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I DISCOVERED 
NOSTALGIA IN 
DUST TODAY 

~Kaya Halverson 

I descended the stairs with careful steps to 

keep the worn boards from creaking. A hush 

lay over the room. A light layer of dust 

covered everything, like powdered sugar. 

Motes danced in the slanted splashes of sun 

that filtered in through the cracked window 

high above. The carpet stuffed in the corner 

looked like a slouched pillar, spine bent with 

the passing of time. The once-white skates 

on the wall gleamed a little, though faded now. They were almost a gray color. He hadn’t worn them in 

years. The stick and jersey to join them must be tucked away somewhere.  

The assorted jars and jugs on the wall weighed down the home-built shelf, making it slope 

downward in the middle. After years in solitary they had been crusted over, I couldn’t read any of the 

labels. He had always hoarded jams and canned beans down here to make sure he ate while he worked. 

The door however, still glimmered. Behind which was where he had kept his private space. The 

mahogany cut through the dust, shining in the light. The door knob glittered, the gold just as bright as I 

remember. My mother slapping my hand away whenever I had tried to open it: “Shush! He’s 

working.” I paused on the last stair before stepping onto the carpet. I sighed. Stale tobacco, sulphur, 
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and a faint smell of shoe polish. It smelled like him. I hadn’t been down here since he had died. It all 

looked the same.  

I padded across the floor, dust floating up in little clouds in the wake of my footsteps. I stopped 

before the door, taking another breath. If I stopped here, everything could remain the same. Nothing 

would have moved. It could be kept as a perfect museum of him, before the sickness. The smell of 

hospital hallways would fade away here, replaced with the comfort of his last cigarette, I could almost 

see the ghost of smoke curling around my ears. But I knew it couldn’t be so. I could hear my mother 

pacing upstairs, likely sorting through the kitchen. She had always needed to be in control of 

something. My sister would be here soon, kissing my mother on the cheek,  marching through the 

halls. Without a second thought they would take down the pictures and pack up the clothes, folding 

them into boxes. And I would be here, frozen in time, too numb to move. Too scared to.  

I could feel his hand on my shoulder. The even, stern pressure he applied when he was about to 

tell me something I didn’t want to hear. ‘It’s okay, open the door.’ I heard his gruff mutter and saw his 

whiskered jaw twitching with emotion. I closed my eyes, relishing in the last moment I could pretend 

that I had a father on this earth. I closed my palm around the knob, and opened the door.  
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SNOWFALL 
Isabella DiSalvo 

 Anna is walking home. The sky is the same grayish blue it is every winter, cut up by the bare tree 

branches she sees above her. The cold air bites at the top of her ears and turns them red. They match 

her red nose brought on earlier by warm salty tears. Her phone rings inside her puffy jacket, and she 

fishes it out with her blue-gloved hand. 

 “Hello?” she says, her breath puffing out into the air in front of her. “I’m on my way, I sent you a 

message.” 

 She comes upon the next street and crosses after the cars have gone by, leaving gray fumes in 

their wake.  

 “I’m almost there, I just got to the park,” she says. “Okay bye.” 

 She hangs up and turns down a gray concrete path that curves its way through a small park.  

 A rogue snowball flies out of the sky and hits her in the back. It leaves snowflakes sprinkled 

across her jacket like sugar and clings to her hair like glitter. She turns around, seeing only the same 

trees she just passed and the cars that roll along the icy roads.  

 Anna keeps walking. A few steps later she is hit again, this time in the back of the head.  

 She turns around, very agitated. “Okay, stop doing that.” 

 From behind a big, gnarly tree, someone launches another snowball that narrowly misses her 

shoulder. She can’t see his face for more than a second, but she knows who it is.  

 She  drops her heavy backpack from her shoulders and takes a handful of snow from the ground. 

She molds the snow in her hands as she walks to the big tree, but all that is left behind it are a 

collection of boot prints. Anna follows the trail of boot prints until she can see the fluffy wool of a 

familiar hat, the hat which she had given to her brother, Owen, for Christmas last year, peeking out 

from around the tree. 
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 Anna takes the snowball, which has soaked through her glove, and smashes into Owen’s hat. 

