Edited by
Tera Loudon Warn %UEM



State University of Maringa
Longuage Arts Program
Letras-Inglés & Portugués-Inglés
Creative Writing - Student Productions

Authored by:
Students of the Longuoge Arts Deportment

Edited by:
Tera Loudon Warn
Fulbrig Kt/ APES grantea

Additional Contributors:
Felipe Eduardo Canuto Bonini
Professor Luciana Cabrini Simées Calve

Cover and Book Desigm:
Fedro Sardeti Dontos

W FULBRIGHT



Dadas Internacionais de Catalsgacds na Publicagie ([CIP)
{Camars Brasileirs do Ldwra, SP, Brasil)

Creative writing : student productions [livro
eletcdnico] : State University of Maringa. -—-
Maringh, PR : Tera Loudon Warm, 2023,

EDF

varlios auntores.
ISEBH 978-65-00-64855-3

l. Escrita criativa 2. Escrita - TeEcnicas
3, Géneros liter&arios 4. Inglés - Escryrita 5. Lingua
inglesa.
23-148638 coh-401.4

indicas para catilogo sistematico:

l. Linguagem eacrita i Habilidades : Deszenveolvimentd
401,4

Tabata Alves da Silva - Bibliotwecdria - CRB-B/925



Introduction 2ee

In partnership with the Longuoge Arts Program ot the Stote University of Maringa (UEM),
multiple Creative Writing workshops were developed ond led by Tera Loudon Warn, o
Fulbright/CAPES English Teaching Assistant grontee from Michigan, and participant in the
Fulbright Brasil program. The workshops took place from August 22nd to December 5th, 2022 ot
UEM, and focused on using creative writing as a method for self-expression and as a tool for
English Language Arts students to improve their writing skills. Topics covered during the courses
included an averview of creative writing. personal essays, non-fiction creative writing., short
stories, poems, and comic strips. The texts included in this e-book are o result of the writing
projects that were produced by some of those tolented university students
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Adrian’s Mind Map eo (06

Adrian Marcus Brito de Souza

'm agine yourself in a new land. This land is so vast that you can barely see the horizon far away.
It is divided into 3 parts. The first one is a large field full of dark blue flowers, the second one is o
small pink village containing some simple houses and a lovely square in the center. And the third
i the farthest among the places, to be honest it is almost impossible to see, but when you get
closer it can be properly seen. The third part is basically a field with a cyan lake in it; there are
some rocks ond plants arcund it, but that's all you can see from the surface because the real
beauty is inside the deep lively-colored lake full of fish and crystals.

The land you're stepping on, my dear friend, is the representation of a young man named
Adrian’s mind. The field full of flowers represents the way he wants to be seen by people from the
outside, in other words, he wants to be seen as someone interesting, pretty and different. The
small pink village represents his real personality and each house is a different personality trait.
And last but not least there is the lake. The lake is o physical manifestation of his memaories,
feelings, traumas, dreams but also his darkest fears. The lake has inside of it things thot can be
pretty but do not want to be seen.

Maybe you're wondering “Which ploce should | visit first?” But it's important to mention that the
process of entering thiz land i2 not easy. The thing ta da is to follow a specific order. First you
must pass through the field, then the village and finally get to the lake. It's a great journey and
you'll need to conquer the most impertant thing of all to get free access to this land: the golden
visa called Trust

Once you get the key and follow the process, you'll be able to walk freely on the land, Sometimes
you won't, though. Becouse even though you have Adrian's trust, in some moments he won't
open the gates: his emctions control the whele land. If he's not okay, not even the most
trustworthy person can get in.

Before | forget, | need to mention that you cant ever enter the lake, or even touch it! You're only
allowed to look from above. If you touch it, you might unbalance the whole world and ruin

everything!

That space is too personal, so it's there only to be seen. Otherwise you will be invading Adrian’s
deepast insecurities and in the and both of vou will be hurt by the consequences.
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Another interesting aspect of Adrian’'s land is that the citizens of the village are actually different
versions of himself. And the people he has met throughout his life are alsa present in this land.
They're represented as the fish in the loke (at least the most important people from his past
relationships).

Mow that you have free access to this Wonderful land, | have some good news. The land is
sxpanding day by day and soon you're going to see different versions of this unique and curious
Universs,



Later is Harder oo @

Paulo Jun Masukawa

Gﬂ over there and talk to him. Don't soy 'are you ok?’, just hi*
Me - “Hi, uncle, | am sorry for your loss.”

Uncle - “Thank you.”

Me - “If you need anything or want to talk, I'm here.”

Uncle - *Thank you.”

He answered me in a simple way, it was as if he knew ke would have this conversation over and
over again.

Me — “When did it happen? Last night?”

Uncle - “Mo, it was this morning. Yesterday she was tolking, breathing normally. Then, this
morning, | arrived, caressed her like this,” (runs his hand through imaginary hair), "and now
she's pone. She was waiting for me. This moment is going to stay with me forever,” (puts his hand
over his heart).

| arrived sarly along with my parents. My maom likes to do things right, and it was a day for
comforting people. which was why we arrived early. Although she was the one who really needed
to be comforted, Fortunately, she is tough, and my hugs and presence seemed to be encugh (|
guess). | am terrible with words (maost of the time).

As | said, it was early in the day. Only my uncle, my cousin, her husband, and a woman whe |
believe was their housekeeper were there. My ount's bady had not arrived yet. After meesting my
uncle who was naxt door, he and | went to sit on some couches whare the others wera.

| was feeling weird. | was happy to sea my relatives who | hadn't seen for a while, but ot the same
time, | didn't know if | could smile. Would my happiness hurt their feelings? How sod and
disoriented were they? Or would it be good to smile? To show themn that | was happy to see them,
and to help make the moment a little bit less sad.

Uncle - “Well, we could make it rain here, couldnt we?*
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Me - “?" | looked at him. not understanding,

Uncle - “We just need to tie up a condle on a stick and...” He pointed with his head to the smoke
detector,

| gave a smooth forced smile and kept looking at him. Maybe that was the best | could de. |
definitely was not expecting that joke, and it was not funny.

Me — "Uncle, can | azk a question abaut my aunt”

Uncle - "Of course.”

Me - "How did you two meet?”

Uncle - “We were neighbors. She lived in the student housing and | lived nearby.”
Me — “Here in Maringa?"

Uncle - "Yes."

Mom - “Your aunt lived in the student housing, then when | came here, we moved to the
apartment buildings near UEM. Do you know which ones | mean, son?”

Me - "Yes. Did my aunt go to college ?*
Mother - “No, she didn't get a chance to go, she wos always working.”

Uncle - “She didn't go, but she could still kick the asses of many lawyers around this city.” He said
this with a slight smile at the corner of his mouth.

Later, when the funeral ceremaony started, there we were looking at her for the
last time.

Cousin - "Grandma, are you ok 7"



Grandma - "Now, while she is here, it's easier. Later is when it's harder, when you know that you
can't cee her anymore.”

| don't remember everything that hoppened. | believe thot certain situations are concretized by
being a new experience, and not by words, But | guess these brief words con sum up a little bit of
what | lived on the twenty-third and twenty-fourth of October.



Eggs in My Way #o O

Antonia Mara dos Santos Aradjo

, was returning home after spending a weekend ot my maother's house, My bus passed in front
of a chain supermarket, ond | remembered thot some things were missing at home, so | decided
to get off at the bus stop and buy everything.

| entered the supermarket and went to get a shopping cart. A security guard stopped me, and
asked:

- Miss, do you prefer to use an electric scooter with a basket for shopping?
| am a wheeichair user, but | had never used one of those scooters, so | decided to try it out.
- Sure! How do | usa it ?

The guy was very kind and gave me all of the instructions, ond when | was about to start shopping
he colled me over again.

- Miss, | just wanted to let yvou know thot to prevent someone from trying to steal the scooters,
they are always low on battery, and when they are low, they den't go in reverse.

| thanked him for the warning and began my shopping.

Everything wos going smoothly until | had to enter somewhat of a cramped corridor, ond would
need to maneuver in reverse to get the spoce necessary to move forward.

In the aisle | wanted te go there were some shelves, and an empleyee was packing egg cartons. |
asked for his help, explaining why the scooter wouldn't back up, and | asked him to pull the
scacter back a little to help me maneuver and be able to pass between the egg racks.

- Agah miss! You don't need to reverse, you can go forward, there's room to pass.

- Seriously? | don't think so...

- I'm sure, don't worryl

- What if | hit the shelves and break something?



= You won't hit the shelves.

- And if | do hit them...?

= I'll take full responsibility. Now, go for itl

And with that answer | accelerated the scooter and started driving...

There were eggs everywheral Two shelves fell, with a huge thud, drawing the attention of many
frightened people. When | locked back, the poor guy had a white face ond had his hands on his
head. He soid:

- o aheod, no problem. Go, gol

So | went.

Moral of the story:

And they still soy that women haove no concept of spacel



My Au Pair Story oo O

Barbara Maria de Oliveira Ricardo

Al‘ one point, in 20064, there was a contest going on ot my scheol. The winners were going to win
a trip to Walt Disney World, in Orlando, Florida. All we needed to do was onswer a questionnaire
about grode-related content. | remember my strong will to win, and my disoppointment obout
not getting the answers right. | cannot recall my parents helping me or asking them for help, | just
knew that | wanted te go to Walt Disney World.

Even though in the end | received no prize, | started to ask myself: ls winning a contest the only
way to go to this beautiful place? There must be another way. And from there | started cultivating
a dream to visit the United Stotes, that U5 from the contest, from the books and movies. That
L5, where so many companies and innovations come from - a land of freedom and opportunity.
Imn my search for strotegies to make my dream a reality, | discovered the Au Pair program®.

After being introduced to the program via a YouTube video, | researched all the aspects of it:
price, requirements, agencies, etc. Next, | started working on those requirements, by learning
English, gaining more experience with children, learning about their development and behavior,
saving money, and talking to my family about it. By then | hod already worked as o babysitter, |
knew that | enjoyed children, and | hod some basic English skills. | was also in my senior year,
preparing to go to college and working as an apprentice in my hometown

It was a long five-year journey of preparing myself: getting a degree in Trilingual Executive
Management™™, doing internships, deing ocademic research, and working as a volunteer for the
Junior Enterprize movement in Brazil (which consists of college startups focused on developing
students skills for the marketplace by prowviding needed services for a cheaper price). | had a
very busy routine, but it wos one of the best phases of my life. | had a dream, ond | was doing
everything that | could to reach it. | was building my career and helping my country

However, as soon as | graduated from college in Brazil, two great companies offered me jobs. |
would not be an intern anymore, and | could finally earn more, do more, and make a good living
in Brazil. The decicion was hard.

“The Au Pair is an exchange program thal consists of working én on Srericoan household os a babysilier for one vear. Bolh
the family and the Au Pair must follow the puidelines established by the American Government.

**Also known o5 Executive Assistonce, Business Assistantship, CHfice Monogement, omong others



On one side was my family, a career, and stability; on the other, my dream and a mix of risks,
challenges, and discomfort. Would | moke friends there? Would | have a nice host family? Would
| fall behind in my career? Would my family be ckay while | was gone?

Although it wos with some tears, in 2019 | chose to take the risk and to dive deep into the
unknown: | became an au pair in the United States. | was going to live with a strange family,
speak a different language, be far away from my own family, have to salve my problems alona,
foce different climate and weather, work forty=five hours per week, drive in a new country,
manage homesickness, and still deal with the insecurities of being a young adult.

But beyvond that, my biggest responsibility remained to the little ones | took care of. | was trusted
to be an exomple to them, to protect them, be patient, cherish their dreams, make them happy,
prepare them for life, keep them hopeful (when they did not hove o good day at school). play with
themn, convince them to eat fruits (not easy), and teach them more than just the ABCs or 1233 -
to raise them with good character.

Today, at the end of this crazy journey, | can say it was the best choice for me. | grew so much
during my time inthe U.5. | am o better person than the one who left Brozil. The risks | tock made
me vulnerable, and yes. we can get hurt when we are vulnerable, but pain sometimes also has
the power to change our way of seeing life, and of seeing the people around us. | became o more
empathetic person because | had failed at things, which helped me to understand other people’s
failures. | felt pain, and it forced me to think about other people's pain. The experiences | acquired
in the U.5., in that uncomfortable, vulnerable, yet amazing point in my life, were priceless.

My dream of going to Walt Disney Waorld took me in such a different direction. It maode me take
the biggest risk of my life. | have risked, failed, faced my failures, and learmed from them. If | do
not take risks, how will | know how far | can go? If | do not make mistokes, how will | learn? |
believe in people who dare to drearm and to take risks. |t makes them extroordinary. And | am
certain that extracrdinary people can beautifully impact the world.



The Portrait eo @

Bruna Thiemi Wakita Kawamoate

“Sweetie. can you do me a fovor and see if the cutlery for visitors is in the ottic? aosked my
mother, with an exciternent | did not share. | hated going to the ottic, and | had ovoided that place
ever since we moved into this house. “Meorm, can't you look for it yvourself? | grumbled from the
living room, but she was already far away and | would not repeat it, because | knew it was a silly
fear. So | chose to ignore her, and wait until she asked me again.

The next morning. | ron downstairs ond out the door guickly so my mom would not have the
chance to ask me about the cutlery again. That night, | was walking home from work and | possed
by aon Asian couple who were taking a walk with their daughter. They seemed very hoppy, they
were laughing and trying to make their little girl smile too, but she was very guiet. When she
laokad at me, those nostalgic black eyes made me look away. | did not want to remember. |
closed my eyes for o second, and continued on my way home, taking my sweet time.

Usually | would let my parants know when | arrived home, but that night | intended to come in as
quietly as possible. | maonoged to get to my bedroom without being noticed, but only for a
moment. While in my room, | was able to do something thot | was excited for every night: check
my calendar to see what | had planned for tomorrow, and for the day after. Thinking about the
future was refreshing, ond with it came a thousand possibilities of a better life.

Then | heard a knock. “Dinner is ready|” my dad shouted. Dinner time was very important to my
family, becouse it was the only time of day when we would have the chance to have a proper
conversation... Though sometimes that was also scary. *I will be right there!” | answered, with
failed enthusiasm. The dining room was downstaoirs, and to get there we had to walk through o
small hallway, which had white walls, with nails in them thot we had never removed.

For dinner we had a different meal from what we usually had, but the taste was somewhat
familiar. My mom saw my reaction and =ald, “Honey, don't you remember? You used to love
Donburi®* when we lived in Japan.” Oh. 5o that was it. |t was an odd feeling, but familiar. My
parents shared their frustrations from the doy and exchanged loughs while eating, but | chose to
eat silently... Until finally my mother decided to remind me. "Don't forget to search for the
silverware, becouse your cousins are coming tomorrow, ckay?” | nodded, and hoped to find it
anywhere but in the attic.



It was Saturday morning and | hod looked for the cutlery everywhere. | had checked every corner
and every rosm, but had found nothing. At this point, | was surrendering to the fact that | would
need to go up to the attic. Oh, what a stupid feeling. | was not a child anymore, and it was just an
attic. All | hod to do was look in the boxes, | didn't even need to check the shelves. 5o | gathered
my couroge, and went upstairs.

From the only window near the stairs leading to the attic, | sow grey clouds that looked almaost
like ash. The sun was hiding behind them, and no sound could be heard from the neighbors. The
handrail was uncemfortably cold, but | still held it tightly, afraid of it breaking. When | reached
the last step, | realized that the door was already open. | took o deep breath, blocking my view of
the shelves with my hands. | did not know if it was luck or not, but the boxes with the household
utensils were in a corner far away from the shelves. Even still | could feel them calling me.

| finally found the silverware, it had been inside a transparent box the whole time. | hadn't
remembered how beautiful and delicate it was with its flower designs. | thought about the last
time we used it, on one of my birthdays when | was still a kid, though | couldn't exactly remember
the date. Well, | should get downstairs quickly, becouse the smell of memeries is making me
dizzy, | thought to myself. | was ready to lock the door when | heard something crocking on the
fioor. Going against all my rational thoughts. | looked to see what it was. One of the portraits thot
had been on top of the shelf had fallen to the floor, and it was then | knew | would not be aoble to
leave without first getting closer.

In the frame on the floor, was a photo of me and my parents on my first day of school in Japan.
They were so proud of me; and | hed no idea then how hard the next few years would be. | put the
portrait back on tha shelf, next to the one in which my grandparents appeared. How could | forget
that day? They had visited us, and | had never felt more at home than when | was in their
presence. When we came bock to Brazil it was hord, becouse the feeling of not belonging is the
worst feeling in the world.

Oh, no. Why was that picture here? | thought | had thrown it away o long time ago. Even though
| tried. | could not stop locking at it, and all the memories started to come back ta me. The parson
in the third pertrait was me, just me. | was all dressed up for Matsuri®, | had makeup on, was
wearing o yukata®, which was the tightest dress | had ever worn, and my hair was up in a bun.
Yes, that was me, trying to fit in with o culture that often told me | was not o part of it, | guess they
thought that | was not Jopaness enough because | spoke Portuguese,



| gazed at my pained smile in the picture. That smile said everything. | was taught to smile,
bacause that was my life for years. But | knew | deserved better. | deserved to find myself
somewhere else. And thot was when my family and | had moved te Brazil. Here | was a misfit too,
though, not Brazilian enough. | did not choose to be lost, but | was, for most of my life. To this day,
| am still trying to find the best of me, the light inside, but if | could, | would say to that little girl,
“You are not alene, and even if you choose to be different, you will still find a way to be happy.”

