic 

for centuries the second the screen flicked to life. He could breathe, the 

Envy within him satiated for once; a tamed beast put to rest. 

He didn't have to compete here. He could be a hero, he could be 

everything that he wanted to be. He could be strong, caring, determined, 

confident, anything he could ever dream of being. He was effortlessly 

handsome, his skin flawless for once as he no longer would have to pick 

at it in an anxious fit, the scars of countless years of picking and picking 

and tearing at the delicate skin erased and with them, the memories of 

those long and dreary nights. He was strong, he could protect his brothers 

just as they had protected him. He could speak his mind and he could 

protect those he loved. In his fantasies, Levi would not be pushed off to 

the sidelines, trembling and scrambling to come up with some semblance 

of a thought, some stammers that resembled half a sentence. 
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After such events, he would race back to his room, throwing his 

headphones over his head and curling up on the frigid tile floor, sobbing 

into his unwashed hoodie—his only solace when he left his room—as he 

grasped for any coherent thought in his jealousy-induced panic. His 

insecurities, bred by his sin that festered deep within his soul, swimming 

in his mind, burning holes into the truths about him. Those same truths, 

uttered during quiet nights with his brothers or texted to him by his best 

friend in the early hours of the morning, were useless to him. For what 

good is truth when they are shrouded by the lies of your own sin? 

He hated his envious nature. Despised how horrible he would 

feel glaring at people who did nothing wrong to him, their only crime 

being different than he was, being somehow better than him. 

Punishable by absolute isolation and complete silence on his 

end for days at a time. 

Levi knew he was practically throwing tantrums, but he couldn't 

control it. He wanted so much, he needed so much that he could not have; 

fleeting moments that would fly past his fingertips the second he reached 

out for them, fading into the wind as they carried them far, far away from 

the boy. Leaving him alone in the abyss of jealousy, surrounded by the 

fires that would forever burn away at his heart and keep his dreams 

locked deep within. 

For the first time in his life, Levi felt as though he was 

drowning. Sinking further and further into the void of his insecurities and 

fears, each and every spark of Envy dragging him further down, a 

serpent's tail wrapped around his ankle as it pulled, pulled, pulled him 

into depths that he had not been made aware of. Depths that were leagues 

deeper than he had ever dared to explore. What day will be his breaking 

point? What minor flaw will be enough to shatter the illusion that he was 

okay, that he could handle it? When would he be enough? Would he meet 

his own standards? How much of himself will he have to tear at until 

there was nothing left but what he saw as utter perfection? Will his sin 

allow him the brief respite should he meet that standard, or was he stuck 

in an endless loop of crazed jealousy? 

He wanted to scream, to kick, to wail until someone turned to 

him and told him that he was enough. 

Though, Levi thought, would I truly believe them if they told 

me? 
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And thus was his sin, perpetually satisfied in perpetual 

dissatisfaction. 
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Things I’d tell my therapist if I could still 

afford her time 
 

by Haylie Belle 

 

 

 

 

 

I haven’t seen myself with blonde hair since I was fifteen / I’m learning 

that I’m still worth something, even if every hit isn’t a home run / My 

heart still bleeds, but I have learned to make ink out of the ichor / the 

trees have healing etched into their bark, slowly dripping from their 

branches / It’s amazing what you can make with some thread and good 

friends / I tell my mom and sister that I don’t care about him anymore, 

and they believe me / I like the yellow dandelion heads better than the 

ghostly seeds they become / I’m a bit hollow like them, drifting on June’s 

breeze   
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Charcoal 
 

by Aleishka Ruiz 

 

 

 

 

 

A figure is sitting in a room with a notepad and charcoal pencil 

in their lap. As snow falls in the window beside them illuminating the 

room as well as their face the room looks almost blue from the cold. This 

figure is a type of ghost known as an overseer named Coal. Overseers 

for as creepy as the name sounds are the ghosts of people who died young 

who are given the chance to act as caretakers to others who live in 

situations like theirs and help them to not feel as alone. 

 

 A door is heard slamming as a boy enters. The figure writes on 

the paper. 

"They yell at you again Rebel?" they write.  

"Yes, it would be nice if you could help me deal with their 

fights, it happens almost daily!" He exclaims. 

 "I'm a ghost, count yourself lucky you can even see me!"  

