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Dear Readers,

Thank you so much for reading Copy Write! We are 
pleased to give you this 2019 edition of our annual 
magazine. In this edition, our central theme is the 

unveiling of your inner self. The emotions and 
experience that you hide from others. 

The stories that you are afraid of 
confessing or stories that are untold. Some of these 

stories and poems are things you may 
never hear from before or never experienced. These 

writings are about the effect of life 
itself has on others and themselves. This 

edition showcases the lightest parts of humanity to 
the darkest parts of it. From love and pride to shame 

and grief, this is the writings  I have here to present to 
you. I hope you enjoy this year’s Copy Write.

- Cayle Manning
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I’m at the Deep End
 By: Kayra Yavuz

The wind whips my hair around as I stare down at the city. It always looked so beautiful from 
above. I can imagine all the people in their homes, going to bed, fighting with each other. I inch 
closer to the edge and climb onto the side, testing my luck as I walk very precariously around the 
perimeter of the roof. My mind is racing, my head pounding, and my heart vibrating my entire 
being. I turn the corner too quickly, and whether it was an accident or not, I can’t say, but I was 
no longer on the roof. 
 Photo Ghost Dogs

Taylor Coulter 



5

My hair, my pride 
Part of my culture 
No one can deny
Yet I am ashamed
No one can understand
What it’s like to have
Your crown being ridiculed
Saying you look like
A slave from long ago
When it’s the beauty 
You were born with
No one can help
No one can choose their hair
Or the way people care 
Why be afraid 
To show off your mane 
It’s one hundred percent you
Nothing truer
Show off your beauty
Just be you

A Queen’s Pride
   By: Cayle Manning

Photo Cayle Manning, portrait
Maribeth Mohr
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Bare Feet
By Jordan McCracken

I was five when I got my first pair of shoes.
Before that I had a long walk to water.
Bare feet and barely clothed, 
I had to walk to the well
Because my mother had to walk to market to sell.

I came back with ten gallons, five on each prepubescent shoulder.
I come back home to no one and nothing but the dirt on the floor.

We didn’t have a clock,
So I didn’t know the time.
The sun was yellow,
But the sky was gray grime.

My mother came home
With my sister in hand.
There were the shoes
With a bright yellow band.

They were big on my feet,
 But I couldn’t complain.
When there wasn’t food on the table,
How could I be vain?

With a glass blade
That I found outside,
I sliced through the rubber
And found more rubber inside.

They then fit my feet
Until I became eight.
When my callouses hung over,
And my feet I began to hate.

Now I am thirty-three.
I have my own wife and daughter.
Never will they have to search for shoes.
Never will their feet be up for the slaughter.

Photo Black & White eye sketch
Lydia Spears 
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These Eyes
By Luna Jay

I don’t understand the pleasure in cheat-
ing each other,

I don’t understand the unity in hating one 
another.

I don’t understand the differences be-
tween me and you,

But these eyes will never see the way that 
others do. 

I don’t understand the dangers in walking 
alone,

When no one walks to my beat and I want 
to roam.

I don’t understand why going barefoot is 
a sin,

With my being connected to earth, and 
my feet soaking it in.

I don’t understand why big pharma drugs 
are fine,

But plants are not okay.
I don’t understand everyone’s anger to-

ward my ritual 
Of dancing in the rain.
Stranger sees my pain,

Stranger calls me strange,
Mirror calls me vain.

A fast pulse through the veins,
Enough to jolt me back to reality:
I’ve made it this far in the world 

With only me being proud of me.
I don’t understand the majority of things 

Most other humans do.
These eyes will never see from their 

Point of view.
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Photo Girl Holding the Earth
Haley Moore



9

I am From...
 By: Rama Alsakhita 

I came from a place where everyone cares about 
themselves,
And fights over who is going to be the leader,
And who is going to be the slave.
I came from a war torn country,
A country broken from hate.

I came from a gunshot.
Quick as a heartbeat,
Smooth, like the beating of the heart.
I came from a warm hug
And broken pieces in one body,
Trying to pull each other to come back to one piece.
I came from people yelling, 
Babies crying,
And the sound of my dad’s voice yelling at my mom 
to hurry up,
As he runs toward me to rescue me  
So I can be safe.

The story of my country is,
Like when you want to hold a flower
Longing for the smell of happiness,
But if you hold it too tightly, 
You bleed from the thorn.
It hurts you, 
Then you get mad at the flower.
But it’s not the flower’s fault.
It’s from the thorn that’s controlling the beauty 
with evilness. 