Holding the picture tightly, | felt tears covering my foce, and | sighed a sigh of relief, and of
freedom. At that mement, | could enly hear myself saying, | am sorry | forget whe you are.”
When | opened my eyes. my foce was being touched by the warmest sun, coming from a window
| did not know existed. The shelf was also covered in the bright color of the sun, which made me
realize how beoutiful all the pictures were.

| took rmy portrait, and the silverware, leaving the attic's deor open as | descended the stairs.
Once downstairs, | started walking through our hallway, but then suddenly | stopped. | looked at
one of the nails on that emply wall, and realized that this portrait had belonged there all along.
“Hey, honey!” my mom said. “Thank you for finding the cutlery!” And then she noticed the portrait
on the wall. "Look! That's my Lilyl”

Glossary:

= Donburi: a bowl of fluffy, steamed rice with toppings such as vegetables and meat or seafood,
eaten all together in one meal.

- Matsuri: o Jopanese festival to thank the Gods. with dances, parades and food stands.

- Yukota: a traditional garment that looks like a robe, which wraps around the body and fastens
with a sash (obi).
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The Mystery of the Traileres O

Amanda Gomes dos Santos

“t‘ was just another normal day of life. | got up early, took a shower, got dressed, put on my
uniform, had breakfast and brushed my teeth, exoctly as | love to do every single day. But all of
a sudden, everything was different, and | didn't know why. | was feeling a weird feeling,
something that I'd never felt before. | tried to ignore it, and continued my routine. As | live outside
of the city, | go lo work en my motorcycle, a huge two-wheeled machine which | consider to be
family, and which | affectionately refer to as Dalila. In fact, it's always just me, her and nature. 5o
| went to work thot day, and as soon as | got to the police station, the chief called me. When |
entered her office, she started to tell me about o phone call that she had received in the middle
of the night. The coller wos a frightened woman, who was yelling, ond it was impossible to
understand what she was saying. The chief had tried to trace the number, but something was
blocking the trace from going through. All she had discovered was that it was a call made in our
little town, Saint Antony, and the asked me to go see if | could find anything out.

So | left the police station with Dallla and went looking for clues. First, | went downtown. | spent so
many hours there, but | didn't find anything: it was very frustrating. So after a while, | decided to
go sat something becouse | was starving. | went to a very popular restourant, got o table and
ordered mac and cheese, As | was eating, all | could think about was that womaon and what she
might be gaing through at that moment. Then, | happened to look outside the window, and | saw
a very weird looking man. He was very, very tall. was wearing a beige coat, a hat of the same
color, a black shirt, black pants and black boots. He was bald and had big eyes. He had a weird
way of walking, it seamed almost as if he was hurt. | swallowed my food, paid the cheack and ran
outside, but he hod already disappeared. | couldnt find him anywhere. | started asking the
people around the area if they had seen that man, but nobody had seen him, just me. It was o
waird situation.

| was very intrigued by the guy, so | got on my motorcycle and storted to roam arcund the town,
lbnkir‘lg for S-Dmuﬂ'ling that could lead me to him. That was when | came across a vacant lot near
the old train station, which had been abandoned long ogo. There was an old silver trailer from the
70s parked there, and it was falling apart. | had never seen that trailer anywhere in town. The
weird feeling that | had felt earlier in the morning was bock, including a headache and a pressure
in my ears unlike | had ever felt before, but | ignored it and continued doing my job. | decided to
go into the trailer to try to lock for something. When | entered, | was so shocked that | gave a
slight ery of amazement.
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The trailer looked like it was from the year 3000 inside. It was fully equipped with a technology |
had never seen before. | decided to call my bose and ask her to come and see what | had found.
While | was waiting for her, | began locking around the vehicle. | was kind of afraid to search
inside, but | couldn't believe what | saw. I'm a very skeptical persan. | don't believe in ghosts,
astrology, religion, and much less in extraterrestriols, but ofter whot | wos seeing, | wasn't sure
about anything anymore. The trailer was definitely not something from this world.

After o while, the chief arrived with Rodriguez, my other colleague. When | showed them what |
had found inside that stale trailer, they couldn't believe it either. We searched for some clues;
mavybe that vehicle had something to do with the frightened woman. but we didn't know yet.
Howewver, | soon found o cell phone. it was just a regular phone, from the current year, 2022, and
had nothing to do with the technology from the future thot we hod found. | tried to turn the cell
phone on, but it had no battery, so | went outside to the boss's cor to charge it. As soon as | got
enough battery, | started to fiddle with it and try to find semething that might connect it to the
waman. There were several pictures of a lady on it. She had brown hair, blue eyes and a friendly
smile, but there were alse thousands of pictures of cats, all of which seemed to be kept in a house.
Strangely enough, | hod already seen that house somewhere in the city, but | couldn’t remember
where. | showed the chief all the pictures and she told me to go look for the house, while she and
Rodriguez continued searching the trailer

So off we went, Dalila and |, on the road. It was almost dark, and was a beautiful and cold
evening, with a sunset so unique and breathtaking, something that | had never seen before. The
sky had a gradient of dark blue with purple and pink, and the stars were starting to shine brighter
and brighter. The sky had never called my attention as much as it did that day. Suddenly, a very
strong light began to shine on the horizon, between the gradient; o light so strong that it made
me stop the motorcycle in the middle of the road, because | couldn't see anything else in front of
me. At thaot moment, the strange feeling that | had felt before hit me harder than ever. The strong
light lasted a few seconds and then disappeared, but | chased after it. | was driving so fast, and
the closer | got to where the light had appeared, the more that bad feeling inside me increased. it
felt like | had something in my head, controlling my mind and crushing my brain. But | didn't step,
because | knew in my heart that the light had something to de with the mystery we were trying to
solve.



After driving for some time, | saw something odd in the middle of a cornfield. It was a huge hole,
and part of the field was burnt, but thers was no fire. So | stopped and got off Dalila, continuing
on foot to try to find something. Out of nowhere, my body went numb. | couldn t feel anything,
but | was able to move normally. | walked and waolked for whot felt like forever in the direction of
the field, ond | saw something right ot the bottom of the hole. It wos clearly o woman, but not just
any woman the woman from the pictures, and underneath her there was something even more
strange. It looked like a giant drawing. | went down inte the hole to check and see if she was alive,
and she was, but she had some serious wounds. | called my colleagues and waited by her side for
them to come. The numbness in my bedy continued, but | had te be there for her. While | was
waiting, the woman suddenly woke up, and started talking. | couldn t understand what she was
saying. She was very agitoted, so | tried to calm her down by saying thaot help was on the way.
She finally calmed down, and the police and medical stoff arrived. They took her to the hospital
as we started te investigote the surrounding area.

The next day, | went to the hospital ko talk to the lady. | discovered that her name was Clivia. She
was 32 years old and had ne family, just her cats. She was calmer this time, and we started to
talk about what had haoppened. Olivia told me that she had been sleeping in her house when she
heard some loud noises on the ground floor, At first, she thought that it waos her cats playing. but
the noise was very loud. She went downstairs to see what it was, and sow two very strange men,
who were tall, with big eyes ond a creepy face; they looked like monsters. So she ran, locking
herself in the bathroom, and she called the police. But the men caught her by knocking her down,
and she woke up in that field, completely numb and with a very odd feeling, just like what | had
been fealing that day.

In the end, we couldn t find anything to prove that the whole event invelved aliens, because the
trailer hod disappeared; though the field remained burnt with that strange drowing in the middie
of the hole. The whole city hod heord about the odd event, but there was nothing that could
confirm what had really happened. Today, 10 years later, the mystery of the trailer is still
alive and that strange feeling, well even though | don t feel it anymore, it has never fully
disappeared from my mind.



Garden of Evil eo @

Julia Delsantoro Schuindt

Jﬂh-ﬂ nna went to sleep tired thot day. The air was cold and still, almest as if it was moist to the
touch. Droplets of water occasionally rolled through the surface of the window panels near the
bed where Johanna slept. In her dreams she was in love, in fact she was alseo in love when awalke;
she thought of him everyday, even though his face was still o mystery to her.

The Tuesday thing hod been going on for a while now,; every Tuesday morning she opened har
door to find o huge bouquet of chrysanthemums waiting for her at the doorstep, resting in the
Iittle green carpet at the entrance of her house, The first ones were bright orange, just like embers
fresh from a fire, then she got the yellow kind, lilac and pink, but today she had the red ones, and
she loved them. They were gorgeous. She picked one and put it behind her ear, treasuring it as a
tokan of the love of her sacret admirer.

Johanna had always loved her plants, she had a beautiful garden in front of her house and her
backyard was filled with flowers:; she hod lilies, carnations, camellias and her favorites, the
purple poppies. She cared for them as ifthey were her children; she watered them, talked to them
and even read stories to themn. They were her first love, love at first sight, as you might say.

That Tuesday she decided to try to see who the parson sneaking flowers te her door every week
was. She boiled a kettle of water and made her fresh white tea, the tea that she knew was used to
keep people awake past their bedtimes for centuries, then she went up to her bedroom and
carefully closed the chic, transparent drapes just in the right angle so that she could peek at the
front gate. The woman waited, and waited, and waited, drinking her coffee and wondering what
that person was like; was it a she? Was it a he? Tall or petite? There were so mony questions that
helped to keep her mind busy and away from slumber.

The clock was nearly striking three in the morning, when finally she heard a metallic noise coming
from the front gate. It was a man, a very tall and lean man, elegant in the way he walked, wearing
a fitted suit and o cane. She couldn't see any more than that becouse the strest lights were too
dim, but that was enough for her. The man left the flowers and she felt the thrill of o young and
reckless passion building up in her brain.

She went through the week becoming more and more cbsessed with her admirer. The woman
would often cateh herself imagining the two of them going on dates together, stopping for ice
cream at o fancy shop, or even going to get Erncerieﬂ-.
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She thought of being together in the cheerful gardens, sating small sandwiches and drinking
fresh lemonade at a picnic. Johanna would sit in front of her mirror for hours brushing her silky
deep brown hair while she fantasized obout those silly dreams. She was egger to actually meet
that gentleman. He had no idea of the effect he had hod on her.

After a whole week of thinking, Johanna decided to leave a note on her doorstep in the spot
where the man always left the flowers. She wrote to invite him for tea on Sunday and told him that
she loved his flowers. She sat the note there with one of her parfectly grown silk white carnations
lying above the paper. Again she waited for the man to appeor like o shadow in the night, excited
to have another glimpse of him. When he appeared, he teok the note and carefully read it while
holding the carnation close to his nose, then he vonished in the dark moving at a happy poce,
almost as if he were dancing. She wos delighted with the scene ond went to sleep hoping for the
week to fly by,

On the next day when she woke up, she rushed to the door and grabbed her flowers, hugging and
smelling the bouquet with pure joy. Johanna put the flowers in a jar of water with a bit of sugar
to keep them pretty and plump for a few more days, then she went to her garden in the back yard
to tell her poppies the good news.

- |'m finally going to meet him! - She exclaimed to the bright purple flowers planted inthe ground.
The poppies looked at her in o very suspicious way and replied:

- What if he doesn't like us? What if he steals you from us? You promised to look after us!

Johanna was shocked, but it wasn't the first time that her poppies were angry with her, and she
understood the reason; after all, they were only trying to protect her like they did years before.

- He seems like o good man, | really want to have the chonce of getting to know him better! - She
said out leud, the flowers looked back at her and said no more, simply witharing a bit in
discontent.

She felt divided by the love that she held for the poppies and their magic properties, and alse by
the love and affection that she had built up for the mysterious man.
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That night Jehanna had all sorts of nightmares being haunted by her flowers and the crimes that
they hid below their beauty. When she woke up, the woman realized that she wasn't in her bed:
as a matter of fact she was standing in the middle of her garden, covered in dirt and holding o
shovel in her delicate, pale hands, viewing the horrid sight of o grave dug near the daisies

- You know what you have to do. - Said the poppies in a macabre choeir, she agreed, and indeed
she knew what was to come.

On Sunday merning she started the preparations, she took her finest china from the cabinet,
organized the toble with beautiful fresh flower arrangements and prepared food for the table:
honey, goat cheese and finger sandwiches. Her perfectly delicious poppy seed coke was just
fresh out of the oven, spreading its nutty roosted scent throughout the whole house, She also
made her special tea, which she sweetened with her special flower jelly.

The woman went upstairs and got herself all delled up: she chose a light, discrete silk dress,
painted with the colors of a shy afternocon sky. Her brown hair was tied up in a thick braided bun
with small wavy strings thot fell from it like o coscode. She was not happy anymore; now she felt
very apprehensive. She paced from side to side around her room until the clock hit four in the
afternoon, and she heard the doorbell. It was too late to turn back now: the poppies had heard
the doorbell too, and they would know if she turned the man away.

He was gorgeous, and she felt 30 serry for having to let all that beauty go to waste. He was
wearing ancther suit, a gray one with a silk blue tie around his thin and elegant neck. He was
probably from a goed, wealthy family and she could tell this by his golden waotch chain and by
the ring he was wearing in his pinky finger. He smiled ot Johanna but the smile wasn't a very
white or pure one. She invited the man in, and to her surprise, he didn't leave his cane at the door
with his hat, but instead carried thern both inside. The hoppy doncing poce she had seen the
previous night was in fact a limp in his leg.

They were both sitting at the table chatting but Johanna couldn't seem to keep her mind focused
on the subject.

- Would you care to try a piece of my poppy seed cake¥ — She said, trying to avoid much
conversation.
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- I'm not much of a poppy ssed on my food kind of man. - He replied with a smirk.

The decision of turning him away that she had been considering was immediately forgotten. How
could someone not like poppy seeds?

- They are such ugly, little flowers, not even close in comparison to the other flowers with all their
beauty and aromas.

When she heard that last sentence, she didn't think twice before pouring the man a cup of the
warm tea with o huge dollop of her special flower jelly in t. The man was delighted with the sweet
scent of the tea and took a huge gulp of it. She smiled at him and he complimented the jelly, After
he was finished with the whole cup they chatted for a while maore, and she said that she loved his
chrysanthemums; he replied that he loved the carnation she hod left for him.

- The secret for beautiful carnations lies in the fertilizers | use on therm. - The woman said, while
the sides of her face wrinklad a little with the tenzion of her almost rude smile.

- Caon | see your garden then? Maybe you can teach me to toke better care of my own flowers. -
When they stood up the man felt a sudden dizziness. He looked at her, and she maode a confused
face. She asked if he was okay. The man replied that it was probably becouse he had stood up
from the chair too quickly and loughed, apologizing. She nodded with her head and pointed the
way ta the garden. The man went ahead of her, walking with his cane in his hand again, but he
stopped os scon as they got to the garden and he saw the large grave at his feet.

- Are you planning to plant a tree here? This hole is deep enough to fit a big one. - The man said,
grasping his cane firmly and feeling even more dizzy.

Johanna quietly raised the shovel in the air, and as soon as it descended a spritz of red tainted
her dress, while his bady fall into the hole like a lifeless potato bag.

- Mobody gets to hate poppies in my presencel - She ecreamed at the man in the bottom of the
pit.
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The flowers agreed. Johanna watered all of the other ten coffin-shaped flower plots, each one
blooming with a different flower of a different age, but grown with the same fertilizer.

- You will grow perfect this time my love, | promise. - She whispered to the seeds buried into the
fresh soil, hoping thot one daoy they would meet her high expectations.

Johanna went back inside, showered and burned her dress, and befare sleeping she drank
another cup of tea with a very small amount of her jelly, made of sugar and opium from the
poppies she cultivated. She wished sweet dreams te her flowers, and with no guilt, in peace, she
slept.



You Were Right oo (27)

Isis Maureen de Souza Cardoso

- You were right, I'll give you that... - They say after letting out o dramatic sigh. After a moment

and an amused smile, they turn to their right side, resting their head with a hand. If laying on the
hardwood floor was uncomfortable, they weren't showing it.

Aside from the sound of shallow breathing, the room was very quiet.

= | tried my best, you know? To fit in, to be normaoal... But it can be a bit hard when you can't fesl
what people should, 50 | had to fake it. Maybe that is why | usually did se well in drama closses...

“Anyway, | noticed that you were bothered by me o few months age. | overheord you complaining
to others, well... maybe not complaining, not at first, but [ heard you saying about how there was
something about me that just "felt wrong™ or that | didn t seem very "genuine”. You could have
hidden it a bit better, don t you think? It was clear how annoyed you were that no one seemed to
agree with you. |t didn't help thot | was always o good student, good prades, good behavior,
always kind and palite, | even lutor math to the lower grades, volunteered regularly | tried to
make sure thot no one could paint me in a bad light... Chl”

They let out a playful giggle. turning to look at the ceiling again. Their right cheek was now wet
with a dark red liquid.