"You can interact with things"  

"Maybe next time I’ll think about it"  

"You know it's still really weird that you're a ghost, Coal. I'm 

still not sure I believe it."  

"I wear all white and have no pulse. You've checked." They say 

pushing back a strand of hair from their face. 

"Yeah but I don't know how you died, I mean I don't even know 

your real name" 

"And I don't plan on telling you anytime soon."  

"It's annoying when you say or write that Coal. I'll get it out of 

you one day, count on it," Rebel says as he walks away. 

 

"Well, that's one way to make him forget about his parents for 

a while. You know it's hard to hide the truth from him sometimes. I can't 

tell him, not yet, but maybe you are willing to give me an ear." 
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19 years earlier 

 

Coal runs into a room and slams the door shut sinking down in 

front of it. Coal has a hood pulled over their head, crying. 

“This is the person I was. My name was Serin, or Rin 

preferably. This was a typical day in my life. Hiding away in my room 

from my parents who always seemed to find reason to scream. This is 

what my life looked like for some time. My parents just finished yelling 

at me again and switched to yelling at each other. Why would they be 

yelling at me you may wonder?”  

“Well that's simple, they don’t expect that their daughter 

doesn’t want to go by She/Her but rather She/They. Mother and father 

dearest noticed I decided to chop off most of my hair. It was annoyingly 

long for my liking, even from before. Them being the religious people 

they were, saw me as a disgrace and yelled at me to remind me of – it 

once again like the time I told them I didn’t want to wear the sparkly 

dress they got me that wasn't even my size mind you. To tell me that, in 

their eyes, I was not normal and needed to be fixed.” 

“I could ignore them, usually, but that day wasn't up for it so I 

ran to my room to hide.”  

Time passes and the room grows warm. Coal walks over to a 

desk and puts on some headphones. They begin drawing in a notepad 

with some charcoal pieces.  

“See, it's easier to drown them out than to listen so that's what 

I did. Unfortunately for me, drowning out their screams of disdain also 

caused me to drown out the screams telling me to get out of the house to 

escape the fire that happened that night.”  

The room goes red with flames as Coal blacks out. Everything 

goes cold and blue again. 

 “When I came to I had the notepad in front of me, several years 

had passed since I died. On it there was a simple question. Are you 

willing to look out for this boy as an overseeing caretaker? I said yes 

and here I am.” 

 

“I choose to speak non verbally because it keeps me from 

accidentally telling him what really happened to me. I was already 

selectively mute so not that big of a change. I could tell him who I was, 

but I can’t do that to him.” 
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“My name was all over the papers after the fire and he could 

find that easy with the headline ‘Parker Family loses eldest child in 

House Fire.’ It was the talk of the town that we used to live in. Mom and 

Dad never told him and I don’t have the nerve to tell him. My parents 

moved to a new neighborhood before Rebel was even born but the story 

is still out there.” 

“He doesn't even know I'm his older sister.” 

“Our parents haven’t gotten too much better but, so long as I'm 

here, I can watch over him and make sure his life doesn’t wind up like 

mine. He's already the same age I was when I died. So I think I'm doing 

a pretty good job right now. Maybe one day when it's time for me to go, 

I'll tell him the truth. But for now he doesn’t need to know.” 

 

Present Day  

 

Rebel nudges Coal to snap them back to attention. 

“Hey come on, I just heard my parents leave. We have the house 

to ourselves for a while. We can watch Casper!” Rebel says hurriedly. 

“Are you implying that I’m like Casper the Friendly Ghost?” 

Coal writes. 

“Maybe, maybe not. I won’t tell unless you tell me something 

you won’t tell me.” 

This kid, Coal thinks. “Not a chance Parker, not a chance.” 
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Just Visiting 
 

by Haylie Belle 

 

 

 

 

It’s some sort of mold,  

but I haven’t read enough books  

to know which one.  

Maybe it’ll cure my headache  

if I spend long enough  

pressed up against this rotting drywall.  

Pool tables,  

blue chalk.  

Foosball,  

ceramic players.  

An old mini-bar,  

peach schnapps.  

I pop the cap off and breathe in the fib of something sweet,  

but I found out years ago it tastes like poison.  

Basement scurriers. Finch feathers, mouse droppings.  

Photos of my grandparents from their old printing press.  