  

I came from a kiss on the head,
Telling you everything will get 
better.
But actually you know it’s going to 
get worse.
You really want to believe that 
kiss.

I came from an airplane flying to 
nowhere.
I came from a bus that doesn’t 
stop.
I came from infinity.
No start, No ending.

I came from a strong culture, 
Holding me back from my new 
world happiness.
I came from big confidence to no 
confidence.
I came from an ice cream truck 
with cute songs
To a tank driving in my backyard,
Drunk crazy men shooting every-
where. 
I came from a world full of injus-
tice.

I am from there, I am from here, 
But I am not there, and I am not 
here.



Your Light-Your Love
J.C. Jones

Without love I am in the dark.

The pitch black night sky reminds me of what I lost, as I try to reminisce about your love. A 
love that once shined on my life, like a vein of lightning dancing through the midnight mind of 

darkness—it was gone just as fast.

Loneliness that was once an anathema to me begins smothering like a curtain of isolation, ex-
cluding the light—depressing that love. 

My body echoes the wailing of a heart that longs to return to my normalcy, but denied with 
the reality of impossibility. Aggressive dissonance insues—where I want to be, juxtaposed with 

where I am. My heart searches for a shimmer of light, a glimpse of hope.

I look to the sky, I am reminded of you.

The night sky, rich in its dark and desolations, brings me coveted relief. The stellar memories of 
your love piercing the shroud of darkness that was my lonely. Beacons for my refuge—restitu-

tion for my despair. 
My heart fills with your love once again and the radiance chases away the shadows. The darkest 

nights bringing out the brightest constellations. The mementos of your love radiating in full 
celestial wonder.

My loneliness, my isolation, my anguish—all vanishing as the light overtakes me. In an in-
stant, memories become stars flickering in the distance; close enough to see, but too far to have 

again. Somber falls as the realization that all that is left are memories, but melancholy melts 
into moments of nostalgia, and the darkest night becomes the brightest dawn. 

As quick as the night is brandished with day, your love beams over all the pain. The light, faster 
than the shadows that oppose it, is what brings hope in the night, and...

The only thing faster than light is love.

10 Photo Girl Making Heart with Hands to Sunset
Abby Patillo
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GINA GOLD
By: Jordyn Reid

“I NEED THAT PURSE DOWN HERE NOW!” said one of the factory 
workers.

If you haven’t guessed yet, I was born in a factory in Boston that made chil-
dren’s products. Sadly, I was the last one that came down that awful, disturb-

ingly-smelly belt I was being processed on. When I was “born” I was very 
golden you could say. I was brand new and looked dazzling, darling! Now 
the rough part, the packaging, that God awful plastic wrap I was forced to 
be in and thrown in a cardboard box. Crazy right? Time to go to stand in 

the store and wait until somebody choose me, the golden one!
“Mommy! Mommy! Mommy! I like this one! Can we please get it?! PLEA-

SEEEEEE?!” said some little girl about the age of 4 who picked me up during 
my slumber in the 24-hour Walmart. 

“Sure baby. Anything for my Perfect Patty,” said the mother. 
Patty wasn’t half bad I must say. She had long black curly hair, blue eyes, 4 
teeth missing and pale skin. Ever since I was purchased, I never knew how 

someone as young as 4 years old would impact my life. 
The moment Patty’s mother purchased me, Patty instantly grabbed me out 
of the bag. FREEDOM! Wait, wait, wait….. Why is she swinging me back 

and forth? I’m about to barf and I am still traumatized from the whole facto-
ry thing. Jesus, I have a headache.

“Your name will be Gina. Gina Gold. Because you are golden,” said Patty 
smiling.

Since that very day, me and Patty were inseparable. I saw things that I never 
saw before. We were closer than a peanut butter & jelly sandwich. I saw the 
highest and the lowest parts of her life. I even went on the annual beach trip 
with her family. Whew, who knew the sand was so hot! And she didn’t tell 

me? Better yet, who knew the beach itself was so hot? I’m too nice and pret-
ty to be melted into a puddle of some sparkly substance.
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However, I was blindsided by the “innocent” Patty that I had to face as she 
got older. Over the years, she began to grow up and started to wear “big girl” 
purses. She just forgot about me. She treated me like trash. Like I didn’t be-
long. I knew that something like this would happen. She left me, kicked to 
the closet. Where am I? Uh huh now, I don’t like darkness or small spaces 

and this is making me sweat bullets. But even my sweat is filled with glitter. 
Not even an hour after passing out, I heard a vacuum. A man with a full 

thick beard and a bald head picked me up out of my dark hole. MY GOD! 
THE LIGHT! As I squinted to regain my eyesight as it came back to normal, 

I was then quickly tossed in a garbage bag. Once again, I passed out. 
As I felt the car hit a speed bump, I woke up. Her dad, never knew his name, 
so let’s call him Roger, had picked up the bag and I heard a car trunk close. 