= | thirk | know what it was... it was the prize, wasn't it? For the best essay in our grade? That's
what got you so bothered? - There was a short huff. - It's true that these things are relevant when
you are trying to get a scholarship, but | thought it was something more interesting. But | wonder
what made vou start laoking inte me...

“I'm used to people looking at me, especially when they think they nofice something odd or out of
place. Hmm, but normolly they leove it alone, | thought you would do the same. | wasn't really
surprised. since yvou weren't that subtle, the side glances and getting so tense around me didn’t
give it right away, but not covering your tracks did. Did you really think that no cne was going to
tell me that you were asking around about me? A little naive on your part. As | said, | always
made sure that people hod a imoge of me. 50 when you went to some of our teachers, the
fibrarian and the nurse with so many guestions about my behavior and my past, they were a bit
worried thaot maybe we weren't getting olong, even offered to hove o folk with you. At least the
others could hide their suspicions for o little longer...”
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The only answer was a quiet gurgling.

- The others? Yes, of course there were others. Unfortunately, they couldn't just let go, you know?
What am | saying! Of course you know, you just tried to do the samel - There is another giggle,
followed by a sigh aond a small frown. - We could have had o lot more fun if you hodnt done
things so secretly, if you hadn't snooped around.

After o short silence, they could hear steps approaching at o slow pace. The shallow breathing
near them suddenly became labored. The security guards en campus usually did their rounds at
that time. A flash of light passed briefly through the windows and they could hear someone
whistling.

A meekly "help” echoed through the lorge room.

- Oh please... f you want anyone to help you, you will need to do a little better. - Their tone was
kind, but their sly smile gave their real intentions away.

- it wouldn't have come to this if you hodnt gone to my student records and medical files. |
expected better from vou. - Getting a little closer, they whispered - It was rude, you know? Those
should be privatel

‘I thought it was a bit add that you suddenly decided to help in the schoaol's office, since you
mentioned before how administrative work beres you. Especially at such late hours! If you hadn't
mentioned a few key words to the nurse, | wouldn't have felt the need to intervene. Of course, the
fact thot she was getting old and a bit forgetful helped me to get rid of her.”

The girl laying beside them shed o tear. They were in a similar position, with their arms and legs
spread apart. The girl on the right was almost still, the only movement being the barely visible
ups and downs of her chest. As her pulse was getting slower, she was getting more and more
pale. The floor surrounding her was wet with something that had a very similar color to the walls
surrounding them, a deep shade of scarlet.

Moticing the silence, the person on her left turned to the girl, adding quickly with a comforting
tone:
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= Oh, don't worry, | didn't have to kill her in the end, just made her think that she wasn't fit for the
job anymore. It was easy really, swapped around some labels, misplaced a few objects, made
her think that she was "hearing things”...

She could hear the person speaking near her, but ot the stote that she wos currently in, she
couldn't understand much of it, not after losing so much blood.

Everything hurt, she was emanating a cold sweat and, as much as she wanted to get up and run
away, there wasn't really much energy to do anything; the small bit thot was left was currently
focused on remaining conscious.

- It wos also very easy to get yvou alone, you should have known better, really. 4 girl, alone, this
late at night? Thot's dangerous! Yeah, yeah, you were inside the school building, it should have
been safe encugh. Still, you could have been more careful... - They switched their gaze back to
the ceiling, the old chandelier looked almost enchanting in the low light of the room. They spoake
again after taking a deep breath. - If you were going to look at the student files, did you really
need to do it ofter hours, in the dark, with a flashlight? People already knew that you helped the
teachers, you could have turned the lights on and just come up with a lie if you hod gotten caught.
Well, | guess you never were a good lior...

I was going to do it in the office, but you kept running around... It was a little unnecessary. Going
inside this baliroam was even more unnecessary. If you were so suspicious of me, why did you let
me gel so close? You really didn't nolice me approaching from behind? You thought, what. .. that
you could fight me? Bare hands against a really big knife?"

After another deep breath, they got up and stared at the girl on the floor. She tried to mutter
something, but the only thing that came out was o quiet sob. They sighed.

- It's akay, there are not many peaple whe will miss yveu.

She hod been looking at the ceiling for some time now. A part of her hoped that someone would
find her in time. but the other was accepting what was coming. Her vision was blurry with tears
and it was hard to focus on anything, but when they stood over her, she could see their smile, and
the gentleness of thot smile only mode things worse.
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Before she even had time to close her eyes, there was o sharp and deep cut on her neck, and she
drowned in her own blood.

They hummed as they walked away, leaving the building and blending in with the crowd, while
they thought about adding a few things to their list of chores and assignments for the rest of the
week. They smiled and waved as the other students recognized them. [t was really lucky that she
decided te play detective while the schoel held the Halloween party, they theught, while joining
the group they usually hung out with, pretending to be enjoying the festivities for the rest of the
night.

W

"Now on to some shocking news: The body of o female student was discovered this morning at
the Cleanton Preparotery School. Their annual Halloween parly was held the nighl before, and
several witnesses cloim to haove seen a girl weoring the school's uniform, with several stab
wounds on her chest area, and with her throat cut, laying in o pool of blood in one of the rooms.
However, they thought it was part of the decoralions, since the school is known for displaying
very #laborote decorotions on Holloween. A jonitor, who was sent to clean the room todoy,
notified the outhorities after noticing that it was, in fact, o dead body. The school board has yet
to release an official statement in regards to the situation. The police have had limited access to
the crime scene and are still investigating...”



A Crucial Mistake oo @

Julia Laurengo Pereira

“i all started when | accidentally picked up the wrong suitcose ot the airport. | wos so excited
about being back home ofter so many months thot | didn't even notice exoctly what it was that |
was doing. Samuel was waiting for me, smiling widely. As scon as he saw me, he came tewards
me, moving in what was something between a fast walk and a slow run, oand gave me o warm
hug.

“Can’t believe you're finally back”, he sald.
“Neah, it felt like the longest flight ['ve ever taken”, | said, just then releasing him, smiling too.

“Ready to go home, eat some good pizra and get some rest? he asked me, guessing my maod
perfectly.

“You really couldn't have made me a better offer”, | told him, letting my weak smile show all my
tiredness.

Samuel helped me with the luggoge. We got to his car ond it didn't take long before | was home.
| wasn't willing te unpack or erganize anything at that moment, instead | went straight to shower.
My bathroom was very tidy after not being used for so long, and | even felt sorry about using it.
Before closing the door, Hold Sam that | would be right back. He was apparently having problems
with his cell phone.

“Yeah, ok. And | guess I'll have to go. I'm really sorry, but look ot this®, he said, coming closer and
showing me his cell phone. | sow a couple of messoges sent by his boss on the screen. Someaonse
had just breken inte the company office, and he was being reguested te go back to work to check
what wos going on.

“What the helll” | soid, astonished. "You definitely should go and help”.

“I'll be back as soon as the whola thing is solved”, Sam told me, locking o bit distressed. He kissed
me goodbye ond left,

Great, no company on my first day back. | guess | wouldn't have much to do besides unpacking.
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Even though | was tired, falling asleep at 7 pm was not an option; that was too early in any
circumstance. | took the shower | was so desperate for and started to organize some of my
things. | eventually convinced mysel thot sooner or later | would have to unpack the largest
suitcase anyway, so there was no reason to keep postponing it. When | turned to get it, | realized
that something was wrong. Oh, crap, | thought, thot's not my suitcase.

Why didn't | check if it was the correct one when | got it? What was | thinking? How the heil did |
confuse my own suitcase with such a weird looking one?

| tock a closer look at it and, the more | looked, the worse the block suitcase seemed to be. It wos
all scratched, and was stained in some places with an opparently scarlet liquid. There was also o
funny smell that seemed to be emanating from it; old leather, | guess, If the clothes inside were in
a similar state to the object containing them, the real owner would not have much to miss. Maybe
| should open it, | thought. | could not risk messing up my perfectly clean bed though, so | kept the
suitcase on the ground, unlocked it and opened it.

It felt like my brain could not fully register whaot | was seeing. A cold feeling washed through my
whole body and | felt as if an electrical current had just hit me. A scream was stuck in my throat.
| could not move or draw a breath. | hove never felt so horrified in my entire life. Nothing could
have ever prepared me to face the scene playing out in front of my eyes

A dead bedy. There was a dead body inside the suitcase.

How?

Why?

| shut my eves closed with all the force | could gather and slowly sat on the floor, covering my face

with rmy arms. It's not real, | thought desperately, it can't be reall I'll open my eves and it will be
gone.

It was not gone. It was still there. Even after trying to make sense of the situation and convince
myself that it waos not actually happening. | opened my eyes and saw it again.
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But now | could not stand to lock at it anymore. My sentes seemed to come back to me, and | was
able te get up from the floor and quickly leave the room. | closed the door behind me and started
walking around the apartment. it was impossibie for me to focus. It took me a while to realize thot
| was supposed to call the police, and when | finally mode my way to get my cell phone, which was
lying on the small table near the sofa, a knock on my door made me halt in the middle ofthe living
room.

| froze for a solid minute, but then the knock came again, and it cccurred to me that maybe Sam
had come back for some reason and would be able to help me. | tock a few fast steps towards the
door and opened it. And all the rush of fear came back again. The strange man standing in front
of my door was dressed in all white: shoes, ponts, shirt and coat. His foce was pale, as white as
his clothes. contrasting with his dark block hair. He was holding something in his hand,
something that | was only able to identify shortly after having it pressed agaoinst my skin.

"Hope you liked the new suitcase”, he said. injecting the syringe content in my right arm.

All my senses slowly left me, and the man just stored at me, motionless, waiting for me to
succumb.

After a period of time, | was not able to discern how long, | woke up in the same place where I'm
being held hostage now. It is like a cell. No furniture, ne windows, almeost no light. The only way in
is through a door that provides a siit of brightness through the slot between the ground ond the
bottorn of the door. Judging by the change in the light's intensity, | have been here for o whole
day since | woke up. Completely sealed inside this reom, my nose seems to be getting used to its
smell. Not the smell of old leather this time, but the smell of a place that has certainly housed a
corpse before.

Whoever brought me here has not come bock to check on me yet. But | heard people talking.
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Seconds after waking up, | suppressed the urge to desperately scream for help, because |
realized that semeone was near the door. | used all my strength to focus on what they were
saying. It sounded like two man.

" but I'm not sure if she was a good choice. This guy must know her very well, maybe he will
malke it hard to keep the story believable™.

"Thess beings will believe averything. The mode up evidence reported is enough. You know how
humans are always fascinoted by monstrous acts, no matter hew much fear it causes them. And
when it all happens for the second time, tomorrow, it will be even more interesting for them”.

"Do you think they are going to figure things out?”

"They won't have time for that. By the time they get close to understanding the situation they
wan't have any power over it anymore. When all the fear caused by the deaths areund the globe
becomes pure power placed right into my hands, they won't have any option cther than to serve
us".

"It sounds plausible, yes™. & pouse. | held my breath. "5o0 we dont need the girl anymaore, |
SUppOSE .

"She's no use. And we don't have to waste our time. The injection will kill her soon, right after
messing with her head a little bit. We'd better get moving now”. Footsteps began and faded
seconds later

| hove been laying motionless on the cell's floor since | heard those men leave. | am feeling sick,
like | am going to throw up. And | can not let go of the sensation of being observed. Has thot crack
in the ceiling been there all along? | wonder. What are those pills doing near the door, laying on
that dirty tray? | do not feel like | will ever know the answer to that question. And | become more
certain of this with every second.



The Brothers oo @

Eric Alan Rocha Reginato

M’ke. when will you caome back to play with me? | miss you so muchl

Ever since you went to live at grandma’'s house, | ask daddy and mommy when you will come
back to our sweet home, but they always answer that you are not ill like me, and that that rainy
day when we decided to play soccer was the reasen why we got pneumonia. | don't know about
you, Mike, but | don't think | can trust moemmy and daddy anymore, because we have been sick
at the same time before, 5o why is it different this time?

Without you by my side to play with, | feel that the days are like a limbo of loneliness. | wake up,
| eat Froot Loops with milk in your favorite bowl. | say bye-bye to daddy, and | listen to mommy
reading a book aloud. But the worst part of my days, lil' brother, is when the rain is peuring down
outside, and | have ta swallow the pills that help me to be healthy, and finally go to sleep. | swear
it's all so boring and tiring without you. Reallyl | don't have a TV to watch our faverite cartoons:
SpongeBob and The Woody Woodpecker show... Do you remember them? | don't have a mirror
to make silly foces, or toys to create stories about heroes fighting against villains, And | don't
have you to pretend that | am the Super Lightning and you are the Mud Man.

It i= a limbo of boredoam, where the windows are always closed, as mom always says that the
storm will flood the house if they are open. Not that it matters, since | spend most of my days
inside the dark basement. Every time | see a little flash of light, | ery, asking to play in the yard,
but mommy always uses the rain as an axcuse not to let me, and paints ocut that | need to stay
under the covers to get better. Now I'm here crying. and thrashing in fits of agony, and she is
making me swallow the sleeping pills and drink the juice. | can't see anything now, Mike...

ik e

Mike, | haove a plan. Do you remember when we decided to put one of mom's sleeping pills in
Uncle Zachary's soda? And how he slept for, like, forever and we played with his lighter? So... My
plan is to do the same thing with moemmy, after dod goes to work, and then | can finally get out
of this house and walk to grandma's house to ses you.
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Now mommy's here, standing in front of me, with that hair of hers tied in a messy bun, trying to
force me to take those pills again. Oh, lil' brother, she does not notice how | do not chew the pills,
or how | keep them under my tongue until | can hide them beneath my pillow. I'm a genius! You
should've known that | was a mastermind and | would make Machiavellion plans.

| miss you so much, Mike. | cannot wait to wait to see you. Tomorrow | will definitely put my plan
into action

T

When the morning comes, while mom is preparing my Froot Loops, | crush the pills in the glass of
orange juice. | devour the Froot Loops as usual, but refuse to put the juice in my mouth. | cross
my arms, peut and make a disgusted face at the orange liquid.

“¥ou need to drink your juice,” her tone of veice is that of someone extremely tired, with no more
strength to force a noughty child to do semething against their will.

‘| won't! You poisoned it, you witch!™ | yell this like | am about to go into crisis mode, keeping that
disgusted expression focused on my glass. "l don't wanna diel”

“You won't die, hun. | promise.”

“Liar!” | shout loudly. *| will only trust you if you drink it first.”

*Now’s not the time to play around...”

Tired and with no strength to argue, mom decides to drink all the juice, and tells me | am
grounded. There is now an angry expression that haos replaced her once-so-careful gaze. When
dad goes to work, she takes me to the basement, saying that she is going to read me a short

story, and then force me to take the sleeping pills. It all seems super unfair, but | agree, as so far
everything is going as planned. Once | escape the house, no day will ever be the same again.



The meds kick in a few hours later, and mom falls asleep sitting in her rocking chair, as she hugs
a copy of the Bible with its yellowed pages. All | have te do is steal the key ring from her right
pocket, and be very careful geing up the stairs and unlocking the basement door. Soon, | hear
seven footsteps of someone sleepy coming up the stairs to catch up with me. It's her,

If she had caught me before | ran away, | would most certainly have been grounded for life. But
far yvou, my brother, | manage to run with my small lags to the exit, and she is unable to reach me
in time. Yet, | can't escape, because | can't find the right key to open the door. | am so close, but
at the same time, 2o far away. | have never felt my little heart beat so fast.

* just wont to protect youl Don't run away!” She yells, while getting closer, things ore getting
totally out of her control. She stretches out her arms thot are now limp and wrinkled, ready to
stop me from escaping from that windowless eternal limbo. “You won't die, dearl”

Luckily, she passes out in the middle of the living room, unable to catch me. In a few seconds and
with the correct key, | am able to run towards the storm thot is falling dewn outside. No... There
is no storm, just o warm sun, that I'm sure will burn my pale skin. The sound of the storm keeps
ringing in my ears, because the rain was never outside our house, but inside my mind.

The reason | never stopped hearing the rain has to do with what happened the afterncon of the
storm, when we were playing soccer. | remember clearly how neither of us managed to catch the
ball before it rolled toward the street, and alse hew we competed to see who would get to the ball
first. | was always the fastest, and | got to the loy before you did, the same way the vehicle with
no headlights en rocketed right up to me, giving the driver no chance to prevent that fatal
accident.

Mike, now everything maokes sense. All my life is a lie. I'm deod, this house is hell, and our parents
are the demons. With these memories of my death illuminating the dark side of my brain, | cry
like a baby. Da you remember how | dlways teased you, calling you a fearful cry baby? Mew I'm
the cry baby. Actually, I'm a dead cry baby, crying because | cant see my favorite person in this
woarld ever again.

The tears spill out even harder when the demon's car pulls into the driveway, and o creepy old
man steps out of the vehicle.
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He doesn't look like dad, even though there are features that bring back memeries of the dad who
held us up into his lap when he got heme from work.