Owen dashes away from the tree as soon as the snowball bursts apart.  

They chase after each other, kicking up flurries of snowflakes behind them. Anna picks up 

handfuls of snow and chucks them at Owen’s back. Owen ducks between trees to escape her. Anna 

finds him in no time, and scoops two handfuls of snow from the ground. When he comes running 

around a tree, Anna stuffs the snow into the collar of Owen's coat.  

Owen yells as the snow falls down the inside of his coat and he attempts to dust off as much as 

possible.  

“I win!” Anna shouts.  

“No you didn’t, you cheated!” he says. 

Anna ignores him and gives him a bear hug instead, almost knocking him backwards. 

“I can’t believe you’re here!” she says. “I missed you so much!” 

“I missed you too!” 

“I didn’t think you’d be home until next week!” she says. 

“I know! I finished up early and I wanted to surprise you.” 

They walk back to the path where 

Anna picks up her fallen 

backpack. 

“How is mom?” he asks.  

“Not good.” 

They walk through the park on 

their way home, leaving the cars 

and the trees and the fresh boot 

prints behind, waiting to be 

covered up by tonight’s snowfall. 
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GLOW STICK #1 
Leah Maitland 

Why do you cause me to react in this way 
Snapping any logical resolve in my brain 
Making my blood burn with a chemical fire 
Rushing through my veins 

That artificial spark  
Was what I used to sustain 
This one sided relationship 
Your darkness only contrasting my pain 

Soon enough I lost that energy 
And when my light began to fade 
No matter how much you shook me, swore, pleaded and screamed 
I could not keep up this plastic charade  
 

GLOW STICK #2 
Leah Maitland 

You handed me that 
Glow stick love  
The kind that was so bright  
And shone so strong 
That I dove right into the darkness 
Without another thought 

I should have known 
That the light would fade 
Until all I had was  
A useless weapon 
Against the inky blackness  
Of my own mind 
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THERE THEY STAYED 
Clare Herriott 

Heat permeates the air, with little shade to protect the scarce vegetation. The dry and unforgiving 

climate leaves limited resources.  

Oliver collects water from a rusty red pump in the backyard as Ally watches him out of the old, 

cracked kitchen window.  

Oliver’s muscles quiver as he struggles to fill two rusty, dented tin buckets from a pump almost 

as tall as he is. He picks up the now overflowing containers and starts walking back home. In his first, 

few steps he struggles to keep his balance, soon finding his equilibrium, focused as he puts one foot in 

front of the other.  

As Ally watches him come up the hill, she smiles at the glee in his eyes. The water in his tin 

bucket is splashing over the sides dripping onto the ground. The dirt around him is parched, the grass 

has turned brown, and the remaining dry red dust blows around in the wind. The water glistens in the 
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summer heat as it reflects the sun’s rays, shortly settling to a rest it disappears into the ground. Oliver 

looks up at  Ally, as she makes eye contact with him; Oliver looks at the ground seeming ashamed that 

he spilled the precious water. Ally rushes out of the rickety house to aid Oliver. She picks up the 

buckets as though they weigh nothing at all, and heads back into the house. There, she rations the 

water into various containers. The boy stares at the containers with open eyes, waiting to be given his 

share of drinking water.  

Oliver’s eyes keep darting up to check if the cup is done be filled. Once filled, Oliver reaches up 

and grabs the small cup of water. His cracked lips meet the rim of the tin cup, and hungrily gulps down 

the liquid until Ally tells him to stop. Oliver lets the water sit on his tongue before swallowing to 

maximally savor the special treat. 

Ally puts a cracked porcelain bowl in front of Oliver. She now reaches into a doorless cupboard 

and takes out a single can of peaches. Passion fills her eyes as she looks at the growing boy, dishing 

out nine peaches to him, and keeping three for herself.  

As the light starts to dwindle, they rush to secure the shutters closed by their thin fraying rope. 