I peeped into the hole that was on the side of the bag and saw  the sign, 
“THRIFT STORE: WE BUY & SELL YOUR ITEMS”. Well isn’t this just 

great?! I was THE exclusive brand of a famous company and now, I’m worth 
a penny?!?!  As Roger slammed the bag on the countertop, this old white 

lady with white hair and wrinkly skin picked me up. 
“This is a pretty purse!” 

Why, thank you ma’am, finally some appreciation.
“Let’s sell it for $3.99. Yeah?”

 Excuse me?!
“Sure!” said Roger, happy as ever with no regard to me whatsoever!

The golden years were over!
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Untitled
By Tanya Avila

On average, 65 children are separated from their parents at the bor-
der per day.
These are 65 children that might never get to see their parents 
again. 
These are parents who didn’t know that last hug would be today. 
Mothers who gave birth 3 months ago, fathers who just want a 
good job so they can care for their family.

This I Do Not Believe.

Families, broken apart because of a lie.
Children being raped, beaten and killed. 
They are put in homes where they will suffer abuse.
We are told to stand by and do nothing.

Do Nothing.

Photo Parent & Child Holding Hands
Melanie Villalobos
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Sit and watch, watch a man impede the happiness of men and women, because 
we aren’t the same complexion? 
Because he assumes we’ll ruin his country with our culture? 
We, as a race, are insulted and put down, told we are, “drug dealers, criminals, 
rapists”. 

This I Refuse To Believe.

They assume that ever since we started coming to this country, we have become 
the reason the United States is having so many problems. 
Do they ever stop to think about why we came?
Do they realize that maybe the reason we come, is because we’re trying to run 
from abuse, like my mother had to, or because, like my father, they have to 
leave because they know there is no future there? 

No, the truth is some don’t. 
Some don’t care if we die, some don’t care if we suffer.
We have rights too.
WE HAVE THE RIGHT TO LIVE, TO WANT TO DO BETTER.
We shouldn’t have to put up with it. 

This I Believe.



16

El Crepusculo
Ella Mir

Él era de noche, 
Ella era de dia, 
La luna trajo luz 
Y la engañó para que se quedara. 
 
De esos dos, 
Llegó el crepúsculo. 
Ella fue amada, 
Luego se oscureció. 
 
Ell a se i ntentó tanto 
Para no ser como él. 
Pero eso era parte de 
Su ADN. 

 

The Twilight
He was the night. 
She was the day. 
The moon brought light 
And tricked her to stay. 
 
Between these two, 
The twilight arrived. 
She was loved, 
Then it darkened. 
 
She tried so much 
To not be like him, 
But that was part of 
Her DNA. 
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A Story in a Star 
Mattie Reeves 

My family loves to sit in silence together. 
Weird right, 
Trying to explain what we do or what we’re looking at each time.
Is going to be pretty difficult, 
Because each time
It changes. 

Just imagine;
Sitting
Laying
Standing
Outside with your family.
Any family you can think of,
Looking up at the dark infinite space,
Full of possibilities and unlimited time. 

You don’t need to say anything
And no one does, at first. 
But they all feel the same thing you do staring up at the unknown.

Sitting there in the quiet is always the space where you find out the truths about each other 
you didn’t know. 
You talk about the questions no one thought about asking. 
You tell them about your day
Your year,
Nonsensical things that come to your mind right then and there. 

One night, staring up at the stars,
The ones that looked to be winking at me, 
I saw a shooting star.
It was fast enough to go by in a blink of an eye.
But the thought of that small moment, 
Of that star, 
Stayed forever. 

In those moments when we all sit in the dark,
Hoping to see our own small moment again. 
Because we know if one of us can see it, 
The stories we will tell will allow everyone to witness it. 