Bits of my childhood stuffed in mahogany drawers.  

Don’t comfort me now.  

This house is full of strangers who used to hold my hand.  
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Conversations 
 

by Olivia Hannigan 

 

 

 

 

 

By the time the ghost had awoken, it had already been a hundred 

years since its death. It did not know who it was, what it was, or why it 

suddenly awoke in the house it was currently trapped in. All they knew 

was that a family lived there, and that the family did not know the ghost 

was ever-present at every single one of their movie nights, dinners, and 

arguments. Silently watching from the side, the ghost would add its input 

nonchalantly, knowing all too well that nobody could hear it. 

Nobody except their youngest child. 

The youngest had been present since the day it was brought 

back to the waking world, wide eyed and curious. The ghost had played 

with the child often, watching them mindlessly babble and waddle 

around the house. It had been there during the long nights when the child 

would vehemently refuse to fall asleep, watching them over the side of 

the crib and telling them what little stories it could remember.  

“On the day the sun and the moon met,” The ghost began 

quietly, its voice barely a whisper in the night. “Both were rather 

dismissive of one another.” The child gurgles a bit and their hands clench 

and unclench from their positions on the soft foam of their crib, staring 

up at the ghost with impossibly wide eyes.  

The child would try to talk to the ghost, much to its dismay. 

Often the parents or siblings would talk back to the child, which would 

make them teary and reach out for it. The ghost could not lift them up as 

they’d pleased, turning away at the sight of the child’s teary eyes and 

wobbling lip.  

Only to be picked up by one of the Living in the room. The 

ghost watched in earnest awe at the scene before it at the tenderness in 

the action, how gentle the Living were with their children.  

“The sun was frightened, for she had never seen darkness so 

intense. She strayed from the moon, disappearing below the horizon 
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whenever the moon would try to peek at her, only catching the tail ends 

of her glowing hair trailing behind her as she vanished.” 

As the child grew, the ghost had noticed how their attention 

never shifted from the guest in their home. The two had played countless 

games together, the ghost being treated with the same tenderness it had 

witnessed the child experience. The child’s smile was so bright as they 

beamed up at it, trying to grab its hand but ultimately slipping through. 

One night the ghost noticed a similar presence to itself in the room. If it 

focused long enough, it could make out the layout of the nursery as it 

was before the child’s crib was replaced with a bed. The scene before 

them was reminiscent of an old tape, flickering in and out of focus every 

other second and blurred along the edges, the colors a desaturated film 

over the reality of the room.  

It looks between the older child coloring on the floor, to the 

translucent, younger child  sitting in their crib, babbling and giggling to 

themselves. The ghost walks over, standing over the crib. The baby takes 

notice of it, sending a pang of an emotion entirely unknown to it deep 

into the cavern of its chest. The baby giggles and reaches out to the ghost, 

whose gaze drifts over to the older child still sitting on the floor.  

The ghost slowly reaches down and, much to its amusement, 

the baby wraps their finger around its cold hand. The being smiles gently, 

lifting the child into its arms and sighing in contentment, having finally 

realized its purpose in this home. It terrified the ghost, who had no 

memory of receiving such love and compassion prior to arriving to the 

house. 

“The moon had never known a light so bright, it stung his eyes 

and burnt his skin. He was terrified of the sun, and opted to hide away.” 

The ghost began to distance itself from the child, shockingly 

overwhelmed by its newfound role as the child’s guardian. It had such 

grandiose dreams of what could be, but the responsibility that was placed 

upon its shoulders was crippling. No matter how much the child pleaded 

and begged, the ghost would disappear into the attic of the old house—

the one place the child couldn’t find it. It brought the ghost such sorrow 

to hear the child’s wails and sobs as they told their family about how 

their friend would not talk to them.  

The ghost spent many months in the attic, alone, counting the 

days that went by. It could watch the rising and setting of the sun through 

a small crack in the roof. Many of those days the ghost would beg 
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whatever deity that had sent it to this house to bring it back to the place 

it came from, that this was not what it had wanted.  

“One day, the moon and the sun met, both sitting on opposite 

sides of the horizon.” 

