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Dear God,
The signs of your love are infinite. They point us to you, the source of all creation. You spoke
into the void of the night and created the stars. From the clay of the earth you fashioned life
and gave breath to all living creatures. You gave us movement and dance, abstract thought
and technical skill. The beauty of our universe carries in its song an invitation from you to
enter into the dance of creation - each step drawing us closer to true wisdom, understanding,
and compassion.
Enkindle within us the spark of Divine Creativity. Give us the courage to respond with open
hearts to the deep call of ]oeing co-creators in your Vineyqrd, that we may be Jrruly groﬁreful
for all that we have been given and that we may bless others through the expression of our
gifts. We call upon the Spirit to guide our passions so that in all we do we may bring others

closer to you.

Amen.
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Thank you to the Bookbar for seeing the significance of this magazine and wanting to share
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Thank you to all of the Young Adult Authors for shqring this evening with us.
Thank you to the Arrupe students for submiHing their work to the magazine.
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Life Is
Life iz a wonderful ’fhing.
We laugh with our friends
And enjoy time with our family.
There is the sound of babies langhing
And puppies yipping.
We laugh
Because we just foll in love.
There's a cool breeze in summer
And warm places in winter
S0 many things to enjoy
And so many reasons to ke happy.
Life is o wonderful {'hing.

lan't it just the best?

Life iz a terrible '.hing.
“We fight with our friends
And hate time with :rqmil'f.
There is the sound of babies crying
And :logs bc;rl-:ing.
We cry
Becouse we just had our hearts broken.
It's so hot in the summer
And cald in the winter.
So many l'hings that go wrong
And so many reasons to ke mad.
Life iz o terrikble ‘.hing.

Isn't it just the worst?

- Omar Meaina



My Skin Color Is Not Dangerous

My skin color is the sign of clotnger
I'm treated like a stranger.

Soft, 1oving hands that work everydayA

Only to be told that we should stay away.

Black. Negro. African American. Is that who I am?
We don't scam. ’
My ancestors worked for 246 years. Stroight Beaten. Sepqrqted Now @ \

I'm lazy? b ﬂ

1 guess I'rn crazy.

How about when ’fhey puﬂed giant, metal plows ’rhrough the Jrough,

P
moisturised dirt? Or when Jrhey were hurt? _&__:_l“::ﬁf__“u_u i:’ e "/j
Another. Shot. Shot. Shot. Shot. '._—':—.‘_-_::: ?/‘%\<
I hear the piercing screams of the loved one. I look away. .’. .',’. .-'.'. 3 5 '//.\.'( .

I pray. That none of those say Ezekiel Tresvant. Or Kamil Rﬂey. I hope. % '.’ *
I'm sick of Walking around my neighborhood seeing "Don't Shoot. I 4

want to grow up.” Posters everywhere. I clench my shirt. A heart of Citlalli l-_'xlmpljdn
goldA Is what I want. To finaﬂy 1c1y in peace to know.

A gunshot won't stop me.

The flare in my heart rises.

My hecxr’[ chqnges sizes.

[ am the girl who you told her skin color was ugly.

Well.

My skin drips bronze, honey, and coconut oil.

They want our sfyle but ’fhey don't want us to spoil

Our hair. Our lips. Our eyes. Our hips.

Our soul food. The sweet and sqlfy smell. My mood changes when [ smell it.
My mouth tingles with the taste. Salty. Crispy. Greasy.

Our prayer of Saint Francis of Assisi.

The power in our mind.
It isn't very kind.
For a four year old to say.
‘It's okay. I'm right here with you” The daughter of Diamond Reynolds, Dae’‘ann says, her voice at bay.
My skin is not dangerous.
But until you understand that... I'll keep saying it.
My skin is not olcmgerous,
Now don't tell me you're half black. Or part black.
Be smart. Cause you don't know the start to being black.
Kamille Ann Rﬂey



Outside The Window
Drip. Drop. Plop!

The rain slowly falls down from the clouds and onto my bedroom window.
Drip. Drop. Plop!
Rumble. The clouds roar mercilessly at the people from under them.
They can try to scare me,
But their roar is a lullaby humming me to sleep.
The lightning flashes in protest,
Hoping, wanting me to cower in fear of its power.

Instead, [ smile and fall deeper in the black, peaceful abyss known as sleep.

Drip. Drop. Plop!