Ally brushes off some dust from a book its pages warped with the passage of time. She opens it up 

about to start telling Oliver a story, when a fierce gust of wind sweeps through the drafty house, 

making pictures fall off the wall. The wind brings with it an unwanted fresh layer of dirt that blankets 

the floor. There they are, left shivering in their tattered clothes, huddled close together. Oliver 

embraces his sister, trying to keep her warm as she shivers, unable to stop her teeth from chattering.  

Oliver races out of the room to collect a blanket. He comes back with his favorite blue blanket, 

covered in a constellation of moth holes. It is one of the few things he had brought along when they 

had to leave their home to find a new one six months ago, along with a toy robot whose batteries were 

sacrificed to power a small flashlight being stored for any dire moment when they may really need it. 

He grabs his sister’s arm and lays the blanket over her shoulders. There they stay, huddled and 

warm together as one, against the harsh, and unforgiving world.  
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VENOM FOR THE HELPLESS 

Michaela Jelinsky    

Before we took our first breath, I knew that we were alive  
Before we first opened our eyes, I knew what you looked like 
The first day we met was the day we were contrived  
We hugged each other in a warm embrace, and you’re heartbeat started to spike  

Together we explored  the chamber of creation and life 
On our journey we’ve sensed poison seeping through the air 
We crawled closer to the door that led to enigma and the divine  
But the poison gradually traveled to our veins,  and became too much for us to bare 

We started crawling faster, gripping at the floor made of blistering flesh 
Our delicate skin formed blisters from the hot floor beneath us  
We tasted the flavor of the poison which was alcohol made fresh 
Our lungs started to quiver for the poison filled them with puss  

As we began to give up, we looked up and saw a beam of white light 
It was the door of divine mystery, and I pressed my hand hard for it to open  
I felt a sharp tug on the rope connected to me, I’m being pulled back into sinister night 
The other half was tugging at my rope, trying to prevent me from becoming broken 

I took the other half’s hand in mine, and I pleaded them to go with me 
They looked into my eyes, and they nodded and concurred  
I pressed my hand to open the door, and the world was waiting outside for us to see  
What happened next remains obscure  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RED AND BLUE LIGHTS 
Ashley Harrison 

 “Mom?  Mommy?  What’s going on?” Margot yearned for the answers, yearned to know why the 

flashing red and blue lights were back. 

“We’ll be okay, don’t worry Margot, we’ll be okay.” Her mother lifted her up, and rushed 

through the backdoor of the building, a stuffed black bag visible on her back.  They reached the yellow 

Volkswagen, Margot was gently put in the back seat in the midst of the panic.  Two car doors slam, and 

they’re off, speeding into the black abyss of the night. 

Margot opened her crusted eyes, and saw her fair-haired mother lying beside her.  She 

recognized pain in her face, Margot guessed it was her mother’s back again, she recalled previous time 

they spent time together.  The hardwood floor was cold, so Margot snuggled in closer to her mother, 
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taking in her warmth.  Margot saw her chestnut brown hair curling, like it does in the morning.  Her 

mother turned over, then pushed away Margot’s curly locks while giving her a sad smile. 

“Margot, hey honey, time to get up now,” She lightly shook Margot, the quiver in her mother’s 

voice was noticeable, making her sound almost anxious. 

“Mommy, where are we going today?” Margot slowly sat up, stretching on her way. 

“That’s a surprise, sweetheart, you’ll see when we get there.  Do you have everything packed?” 

Margot responded by acknowledging her bag in the corner.  Her mother gave a nod of approval, and 

used the flower-printed wall to help lift herself up. 

The apartment was bare, and seemed to be deserted.  Specks of dust covered the wooden floor, a 

thin blanket placed gently above where Margot sat.  It was her mother’s baby blanket, knitted by her 

deceased grandmother.  Often, Margot would trace the sewing where the colors changed.  A square 

pattern, one a soft blue, the next a bubblegum pink; the blanket was faded, it had been many years 

since her mother was a baby. 

“Mommy?” Margot stretched out her palms, wanting her mother to lift her up.  Margot received 

a weary smile and was swung up, being showered in hugs and kisses.  Moments like these were 

moments Margot wanted to live forever.  Moments with her mother were the best moments she could 

wish for. 