*Son, you should come back inside. | can explain everything. okay®”

Like a monster, he is getting closer and closer with his fast steps. | am paralyzed.
“¥ou are our baby. We just want to protect you.”

*| want Mikel | want my brother!”

“You don't understand...” The demon's voice is hoarse, barely audible to me, the boy with the
sound of rain inside his head. Even so, it takes me a while to understand that he is going to drag
me into the house. If | want to get out of this limbe, | will have to fight my way te heaven.

It seems impossible that a seven-year-old boy con take down a demon, but | do itl Cne punch is
enough to send the old man to the ground, begging me not to hurt him. | keep hitting the one who
pretends to be my fother, demonstroting how much stronger | am than that maoniac. After o few
maore hits, | have beaten the monster, and | am free to walk the streets, to head towards o better
place.

My next action is to get up, and | feel the wind bloew against my face. A sweet taste of my
freedom. However, when | see my reflection in the car window, a scream of terror escapes my
mouth. | am in the body of a man, apparently older than when our father still took care of us. But
itisn't @ man | om staring ot... [t is me. [t is all o lie, Mike. Decades have passed since | ceased to
be a child, and | have now taken the form of an old man, with long brown hair. an equally long
beard, and skin as pale as o monster’s.

All my life is a lie.

Mike, | did not die in that accident. You died] You died and it's all my fault. You, the fearful one,
ran in my direction to stop the car from hitting me squarely on. But it didn't help, because both of
us were practically crushed by the car.
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You were fighting for your life even before we got to the doctor, but you died while | was
undergoing all those surgeries, surgeries that were never able to fully reverse my brain trauma.
Up until age thirty-three, all of my days have been the same; because my parents could not
stand to lose another beloved child, they chose to keep me as a child until there was no more
salvation. They became tired, bitter and old, but | sow them os young, for | wos manipulated into
believing that vou were never gone.

The terror is still in my eyes as | recall every bit of our tragic story, and | finally understand every
one of my parents’ lines. They just wanted to protect me. Bul at what cost? | have wasted my
whole life. Mo, there is still salvation... If enly | could run towards the street, and yell for a car to
toke me to safety. | am so close to living.

But my dad is also close, close enough to sneak up behind me and bang my head against the
car's window, while begging me to forgive him for everything. There is no way to forgive, even if
over the next few days, little by little, | am starting to forget my discovery again. From time to
time, | arrive ot this same point, almost starting to remember, until | am forced to return to the
bazsement.

This is the first time that my parents actually lock me in the dark room, and nail my palms
against the wall behind the bed. Blood runs down my honds, as tears are streaming down our
parents’ aged faces.

“We're not going to let you die, dear.” They swear it seven times per day when they come in here,
while | scream, begging them to set me free. But in order to protect me from my own death, my

parents will never let me experience a taste of life.

The only and last time | see o light is on the third day, when all the pain in the palm of my hands
is finally gone. And now, after another 32 years, | need to ask you:

Mike, when will you come back to play with me? | miss you so muchl/



Temporary Weakness oo (40]

Rafael Oliveira Gomes

H& sat next to her on the icy, bloodied floor boards and sighed. The burning sky outside never
changed, but they tried to forget about this cursed nightmare ot least for a minute. The Man
carefully took off his bloodied gloves, and gently stroked his calloused hands. It was like touching
someone else's hands, as the touch felt so unfamiliar. The Lady silently watched his odd and timid
movements, kesping her eyes from locking directly at him. Something in their hearts could not
rest. The chilling and the steely air coming from the door, which even in calm moments like these
threatened to suffocate. It was the smaell of blood... 50 much bleod, it was everywhere, spilled
from their countless baottles, Now all their thoughts were drowning them, mixing. Between them
was a shored momentary weokness thaot the world needn’t know about, The lioness's pride and
firm stoicism subsided, as the Lady bowed her head on the Man's shoulders, her sigh full of
sarrow and sadness.

His weary mood was no bettar as he clung to her hands, and bloodied clothes like a child clings
to a parent. Mayba, just maybe, the Man was not alone in his pain. He shed tears all over the
lady's bloodied cape, and the tears mixed with the crimson blood. She benevalently, ond so
gently, coressed his mortal head, holding his trembling hands, Now she was letting out all her
sorrows, but she still lacked the skill to express her feelings; the ability to be someone other than
o rmentor, o master, or a beacon for the loenely man. She sighed, as if she wanted to say
something as the flowing water kept coming down his cheeks. She wondered:

“Dpes he feel guilty for crying before my very ayes? Or did the pain finally catch up to him?"

Whatewver it was, she placed her hands on his red cheeks and collided her forehead into his. They
swore never to speak of whot had just accurred. He poured out again,more tears and like a baby,
said something indistinct to her, about being ashamed of his current appearance. They hugged.
They both needed it, for they had lacked human affection amongst all the chaos and constant
fighting. For the first time, the Lady gathered all her pain and concentrated it into a single tear.
When the teardrop dried up, they fell silent and looked ot the moonlight piercing the windows. For
some time they sat there moticnless, but when the townspeople started screaming in the
distance, the Lody got up ond said:

"Only an honest death can cure them now. We must liberate them from this nightmare.”



As the Man eagerly got up and readied himself for another violent hunt, the Woman muttered to
herzelf:

"It was just a temporary weokness.”

This story was inspired by the video game Bloodborne. Names and locations were removed to
avoid any copyright infringement.



Trust Me oo (42)

|sabela Franzoni dos Santos

Ya:-u were right,
You were always right.

Cordelia Lovell was lote for class for the first time since she had set foot in Soint Adrien. She knew
how seriously Mr. Brown took tardiness so she jogged a little quicker, strengthening her hold on
her backpack's straps. The previous night, Cordelia had hod a terrible nightmare involving her
mother and a beheoding. For o week now, her dreams had all been following that pattern: her
loved ones dying in different types of terrible murders. Because of that, she hod not been sleeping
a5 much as she should have, which refiected in her behavior in class. For exampile, the day
before, Msa. Lewis had asked her to read a paragraph from the book for the whale class and,
well... Let's just say Cordelia might have read almost half of the words wrong, which caused her
classmates to lough, and the teacher to be furicus.

Saint Adrien was a private high school located in London, well known for being rigorous and one
of the most expensive schools in Europe. Getting into this school, however, did not only depend
on how rich you were, or if yvou hod an influential family. They prioritized well-behaved students
and, of course, impeccable grades. Cordelia had worked hard her entire life just to have the
slight chance of being accepted at Saint Adrien. It was mostly her father and mother's pressure
on her that pushed her forward; they were once students there, as well as her grandparents. it
was a family tradition Cordalia just couldn't fail at being a part of. Heminded of tha risk of baing
expelled, Cordelia jumped the last three steps of the stairs, her legs wobbly. Sweat drops rolled
down her back despite the teeth-chattering weather.

Cordelia stoed in front of the classreom door, fixed her dark brown curls, and knocked, She
hoped Mr. Brown would be understanding. It was the first time she had been lote for something.
It was not usual for Cordelia to ever be late, and she hated it. Her father never tolerated any
misbehaving from her.

Suddenly, the door opened. Cordelia could almost hear the hinges screaming for mercy; such
was the force used in the action of opening the door.

“You're six minukas late, Ms, Lavell.” - Mr. Brawn said.
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Mr. Brown was the scariest man Cordelia had ever met. He was probably older than her
grandparents; he hod a permanent scowl on his face that transfigured his otherwise kind
features inte an l-will-send-you-home-right-now sight. However, what scared her the most was
his similarity to a tree that she had in her backyard at hame, both Mr. Brown and the tree were
impossibly toll, ond loomed over her in o way thot mode her feel insignificant. The tree's
branches would scratch her window every windy night, and she swore she could hear it asking
her ta let it come inside. For some reason, Mr. Brown seemed to despise Cordelia. Cordelia was
the top student in her class: she had outstanding performance, never once got a low grade and
was respectful even when Mr. Brown was rude_ She was clueless as to why he hated her guts.

* know, Mr. Brown, | just-"

“With all due respect, Ms. Lovell,” - he interrupted her - “| do not care. Just go to your desk and
let me continue to teach those who, unlike you, arrived on time, and are interested in preparing
themselves for their upcoming exams.”

Feeling her foce burn, Cordelia nearly sprang to her seat. Mr. Brown instantly went back to what
he was doing, explaining something on the board. Cordelio made eye contact with her best
friend, Bella Carter, o blonde and brilliant girl who had become Cordelia’s whole world less than
a week after they met ot Saint Adrien. They hod o one of @ kind connection; they could tell exactly
what the other was thinking just by locking at each other. This time was no different; Cordelio
could understand precisely what Bella's raised eyebrows were saying... "Are you crazy? Late for
Mrs. Brown's class?" Cordelia shook her head aggressively, as if shouting "MNot nowl Not nowl!”

After four long classes, they were finally released for break. Thare was nothing the students ot
Saint Adrien liked more about the place than its food. The school had kids from all over the globe,
from Brazil to Azerbaijon, and becouse of thot, it had to occommodate everyone's food tastes os
well. Every day you could eat Tteokbokki as o main dish and have Brigadeiro as a dessert; the
options were endless.

Cordelia and Bella got in line, chose their food and sat at a table near the school cofeteria
doorway. Before Cordelio could even open her mouth, Bella flooded her with questions,

“Cordelio, whot is going on with you?”
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“You have been acting so odd lately, there are dark circles under your eyes, you lock like a ghost!
Are you eating properly? Oh my God, of course you are, | see you every doy.” - Bella kept
rambling nonstop. It was funny to Cordelia how dramatic her friend was; nonetheless, she
appreciated her concern.

“Bella, please, stop it! I'm fine, alright?”

“You are not. Tell me why you were chewing on your favorite pen yesterday while staring at o
blank page in your notebook.”

Cordelia took a deep breath ond had on internal debate on whether ar not she should tell Bella
about her nightmares, She was reluctant to do so because most of them involved her friend being
abducted and killed by shadowy figures. And thot was where things got even more abnormal,
Bella had told Cordelia that she had been followed by someone around the school many times,
although she could never see whao it was. The anly thing she was emphatic about was thot it was
someone wearing “a black cloak with o hood on.” Of course, Cordelia always believed her best
friend, but she couldn’'t grasp why anyone would do such a thing to a lovely and harmless girl.

“¥ou see? That's whaot I'mtalking about!” - Bella said, while waving her hand in front of Cordelia’s
face. Cordelio finally gave in and told Bella everything, and she could already tell her friend was
terrified.

“Bella, don't freak out, it's nothing serious.”

“Such o coincidence can't be nothing, Cordelia, something is off.” - Bella said, while locking
around. She was acting very strange.

“Bella, is there something you aren't telling me 7 You are overreacting, it is not that serious. We've
already spoken to the principal about that person whe's following you. It's ok.” - She tock Bella‘s
hands in hers, they were sweaty and cold. Cordelia loved Bella so much, she would do anything
te make her friend happy.

“Alright, the thing i5" - Bella poused, and took a deep and shaky breath.
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“| think | saw Mr. Morgenstern doing something... Beyond weird."
“Mr. Morgenstern? As in our literature teacher?” - Cordelia asked, confused.

“Yes, ond since that day |... [ think he's been following me, |- | think he's the one wearing the block
cloak.”

Cordelia was speechless for a moment. Mr. Morgenstern was simply the most polite ond sweet
teacher in the entire school. He always had a smile on his face, made jokes and was far from
being as harsh as the other teachers. Cordelia could not possibly imagine Mr., Margenstern
hurting a fly.

“Bella, that's a serious accusation, are you sure?” - Cordelio questioned carefully. Not for a
moment did she think that her friend was making things up, but Bella could be mistaken. Every
time she had been followed. it had happened at night, and she could barely see the person.

“I've never been more sure about anything ever before in my life, Cordelia. | know what | sawl” -

Bella said firmly, looking deeply into her eyes. She now was the one holding Cordelia’s hands, so
hard it almost hurt.

“Fine, then | need you to tell me what exactly you sow.”

Before Bella could open her mouth, the bell rang. It was time to go back to class. If Cordelia hadn't
arrived late to closs once already today, she would have stayed to talk things through with her
friend, but she was clready failing ot maintaining good behavior lately, and she couldn't keep
letting thot happen.

“Bella, look, after class | will come straight to your room. Do not go anywhere else, ok?" - Bella
nodded, and they went to their separate classes.

After all Cerdelia’s closses ended that aofterncon, she headed back te the dorm. She was

exhausted both mentally and physically, but she needed to talk to Bella. Bella's reom was at the
end of Cordelia's corridor.
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She loved her friend's room because it had an amazing view of the forest that surrounded the
school. Composed by big and ancient trees, the dense forest felt mystical with its flowers of all
colors. sizes and smells, Whenever Cordelia and Bella had the time, they went to o small
clearing. not too far from the dorms, and talked for hours. Sometimes they even studied there; it
emanoted such a peaceful oura. They hodn't been there for quite o while now due to their exams;
it was their first experience with o Saint Adrien’s exam week and it surely lived up to its
reputation. Last week had gone by in a blur, Cordelia had been 5o busy almost devouring her
books, or just spacing out thinking about her unusual dreams.

Cordelia knocked on Bella’'s door and waited. Seconds went by but not a sound was heard
coming from her friend's room. She's probably at the library, Cordelia thought. She sighed and
went bock to her room, She decided to write Bella a note asking her to stop by later so they could
talk. Cordelio was too tired to go all the woy back to the library. After she stuck the note in her
friend's door, she ldid down in her bed and immediately fell asleep.

Cordelia was exhausted enough that she only woke up the next moerning and, thankfully, she was
not late for her first class. As soon as she stepped into the classroom, she noticed her friend’s
obsence. Cordelia frowned and locked around, but no long-haired blonde girl was to be sean. She
took her seat and checked her schedule, She was in the right closs. Mr. Morgenstern's literature
closs.

It was then thot Cordelia saw Nerha Caleman, the anly other friend Bella had. Differently from
her friend though, Cordelia wasn't really fond of him. In her head they were the typical academic
rivals, the only difference was that she hadn't ever verbally uttered it and so, well, he didn't know
about it, Since Bello had become friends with Mezha, she hod tried to maoke Cordelio befriend him
too; however, Cordelia wos too proud and intimidated by him. Another reason for that was thot
Mezha waos simply the most breothtaking human being Cordelio had ever loid eyes on. Nezhao
Coleman was tall, not too slim, but also not too muscular, but whot amazed her most was his
face; it was flawless, with not even ane freckle out of place. His lips were full and his nose was
straight, giving him an arrogant look. and the only thing that could ruin his face = and failed = was
a wee scar above his left eyebrow. His eyes were the color of @ moonless sky, dark but with the
stars still visible in them, She hoted his hair, hated it becouse she was not able to touch it |t
looked like the finest silk, long, and just like his eyes, pitch black.
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All of that only made Cordelia dislike him even more, how was it possible for someone that
stunning ko exist? She hod tried once to describe him in her journal, but she couldn’t find the right
words for it. Mo combination of syllables could ever describe his God-like appearance.

Cordelio pushed oside the aversion his sight coused her ond wolked to his desk, her heart
hammering in her chest. She really wasn't keen on talking to him.

“Do you" = she cleared her throat and raised her voice a note - "Have you seen Belia?" - Nezha
lifted his head, his eyes were even more impressive from up close than she thought was passible
for them to be.

“Bella®™ - He frowned. Despite him being the same oge as the other boys from their class, his
voice was deep and husky. - “No... The last time | saw her was yesterday in class. Why? Did
sormething happent”

“Oh, | just- Are you sure she wasn't at the library yesterday?

"“Yes, | was there until lote lost night and she never showed up.”

“That's weird...” - Just when she turned towards the direction of the door to go search for Bella,
Mr. Morgenstern entered the classroom.

“Good Morning, dear students.” - Mr. Morgenstern said, smiling from ear to ear. Unlike Mr.
Brown, Mr. Morgenstern’s smile reached his eyes, and made him lock handseme. In no way was
Cordelia attracted to her teacher, but he had the same beauty as a painting. or as a rainy day.
You just acknowledged its beauty. He had a handsome face, and that smile, along with his dark
brown skin color, only mode it more evident.

“Where are you going, Ms. Lovell? The class has started.” - Mr. Margenstern asked, smiling
amicably at her.

*| am going to look for Ms. Carter, I'm worried about her.”

*Ms. Corter?" - His smile seemed to folter for a second, but he quickly fixed it.
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“Yes, Bella Carter, my best friend.”

“Ms. Lovell, there was never a Eella Carter in this class.” - He explained slowly. Cordelia laughed
out loud and looked around the class, of course he was joking... Bella had been in this exact room
just yvesterday. Yet, all twenty-three students were looking at her as if she was mad, and no one
was laughing. Nezha was the only one confused like her.

“That's not funny. Mr. Morgenstern, Bella could be in danger right now.” = She gaid, louder than
she intended. She knew her teacher loved to joke around, but she was far from being in the moed
far that. Her classmates started to whisper and chuckle behind her back. “Has she gone insane?”
“What is she on?* Mr. Morgenstern approached her calmly and put his hand on her shoulder.