- Daniela Rodriguez

- Anelia Velasquez



Thorn on a Lily

Roses and petals and rivers and tears
Lillies don't tremble, honeysuckle on her leaves
Dry, dry they crumble to the ground

Six blossoms under and one droplet down

A thorn on a rose is a symbol of beauty
Lillies don't wither, breathe in music and joy
Don't cry, don't cry less they're tears of
happiness

Six blossoms under, and I'm in tragic bliss

Sara Vieyra

- Paola Candia



Code NLA. -379

The news on the television was on, fhey were Jtodking about how the new presiolenf
has taken over the northern part of Mexico and the eastern side of Brazil. I was Wcﬁching
how the news anchors, were getting uncomfortable. The Jfhough’[ that the president, who has
been in power for two months, is already invading other countries, was overwhelming their
mind. The male anchor said with a soft and humble voice, “The Prime Ministers of Germomy
and Britain have issued a warning to America saying, f the United States of America
invades another section of the Latin countries, then we'll get involved.” The reporter cleared
his throat, knowing he was going to say something that he did not want to and said
weakly, "That being said, Russia and India are taking the side of the United States and
China is with the European nations. We might be headed to the next great war." You could
tell that he and the female anchor became cold and hollow with the last sentence read on
the teleprompter. | was sitting on my black leather sofa, drinking dark coffee that I almost
spit out, due to the shock of what the male anchor said and the realization of hqving no
sugar or creamer. The news anchors then repor{ecl, with their expressionless face, that a
]ouﬂding had exploded in Seattle, which took the lives of 28 people. It was a child care
center, but the anchors or the news reporter didn't look shocked. How could you shock
somebody if fhey have alreqdy heard much more ’[errifying news. The female anchor asked
the news reporter on the scene, How much money will it take to repair that side of the
]ouﬂding, Chris?" The news reporter sighed and said, “Well, SQHy, the problem is that the
officers haven't released that statement yet” Then he started to chuckle and say
sarcastically, ‘But, they did count how many kids were DEAD!I" The news reporter started to
laugh in a deep and choppy laugh. [ wasn't really shocked that the news reporter reacted
like that because after The Second Great Depression violence had become greqﬂy common.
Our law enforcement is mostly used for picking up dead bodies now, so our news started to
see violence as an everyday thing.

After the news reporter's 1augh{er died off awkwqrdly, the male anchor was about
to introduce the weatherman who was in the chkgrounol, also chuckhng or snickering.

Then, out of the blue, the screen turned black. I thought it was going to be the
National Weather Service alert of a nearby flash flood because of the alarm that happens
before the message, The National Weather Service..Blah, Blah, Blah" with its mechanical
and frighfening tone. Instead, I noticed that my phone, the radio, and the tv started
repeating ‘Code N.A-379" in a high-pitch female voice. I didn't know what to do because I
haven't gone to the latest meeting that my neighborhood held about the new and updated
codes, still [ checked the blue pamphlet [ was given at the last meeting. It had nothing on
‘Code NLA-379", but I heard my neighbo:rs out in the street with children, being silenced by
the roaring sounds of the big busses in our neighborhood.



[ asked myself what the big black busses were doing here. They haven't been used
since the national blackout that happened three years ago. I put my coffee on the glass
table in front of me, grqb my keys, and my phone, that is still repeating "Code NLA-379". 1
make sure that my door was locked and go down the stairs of my poorly painted red porch
and see a black bus on my street. [t is stopping in front of every house and picking up each
family that was standing in front of their house. The female automated voice, that echoed
with each person's device, said before continuing, “We want to make sure you are safe,
please go back to your home.” Then, it repeated its message again. The synchronized echoes
of all the families” devices slowly faded as each fqmﬂy went into their home.

Before turning around and heading to my door, [ saw the big black bus that was
picking up the families stop in front of my neighbors home. After picking up the fcrrnﬂy
before me, [ was getting prepared to get on the bus, but it shut its doors and sped Jfhrough
the street, followed by a gush of wind that knocked down my gotrclerr gnome and shattered
it into thousands of pieces. [ went over to it and saw that it still had its price tag from when
| boughr it. 1 kepr heorrirlg the sounds of Jthings ]oreorkirlg Jthrough my street and the rest of
the busses on the streets speeding and leaving with violent turns around the corner. After
the sounds of shattering objects, people came out to see what happened to their home.

[ did not like the idea of the black busses picking up and taking families to a place
unknown. The last time this hqppenecl was when the dollar had fallen to an exrremely low
value, riots around the United States begcm, and there were mass executions.