“And here we go!” Her mother inched towards Margot’s bag, “Can you pick that up for me, 

sweetie?”  Her mother bent down, allowing Margot to reach for the purple bag.  Margot coiled her 

fingers around and lifted up her bag, her mother barely altering from the weight. 

Margot watched her mother’s eyes sweep across the apartment, before she headed towards the 

door, Margot clenched tighter than before.  She heard her mother’s several attempts to open the rusted 

door knob, then heard the door grate against the floor. 

“Time to go now?” Margot made an attempt to awaken her mother, whose grey eyes were 

looking into the abandoned hall.  The smell of the dumpster downstairs slowly began diffusing through 

the empty room. 
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“Yes Margot,” Her mother gulped, “Time to go now.” 

A ringing buzzed through Margot’s ears as she heard her mother’s feet thumping through the 

musty hallway.  The halls were shaded a mossy green, faded with noticeable paint peeling, showing 

the molded wood. 

Eerie silence echoed through the vacant apartment, empty and forgotten.  Margot’s heaving 

breaths and her mother’s creaks on the floor seemed to be the only sound, Margot had a feeling the 

silence was necessary.  Her mother always told her to be quiet in new places, though she never 

expanded why. 

Her mother hurried down the staircase, leading to an exit of the apartment.  As they opened the 

door to the outside world, a yellow Volkswagen was in eyesight.  The vehicle stood alone, parked on 

the side of the road.  The barren street would make anyone feel lost. 

They rushed to get to the car, the sound of Margot’s slamming door the loudest noise made.  

Margot saw her mother outside, searching around the vehicle, and noticed her mother’s facial 

expressions changing, though she didn’t know why. 

“Sorry honey, I’m sorry.” Her mother sat in her seat, starting the engine and slamming the door, 

“Mommy is just a little disappointed, that’s all.” 

“But Mommy, what’s outside the car?”  Margot couldn’t comprehend why her mother was so 

upset, she couldn’t understand what was so bad. 

“Well there’s this ugly, glowing dot on the side of my car that won’t come off.”  Her mother’s 

bushy eyebrows furrowed, exposing light wrinkles.  

“Is it from the red and blue lights?” 

“I’m not sure.”  Her mother paused, “Why don’t you take a nap?  I know how much you hate 

waking up this early in the morning.” 

Margot slowly nodded, her seven year old mind giving up after all she’s had to process in one 

morning.  Margot dozed off to the roar of the engine, and the barrier of silence her mother had set up 

between them. 
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MY HEARTSTRINGS  
ARE A YOYO 

Leah Maitland 

You’ve been playing with my emotions
As one would fiddle with a yo-yo
You push me away 
And yet I somehow return
Resting in your palm
So the story goes
And no matter how I try to get away
No matter how I strain and stretch
Barely breathing in the air of freedom
For a minute
I’m sent spinning and turning
Right back to you
You have me strung upon your finger
And to contort my emotions in such a way
Feels like you are wringing out my arteries
If only I could break away
Because my heartstrings could heal better
If they weren’t slowly pulled
In an eternity of torture
And instead snapped
Letting out all the energy
Stored within my chest
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THE RAIN TASTES LIKE COTTON CANDY 
Kaya Halverson 

It was beginning to rain. My mother had warned me to put on my Wellies, but I hadn’t listened. It 

isn’t my fault, they’re so bright and yellow and I, being responsible, want to keep them that way. 

Instead I had put on my old sneakers, which were now unrecognizable, caked in mud. I pick a bit of 

leaf off the protruding shoelace of my right shoe, as if somehow that will tidy them up. I know I am in 

for it when I get home. If there is one thing my mother hates more than my poor listening skills, it’s 

dirt.  

I try not to think about the confrontation I will have to encounter when I get home, so I focus on 

my walking. I’m right on the outskirts of our property, about a five minute walk into the woods that 

border the cow’s grazing field. I love these woods. There was always something ambiguous about the 

thick oaks. Once, I had walked far enough into them that when I looked up, I couldn’t see a chink of 

sky through the shaded leaves. 