“It's exam season, you must not be not sleeping well lately. | think it's better to take you to the
infirmary, so they can give you something to help you calm dewn.” - Mr. Morgenstern hardened
his grip on her shoulder. to the point that it hurt.

Cordelio started to protest, but her literature teaocher waos already dragging her out of the
classroom. The infirmary was just around the corner, and it took less than o minute to arrive.
There, the nurse gave her a pill and some water, and told her to loy down on one of the beds.

Cordelia was so confused, she had no idea what was happening. How come no one remembered
Bella? Was Mr. Margenstern right? No, she thought, Nezha remembered Bella, she was not
crazy. Something was off, and she was going to find out what it was. Her head was spinning and
her vision started to blur with unshed tears. The universe seemed to be oul of its usual order.

“Ms. Lovell, dear," - Mr. Morgenstern approoched her bed, ond touched her hand. Instantly she
felt o weird feeling, like all her cells loathed his touch. Cordelia moved her hand out of his reach.
- "The nurse, Mrs. Smith, also thinks you're overwhelmed by stress, and it is causing you to have
hallucinations. Stay here until lunch and then go back to class, ok? I'll ask Mr. Coleman te bring
you your backpack.”

After Mr. Morgenstern was gone, Cordelia finally let some tears roll down her face, She couldn't
just lay there, she needed to do something.
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She looked at the nurse who was seribbling rapidly with her back turned to Cordelia. This was the
moment, Cordelia thought. However, the second she sat up, Mrs. Smith turned to Cordelia.

“Oh no, sweetie, lay down.” - Against her will, Cordelio loid back down again. She would have to
wait until the nurse was distrocted, Minutes loter, Nezha come into the room, pale and with his
gyes open wide.

“What the hell is going on?" = He screamed in a whisper. The nurse had gone to the cpposite side
of the room.

*| hove no ideal I'm as confused os you are.” - She cried out. Nezha sat on a chair by her bed and
put his head in his hands,

“We've got to do something... Listen, |- | will look for the students that usually see Bella and | at
the library, I'm sure they'll remamber her." - He lifted his head and Cordelia became starstruck
by his beauty once again. She was sick of him.

“0- gk, | can't leave here until my lunch break. Meet me in the dining hall loter?” - He nodded and
left in a hurry.

Hours later, Cordelia was released from the infirmary at last. She ran to meet Mezha. It was so
easy to spot him, he stood out among the hundreds of people. She sat in front of him and they
stared at each other silently.
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“Well I - they said at the same time. - Cordelia signaoled for him to keep talking. - "Mo one... No
one remembaers her.” - He gulped.

Cordelia's eyes become watery, and she was seeing a dozen Nezhas. This couldn't be happening,
it made no sense at all, How could someons be erased from everyone’s memaories but theirs?
What could've happened to Bella?
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Suddenly, she remembered that she and Bella hod been talking about Mr. Morgenstern
yesterday. She quickly wiped her tears and in a low veice told Nezha everything. Cordelia had
always had a hard time trusting people, there was a motte her mother had taught her: "Trust no
one." But in this case, the motto could not be applied:; she had no ocne to trust but Nezha. She
borely knew him, but he was the only other person still able to remember Bella, so she hod to tell
hirmn.

After she wos done, Mezha hod o weird look on his face.

“Bella teld me the same thing. she kept telling me how she got anxious just by being in Mr.
Morgenstern’'s presence.” - Cordelio started nervously shoking her leg under the table,
everything seemed to come bock to their teacher.

“Listen, Nezha, we should follow Mr. Morgenstern. Let's start deing it tonight. We'll hide outside
the teacher's dorm and wait until something happens.” - She said with conviction.

So that same night they hid in the dark, but nothing eventful hoppened. And even though they
tried following their teacher, this pattern of nothing hoppening repeated for more than o weel.
They'd sneak out at eleven o'clock, wearing black clothes from head to toe, meet at their hiding
spot and watch the dorm for three to four hours. During that time, they got much closer, Cordelia
was no longer nervous around Mezha, and she could now stare into his eyes without blushing. He
was really sweet, they loved the same books and the same writers; it was insane how similar their
interests wera.

His company, however, did not decrease the pain of Bella's absence. She missed her dear friend

so much thot sometimes it was hard to breathe. No day went by that Cordelia didnt cry over
Bella. She felt like she waos missing a limb. At long lost, on the tenth night that they snuck out,
something finally happened. As usual, they were talking about whatever came to their minds.

“What do you do to make your hair lock so healthy and shiny?" = Cordelio asked.

*MNothing. | swearl Just regular shamposa.” - He laughed. Cordelia loved to make him laugh. -
“Nour hair is way prettier than mine, though. Lookl”



He grabbed one of the curls, pulled it softly, and smiled at her, She hoped it was dark enough for
him not to see her bright red face.

“You're so stupid” - she loughed lighthy.

“And yvou're pretty” - he stated, locking deep into her eyes. He was no longer smiling. now he had
a drearny expression on his face. Cardelia did not know what to reply. of course she was used to
receiving compliments, she knew she was indeed pretty. However, a compliment coming from
him meant more te her than frem any other perzon. Her heart was beating so fast, she swore it
was going to come out of her chest.

The only thing she could think of doing was to close the distance between them. [t was clear their
thoughts were aligned because he too leaned his head forward. When they were a strand of hair
away from touching their lips, they heard a door closing. Beth of thermn were startled and, with
their faces blushing and their hearts jumping out in their chests, they turned to look for the source
of the noise.

It was o person with a black cloak on who, just like them, was wearing dark gorments from head
to toe. They hurriedly leapt up to follow whoever it was, careful not to make any sound. Cordelia
waos breathing ropidly and her whole body was trembling; this was the first time in her life she
had ever done something so reckless. Monetheless, she knew it would somehow help her to find
Bella, it had to. She had no other way of finding out where her bast friend was. She believed in that
as if her life depended on it.

“Cordelia, he's heading into the forest, we hove to walk faster” - Nezha said, reaching for her
hand. His hand was as damp and cold as hers was

“How do vou know it is a man? It's so dark | can barely see anything!”
“Judging by his height and size, it must be o man.” - He said simply. - "Also, if what Bella said is

true, it's probably Mr. Margenstern.” - Cordelia knew her friend would never lie, but she could not
stop woendering if perhaps Bella had been wrong, maybe it was not Mr. Mergenstern, after all.
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Nezha and Cordelic walked faster, following in the man's footsteps. The man was walking
abnormally quickly, which only made it harder for the kide to keep up while trying to be quiet at
the same time. Cordelia felt like the bushes and tree branches were closing in around them,
almost os if warning them to stay off that pathway.

QOut of nowhere, it storted to rain so heavily that Cordelia couldnt even see Nezha properly. She
wondered how on earth he could still see Mr. Morgenstern. The ground becarme muddy and
slippery in seconds, which made their pursuit harder, but also disguised any noise they might be
making. Wherever they were heading to, it was far, so far that their legs were beginning to burn.
She hoped Mezha knew the way back to the school.

After what seemead like hours, Mezha started to slow down. Cordelia tried to see what waos ahead
of them, but still she could see nothing.

“He stopped running.” - Nezha turned and whispered in her ear, hig voice was huskier than usual
since he hadn't been talking for god knows how long.

*| can't see anything, what is he doing?” - She whispered back. Now that they had gone this far,
Cordelia realized they didn't have a plan. If they saw Mr. Morgenstern doing something terrible,
how would they prove it to the school? Would they believe her over a teacher? How would they
explain why they were following a teacher in the middle of the night in the first place¥ Mo one
remembered Bella, so they couldnt just say that a teacher did semething to a student whe
technically no longer existed; everyone would say they were mad. Cordelia felt her stomach
drop. If they were caught by Mr. Morgenstern, what would he do? Based on what Bella had told
them, he was not a good guy.

*He... Oh God, he's gone." - Mezha soid, shocked. He must have seen in Cordelia’s expression
that she wos about to lose her mind. so he guickly added, "We should keep wolking forward, he
must be nearby.”

Stumbling. they continued woalking. The rain wos lessening to only a pit pat, and their
surrcundings became clearer. Cordelia immediately felt that something was off. She had no ideg
what it was, but she felt & anyway, deep in her soul.
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The forest was silent, as if even the crickets had stopped cricketing just to listen. All Cordelia
could hear was Nezha and her own shaky breaths.

*Nezha, we have to go back. Nowl” - She pulled him in the opposite direction; however, Nezha
resisted.

“Cardelia, what do you mean, ‘ge back'? Don't you want to find Bella? - He frowned ot her. his
hair was wet and stuck to his face. She couldn't help but think he looked cuter than ever. Cordelia
shook her head, che shouldn't have been thinking about that right now. Yes, he was right, she
wanted to bring Bella back, but... She looked ot him, he had come here for her; she was the one
whao had put him in danger. I'm being ungrateful, she thought. He could've just pretended that he
didn't remember Bella, he could've left me alone in this, but he's here with me, holding my hand.

“The forest... You know what, never mind. We better hurry before we lose Mr. Morgenstern's trail
for real.” - This time she was the one pulling his hand and guiding their way.

A crushed bush got Cordelia's attention. That was the only reasonable direction in which their
literature teacher could have gone. They picked up their pace, and about five minutes later they
found him. Whot Cordelia saw next paralyzed her. Her brain couldn't process the scene in front
of her. She blinked multiple times and shook her head, but nothing changed.

At least fifteen meters in front of themn, there was a clearing. In the clearing, the sky above was
as blue as the ocean, as bright as a summery day. Meanwhile, the rest of the forest was still dark
and soaked. Their breathing was heavy as they stared at each other in complete disbelief.
Cordelia’s mind was racing and her brain searched for an explanation, but nothing she thought
of could come close to maoking sense out of the scene. Cordelia and Nezha had begun to follow
Mr. Morgenstern at around one o'clock in the morning, when the full moon was shining in its holy
glory. Even if the sun had already risen, the trees were not big encugh to completely shroud the
sunlight frem reaching the forest. So why was it sunny in that clearing?

“Maybe..” - If Cordelia were a step farther away from Mezha, she wouldn't have heard him
speaking. - “Maybe now is a good time to head back to the dorms.” Cordelia wanted to run as
fast as she could, she really wanted to.
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But as soon as that thought came to her mind, Bella's foce popped up too. She would not
abandon her friend.

*No. We have to keep going.”

“Are you sure? Look, my dad has some good connections, he's an important man. If | write him a
latter he won't hesitate to help us.” - Cordelia knew he was trying to seothe her, and for that she
was deeply thankful, but she also knew that there was no going back.

*MNezha, let's keep following Mr. Morgenstern.” - She took his hand and he nodded at her. They
both took a deep breath and walked in the direction of the clearing.

When they got close to crossing the invisible line thot sepaorated the forest's density from the
clearing, they saw Mr. Morgenstern's dark figure. running, though at the same time, locking like
he was stuck in place and not moving an inch. Once again, reality seemed ta have shifted. The
space right in front of them was fluttering, as if they were looking ot a river on a nol so windy day.
Cordelio was starting to think she was stuck in one of her waird dreams.

Yet she hod come this far, so going a little further couldn't do any harm. Cordelia gothered all the
courage she had, and readied herself to take the final step.

“Cordelia, hold on.” - Nezha pulled Cordelia back and faced her, scaring her. Holding her
shoulders tightly he said: *| want you to know that | had ne cheice, my people had no choice.” -
He looked intensely at her, like his eyeballs were about to jump right out of their sockets. He
frantically examined her whole face, as though memorizing #. - “The moment we cross thot
portal, | will not be oble to help you, | will be helpless. For that | want to say that I'm profoundly
SOy,

Mot giving Cordelia a chance to think or speak, Nezha kissed her. It was not really a kiss, he
merely crashed their lips together. It was a hard touch; there was no kindness in it. Nezha was
angry. but not angry with her, Cordelia realized it was something else. But whatever craziness he
had uttered seconds ago, was all gone from her mind, and she could only focus en his lips
touching hers; his scent and the waves of heat coming from him.
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He inhaled deeply, and let go of her just in time to grab her hand and jump into the clearing.

Time was there, but it was also not there. Cordelia's body was burning and freezing. her mind
disintegrating and being built. All ot once. Her legs were no longer hers. it hurt. it was comforting.

it wos a hug, it wos a knife dug deep in her back, Every fear and hope crossed her mind in o
sudden flash.

Then suddenly it stopped.

She hit the floor and threw up all over it. It was far from being a nice view. Cordelia crawled on
the floor, trying not to pass out. After she was sure she wouldn't vormit again, Cordelia laid down,
closed her eyes and took a deep breath. She hod no idea what the lost five minutes hod meant.
Mezha had freaked out ond she couldnt make any sense out of his words. What did he mean
when he said his people had had no choice? What was he apologizing for? And why the hell did
he kiss her? Her head was spinning and spinning.

“Are you done? You've ruined my carpet with that mess of yours.” - A husky and deep voice said,
its tone flat, bored even.

Cordelia quickly sat up, ond her vision spiraled like the world was rotating at the speed of light.

She blinked repeatedly and after o few times she could finally see where she was. The first thing
Cordelia saw was the cobblestone floors, then the walis that were covered with the same
material as the floors. Next, she noticed her own vomit on a fancy looking floral carpet. Lifting
her head up, she glanced around, confused. She waos supposed te be in a clearing, she was
supposed to be sitting on gross, not on a carpet in some kind of medieval castle from the
European Middle Ages.

“For your information, we came up with this kind of architecture. Your people were the ones who
plagiarized it." = The same voice as before said, speaking from a place somewhere behind her.

She frowned. was this person reading her mind? Or had she said that out loud?

Cordelia stood up and turned around to finally face whoever was speaking to her.
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Mr. Morgenstern, wearing the same clothes as before, but with his face devoid of any sign of the
lavaly emile he carried around at school, was sitting on a throne made out of gold. Her literature
teacher.

“It took us so long to find you." - His voice hod also changed; it was nothing like before.
““ou did a great job, son.” - Cordelia blinked. Son? Who was he talking ta?

*Thank you, father.” - To Cordelia’s utter surprise, Nezha, whe had been quiet and still until that
moment, bowed his head.

“What?" - She whispered. - “Nezha, what is going on? What do yvou mean by 'father'?

Mezha looked ot her, and before his expression could go blank, she saw the pity in his eyes. In
that exact second, she connected the dots. It had all been a trap. She recalled how he had been
wager to follow Mr. Morgenstern and, in addition, the things he said to her before he pulled her
into the void, and to wharever they were right now.

*Quite dromatic, hmm?” - Mr. Morgenstern cought her ottention again. The tears pooled in her
eyes. She was so dumb. - “| wouldn't say that, my dear, we are the ones who were too smart, that
happens when you are immortal.”

“Stop reading my mind!” - Cordelia exploded. Now the tears were freely running dewn her lavely
face. - “Where is Bella? Where is my friend?"

“Bella?" - Mr. Morgenstern tilted his head back and let out a cruel laugh. - “Thot girl has been
dead for days now.”

Cordelia’s legs gave up on her, and she fell to the floor once again. She scratched the
cobblestones, her fingers bleading as she tried to breathe, but no air was enough to fill her lungs.
Mo, this could not be real, he had to be lying. Bella was not dead. Bella, her sister, her soulmate,
couldnt be dead.

“Oh, but she i5.” - He said excitedly.
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Mr. Morgenstern, for the first ime, Cordelia thought, disgusted her. - “It was her fault, though. If
she hadn't befrigsnded you, she'd be happy and alivel”

“¥ou're not making any sense, just tell me what the hell this is all about!” - Cordelia screamed the
last word, she had hod enough of being clueless.

“As you wish, madarm.” - He mocked. Standing up. Mr. Morgenstern brushed nonexistent dust
from his sormehow completely clean and dry clothes, and then he walked towards her, stopping
twe meters away. Nezha, she realized, had retreated to one of the corners of the room; his
posture rigid and his eyes emotionless. She did not recognize him anymaore. - “Well, let's start
from the beginning, sholl we?" - From the pocket of his pants, Mr. Morgenstern removed o
purple, sparkly powder. He blew it upwards towards the ceiling. - "We are from a planet called
Waessemn, the one that we are on right now” - as he tolked, the powder he blew formed into their
planet. - "It is not in the same galaxy as Earth. We are physically so far away from you that ne
technalegy you mundane people can preduce will ever be able to see us. In Wessem we used to
have twa species of intelligent forms: us, the Cassas, and the Cohos.” - The scene above them
moved, and it formed creatures thaot looked exactly like humans, only more ethereal locking. -
“Basically, there was never harmony between them, they were constantly ot war, killing each
other over nothing.

But everything changed when the Cohos developed a substance that gave them superpowers
and, with that strength, they overpowered and enslaved the Cassas for more than five thousand
years." - The sparkles then showed nothing but misery, and people being killed by the hundreds.