After a whﬂe, from a far away distqnce, [ heard more black busses in my
neighborhood, honking at every house that it passed by, to let the families know that the
bus was ready to pick them up. One of the black busses stopped in front of my house and
blasted a loud horn that made my body tremble violently. The families ran out of their
homes and made a line to the door of the bus, [ was the last one in line. The bus blew its air
horn again, but more violently causing me to cover my ears and shake as if there were an
earthquake. When [ got on the bus, there was no driver, as usual. With the massive budget
cuts on the funding to public transportation from the government, the self—driving vehicles
were becoming more and more common.

The inside of the bus was mostly dark with small red lights in the middle of the
aisle like a movie theater. I sat on the first row, on the righr side of the black bus. After [ sat
down, the doors closed and it felt like the bus sprang forward and it opened its doors again.
A fcrrnﬂy came in with three girls, two boys, and a mother. They sat in the row behind me,
and the boys started kicking my seat. Before [ could say anything to the boys behind me,
the bus closed its doors and started to move fast, it made a shcrrp turn around the corner. [
felt my body launch itself into the barrier in front of me and then I bounced back into my
seat.

All the kids in the bus started to cry or laugh, it was hard to tell which was which

and the parents were conrriburing to the noise with yeﬂing or shushing their kids. Somehow,
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the bus seemed to have a mind of its own, the speakers on top of the windows yeﬂed in the
same tone as my phone's, ‘Silencelll”. You'd think that if a bus screams at you, you will be
quieter, well the people in the bus started to make even more noise when the bus said
something, but it wasn't only laughs and cries. Now you could hear farts from the boys
behind me, a Wwoman's lqugh in the back sounding like COW}Q@HS, and a father yeﬂing at his
child saying, "Could you stop asking questions!ll I am also scared”. This continued for another
10 mins, then the bus s’[opped.

We couldn't see where we were because the windows were tinted. Moments after
the bus stopped, the doors sprang open and two people came in with riot gear. Finaﬂy
everybody in the bus became silent, which I thought a crash would have solved, but I was
wrong.

It was hard to tell how they look because of their black masks, but it was obvious
who of the two was the tallest. They walked down the red illuminated carpet in the aisle
and they were looking for anything suspicious, or trying to intimidate us. They came to the
front again and said in a deep, dry tone "Everybody out, one at a time."

The trip reminded me of being in kindergar{en, all the weird noises. Then when the
teacher came in, everybody fell silent and followed the rules without the q]oﬂity to ask a
question because we were too simple-minded to know what that meant. [ was the first to
get out of the bus and [ had to cover my eyes with my hand's shadow because outside was
very bright. I walked confident, acting as if [ knew where we were going and everybody
else followed qlong, without noticing that I was confused as Jthey were.

[ walked straight till I reached a red door and [ thought to myself out of all the colors
that could've been chosen, fhey choose red. | sneered with the {hough{ I had in my brain, but
then the doors open qu’[omaﬁcqﬂy with a screeching, old train wheels stopping on the
track-like-sound. We walked in and many other families were in there with us. A person
in black uniform with yellow stripes pointed us to sections that said ES. [ knew that section's
name was familiar, but [ couldn't remember from where. We were told to go one at a time
through the middle detector and then choose a room and sit down for further instructions.
The room looked like a pqolclecl cell. These rooms were used ]oy the criminals as a waiting
room before being executed. When the law was enforced, after the second depression was
over, it had crueler punishments than what America was used to and padded cells were
created so people who were going to be executed, couldnt harm themselves or avoid their
pu]ohc execution. [t seemed like the families near my room were aware of what these rooms
were used for. You could hear adults and their kids crying together because they were
scared of being of killed. Finally, I realized I might meet the same fate as the people who
sat here before me in this room. [ did not cry, [ did not panic, [ did not hyperventﬂoﬁte, [ just
froze on the plqsﬁc chair. Not able to react in any other way. | felt all of my emotions seep
out of me at once, leaving a hollow human with no emotions, sitting on a plastic chair. 1

waited and waited, for a person to come and tell me every{hing was going to be all right
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Nothing came through the windowless, silver coated metal door. I looked at the [ looked at
cushions lining the wall, it was white, all straight, lined directly at me, waiting for me to
stand up and absorb my hollow body.