 It’s begun to rain a bit harder now. The droplets hit the top of my head, plastering my hair to my 

scalp. They run in rivulets down my cheek, sending shivers down my spine. It’s a cold rain. I leap onto 
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the log that connects the riverbanks, on the other side is where our property ends. I know my mother 

would be furious to see me crossing it, especially in this weather. I try not to think about it.  

The log is slick with moisture, the once fluffy moss has turned into green slime, and the bark is 

shiny in the rain. I stick my arms out for balance just like my brother taught me, teetering a little. I go 

slow, putting one muddy foot in front of the other. I pause mid-log. The current beneath me is slow, but 

swelling. With the oncoming autumn the stream had died down. Leaves caught in the wind land soft 

on the water, they hurry down the little waves. I wonder if leaves ever have places to be, like when my 

father runs late for work and dashes out the house in a flurry. That’s what they look like. Dozens of 

green businessmen hurrying to catch a leaving summer train.  

I continue on, leaping to land on the soft earth of the opposing bank. I look up at the trees. The 

rain is cool on my face, it slips underneath my collar and traces along my shoulders and chest. It’s a 

steady rain, though not unbearable yet. It breaks through the covering of treetops and runs down the 

branches, gentling the hard edges of sticks and thorns. I stick my tongue out in curiosity, wondering if 

it will taste like snowflakes. My brother taught me that snowflakes are just frozen raindrops. They 

taste the same too I think. They have a sweetness that the water in my house doesn’t have, like before 

releasing the water clouds transform into great puffs of cotton candy. The kind that we get at the fair. I 

can’t see any clouds through the leaves, but I’m sure if I could they would be subtle shades of blue and 

pink.  

I lower my head to look in front of me again.The trees stretch out before me, they become dark 

smudges of shadow in the distance, like muddied dribbles on a backdrop. I can feel in my feet that 

they want to keep walking. I look behind me, the trees have come together like a closed door. I pause 

for a moment, letting the rain soak into my skin. The plops hitting the leaves that litter the ground 

make it look like they are moving of their own accord. They jump and rustle in the showers, kinetic, 

alive.  
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I watch the stream course faster and faster as it overflows. I don’t want to cross the log back, 

though I should. Midday has turned fast into approaching dusk. The intrigue of the darkening, wet 

woods piques my curiosity, much more than the prospect of turning around does.  

Without thinking too much, I keep walking forward. I tuck my hands inside of my sleeves to 

maintain what little warmth I can. I hop over the more waterlogged areas, the toes of my shoes sinking 

in only for a moment before I propel myself forward once more. The mud is inevitable, and as I leap, it 

splatters across my jacket like abstract art and sticks to the ends of my hair like jelly. I keep jumping, 

getting lost in the pattern of movements. Leap, land, mud, leap, land, mud.  

I pause my movement for a moment to listen - I think I hear a yell from far behind me. Calling 

me back home, and out of the woods. The trees are silent guardians around me, and I don’t hear 

anything now except for the plunking of drops on the ground. I’ve traveled farther than I was 

expecting. The last light of the day is near gone, and the world has become shades of grey. My 

fingertips shiver from the wet, I lick the sugar water off my lips. My body remains calm though, even 

if I have never been out after dark before. The rain has yet to dampen my fascination.  

I wonder if I continued walking forever, where would I go. I imagine seeing fantastical sights 

and tasting sweets not even my brother would be able to explain. I wonder if I would ever reach the 

ends of these woods, breaking out the other side, discovering a new world I could explore forever 

more. Or if these woods never end, and the world lies somewhere in here, waiting for me.  

An echo resonates behind me. I stop, and recognize my mother shouting my name. I sigh, 

shaking my head so that mud and raindrops shower down across my pants. I look deep into the forest 

once more, trying to catch a glimpse of something, anything. Someday I’ll get there, I am sure of it. I 

can hear it calling me, in the ringing in my ears. My very senses are all agog. I almost leap forward 

another step.  

I hear my name again, it’s louder this time. The woods are turning darker by the minute. I stop 

my knees from bending, my feet from springing. I turn on my muddy heels to walk home. I stop to 

turn over my shoulder, and wave goodbye.  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