“During that period, Cassas were murdered, beaten, humiliated and repressed, but eventually
they were able to overpower their oppressors. They rebelled and killed ot least eighty percent of
the Cohos; it was o carnage.” - Little purple Caossas were shown killing Cohos with no mercy. - “In
order to avoid extinction, the Cohos fled Wessem, and using their magic, they found a small
planet caolled Earth. However, before leaving, the Cohos poisoned our sacred tree.” - An
enormous tree took up almost all of the space above their heads. It would have looked like a
normal fruit tree if it wasn't for the hearts spread all over where the fruits were supposed to be. -
“That tree, called |jaeh, is what keeps our planet alive. We are bound to it, and if it is sick, our
lands fall sick too. if it is healthy, our lands and rivers thrive.”
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“As the Cassas went after the Cohos in hope they'd revert the damage coused, they were met
only with a prophecy: The last Coho alive would have to willingly sacrifice themselves and have
their blood poured on the holy tree's roots. That is the only way to save Wessem." - Mr.
Morgenstern waved his hand and the powder fell over them like a purple rain.

“| assume” - Cordelia said in a low voice - "That has something to do with me, or else | wouldn't
be here.”

“fou're smart” - he chuckled humerlessly. - “You, Cordelia Lovell, are the last Coho alive. Cassas
have been killing Cohos for centuries, and we've finally found the last one.”

“If you only needed me then why did you kill Bella?* - Cordelia said through gritted teeth,

*| had na choice. We found your trace, but you and her were inseparable, and she also had the
Coho scent, due to baing constantly in your presence; an average human that smelled just like a
Coha." - Mr. Morgenstern circled her like o predator, just waiting for a sign of weakness to
attack. - “Not to mention the foct that she accidentally sow me creaoting a portal. How fortunate
for herl™ - Smiling, he oppeared again in front of her. - “After that day, | followed her for o while
just to scare her. It was kind of fun, if I'm being honest.”

“Bella, you were right” - she whispered to herself. - “You were always right.”

“Mezha lured her into coming here, just like he did with you.” - He said as if he hadn't heard her.
Cordelia felt so dumb at that moment; she had been so stupid. She had let o pretty face fecl her.
Mr. Morgenstern clapped his hands ence and Mezha immediately appeared by his side, handing
him o dagger. ts handle wos mode out of geld and was encrusted with emeralds. Cordelia’s
mother had had a collection of them ot home, but none had looked this majestic. It was the
prettiest dogger she hod ever seen.

“Hella used this same dagger to take her own life, but os you might assume, it did not work” = he
said, while admiring the dagger in his hands. - “This used to belong to an important Coho, your
ancestor. | kept it for more than a thousand years, and now it's time for it to be used again. by
the last of your kind.
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He threw it at her and she flinched as it landed right in front of her.

“l can't be the last Coho, what about my family ¥ - She knew she shouldnt be mentioning them,
but she was indeed not the last one alive. She had a feeling she already knew what he wos going
to say.

“I've already taken care of thern, so just kill yourself alraady. The clock is ticking, and as we speak
Cossas are dying. Wessem is dying." - Hearing about her fomily's death did not conjure any
reaction or emeotion in her. She no longer had the strength to feel anything but numbness.

*| don't want to die” - she soid. Cordelia loved being alive, loved to fill her lungs with oxygen and
open her eyes every morning. Death meant darkness, emptiness.

“Don't be silly, vou mortal little girll" - Mr, Morgenstern finally lost his cool, his eyes glittering with
rage. - "Don’t you see this is bigger than your insignificant existence? You must die, it's that
simple. My people have been suffering for millennia because of your ancestors. Our planet has
no food, the soil is sick, the animals are sick, and we have no way out. Your blood shall be shed
tonight.” - He spat this out all ot once. The veins on his temples were popping cut and his face waos
drenched in sweat.

Deep down Cordelia knew he was right. Whaot was one life compared to millions of others living
in pain? She was exhausted. She wanted it all to come to an end. There really was no way out. If
she somehow managed to go back to her world, no one would believe her. They would simply tell
her she was erazy and lock her up. Cordelia did not want to die, that she was sure, but she had
no family out there, no one she could go back to. She was alone.

Cordelio looked past Mr. Morgenstern, ot MNezha, who wos storing ot her with o blank
expression, like there was no longer a soul in that shell. He would not help her. 5till making eye
contact with Nezha, she grabbed her ancestar's dagger and, with no hesitation, stabbed herself
in the heart.



A Turbulent Journey oo (60)

Eugénia de Géis Haberkorn

The first time | saw her, the sun was about to set.

| was sitting on a bench at the park, looking at the busy street in front of me: cars of different
colors going up and down the avenue; the city lights starting to glow brighter. | had been
paralyzed for a few minutes, until a neen sign lit up across the streel, breaking my trance. Its
light was so bright | thought it was going to blind me. | covered my eyes for a second, and then,
she walked past me. A tall, slim woman, dressed in black. Her hair was jet black teo, and locked
like silk, as it swayed from side to side. She seemed to move so gracefully, | didn't realize how
much she had coptured my ottention. That is, until she looked back, and caught me staring. |
immediately looked away, feeling my heart pick up to o faster pace. | didn't have the galltodo a
double take, so all | could distinguish on her face was a pair of deep. dark eyes. | steod up from
the bench and hurried home.

A couple of weeks later, | saw the lady again during a break ot school. There was something
unsettling about it. | had never seen her walking those halls before, never seen her in o class,
never seen her in the cafeterio. | wondered if | was overthinking it. It was none of my business; if
anything, | thought, | probably shouldn't even look her way, because what if she remembered me
from the park and thaught | was a creep? A stalker? But | was so sure that | wouldn't have missed
someone 30 bewitching like that. not even in a crowd of students. She didn't look at me that day,
but | watched her walk down the hallway and out the front door of the building. She didn't grest
anyone, nor was she carrying anything that indicoted she was thare to study. Mo one else
seemed to acknowledge her presence. | went bock to my claosses.

| started sesing her more frequently ot school. Now she would sit in the cofeteria, even though
she never ate anything. and no one at her table ever spoke to her. | sometimes glanced up from
my plate to see her already staring in my direction. She always looked a bit sad: kind of pale. the
corners of her mouth turned down. | would sometimes hold her gaze, taking my time to admire
how her hair was tucked behind her ears. | considered asking someone which closses she took
ond who she was friends with, but | had no ene to ask, and | wasn't bold enough to talk to her, so
we continued with our secret staring contests. | must confess she was always the winner.

| saw her again at a party. | can't remember whose house it was. Really, | wasn't feeling it that
night, and | shouldn’t have been there.



| chose to go because | hadn't been to any social gatherings that semester, so | thought maybe o
little partying would cheer me up. But | wasn't a party person, so it was natural that, at some
peintinthe night, | would find myself sitting on a couch. It was ot that moment that | saw her. She
was dancing by herself in the middle of a crowded makeshift dance floor in the living room. An
upbeat song wos playing. | can't remember which song it wos, only that she seemed to be moving
te a different rhythm; slowly and delicately, yet no one paid attention to her. | did, though. And
she must have naticed, becausa she stopped her dance and came over to the couch, sitting next
to me.

It was the first time we had ever interacted. after weeks of looking. and staring. and thinking. She
looked much more stunning up close, oll her features could hove been sculpted by the greatest
Renaissance artists. | was speechless, os | hod always been. And then she spoke in o way that
seamed too gentle to come out of someone who looked so striking.

"What brings you here today?” she asked.

“It's my friend’s party,” | replied.

And then she chuckled and said, "You don't seem to have any friends.”

"You don't seermn to have any either,” | added boldly, "At least not from what |'ve seen.”

| don't know whot came over me. | had to dig deep to find the courage to say that, but | regretted
it the moment the words left my mouth. She didn't seem to mind, because she grinned and spoke
once again.

*Do you want to come and dance with me?"

| didn't want to dance, but | felt like | should, because | had been abserving the girl for weeks, and
it could be a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. | didn't want to dance, but | was at a party, and there
was music playing, and that girl was asking me to dance with her. So | held her hand and we
stood up from the couch. | didnt know if anyone was watching us, because | could enly look down
at our intertwined hands, and think of how with each second that passed, her grip felt stronger
and stronger.
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We danced close to each other in a corner of the living room. It wasnt a song people dance
together to, but we did. And | couldn't look ot her face; my whele body was too tense to process
what was going on.

The music was slowing, the song was almost over, but we couldn't stop dancing. &nd then she
moved her face closer to mine. Or maybe | did. However it happened, | felt a pressure in my
chest, my hands started sweating, and my lungs were getting tighter and tighter and...

| couldn't breathe. Hadn't | been waiting for this mement? Why did it all start to feel 5o wrong? |
started to become much more aware of my surroundings. The upbeat song we were slow dancing
to started to sound cbnoxiously loud. Her black clothes locked even blacker, if thot wos possible.
| automatically broke her grip and fled the room. | left her in the middle of the dance floor, and |
didn't look back, | was too scared she would come ofter me. As scon as | reached the front of the
house, the knot that had formed in my throat untied itself and | threw up. My body was shaking
a0 hard, it was as if | was freszing. My lips quivered and tears came to my eyes. and in no time |
was sitting on the curb sebbing. My mind was too hazy to hear the sound of footsteps behind me.
Suddenly, o redheaded girl crouched in front of me and asked if | was ckay. | clearly wasn't. As o
result, | couldn't manoge to reply verbally, only to nod. The rest of that night was a blur.

The day after the party, | woke up with a text on my phone. The girl who had helped me tha night
before, whose nome was Asha, was texting to check on me. We started talking and we eventually
found out that we had many interests in comrman. | had alao never seen her at school, but she told
me which closses she took, and how often she went to the cafeteria. She introduced me to her
friends, and they welcomed me inte their group. All of this happened over the span of about two
months.

| actually sow the dark-haired girl many times aofter that party, She was olways silent, alwoys
staring at me, and still wearing black clothes to match her melancholic face. She only tried to talk
to me again once, but she was interrupted by my friends, 3o | never heard what she had te say. |
realized that | had never asked for her name. | felt like | had olways known her, but | didn't even
know what to call her.

The last time | saw her, the sun was about to rise.
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Asha and | were on a walk at the park and | saw her sitting on my favorite bench, the same one
where | was sitting the first time | saw her. She didn't ook at me at all.

Asha osked in on apprehensive tone, “Are you feeling okay?®” | might have been staring too much
at thot empty bench as we walked past it.

“I'm okay."” | said to Asha, and we smiled.



The Perks of Being a Wallpaper Flower @ ¢ @

Elica Vorpagel Biff

, start to get ready for the party, I'm not even invited, but | don't think anyone will notice.
Becouse | don't think anyone will even notice that I'm there.

The water is too hot, but the weather is really cold, so my skin doesn’t complain about the warm
temperature. That's stupid, how could it complain? My skin doesn't even turn red when I'm
embarrassed, or burnad.

| confess | find it cute when some girls blush. | used to think this was literary bullshit, but then |
met Carla, o girl from my class. She is so pretty and shy, her cheeks turn red immediately when
someone cormnpliments her. Of course | never say o word. | just watch her being pretty and flirting
with ather peaple.

How could | say anything to her? She would never lock at me anyway.

| can feel my curls swaying in the warm wind of the hairdryer. My eyelids get heavy. The sheets
smell like flowers when | lay on my bed. | close my eyes, ond all | see is all | am.

Mathing.

| woke up very scared. Some giont machine was trying to murder me in my dreams. | can still
hear it getting closer and closer; it sounds like it's in my bedroem. | look out the window; there's
no sun outside. | look at the cleck on the wall: seven o'clock.

Late, so domn lofe.

| get up and unplug the hairdryer. My headoche gets better. | can feel my hair is messy, but
there's no time to try to fix it. | smile, imagining how crazy it would be if | tried to fix my hair using
a mirror. I'm not thot kind of person. | just go out witheut worrying about my oppearance.

Something | do core about, however, is how | smell. | |love walking into o place and realizing thot
everyone |ikes the perfume that just came in, So tonight | overdo it and put perfume all over my
body. Maybe Carla will notice my existence.
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Ten minutes later, | leave my house. After eight blocks, | can finally hear the music from the house
party. Despita the cold, | am sweating. | have never been to a party before. It's crazy how difficult
it is to do something new. The backyard is full of people and there are lights all over the place. |
turn around ond start to walk quickly back home. The cold wind hits my face. it's crozy how
difficult it is to waolk eight blocks in winter. | turn around again.

The termperature feels immediately warmer when | get closer to other people, even outside of the
house. Inside, it feals like summer. No one recognizes me, and | don’t recognize anyone. | look for
a couch te sit down on, but the place is filled with people, and contains nothing else. Does anyone
live here? | lean against a wall; it's not a chair, but at least | can share my body weight with
something. Sometimes existence is just too heawvy.

| reach for a beer that someone left on the floor and | drink it, trying to moke things easier, but all
| get is an awful taste in my mouth. Some girl comes close to me, and for a moment it seermns like
she's going to talk to me. Then she sits on the floor and starts te cry.

“Do you need any help?”

She looks in my direction and then to the left. She gets up and leaves the house. | sigh. The room
is brightly lit ond crowded, but | have never felt more alone. | get up and start to look for o
kitchen, or a bathroom - onywhere that might have running water to wash my mouth out with.
When | find a bathroom, there's a line. No way. After 15 minutes, | can finally go in. The taoste of
the sink water is worse than the taste in my mouth. A hammer inside my head follows the beat of
the music. | look in the mirror. All | can see are the flowers on the wall behind me.

“Why is the door closed? No one went in there,” | hear someone saying.

Maybe things would be better if | wasn't invisible.



Sisyphus e@ (66

Leonarde Balda Dias

E'H'El"f day, you visit that same moment from your past, And every day, it hurts, Despite how
much you try, you can never outrun your guilt. it will always be with you, haunting you. And you
know it was all your fault. You know things could be different. better. You know you may never be
forgiven, and there is nothing you can do about it. After all, it is not the first time this has
happened. At this point, you are used to it. Tired of it, actually.

Every night. you see yourself stuck in the same cycle. Asking the some questions. “"When did it all
gowrong? What if | had done things differently? Could 17 Would |7 Is it too lote? Am | cursed? Am
| broken? Am | just doomed to be like this forever? To keep repeating the same mistakes, over
and over again?” Every single question still hurts the same way they did when you first asked
them. And the pain, it never gets easier. Let's be honast, it probably never will.

Every now and then, you think to yourself “ls there even a reason to keep going? To keep
struggling? Te keep pushing?” It doesn't matter how much you work to change things. to change
yourself. you always end up in the same place you started from. It feels like an endless and
useless labor, one you already feel completely weary of. But still, vou continue.

“It serves me right” - you say to yoursalf - “] tried to be someone I'm not, | dared to be happy, |
wished for something I'm not worthy of. Now, I'm just paying the price. | must pay it. That's what
| decarve, right?"

ok e

You wake up. Your phone alarm is going off. Gentle streaks of sunlight peek through a little gap
in your bedroom window. It is the warm embrace of a brand new day. Full of wonders, full of
possibilities. You are feeling optimistic. It hos been a while since you felt like this. "Maybe today
won't be so bad after all,” you think. You start rubking your eyes to properly wake up.

While your hands are still covering your foce, reality hits yvou with a sudden blow. The weight of
a massive boulder pressing you ogainst your bed. You suppress a scream but it reverberates
internally.
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You don't want te move, your whaole body hurts. You're afraid of uncovering your face and
exposing yourself to the world. The alarm is still geing off, each ring like a stake piercing through
your skull. The same headache that hos been keeping you company for god knows how long now,
shows up - worse than the day before.

You start feeling around for your phone and knock something to the floor. & genuine rage flows
through your body and you finally decide to open your eyes. The sunlight immediately burns
them, making you hiss like a pitiful beast. You try to get up, but your bedsheets are tied between
your legs and around your body, like a giont snoke ready to crush the feeble benes of its prey.
You recklessly kick your way to freedom and manage to hit the little snooze button with a bitter
growl

You are covered in sweot. Your breathing is heavy. You notice that your jaw is clenched like
someone else’s life depended on that, but you manage to free it after enough struggle. You let out
a leng and painful sigh out, and lay yourself down again. You feel a knot in your threot and a
dryness in your mouth. Picking up the water bottle right next to you is a herculean job you have
no energy left for. The morning heat is becoming unbearable. Your bed is beiling you alive and
your skin is scolding hot. Despite that, a lingering feeling of emptiness crawls from somewhere
deep within your chest ond spreads over your body, filling you with an irrational freezing cold.
You need to hide, to protect yourself. 5o you shut yourself in an oven made of blankets. For o
moment, vou do feel safe, vet you know you are in hell.

You roll over to one side - looking for some rest before you octually have to face the day - and
then again, to the other. You are overwhelmed by a constant flux of intrusive thoughts. You try
flipping your pillow over. You feel the Styx's flow in your mind; dragging with it memories of times
that will never come back. You turn your pillow back over. That moment replays in your mind,
again, and again, and agaoin. You roll over and let your face drown in the pillow for o while. The
shame you feel is nerve-racking. You roll over once more, staring at the ceiling now. You feel
yourself stuck in an insufferable loep. You desperately try covering vour aars with the pillow,
hoping that it will make it all stop, or at least keep you from hearing everything you regret saying.
It does not, of course. You feel a sorrowful scream forming in your core, all your muscies tighten.
Just as you are about to shout, yeur alarm goes off again.