Finally, [ heard something on the door. The doorknob slowly turned, and the door
moved slowly, as it openecl. [ felt all my emotions come back to me at such speed that [
finqﬂy realized, [ was crying. A 1c1c1y came in with red hair and blue eyes, stqnding
s{rqigh’r like she had a new chk, a wrinkled face with scars on it. She came close and
puHed me from the ear, removing me from the seat. After the woman let go of my ear, |
followed her to the end of the hqﬂwoty where [ came from, and [ got my keys, wallet, and
my phone. | passed the guards that escorted us from the bus to here. I breathed a sigh of
relief when I saw the families I rode the bus with. However, they were missing some of
their fctmﬂy members. The families were getting on a black bus, but half of the families
were still distraught. [ wanted to walk over there and go home, but the old lctcly grabbeol
my collar and yanked me hard.

[ wanted to know where she was Jtomking me, we went into a hqﬂway that had a
detector. [ passed the lady and got out of the hallway, and saw a huge olive looking jet.
The paint on the jet was awful, it looked like if kids were asked to make the most uglies{
color with their stains in their underwear. I couldn't tell where I was supposed to go, but the
old lady gave me a shove to a room to our left. It was dark and empty with only a silver
chair in the middle. I went in and the ctged woman pointecl at a silver chair. I sat on it,
and looked at the entrance of the room, cotrefuﬂy waiting for someone to take me back
home. [ could hear heels echoing down the hallway. At first, [ thought it was only one
person, but after the foofsfeps grew closer, a crowd qppeqred [ heard them Wolking at the
same pace.

A group of people came into the room with a gun. They shut the door behind them.
[ did not know what was happening, but [ started to feel hollow again, but this time [ felt
fear growing inside of my hollow human skin. Their cold-hearted hps smiled and Jthey
poin{ed their guns to my head. 1 already knew that death was in the gun waiting to
penetrate my skull and realized that ‘E.S" meant Execution Section. I knew I wasn't the only
one who would die in this room. I also realized what Code N.A-379 meant. The letters
N.A are acronmoys for North America, after US having a greater global presence than
before. The number three means mass population or something that is hqving a effect on
most of the USA populqﬁon. The 7 means the government is going forward with an action
that the people have not agreed upon. The 9 means a massive amount of people will be
dead or are dead. All of this together is saying that Code NLA. - 379 is an execution plan
that the people of U.S have not allowed. [ saw everybody once more in my head, that

mattered to me, but something came up.
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Without even thinking, [ stood up, got my metal chair I was sitting on and brought
it down on the man's head in front of me. [ heard a crack that satisfied my fear and a
newly arrived emotion entered me, anger. [ looked at his head, cracked in the middle, and it
brough{ a smile to my face. I lifted my chair again and brought it down to the 1qdy right
next to the booly. She tried to move but she fell due to her high heels. As she tried to crawl
away [ smashed her head, not only once or twice, but three times, each with a satisfying
crack to it. I threw the chair at the person behind me, reqdy to shoot me in the back. The
chair hits his chest and I heard breqking sounds from his ribs. He fell and screamed out in
pain but it qppeotsecl me, more than Qnything [ had done before. I felt a warm metal Jfhing
pierce my knee cap, causing me to fall on my back. [ slowly realized I was shot. The lady
to the side of me was the one that shot me. The same lqoly, that brough’[ me into this room.
[ turned my head to stare at the guy [ first killed as he was 1qying down hopeless, useless.
Blood was seeping out of his opened mouth with missing teeth and parts of his scotlp hqnging
over his head, the hair being covered by the flow of blood. His blood flowed to my cheek
and felt as soft as my mother's hand. I felt my heartbeat. It was as if [ was in heaven, in a
bloody paradise where my fear was no more. I turned and said to the corpse, in a friendly
voice, ‘Everybody always tells you to be open to new experiences, but you were never
ready to meet death. What a shame." I started to smile, and [ let his blood touch the left side
of my bottom lip and then I felt the gun touch my head, I kep{ smﬂing, with his blood
tracing my hps. Finqﬂy, [ felt the bullet rush into my brain, faster than my blood rushed to
my brain. I died with a smile covered in blood from one of my victims. [ was born hqppy
and died happily, but for the wrong reasons.

- Luis Herrera
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Seventeen

[t has been 6,210 days.

WQH fOl’ me Of course.

Throughout these days, .
Laughed,

Cried,

Played,

Learned,

And Smiled.

But within these 6,210 days, [ was...
Sad,

Hurt,

Scared,

And Happy.

E'E‘.'.l]".f‘.l'l'.-? .l'l"'. rellana

Most impor’[anﬂy, I grew.
It's been 6,210 dctys, and here [ am.

Nicol Roque
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