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Star Gazing
Looking at the stars
Staring at the marigold
I feel most vibrant

Photography By: Maycie Olier
Poem By: Jacob Roberts
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My life is vibrant and bright
The moment you entered it
Your light shone brighter than I
could imagine
And I never had a chance at
containing the ﬂame
That ﬁre, the one that never seems
to simmer out
Keeps the warmth in my soul alive.

Photography By: Abbee Wood
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“Vibrant.”
Whenever I hear “vibrant” I think of a light,
Something that’s extremely pretty, during the
night.
I think of a star that has become a million pieces,
But its shine and brightness never ceases.
Jesus is an example of the word vibrant,
His sounds and voice are never silent.
No matter how much hurt he feels,
His light will shine as he heals.
Sometimes we tend to lose our shine,
When we tell people that we’re just ﬁne.
If we talk about our problems and make them
amend,
Then we ourselves can become vibrant again.

Poem By: Sabree Puzz
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True Story
I thought of this color when I felt angered
when you made me blush
and when the sun turned our skin golden brown.
I thought of this color during our camping trip
telling ghost stories and
roasting your favorite foods.
I thought of this color when you gave me a smile
when you jumped for joy
in the hot summer sun.
I thought of this color when we laid in the grass
the clouds watching over us
the daisies giggling with us.
I thought of this color when I saw you cry
or in the pool
when the water held us like a cool hug.
I thought of this color when I saw you act
you faced your fears and took that jump
you kept your faith and lived.
I thought of this color when I hugged you again
when I hugged my family
when I hugged my friends.
Poem By: Dixie Graham
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Flame
A single candle’s ﬂame can light the world on ﬁre. That’s what is going through my
head as I stare at the little light of the brand-new candle sitting on my desk. I wonder how
bright I can make it burn, I think. I am alone in the room. I am always alone. It is dark, the
dead of night. But the candle doesn’t care. Just a little tiny ﬂame, and it seems to be a
little sun. But what if it was bigger?
I walk over to my curtains and set the candle right under them. Just a little more
light. I just wanted a little more. It’s the least his world can give me on my eighth
birthday. The second the ﬂame touched the fabric, it spread. “Look, Nina,” I said to my
deer. She was a beautiful deer. My best friend. My only friend. “Look, Nina,” I said again,
“It’s dancing!”
And it did. It danced up the curtains, the smoke curling up to the ceiling. “Oh,
Nina,” I giggled, “I made another sun! See, we’re not that bad after all. If only the other
kids could see my magic. I make suns! Suns, Nina! They wouldn’t tease me if they knew
that, would they?”
My back was to the door, and suddenly the cold, damp room turned warm and
cozy. “I make things better, don’t I? Now we won’t even need a blanket to go to sleep!” I
hop into my bed and absently throw my thin cotton blanket behind me and close my
eyes. And just as a start to drift off asleep, I hear the footsteps coming down the hall to
my room.
My bedroom door slams open, and my eyes open wide. There was Tia Vanessa, my
aunt who is taking care of me while my mommy and daddy are on vacation. They sure are
on a very long vacation. Tia said they were in a place called Heaven. I wonder if it is in
America. It sure sounds like a wonderful place. Sure nicer than the Dominican Republic,
where I live.
“¡Oh Dios mio! ¿Alinta, qué has hecho? ¡Fuego! ¡José, fuego! ¡Ayudame! Alinta, out!
¡Rapido! Get out of the room!” She grabs my arm and yanks me out of my bed and out of
my bedroom. “Tia!” I cry. “Tia, I just wanted to see the sun!” She drops me on the couch
in the den, and the air turns black. As I sob, the smoke ﬁlls my chest, and I feel like I can’t
breathe.
“Tia,” I gasp. I hold on to Nina, letting my tears ﬂow onto her neck. Then I hear a
scream, and I can no longer see.
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Flame
(continued)
When I wake up, my chest hurts so, so bad. I try to open my eyes, but a light blinds me.
“Mama? Papa?” I ask, my voice hoarse. “Tia? Tio? ¿Donde estoy? Where am I?” I start to
cry, and it makes my eyes burn even more. I feel a hand touch my shoulder. I open my
eyes, and a lady and a man are standing over me. They have very light skin. They are not
Tio José or Tia Vanessa. Then I realize, I am in a bed in a room. Neither are my own.
“Who are you?” I ask.
“Oh, thank goodness, she’s awake!” I hear the woman say. She has a weird accent.
Not dominican.
“Where is my Tia?” I ask.
The man looks concerned. He is wearing the same blue outﬁt as the lady. “Is your