So you just stop. You stop everything, you stop yourself.,
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You swallow your feelings, take a deep breath, force a big smile onte your face, and finally get up
fram that battlefield of a bed you have slept an. You drink some water from the bettle right next
to you. It is already toe warm because of the morning heat. and it does not refresh you at all, but
it is still the nectar from the gods you have longed for. You proudly march to the bathroom and
look ot yourself in the mirror. Your smile instantly fodes away, You look ot the two lightless voids
on your face and they begin to tear up. Your proud posture soon crumbles. Reality’s burden
makes you shrink on yourself.

An aggressive and unasked for slap hits your face. You turn en the sink, take ancther deep
breath. and put your head down into the running cold water. You dry your face and take a quick
peek in the mirror. You manage to hold back the tears. "It does get easier” — you think to yourself
- "but | gotto do it every day.” You toke yvet another deep breath, gother some courage, and stare
into your own eyes again. “Maybe todoy won't be so bod ofter all” - you say out loud, and this
time you mean it. You keep looking at your face and you see it beginning to take shape. Yes, itis
smaller, but it is also more honest. And, most importantly, it is still there. You smile.



My First Love #0 (69

Laura Pelagio Pires de Souza

Th'l's is a story about the first vear of my relotionship with the boy | love,

| suppose it all started in August of 2021. He had just gotten out of a relationship a few weeks
before, and it had ended on bod terms. While he was dating the other girl, | never saw him once,
na matter how often we worked together. | think | managed to say hello, but nathing more than
thatk.

When | really met him it was March of 2022. To be honest, | don't really remember much about
that night, just parts of whaot happened. At that point we were just tolking as friends, but that was
when we began to get to know each other better.

By the end of March, we were chatting every day online. On the internet I'm a lot less clumsy, and
I'm able to talk to other people, o this was an easy way to start talking to him.

As | began to become more friendly with him. | realized that he wasn't just my best friend.

We started hanging out more, and the more time | spent with him, the closer | felt to him. |
couldn't explain why, but | felt like | had some kind of bond with him. like | could connect with him
in a way that | couldn't with other people. | usually find it weird when people hug me, but when he
did it it always felt warm and comforting.

Qur relationship progressed slowly. At one point, | had one of my depressive episodes, and
ended up leaving all the group chots | was in. At the time | felt very alone, as if | was destined
nevar to be happy.

He eventually tried to send me o private message. asking me what was wrong, and why | was
fesling that way. Few people knew how much of a shit-show mvy relationships were then, but | felt
comfortable talking about it with him. And he seemed to have the perfect answer to everything.
After a while, | felt a little better about myself, and | will never forget some of the things he said to
me on thot night in June of 2022,

"Every time we see each other, | feel like | should make the most of everything we re experiencing
at that moment.
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Whether it's walking, talking, laughing, just locking at each other, kissing, or anything else. |
know | have to feel all these things to the fullest, because one day it might end, but not only that,
| know that it will end. Being with vou is so good, it makes me happy: it mokes me feel so alive that
it's hord to leave when the time comes.

You are always there for me, and you make me feel alive, and that feeling is one of the most
important feelings to me, even more now that 've met you.

| need you, it's okay for me to tell you this new. | need you because being with you makes me
happier. and when I'm feeling sad. it always cheers me up. | don't know what we're going to do
with what we feel and what we're experiencing with one another. If | could, | would like to be close
to you, and to hear how your voice fills every room.

If you want me to stay just say it, | already know what an armazing person you are, | hope you
know that.

| really want te hug you and held your hand.

| like you very much, Laura”.

| was in o very bad stote mentally ot that time. | ended up telling him what was making me feel
this way, ond we drifted apart over it.

Im sarly November of 2022, a friend asked me if | liked him, to which | replied, | don't know”. | falt
like | couldn't, because maybe | wasn't worthy of his offection anymore. My friend was
surprisingly supportive about the situation and told me to go for it.

S0, | decided | was going to tell him thaot | liked him. Even though | hod already been in o
relationship with someone before, | had never held another boy's hand, let alone kissed anyone
like him. To say | was shitting myself would be an understatement. | thought to myself, "How could
he possibly be interested in me? Why would he want to date a fat, ugly, 51", short-haired,
troubled person”?

He's about 5'4", Compared to me. he's a genius. He's very skinny, and he's still the most
handsome boy I've ever seen,



Every time | talk to him all my problems seem to disappear, and | can be myself, and can feel
happy for a change.

| thought a lot about how | was going to tell him. | had o few opportunities to talk to him, but |
ended up getting really nervous and | couldn't do it. | really wanted to do it in person. But in the
end | told him how | felt online, via @ message, not knowing if he would ever read it.

| didnt know if he had read the letter | emailed him: it was a really long and stressful four days.
But finally we agreed to meet alone to talk about it. Something we had never done before. That
day | was very anxious and had a stemach ache. | couldn't stop shaking, and | wasn't sure if |
should go. | knew | couldn’t bail on him though, so | went. It was pretty muddy that day. We met
up on the balcony, where we had first met in person. | couldn’t start o fucking conversation, but
luckily he wos the one who did most of the talking that day.

He didn't want to rush inte anything. and wanted to see what things would be like before we
decided to start a relationship. We began to spend time together every day. And little by little, |
became more comfortable with talking to him in person. Within o week, | was able to stort
conversations, and then later on, | was able to start cenversations, and to continue them.

| was still very nervous, though, and wasn't sure what was normal. It got to the point where one
time | asked him if it was okay for me to hold his hand.

On the 22nd of September, it was a hot day. We met up, and ot this point | really wanted to know
if he could see himself in a relationship with me. So | asked him. And he said yes. | will never forget
that day. For our first date we decided to watch The 5ea Beast.

We still wanted to toke things slow, so we did. It took o few weeks for me to feel comfortable
kissing him. The first time | kissed him was on a bench, the one we usually went to to talk about

life. This is alse sormething | will never forget. our first kiss.

It's been 2 months. . .and without him | don't know whe | would be. | have loved every moment that
we have shared together.

So Hero, if you come across this short story...| love you.



The Man on The Third Wagon oo (72}

Maria Beatriz Bornia

“i was my first trip alone ocross Europe, and, of course, | chose to go by train, so | could see the
marvelous sights through the window and have a completely new experience. | never could have
imagined what was geing to happen on that train. | was in the third wagon, but | was very hungry
and hadn't tasted the food on the train yet, so | decided to go to the restaurant wagon. | sat down
and waited for the waiter, who brought the menu. | picked a unique dessert and was waiting for
my dish to come when o young man rushed up ma:

“Did you see the fight in the third wagon?” Where did this guy come from? | thought, and then |
answered:

“| just eame from there and | didnt see any fight.”

He said: “That's because it hasn't happened yet.”

“What do you mean?” - | responded.

*| know this might sound crazy, but | knew since | saw you for the first time in that wagon thot you
were the kind of girl that would join me in a prank. What do you think about us pretending to
fight?" He must be crazy. that's it.

“Wait a minute, were you spying on meY Anyway, | can't do it, | am terrible at acting.” - | added,
with a forced laugh.

‘| know that is just on excuse. Come on. It will be fun.”

"Ok" - | sighed - “But whot will the fight be about?"

Then, the waiter came with my dessert.

“This apple pie" - the guy said. “And we con improvise, as weall.”

| knew | would regret it, but | went back with him to the third wagon. We arrived there and
suddenly | knew how | was going to start the prank.



So, before the strange young man could say anything else, | threw my piece of pie directly in his
face and said:

“It's owver, Michael. | will no longer stand your betrayals. This is it."

It was hard not to laugh, after all, | had just thrown a piece of pie ot a stranger, but | kept my
poker face.

He instantly got mad at me:

“Are you crazy, Linda?" - he shouted - “That was my new sweater!”

| couldn't tell if he was pretending or if he was really angry ot me, but | kept going.

*Ask your new lover, Mandy, to buy you a new one!” - | shouted back.

Everyone was looking at us, some angry, becouse we were interrupting their ride, others just
curious, It wos funny, indeed! | couldn’t recall the last time | hod loughed so much inside. It had
been a long time, for sure. And, then, before | could help i, | began to cry. | think “Michael”
thought | was no longer acting, becouse he tried to comfort me:

“Hey. honey, | am sorry, ok? | didn't mean to hurt you. | was a camplete foal, | promise | will never
do it again.”

He hugged me and | cried even harder.,

*Come an, hug me bock" - he said.

And | did. What would marma say if she saw me hugging a complete stranger? | had no idea.
Howewer, it was her that | was thinking about. How | missed that incredible woman. The rest of the
world had vanished and | didn't know for sure how much time had passed, but finally Michael

whispered:

“Are you ok? You said you were terrible at acting *



“Umn, |..." = | cleaned my face with the back of my hand - “| think that perhaps | underestimated
myself.”

He let me go ond declared in my ear: “Great job 1"

“Th-thanks® - | cleared my throat. - “it was nice meeting you. | will get back to my pie now. | mean,
| will ask the waiter for another dessert, this one kind of traumatized me.” - | pave him a genuina
smile.

And | started to walk away. He followed me:
“Where i5 your stop?”

“Berlin.”
“We are almost there" - he said sadly.
“Yes, we still have half an hour, though.”

S0, he come and sat with me in my wagon and we talked about a lot of things. He seemed to
understand me like no one else ever had. Differently from my family and friends, who were
always demanding things from me, like "you have to find someone to marry, you have to have
kids, you have to get a better job, you have to socialize more, you have to improve your
English..” He just sat there and really listened to me. He was not bored nor did he try to talk the
whaole time, he was truly listening.

| had an amazing time. When the troin stopped in Berlin, | saw some police officers and some odd
moverment going on outside. The police entered the train. | turned to ask Michael something, but
he hod disappeared. Strange.

The cops came in, and it seemed like they were looking for something, er someone. They shortly
arrived to where | was, in the third wagon:

“Good afterncon, gentlemen, ladies. We are looking for a fugitive.”



"He is known for deceiving young women and robbing them of their belongings. He is
dark-skinned, about & feet toll ond has o small beard. He approaches women pretending he
knows they are the right type’ of girl and that kind of thing. Did any of you see someone wheo fits
this description’?”

Ch, my Geod, could it be Michael?

“Gentlemen, | think | may have talked to this guy.” = | exploined to the police sverything that had
happened.

“Did you notice if anything wos missing from your purse, ma'am?

| looked inte my purse, my cell phone was gone.

*My cell phone. | think he might have stelen it"- | said.

The police officers searched every wagon and eventually found the thief. He briefly glanced at me

before he was arrested. It was o bittersweet farewell; bitter for him, sweet for me. 5o why was |
so sad¥

Tr:

SOME MONTHS LATER...

Okay, so you might toke me for o fool, but | hod to see him once more, So when | read in the
newspaper that Ethan Thompson (ves, that was his true name) was being released from prison,
| knew | had to be there to see him, and find out the truth.

When | arrived at that street, in front of that gloomy and gray building, full of that barbed wire
with no color, looking like a sad cage: | was very apprehensive. It felt like an eternity before he
finally oppeared...
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Curly dark hair, a beard and that hideous jail cutfit. He seemed |ost, | approached carefully:
i,

“Hey. What on earth are you doing here?"

“ naeded to see you, and... | want my phona back.”

*I'm sorry | don't have your phone, you fargot it on the table. | tried to warn you, but | was tes
busy being arrested.”

“You gotta be kidding me, | don't believe a word you're saying.”

“So why are you here?”

“Was all of it a lie? Cur conversation, our fight, all of it?"

*It was... But not all of it. Listen, I've tried to stop o hundred times, but my obsession is stronger
than me. You would've been just another victim, and yes, that crop about seeing you and
thinking that you looked like the kind of girl that would join me for o prank was a lie. But when we
talked, well, | knew it was different, you know. And | knew | wouldn't have to deceive people
anymore. Here, in jail, | was able to talk to a lot of people about my problem, and | will see a
therapist as soon as | get a job. | guess | should say thank you.”

Some tears fell down my cheak,

*Came an, follow me*- | said.

“What are we doing?”

“We have a train to cateh, ond we can't risk logsing another minute of our ghort lives.”



Mathalia Maria Pitareli

A loud noise from ocross the street interrupted the sound coming from my headphones and
scared me slightly. It was quite windy, more than usual for that time of the year, but you know,
global warming has its ways of saying, ‘Don't you forget about me..." Or maybe it wouldn't say
something like that, and | was just being influenced by Simple Minds, which had been playing on
repeat since | left home.

My walk to wark was always boring, tiring. hideous, and every other adjective you can think of to
describe something unpleasant (as you can see, walking is not my fovorite activity), but thot
day... That day there was something different. The cold feeling of the wind hitting the skin on my
face felt almost like needles, yet the leaves from the old trees by the sidewalk danced as joyfully
as aver, like it was the most beautiful sunny day they had ever seen; even though yvou could sees
nothing but clouds hiding the sun. | walked almost autematically, enjoying the atmosphere that
only a gloomy day could create, until finally | stepped into the front door of the record store. It
was my favorite place in the world, and | had been working there aver since | had graduated from
high school. which was... Some time ago.

The lights were off, so | turned them all on with a quick hit to the control panel placed beside the
front door. | opened the windows and teok a deep breath - the smell of ald paper and plastic from
the album covers and the scratched vinyl discs hanging on the walls welcomed me for another
day of work. | started to organize the counter while waiting for Hyde, my cowerker, to arrive,
which could happen at any time between 9 and llam (we cpen the store at 8). | happened upen
one of our oldest records waiting to be put away. The dog on the cover of Fleetwood Mac's “Tusk”
stared bock ot me, and | loughed to myself ot the resemblance between that dog and my own,
Leia. The cover was pratty domaoged, but the vinyl itself was intact, there was just o bit of dust
playing around the edges. Carefully, | cleaned it, and was just about to put it back in its cover,
when the idea of playing it popped into my head. | had to make sure that it was functioning
properly, and | definitely had some time to spare.

Sitting back in my chair, | breathed deeply when Stevie Nicks” marvelous veoice filled my ears. |
closed my eyes for a moment, inhaling the song, feeling every slight change of the notes in my

body, ond thot's when it happened. | wasn't in the recerd store onymore.

A huge fiald of the gresnsst grass | had ever seen expanded out in front of me.
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It was filled with colorful spots in random places - blankets, in psychedelic patterns of red,
orange, yvellow and blue, stained the plain bright green view. It was okay, though: somehow,
every little plece of that sight seemed so perfect, so fitting, that | smiled at it as if it were put
together for me, and only for me

Sitting on those blankets were lots of pecple, who were chatting happily, sharing food, cigarettes,
hugs and warm smiles. It was at that moment that | noticed | wasn't alone. & man, wearing a
brown coat, bright blue bell bottom jeans and yellow sunglasses, framed by wild black hair that
was all over the place, was sitling by my side on the grass. On my other side, o woman, dressed
in embroidered overalls and high platform boots, was lighting a cigarette. She was so focused on
what she was doing that she didn't see me staring ot her, noticing the way her long wavy blonde
hair was doncing around her face as the wind played a song that only she and the breeze could
understand. She was beautiful. Fiercely so. The long fingers that balanced the cig were pale,
highlighted by perfectly painted red nails.

When she took the first hit of the cigarette, her eyes closed as if in relief. the white smoke left her
parted lips and, in o moment, it was gone with the wind. My eyes followed the vapor's traock until
it disappeared completely, and thot was when | heard somecne call my name.,

When | loocked back, her hand was outstretched towards me, and the cigarette in the tip of her
fingers was pointed at me. | looked at her, trying to figure out what was going on. but ended up
becoming even mare lost in the sight of her. Her brown eyes stared back at me, and the sun
bathed her face as if it was made especially for her and no one else. And as | stared, that angelic
face was changed by the surge of a smile. First shy, then more welcoming, until her entire face
was changed by thot simple movement - the corners of her lips going upwards, ending up in a
smile thaot could only be translated to mean something so joyful, hopeful and possible. Something
that hod storted to grow in my heart since the moment | first loid eyes on her. & harmonious
laugh broke the silence that we were immersed in, making me laugh as well, although | couldn't
figure out why | was laughing. | teok the cigarette from her hands, and those same fingers that
were holding it had now gotten lost at some point near my temples, pushing my hair back. That's
it, - | thought - This is how it feels to be...

Suddenly back to reality.
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| breathed quickly as a loud noise from outside passed through the midst of whatever that
daydream was and reached me.

The plastic curtains were beating furiously against the open windows as a strong wind ricocheted
through the room. | looked around, the same old records were waiting to be cleaned, the dim
lights were giving no more illumination than necessary for the room, and the record plavyer...
Was letting the last seconds of Sara burst into the room.

| could still feel it, the sun's rays bathing my body, the smell of tobacce and flowery perfume, the
perfect spring - and her smile. A smile that could light up a world in darkness, my soul and all the
hidden parts thot someone could hide. The calmness of her presence and thot feeling... The
feeling that | wos home.