Photo Girl Illuminated
Unknown



The Savior
  By: Danny Saucedo

To whom this may concern,
Help my people.
Long ago you rode into my home on white stallions and gave my grandmother 
a ring with two words embedded in it, 
Promise and Opportunity.
How jubilant she became as the golden band slipped down her finger,
As did her daughter, my mother,
When that metal oath was passed down to her. 
But when my turn came and I looked at the heirloom with these young, vigi-
lant eyes 
Saw that it was gilded.
And frantically scraping off the golden veil, revealed the ring’s true engraving: 
Deception. 
And with that torn veil, my vision’s veil, too, cleared. 
Visions of prosperity before me soon melted into the trueness of what I once 
called home.
Barren fields surrounded me. 
And cautiously walking forward along tattered paths saw horrors around me,
As one mother failed to feed her daughter, 
Another father mourned for another fallen son.
And looking into the distance saw no remnants of the long fallen sun, 
And creeping further saw bountiful vagabonds.
And each crumbling wall that surrounded them spelled Chaos with blood 
stains. 
And falling upon my motherland’s richest man saw he was praised for having 
not one penny 
But two.
And now looking upon this diving cliff ’s edge,
Realize beneath my feet are glass shards where fertile earth once lied.
Now I see the irony in my home’s name,
El Salvador, 
The Savior. 
My cry for help mirrors that of sick doctors or sinful pastors. 
So now I’ll take these sharp fragments and slit my wrists. 
Life taken at my own hands before The Savior does.
And as you look upon my broken state, 
Again I ask, 
If you ride white stallions, 
Will you help my people? 18
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When I think of you
Will it be like silt?
Mixtures of all the gritty and soft?
Like when I was
Looking in your mirror
A foot away from me
I can still see you
Putting your pearls on
Dusting your face with the reddest of 
Rouges
Lipstick kisses that stain my bed sheets
The creaking door and 
Steps
Along the hallway
Outside

When I think of you
Will it be like the lullabies
They tell in stories?
With moons and balloons consuming the
Rooms
And dreams of astronauts and planets
Everything beyond our world
I can hear you whispering to me
Late into the night
Past 
My bedtime
I can hear each click in your
Voice

When I think of you
Will it be like day and night?
Where one means home
And the other means stuck?
I can hear you coming now
With every clip clop
With all the blue and grey of winter
Woven in every crevice of your
Face
Read me some of your magazines
So tired of children’s books

20

A Childhood
By: Amelia Rhodes

Photo Mermaid
Sarah Ownby



You peak at me behind fingers
Making a curtain between love and loss

When I think of you 
Will it be like taking and giving?
The time you dressed me up all pretty
Or more like
The time you took the doll from my sleepy 
grasp
And told me it had run away
The pills you got the next day
Money from your thievery
Tears that didn’t leave my face for
Days and days

When I think of you 
Will it be like dying?
Letting go so I don’t see what’s all gone?
Seeing you lying on the ground near where
I slept for
So many years
I never liked the way your voice crackled like a 
dying
Flame but at least then it hadn’t yet burnt
Out
I called for doctor but
God’s angel had already taken you up.

When I think of you
I think of winter time
The time when it’s bitter
And the time when it’s soft
I think of drafty floorboards
And strewn Christmas lights
I think of fancy clothing
The kind for getting a reward
The kind for looking in the mirror
I think of cigarette smoke
Fogging up the windows
Like a crisp, wrapped up kind of day
When I think of you
They aren’t all good things
But some things just aren’t meant to be that 
way

21



A House
     By Kenna Gokey

I was built upon the hill 
Secluded from the world below me 
My structure wasn’t complex, although the paneling which formed my interior
was chosen from a particular array of trees
whose grains revealed its years of triumph against the hard hand of man
I was left longing, for someone to climb the prominence upon which I stand,
 warm their hands by my hearth and join me
Then he appeared  

I find myself shifting through the old memory of him
Cupping the dust and the grit of who I was 
I watch as it dissipates into the air and sinks into the worn cracks of my floor practically invisible 
He was a stranger who found an abandoned home to set up camp 
I didn’t expect his visit to last long but the sun continuously rose above my roof across my gar-
den and streamed upon his face, as he awoke to tend the to the glow emerging from my hearth 
His company became a comforting addition to my life
Had I finally found someone fit to live amongst the warmth of my sturdy walls?  

There was one night I vividly remember 
It was that beautiful spring night 
When the wind brushed atop the hillside and the sky opened its wide arms across the valley
It was that evening he decided to undress my windows
Ripping off piece by piece 
Until I could no longer hide from the dream dipped ocean of moonlight bursting through my 
transparent windows  
It was as if in that very moment his fingertips slowly grazed the surface of
something untouchable, something sacred 
The universe rebelled   