The next time it saw the child, they were older. They were much 

taller, and had grown into their features more. They lost most of their 

wide-eyed curiosity, more subdued as their actions were more hesitant, 

more calculating in every move. The ghost watched silently as they 

crawled into the attic. For a second the child’s gaze scanned the room, 

passing over the ghost briefly. Their eyes met, and the child smiled just 

as they had when they were a baby. 

“‘Why is it,’ the Sun asked. ‘That you hide away from me when 

it is you that is the darkness?’” 

“‘I find solace in the darkness,’ The Moon bitterly responded. 

‘It is you who scares me. Your light is too bright. It’s overwhelming.’” 

The child invited the ghost back to their room. It had been 

painted a new color, most of the traces of the old nursery completely 

gone aside from an old music box that still sat atop the bookshelf. Once 

more, the ghost saw the years that it had missed. The semitransparent 

baby, still babbling within their crib. The toddler, playing with the dolls 

just as they had the first time the ghost realized its ability to see the past. 

The slightly older child, reading on their bed that overlapped with the 

old crib, both objects fading in and out of one another and making the 

ghost’s head spin. The almost-preteen staring at the ghost accusingly, 

soft features laced with hurt and anger, quickly turning away from it 

when it attempted to talk to them. 

“‘Not I,’ The Sun frowned. ‘I provide warmth to those who rely 

on us. I grow their food and give them plenty of days to play.’ She crossed 

her arms, glaring at the moon.” 

The two sat in silence, neither of them wanting to address the 

elephant in the room. Quietly, hesitantly, the child asks the ghost why it 

left so suddenly, why it abandoned them when they most needed it. It 

could detect traces of anger in their voice, of resentment as they held 

back their tears upon reuniting with their old friend.  

“‘I do no wrong. I control their seas, my phases inspire poets 

and artists alike,’ The Moon explained.” 

The ghost told them about its fears, about how it didn’t wish to 

fail this task it had been given. It left out the pain that it felt abandoning 
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the child, the deep ache within its chest that would not go away, no matter 

what it tried distracting itself with. The ghost was nervous to tell the child 

that it felt as though it would not live up to the responsibility that it had 

been given.  

“The Sun then asked the Moon why he was so dismissive. The 

moon responded with a frown.” 

“‘I am not dismissive,’ The Moon found himself gazing at the 

sun. ‘I am afraid.’” 

The child stayed silent for a long time, leaving the ghost to sadly 

gaze around the room at all the past versions of its ward. It had realized, 

with a sharp jolt, that it had lost so much in trying to run away. It had 

missed watching the child learn how to read, all the friends they would 

have brought over. It was not there to comfort them during those long 

nights. All those precious seconds were thrown to the wind, turned to 

dust that it could not even attempt to grasp as they drifted away. While 

it was trapped in the spirals of its own mind, it had ultimately done the 

one thing it had been the most fearful of; it had failed the child by 

leaving.  

The child explained that they were simply glad to have the ghost 

back after so long, that it was okay. They told it that they had been 

worried the ghost was hurt or couldn’t find its way back. They believed 

that they’d done something to send it away, the child admitted, tears 

streaming down their round face. They forgave it. 

“‘And I, afraid of you,’ The Sun sighed. ‘However…you 

provide the darkness in which I am tasked to light.’” 

The ghost had vowed to stay and continue to watch over the 

child, and all of the past versions of the child. It would keep the little 

ones safe, and warm, and as loved as they were when they were the 

‘oldest’ version. It made sure that they would always smile, despite how 

dark some of the stages seemed to get at times. It worked and worked 

and worked until it was sure that each and every version would go to bed 

peacefully at the end of the day.  

“The Moon pondered this for a moment. ‘Indeed,’ He hummed. 

‘And you provide the light that allows me to glow.’” 

One by one, each of the younger versions started clinging to the 

oldest, who was preparing to move out. The ghost watched as the room 

it had grown to love was cleared out, each loving poster and painting that 

littered the walls packed into boxes hastily shoved into the back of the 
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family’s car or given away. Every little trinket the child had collected or 

created was either tossed into the trash or hastily shoved into the attic. 

The room was barren, and the room was cold. 

The ghost watched from the sidelines as the younger ones no 

longer relied on the ghost to keep them happy, a dull ache forming in its 

empty chest when it realized that they no longer needed to have it around. 

The ghost had firmly believed that it would feel some sense of 

accomplishment once it learned and completed the task it was sent back 

to earth for. It had dreamed for years of the wave of relief that would 

wash over it, that it would no longer have to work tirelessly to keep the 

child safe.  