A Dog’s Miracle oo (80)

Felipe Bonini

On a day like any other day, in one of the many cities that never sleeps, o0 dog awoke. it was
another gray day with a hidden sun, as every other day under thot same gray sky, surrounded
by those same gray walls, and the pale-colored stains of vegetation. The vegetation was only still
there so that the leader in power might say that in this city, there was "still green somewhere,”
and it was only preserved by the fences, which prevented the people from reaching the life-giving
green. The dog laid over a staircase, and slowly he opened his eyes, as they were enveloped in
the white of the first sunlight coming through his pupils. He blinked a couple of times until he
could finally see the tremendous doors of the cathedral. Looming over him, as big as the doors,
was the shining stained glass window, which told those who didn't go inside the church the stories
of God's miracles. And as was the case with the maony homeless people who lived around the
building, the dog also believed in those stories. Atop the stained glass, a bell tower would sing out
every hour, telling him that he had made it through one more day, and could survive to another.

The dog liked to sleep on the church’'s welcaming carpet, it was less cold than the bare ground,
and the wall's entrance and doors protected him against the winds. But a5 soon as that door
opened, he had to leave, because then he would be in "Goed's poth,” as he had heard many times
while being beaten out of the way. After that, man's best friend would stort his day with his one
and enly goal: to fill his belly. It was the sole mission he had ever had, and would ever have,
unless, for some supernatural reason, a miracle happened. Miracle, o word that even he, a dog,
knew, but that didn't often happen to any dog... S0 on he walked.

Looking for food in the city was no easy task, as he had learned throughout his life till now. and
many days he didn't eat at all. Today started with o walk around the square that encircled the
church. The ploce was gray and green, both old and falling oport as if it had no strength to hold
itself together. The walkways were covered in litter, and the more street sweepers cleaned it, the
more litter would come. The place didn't receive many visitors: however, it was full of life in its
own unique form, as many hemeless people would make their own roofless homes there. The city
didn't know how to care for them; it told them they were not welcome, and sent them away, with
no place to go. They went to pray for a miracle under the cross. and there they waited, just like
the dog.

The dog walked away from the almost fecal smells on the other side of the square to find a
cornmercial streat.



The sidewalk was packed, and as the dog walked, he became lost in the middle of a sea of shins
and ankles, all walking towards the same goal; a geal that would alsc be the same again on the
next day, and the day after that. The dog had never wished to walk on two legs, as he sow how
hard life was for humans. During his walk, he tock a couple of turns, in the hopes of finding
anyone who would be generous enough to feed him, or someplace with any leftover food that he
could grab. Unfortunately, nothing was left for him, so he kept walking. Past experience had told
hirn that somewhere he would find a miracle, and se he was looking for it. but with each new step,
he felt less sure of finding one.

The hunt to find anything to eat took him through some laborious trails, as he passed narrow
aisles and alleyways. On the path to a restaurant, which was the last idea he could think of, the
dog had to pass through a chain link fence with o hole. The hole looked tailor-maode for him,
however, the tailor was cruel enough to leave the pointy wire of the fence oimed toward the
center of the hole. Those pointy wires were always in his way, and today they poked him one
more time. as they had been doing every day. The metal pierced through the now-layered scar,
which was always cured during the night. only to be sliced open once again on the next day. At
this point, sometimes the scar itself didn't know if this was a new sore, or just the some one failing
to ever be fully healed, As the dog walked, little drops of blood began to pour every couple of
steps he took. But he didn't feel the pain anymore. He was used to it, or didnt core that much,
since he knew thot he wouldn't toke his blood or his scars with him when he possed oway... 5o he
just kept walking.

MNow two or three yards away from the restaurant, the smell of food made the dog's mouth
salivate, and his stomach rumble. The place was full, and foed was coming and going to the door
with each step. The dog suddenly stopped walking s he sow a figure leaving the doors of the
restaurant. Unfortunately for the brown canine, the silhouette wos the same as every man, but
unlike the kinder soul the dog had met before, this man didn't bring food in his hand, but a broom.
And he came in the dog's direction. Angrily, the man screamed ot the dog that he was not
welcome. The animal quickly turned the other way, as teday he didnt want to be beaten again.
While running, the flow of blood from his wound increased. The dog ran for blocks until he looked
back and saw that the man was making his way back into the restaurant. On his walk back to the
plaza. the dog thought that maybe one day the man might bring him food instead of harm:
maybe someday.
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The sun had reached its highest point in the sky by now, and the dog rushed to catch the & o'clock
mass. He went as fast as his unnourished and bleeding bady could, and he arrived in time. He
liked to watch the mass. As he would sit on the carpet, poying attention to every word, he could
see himself in the others seated there; asking God for the same miracle he was, and hoping one
doy the Lord would bless him, just as everyone else in the church wos hoping. After the maoss
ended, many would pass by him, saying “poor dog” and “bless his soul,” however. no one would
touch him. He hod forgotten what feeling care was like. People would always look at him, and ha
could feal the pity in their syes as they told him how unlucky he was... “Oh, if Priest Daniel were
still here with us, he would take care of you.” But the Priest in question was long gone. Once all the
warshippers had left the house of the Lord, the altar boy would come to close the deor, bringing
with him o silver goblet with the remaining body of God from the communion ceremony. As he
was reaching to put those holy wofers into the poor dog's mouth, the new Priest grabbed the
boy's arm. "Whaot are you doing with the body of the Lord?" He soid. "Shouldn't the starving dog
receive God's blessing?” asked the boy. “How dare you give the body of God to a dog, those
offerings are blessed!” exclaimed the Father, as he walked away, goblet in hand. The altar boy
quickly followed, while asking, "But if dogs don't receive the bady of Christ, how will they go to
HeavenT"

The dog hod no time to hear the answer, as the night had arrived. and his blood-pouring body
waos craving something to eat. So he went to the only place left where he thought he might be able
to find some food. The trash collectors would make o pile at the end of a nearby street, and
maybe if he looked well enough, he could find something inside ene of those garbage bags. He
soon arrived at the pile, while the trail of blood leaking from his wound followed him, and quickly
went on to search for food. The trash fell on him as he looked, and the smeall was awful, but this
was his only hope. He could feel thera was something to find, and his focus was completely buried
in the trash pile until suddenly he felt an agonizing pain in his torse. Ancther bigger, and
stronger, canine had had the same idea as him, and was not happy to share the results. The dog,
now more wounded, tried to defend himself, but he was no longer as strong as he once was, and
he knew what the other dog could do to him. Only the hope of a miracle remained now as he
walked back to the carpet, bleeding all the way.

Thanktully, it may have been the deg's lucky day, after all. As he walked back to the doors of the
Lord, he saw thot o good soul had left a receptacle, and poured some water in it.
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There was no food, given that the Priest had prohibited it since the people in need would gather
at the church's entrance to grab their fair share as well. But the water was encugh, as he knew it
was a gift from the heart, and he needed it more than anything. He came closer to the bottom of
the stairs; his humid mouth could feel the taste of woter with each step, and he started to solivate
at the mere idea of something edible going into his mouth, The drops of blood were pouring
nonstop now. Living creatures are made up mostly of water, but the dog had been lesing his for
most of the day. and could not believe that something would finally be going in to replace what
he had last. He thought it could only be a miracle, the one he had believed in his entire life, and
that was now finally his as he approached the last few steps of the cathedral staircase.

His blurred evesight could perfectly see the water, and he used his last strength to get to it, as he
stumbled along. With the same unstable walk and the same hunger whose vision could turn
anyone blind; a man, brown as the color of Jesus after spending 40 days in the desert, thin as the
layer of skin that was the anly thing covering his rubs, and dirty as if he didn't know the meaning
of a shower, but as faithful as the dog, alse sow the water as a miracle. The man took the
receplocle, unbelieving, ond peered at himself in the water. He locked at the cross in its majestic
position on the top of the highest tower, as sovereign as it could lock from aobove to those on the
ground, and the man lifted his arms with his lost bit of strength. It seemed os though he wos
carrying the weight of the world in his empty hands, and slowly, he made the sign of the cross,
thanking God, as he hod now been fortunate enough to receive one of His miracles.

The dog watched the man consurme every last tear of that holy water, regaining a drop of hope
with each sip. Nothing was wasted... And nothing was all that the dog would have that day. With
his remaining strength, he approached the carpet in the entranceway, and as he lay on the
now-red floor, he thought that maybe his miracle would come tomarrow. Asthe night passed, his
breath become weoker with each exhalation, his heart slower with each beat. His eyes were
closed, and he had no strength to open them. As the night reoched its coldest point, so did his
body, and with his last breath he barked one last time, ond everyone in the square and the
surrounding area |istened to the final cry of the dog as he said. “There was a time when | believed
in miracles, but those days are over now.”
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The Flower Said

Andre Lucas de Azevedo

Whan my hope was dead
And my life lost its sense
When | thought | never would see
Your face again...

Your mellow eyes shining ot me. ..

| heard a voice
The voice of a lo yal friend
My sweet confidant
Who listened to me cry, so many times:
Flower of the green pine,. oh flower
Do you have news of my lover?

It told me you were coming
But | did not balieve
What a fool | was...

And then this morning,
ks voice filled
My heart with joy
VWhen the breaze
Brought me a sound
He comes...
He comes...

(Peoem based on Song of the Flower of the Green Pine, a medieval portuguese song)



The Place Where Dreams Are Born @

Gustavo Czachorowski

.Frnm a rush of blood,
With ideas your head floads,
Giving birth to dreams.

This little haiku was inspired by Coldplay’'s A Rush of
Blood to the Head (2002). The album title means doing
something on impulse according to vocalist and pianist
Chris Martin. The poem is meant to express dreams are

born from ideas, rationality, but sometimes you also
nead to be bold and possionate to bring them to reality.



My Dear Sister

Melissa Quintela Martinez

HEIr eyes are always wundﬂ-rihg
as if they can see something that | can't.
What treosure [ies inside that vast blueness
| only hope one day I'll get to have a glimpse.

Sometimes she looks rmy way,
sometimes she doesn't,
but when | see my reflection in her pupils,
suddenly | am inside a painting
surrounded by the blue sea of her irises
with the surmmer sun touching my skin.

And if | take one step closer,
| can see the shape of a sunflower
with yellow petals pointing ot the sun of a blue sky.
| wonder in which direction her soul gravitates.



Perfect

Estéfani Vitoria Sytnik Ferreira

WE- were perfect
In the most beautiful way
You were the sun of my day
Your eyes were shining
They were the reason | was smiling
Everything was perfect.

Perfect doesnt mean it was working
So | left you just wondering
Were we like a broken heart?
Just looking for a new start...
| still love you
| just wanted it to be perfect.

But now you're perfectly fine
With her and her glass of wine
| regret everything | hid
¥ ou were the right person at the wrong time
| miss when you were mine...
And now our perfect life is just o goodbye.



The Ocean

bMatheus Willian Newves

It is big, blue and beautiful like a storm,
Yet 5o serene and pure as a diamond.
Waves crash ot the seashore
Sparkling in my mind like a cold war.

It i= deep, dark and dead as space,
But it's black and bright in the moonlight.
Sandcastles running into the zea, like my face,
Crying, wanting back all my midnights.

In the ocean you find true mystery,
Searching for o hidden world inside.
The ocean is where you find beauty,
In the madness of dying and living.

The ocean hears me when | ponder
Healing my mind. my body. and soul,
The ocean is for those who wander
Like me, lighthouses in a blackhole.

This iz a place where the world whispers,
The wind blows and the waves glister.
Where time and space have no hold,

Guarding the treasure of storias |eft untald.

In the arms of the ocean | rest in peace,
The nocturnal fog numbs my pain
It's as if weve broken gravity’s chain
When you lay me down under your sheats



It is o place so wonderful and deadly,
Where rivers end, and you forget the past
Where the memories do not pass
And time can't go back, a sad way to be.

| hid my love, like jewels in a cave,
Waiting for my frail mortality to stand in the ocean’s grove,
Since no one in the world can save me. ..
Always moving away wave after wave.

The tide can't keep us together
Our love will not last forever
And | begin to gquestion: " Why?
Why did you put sand in my watercolor eyes?”

When | wos ot the worst of my worst
Water bleeding through my heart s wound
Where were you? You turned me into your favorite ghost
Yet everyone still knows | like you the most.

An ocean of darkness haunted
By the phantom of my soul destroyed.
The violent, shollow edge wants me dead,
But deeper in it's calm and untouched.

It's all a fragile and superficial reflection,
The moan isn't full in the watar of the acean,
Creating the perfect illusion.

S0 I'm olways the one fooled.

My lungs are o dark empty sky,
The false stars shine, calling me to dis,
But I'll return to you after to say gocdbye
After the deep blue love drags me in to dive.



A Cloud Shaped Like You

Fabiana Frasson Ribeiro

Lik‘e a miracle
| can't recognize
Is it me? Or someone else?
Mever been so beautiful
Me, myself and |

As the leaves fall down
On the street
| swoon every time | see
A cloud that looks just like me

| have never felt so happy
And it istrue
| may not be the perfect version
But I'm still the real one

Teah, | liked the cloud
But actually, | love myself mare.

)
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Back in the Day
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The Mistake
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The Mistake
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The Mistake

Nathélia Cristiane Cortez de Castro
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Adrian Marcus Brito de Souza
"Adrian’s Mind Map”

Adrian is 21 years old and in his 2nd year of the English
Language program at UEM.
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Amanda Gomes dos Santos
"The Mystery of the Trailer”

Amanda is 21 years old and in her 2nd year of the English
Language program at UEM.
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Andre Lucas de Azevedo
"The Flower Said”

Andre is 20 years old and is in his 3rd year
of the double-major English/Portuguese
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Antonia Mara Dos Santos Araujo
"Eggs in My Way"

Antonia is 37 years old and in her 1st year of the English
Language program at UEM.
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Barbara Maria de Oliveira Ricardo
My Au Pair Story

Barbara is 25 years old and in her Ist year of the English
Language program at UEM.
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Bruna Thiemi Wakita
"The Portrait”

Bruna is 20 years old and in her 3rd year of the English
Language program at UEM.
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Elica Vorpagel Biff
"The Perks of Being a Wallpaper Flower”

Elicais 20 years old and in her 2rd year of the
double-major English/Portuguese program at UEM.
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Eric Alan Rocha
"The Brothers”

Eric is 20 years old and in his 3rd year of the
English/Portuguese Language program at UEM.
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Estéfani Vitoria Sytnik Ferreira

"Perfect”

Estéfaniis 18 years old and in her Ist year of the English
Language program at UEM.
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Eugénia de Gois Haberkorn

"A Turbulent Journey”
&

Eugénia is 2| years old and in her 4th year of the English
Language program at UEM.
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Fabiana Frasson Ribeiro
"A Cloud Shaped Like You"

Fabiana is 18 years old and in her 1st year of the
double-major English/Portuguese program at UEM.
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Felipe Eduardo Canuto Bonini
"A Dog's Miracle”

Felipe is 23 years old and in his 4th year of the English
Language program at UEM.
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Gustavo Czachorowski

“The Place Where Dreams Are Born”
&

Gustavo is 22 years old and in his 3rd year of the

double-major English/Portuguese program at UEM.
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Isabela Franzoni dos Santos
"Trust Me"

Isabela is 22 years old and in her 4th year of the
double-major English/Portuguese program at UEM.
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Isadora Zubioli
"Back in the Day”

|sadora is 18 years ¢old and in her 1st year of the English
Language Program at UEM.
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isis Maureen de Souza Cardoso
"You Were Right”

Isis is 22 years old and in her 4th year of the English
Language Program at UEM.
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Julia Delsantoro Schuindt

"Garden of Evil”

Jilia is 25 years old and in her 4th year of the English
Language Program at UEM.
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Julia Lourenco Pereira
"A Crucial Mistake”

Julia is 23 years old and in her 4th year of the
double-major English/Portuguese Language program at
UEM.
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Leonardo Baldo Dias
"Sisyphus”

Leonardo is 24 years old and in his 4th year of the English
Language program at UEM.
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Laura Pelagio Pires de Souza
"My First Love”

Laura is 20 years old and in her 2nd year of the
double-major English/Portuguese Language program at
UEM.
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Maria Beatriz Bornia
"The Man on the Third Wagon”

Maria is 25 years old and in her 4th year of the
double-major English/Portuguese Language program at
UEM,
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Matheus Willian Neves

"The Ocean”
&

Matheus is 18 years cld and in his 1st year of the
double-major English/Portuguese Language program at
UEM.

D



Creative Writing - Student Productions

Melissa Quintela Martinez
"My Dear Sister”

Melissa is 22 years cold and in her 4th year of the English
Language program at UEM.
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Nathalia Cristiane Cortez de Castro
"The Mistake"

Nathalia is 19 years old and in her Ist year of the English
Language program at UEM.
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Nathalia Maria Pitareli

"Sara”
®

MNathalia is 21 years old and in her 4th year of the English
Language program at UEM.
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Paulo Jun Masukawa

"Later is Harder”
&

Poulo is 25 years old and in his 3rd yeor of the English
Language program at UEM.
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Rafael Oliveira Gomes

"Temporary Weakness”
&

Rafael is 25 years old and in his 4th year of the English
Language program at UEM.
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