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 Like oxygen to our lungs, art is to the heart: fulfilling, 

satisfying, a necessity. Through art, you find a deeper un-

derstanding, a new perspective on life. There are so many 

ways to express yourself; art is just one. Over the years, art 

has been used to show love and self-expression. It Has 

been used to solve conflicts and to strike emotion in the 

heart of the onlooker. 

  For those who put their art or writing in Incite, Con-

grats! For others, enjoy the magazine because to them it is 

more than the paper and medium they used. 

Art Editor    

Kiley Dyer 

 Literature is much more than just a subject you are 

obligated to take in school. It is the essence of our humani-

ty; it gives us life, a meaning and ultimately a purpose. I 

need to believe that there is a reason behind our existence 

as a species and that we weren’t just a mistake that hap-

pened to bloom. And even though the world keeps telling 

me that we indeed represent a simple coincidence that 

dreams of self-destruction with wars against each other, 

with ignorance and hatred, there is only one shivering ulti-

mate hope that holds us all together. And that is literature. 

The world unites and accepts one another under the power 

of words. It makes us forget of all the irreversible damage 

that we brought upon ourselves and gives us a purpose, a 

reason to our humble existence. The only truthful weapon 



that a person has is a pen, and how they use it depends 

entirely on them.  

 This year’s literary magazine has provided yet anoth-

er channel for this essence to be uncovered. The literary 

submissions exhibit a diversity of experiences: from the 

blinded aching confusion to the pure, unstoppable joy of 

laughter. As this year’s editor, I offer my thanks to all those 

who submitted pieces, and I am proud to be able to expose 

a part of me through my writing. Thank you also to all the 

members of the Creative Writing Club that made this possi-

ble and most importantly I want to thank our sponsors, Mrs. 

McCurley–Hardesty,  Ms. Chelaine Hoffer, and Mr. Anthony 

Martinez, who supported us and made Incite a reality. 

Literary Editor 

Maria Onciu 
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Flying with Left Shoe 
Airlines 

Will Gray 

 My name is Frank Tromp, and I hate my last name.  

Many kids have told me that my last name sucks. I guess I 

cannot complain too much. I have met people with worse 

names. I even met a poor kid named Bartholomew. I was 

named after my grandpa on my dad’s side.  Of course, you 

probably don’t care about that. If I don’t sound very 

enthusiastic when telling this story, it’s probably because 

you are the fifth reporter to visit me at my hospital bedside. 

Don’t take it personally. 

 Well, it all started during my summer break. My 

parents are actors and are very busy during the summer, so 

they decided that I should spend most of my summer 

vacation with my grandparents. I had never met my 

grandparents and was rather excited. My mom and I took a 

plane from LA to Colorado and then rented a car. The drive 

through the city had me full of anticipation, and I guess I 

had immediately assumed my grandparents lived in a city. 

As soon as my mom continued to drive west from a town 

called Longmont, I realized that my grandpa and grandma 

lived in the mountains. At about 8000 feet above sea level, 

we finally pulled onto a dirt road with a mailbox that said 
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‘Tromp’. If I had paid more attention to the mailbox, I would 

have noticed the numerous bullet holes in it. As I got out, 

my mom stayed in the car and rolled down the window.  

 “Frank,” she told me, “I won’t be able to introduce 

you to your grandparents. The drive down took longer than I 

had anticipated.” I understood … we had been caught in 

thick traffic on I-25 heading out of Denver 

 “It’s OK mom,” I replied and was about to walk away 

when I saw my mom motion for me to lean closer. 

 “Frank,” she whispered. “Your Grandfather can 

become a little confused sometimes.” She didn’t have to 

say anything else. I saw a plea to be understanding in her 

eyes.  I assured her that I would be fine and waved as she 

pulled out of the drive. As I went up to the house, I 

wondered what my mom had meant when she said 

‘confused.’ I mounted the porch steps with no idea how 

much of an understatement it was.                                       

Part 2 

 When I opened the door into my grandparent’s 

house, I was not warmly greeted by two elderly relatives. In 

fact, not being greeted at all would have been better than 

what was in store for me. Instead, I was violently attacked 

by a couple of geese. The ruckus of honking and flapping 

wings made me turn around and flee. I had made it down 

the porch steps when I tripped over my own feet and fell on 
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my stomach. That’s when I felt webbed feet on my legs 

and a beak pulling something out of my back pocket.  

 I didn’t realize what I had back there until the goose 

pulled it out and hopped off of my legs.  

 I quickly jumped up and shouted, “My phone!” I 

couldn’t believe it. The dirty bird had stolen my phone! I 

was about to run after the goose when I received a 

powerful nip on my shin from behind.  

 “YEEEOOOWWWW!” I shouted. I had completely 

forgotten about goose number two. My ignorance of the 

other enemy had come back and bitten me in the butt, 

literally. I now started running for two reasons. One, the 

goose in front of me had my cell phone, and two, the 

goose behind me had every intention of biting me in the 

backside. I then heard a voice coming from the cabin that 

stopped me in my tracks. 

 “Frank Tromp, why don’t you stop scaring the 

geese and come greet your grandmother?” I turned 

around and saw my grandfather standing in the door. I 

walked over and followed him into the house. When I had 

first tried to walk into the cabin, I had been too distracted 

by the significantly violent poultry to look around. I could 

tell that my grandpa hunted (or used to). There were 

several deer heads mounted on the walls and a black bear

-skin rug on the floor.  
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 “Wow, this is cool,” I said, even though I was not 

really interested . That’s when my grandpa got ‘confused.’ 