22
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The gentle breeze that once danced on the hillside raced to meet my walls 
Breathing rapidly against me
Large gusts of wind shook the very foundation upon which I stand 
Rain followed soon after, water seeped through my roof creating large pools 
Flooding my parlor  
The water began to raise to his ankles 
He stood there, he didn’t reach for a pail to guide the rain outside 
He just watched 
The wind bellowed crashing in every direction 
Tirelessly, it grew stronger
I saw the first stone fall from my hearth and topple down the hill 
I watched as piece by piece it crumbled down
Down into the valley, lost
The stormed retreated but the rain continued smooth  
He looked at me, in shambles, and like the storm retreated 

The rain never stopped, until one day a new stranger came across my abandoned home 

He stepped inside, welcomed by a catastrophe
Noticing the rot across my paneling and injured hearth 
He left 
He left and he came back carrying a fallen stone belonging to me 
He came back 
He came back day after day climbing the prominence upon which I stand carrying stones and 
mortar 
Returning from the valley through the bite of the winter air, just to fix me 
Then one cold night  
The sky opened its wide arms across the valley
And across the hill
We shared the warmth he created as it filled the room 
Some days when the wind begins to pick up and the rain falls harder
Stones loosen from their bonding 
But he’s still there, 
Ready.
Ready to fix me.  



I Am From...
By  Daphne Wishart

I am from creaking floorboards and peeling paint,
from mice holes in aged wood.
I am from West End,
Where houses are older than the city itself.
I am from sun and snow,
From visits to the lake and white Christmases. 
I am from Saturday hikes and weekend camping,
Where the only noise is nature and terrible jokes.
I am from the mountains that reach the clouds,
And from the valleys in-between.
I am from downtown pizza parlors and home-cooked Thanksgivings.  
I am from sleepovers and teddy bears, 
Toys holding memories that will never fade.
I am from trampolines and whipped cream,
When making friends was easier than breathing.
I am from a noisy family in an otherwise silent house.
I am from back porches and baths in plastic bins, 
Where summer was never ending.
I am from summertime backyards,
Fresh cut grass soft like spun wool.
I am from night time car rides through the neighborhood,
Spending hours looking at the Christmas lights that shone brighter than the stars.
I am from dogs and cats and fish and crabs,
Seventeen more memories from my childhood.
I am from art and imagination, 
Where creativity was second nature.
I am from curiosity and fun times,
When every hill was a mountain to be explored and every stranger was a friend to be made.
I am from innocence and love,
A world of adventure with every step.
I am from the old house on the street, the one that scared kids after dark.
I am from the home that shone brighter than the sun.

24
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It was easy to confuse her tears as rain droplets.  The fire in her eyes reflected the flames that 
sprang from the house in front of her.  Secrets that had been held in the very room she had 
dropped the match in, slowly evaporated into the air.  Taking with them the only thing that 
could keep her tied to that endless-hole of a house.

It had been his fault.

But secrets could tell no lies, accusing her every time ht orange flames crackled. 

- Mattie Reeves



Thank You
By: Jalah Moore

How many times do you say ‘thank you’?
Not the thank you that comes naturally and just out of courtesy,
But as a genuine way to express your overwhelming gratitude? 
How many times do you say thank you for the things that hurt you? 
For the thing that left you feeling broken and strung out?
The things that seem to wring every ounce of your spirit away 
And leave you as nothing but a shell?
How many times do you say thank you for the things that have always been there?
Simply for still being around? 
Like your mother or your father or even the home that keeps you safe from the elements?
How many of your thank yous are bittersweet? How many have made you cry?
Cry those tears that glisten in your eyes before cascading down your cheek, pooling at your chin.
The kind of cry that chokes you up and yet the only thing you can do is smile?
Are your thank yous enough? 

26
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Do they convey all the intricate, complex emotions that come alongside gratitude and growth? Are 
your thank yous freeing? Do they make you feel lighter? Do they fill you with hope?
Hope for a new beginning or hope for a peaceful end?
A thank you is so simple and anyone can say it.
You’re taught it as basic manners to say when you’re given something. 
Then you grow.
Your once simple thank yous transform and become:
Thank you for breaking me so that I may come back together.
“Thank you for leaving me so I can learn to be okay alone.”
“Thank you for loving me so I know what it’s like when it comes along.”
“Thank you for helping me up every time I fall because without you, I may have just stayed down.”
Your thank yous become an outlet for expressing your gratitude.
Thank yous become a part of you and everyone you say it to.
Your thank yous let people know you see their effort and it means something to you.
So think about the next time you’re genuinely grateful,
and make sure to say ‘thank you.’
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Attention All Artists!
Do you have any work you are really proud of? Submit your original stories, 

poetry, photography, and visual art to r.j.r.creativewritingclub@gmail.com if you 
would like to be featured in next year’s issue!