Instead, it simply felt a sharp tug on its heart that grew and grew 

until it became nearly physical agony. It clutched at its chest, the feeling 

worsening as it collapsed to the floor watching the youngest version of 

the child turn to it and wave with chubby arms before being lifted by one 

of the older versions, following behind the oldest as they turned to face 

their room for the last time.  

The child heaves a great sigh, scanning the area once more, 

knuckles white against the brass doorknob that still clicked with each 

turn after all these years. The ghost believes that it can see their lip 

quivering as they turn to the corner where it lay still, silent in fear of 

saying the wrong thing and pushing them farther away. The two make 

eye contact and the child nods.  

The ghost does not nod back. 

It knew they had to leave, it knew that it could not go with them, 

that its time here was over as quickly as it had come. Despite that, it 

longed to go back to those happy days, mountains upon mountains of 

regret welling behind its eyes and spilling down its face as they smiled 

at it. It hiccupped and sobbed, feeling as though its lungs were filling 

with saltwater that stung at their throat and spilled out with every little 

cry that it had dared to release.  

It looked up in shock when it felt a vague warmth surrounding 

it. It leaned further into the child’s embrace, allowing its emotions to tear 

through its heart and leak onto the cold floor that held so many memories, 

so much joy and sorrow and wrath—disappointment and regret and 

elation all tied into one bundle that it desperately held on to as though it 

was solid gold.  
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“We’ll be okay,” the child—now adult—whispers. It’s breath 

hitches as it gazes down at their still smaller form, endless tears pooling 

at its feet. The ghost felt as though it was going to burn from the inside 

out, too full of this pain that was simultaneously all too familiar and all 

too foreign at once. It slowly raises its arms and locks them in its own 

embrace.  

The younger versions are now gone behind them, a realization 

that causes its cries to rise again. It feels something warm pass through 

its shoulder, and it looks up to see the child crying as well. After what 

feels like only a minute, they part and the child smiles, grabbing their 

bags from the door and nodding at the ghost.  

It nods back this time.  

They smile, an echo of all the other smiles they had worn—

changed in so many ways but still the same.  

“Thank you,” they whisper, turning the doorknob and daring to 

take a step out, the wooden floor creaking below their feet. “You can rest 

now.”  

The ghost feels as though a weight had been lifted off it, a 

weight that it had not known existed prior. The shackles that kept it 

contained to this house were finally lifted, it realizes with another harsh 

sob—one of relief and sorrow—that rips through its throat. It had loved 

the child more than anything, it wanted to stay, to watch them grow more 

and more. It did not want to grieve a deathless death, yearned for the past 

with a desperate wail that shook the ghost to its core.  

It took a breath, biting back the tears as it smiled, the warmth 

seeping through its chest one final time as it remembered the moments 

the two of them had shared, and the reassurance the child gave it before 

it would go back to its origin. The child was right. They would be okay, 

and it would be okay. 

Despite the agony that came with the bittersweet parting, it 

choked back its cries and allowed that weight to be lifted, taking its form 

with it as the child shut the door behind them, the room finally empty.  

“And from that day forth, the Sun and Moon came to an 

understanding. The Sun still relies on the Moon, and the Moon relies on 

the Sun just as much. Although they cannot see one another, they can 

still gaze at what lingers over the horizon, no longer apprehensive of 

what they do not know.” 
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Save the Date 
 

by Haylie Belle 

 

 

 

 

 

It happens when I taste the snow 

Creeping up on last November’s door. 

When I scratch the same 2012 record. 

When I glimpse summer carnival lights. 

 

I could count the days, but what good would that do? 

Put a number to the ways I was hollowed by you? 

 

Someday I’m going to forget the calendar of our chaos 

And feel peace at the end of May.  

 

You have my 16th summer 

Locked up in your hands,  

But the rest of my life is mine to hold.  
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When The Moon Was Ours is a heartfelt collection of stories and poems exuding 

melancholy, nostalgia, and yearning. Surreal, strange, and familiar, each piece in this 

collection captures what it feels like to be on the precipice of discovery. Belle, 

Hannigan, and Ruiz question what it means to be alive, to grow, and to discover who 

you’re truly meant to be. 
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