tia’s name is Vanessa Rodriguez?” he asks me.
“Y-yes,” I stutter. He has stubble on his chin. I look into his very big, very blue eyes.
They look like the ocean. I hoped there were no sharks in his ocean eyes. Papa does not
like sharks. But maybe they have turtles. And starﬁsh. Mama loves those.
“She and Mr. José are in the lobby. They brought you here when there was a ﬁre in
your house. You got too much smoke in your lungs, and you passed out. Your hands got a
little bit burned, but you’re going to be okay. ”
I look at him. A ﬁre in my house. Un fuego en mi camisa. Did he mean my little sun?
But it was so beautiful. I look at my hands, and the second I move them, they feel like
they are on ﬁre. They are bright red and raw like… like they had been burned.
“My sun!” I cry, “My sun hurt me!” hot tears roll down my cheeks. I thought I could
make something beautiful. But all I made was pain.
Five Years Later~
I sit on a stool by my windowsill. Finally, I think. I watch my little cousins play on
the beach outside, the waves crashing against the sand, washing the kids’ feet with sea
foam. The palm trees sway in the wind. Most people would be outside right now, but I
know better than to waste this perfect day messing around. It’s nearing spring, so it is
warm, but not too hot. The sun is out, and there’s a nice breeze, and the water is nearly a
perfect temperature. And the colors were vibrant today. The lighting seems to make
everything pop, their colors shining.
My brush strokes seem to play along with the beat of the song that the band plays a
little farther down the beach. I can’t see them, but their music seeps through the walls of
our small house.
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Flame
(continued)
I tap my foot to the drums. Just a street band, but I feel like their music couldn’t get
any better. That was the thing I liked best about our village. You couldn’t go anywhere
without hearing the sounds of la musica bachata.
I also love the picture perfect setting. All the sights ﬁll up my heart and spill out of
my paintbrush. As I attempt to capture Julio, mi primito, splashing in the water, I feel
tears start to collect in my eyes. I see the pink scars on my hands. When I was little, all I
wanted was a little light. I wanted someone to love me, someone to be my friend. As I
watch little Julio building a sandcastle with my other little cousin, Olga, I see what I’ve
been missing all that time.
“Tu familia,” I jump as I hear a voice behind me.
“You must love them a lot,” he says. A boy stands behind me. He isn’t tall, but he
isn’t short. He has brown/blonde hair and deep brown eyes. He obviously has American
roots, as he has pretty light skin and he speaks very good English, and he isn’t the best at
Spanish, but he has lived here since he was eight, so about ﬁve years. His name is
Dominic.
“Hola, Dominic,” I say.
“Hola, Alinta.”
He sits on the ﬂoor beside my stool. He was born three days after me: February 10.
Today was February 7. He was my mejor amigo. There is no person I can trust more than
Dominic.
“¿Qué estás haciendo?” he asks me, although he knows what I am doing. He has
seen me do this so many times before.
“I’m capturing it,” I tell him. “Don’t you see it? The light?”
He looks out of the window, then at my canvas.
“You make the light so much brighter,” he tells me. “How do you do it?”
“I don’t know. I guess maybe the light my eyes see add up with the light inside my
heart, and the paint from my paintbrush senses it and makes it really glow.”
As I add the last detail, the ﬁnal stroke, I think about that. A single candle’s ﬂame can
light the world on ﬁre, my parents told me. Just like a single heart’s ﬂame can set the
world on ﬁre. Can make the sun shine brighter. Can make a canvas glow. Maybe they
knew that I could make suns. Maybe they knew I was meant to spread the light. After all,
they did give me my name. Alinta. Flame.

Short Story by: Emelia Bosarge
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Vibrant
For so long I sat
Complacent in my own desaturation
Void of color and wasting away
I was told I could paint myself a new hue
But I could never bring myself to do it
To alter what little was left of me
All for the pleasure of those whose colors were already radiant
But ﬁnally, I went to work
Like a ﬂower I nourished myself
I plucked the weeds from my life
I ﬁlled my heart with sunlight
I pulled colors from the world around me
I broaden my palate and got to the root of why i always felt shades of soft
blue
I stopped letting my bouts of red anger keep me from the ones I love
I acknowledged the true nature of my purple bruises and the white of my
scars
I still fumble
There are still days when I feel pale
But for once in my life I am no longer fading, losing color by the day
For once in my life I ﬁnally feel vibrant

Poem By: Laura Patino
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