 He leaned down and said to the bear skin rug, 

“Honey, why don’t you sand up and say hi?”  

  “Uh, Grandpa,” I said nervously. When he didn’t 

answer, I tapped him on the shoulder. As soon as I touched 

him, he stood up straight, turned around, pointed at the 

closed front door, and yelled “CHICKEN!!!” And he ran 

straight into the door. My grandma came into the room and 

helped my grandpa to his feet.  

  I got used to my grandpa’s strange behavior pretty 

quickly, and the days started to develop a pattern. Grandpa 

would do something insane at least three times a day. One 

morning, my grandma and I woke up to find Grandpa 

covered in chocolate syrup and the table half way through 

the door to the living room.  I was never was able to get my 

phone back from the geese either. I enjoyed my stay until 

there were two more days until my parents would pick me 

up. That was when the accident happened. The craziest 

thing that happened to me started with my grandpa waking 

me up at the crack of dawn. 

 “What’s going on Grandpa? “I asked.  

 “We’re going to do something special before your 

parents come and get you,” he said. My Grandma was still 

asleep and I was not sure about doing something ‘special’ 
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 all alone with my Grandpa. That being said, my Grandma 

was way too worried about safety, and not many fun 

activities were of her approval. So I made the worst mistake 

of my life and went to a place called Chaos Cliff with my 

Grandpa. There was a killer view, and I was able to look 

out over the foothills and more. I heard a clunk and saw my 

grandpa setting up some kind of slide that went off the cliff. 

I noticed for the first time that my Grandpa had also 

decided to bring two pairs of large R/C airplane wings and 

two of the biggest straw shoes that I had ever seen. I stood 

there with awe. 

 “Grandpa, what exactly are you planning to do?” I 

asked, uncertain of his intentions. 

 My Grandpa had now mounted wings onto one 

shoe and had set it on the ground.  

 “Grandpa, did you make these?” I asked.  

 “You bet,” he replied. “They’re big enough to sit in, 

try it.”  

 I did (because I am a moron), and the shoe almost 

felt like it was supposed be sat in. That is when I was 

pushed off a cliff for the first time in my life. It was all I could 

do to hold on to the shoe and scream like a little girl. I never 

was good at multitasking. I also noticed that I was falling 

straight down and the wings were not catching the wind. 

Over the wind, I heard a voice.  
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 “Pull the straps on the sides!” my grandpa yelled 

from the shoe behind me. Considering that he pushed me 

off a cliff, I figured that the straps would probably blow me 

up. Since I was falling to my death, I thought ‘What the 

heck’ and I pulled hard on the straps. As soon as I did, the 

flaps on the wings angled down and I shot almost straight 

up. After some up and down motion that made me glad that 

I had not eaten breakfast yet, I figured out how to fly the 

shoe straight. As we got closer to the bottom of the cliff, I 

angled towards the valley near my grandparent’s house.  I 

lost focus wondering if pushing a child off a cliff would be 

considered child abuse. Murphy’s Law came into effect and 

a sudden tail wind slammed me into a tree near the chicken 

coop. I hit my head hard on a branch, and I passed out 

falling. 

 I woke up in a hospital. My head felt like someone 

had used it for batting practice, and my left leg felt like a 

thousand needles were going in and out of my skin 

simultaneously. My mom and dad came over and hugged 

me, telling me that they were so worried. My dad asked 

what happened, but went to get the doctor when I told him 

that I had crashed while flying a shoe. The doctors then 

decided I had a concussion and I had to stay an extra week 

in the hospital. When they asked me again what happened, 

all I could say was…. 

 “It was Grandpa’s idea.”               
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Bear Lake 

Kiley Dyer 
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The White Damask 

Andrea Arevalo 

The White Damask 

In the mist of Spring 

He plucks her buds, 

before they bloomed 

His cold eyes laugh  

The white rose is now black 

A silent scream for help,  

The sick rose seeks snow white,  

Yet no one seems to hear 

No one ever notices 

 

Scars  

The liquid burns down her throat  

Another night in the lights  

They say don’t play with fire  

Or you will get burned  

But they are ignorant to reality 

The fire lay within him. 

The burns turned her heart cold 
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Shamanic Healing 

Time flies in silence.  

Ignorance cuts her like the worm in the storm 

Holy fire to numb the pain. 

Ergot spreads within her flower. 

Ignorance is bliss. 

Mommy and Daddy’s little girl is gone.  

A silent scream in the storm  

Why can’t anyone hear? 

 

 

Hallucinating  

Spilt tea burns 

You wash me but don’t get me wet. 

Do you not care? Did I not matter? 

No sympathy no help 

Visible wounds you avoid. 

Egotism slows the bleeding. 

You are no longer my flesh 

No longer my blood. 
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The Vessel 

Sierra Lincoln 

When you hear the word vessel, you usually think 

of a ship. Most people do because it is the largest trans-

portation device the world has. However, there are many 

different vessels to transport goods. There are cars, 

trucks, ships, plains, rocket ships, submarines, etc. De-

pending on who you are, you have a different interpreta-

tion on what a vessel is. You also have the smallest one 

in you. Your brain is a vessel for everything in your life. 

Getting on that vessel though, takes time. It helps you to 

be more a part of the world. Everyone has a brain and 

head. Your brain is the submarine and your head is the 

ocean. 

Josh is a sixteen-year-old boy who lives in Water-

flow, New Mexico. With the past that Josh has and the 

past that he knows, he never leaves it but is always living 

in the past. In Waterflow, he had a troubled childhood. 

Josh was born in San Diego, California, but he wasn’t 

able to stay. When Josh tuned three his mom and dad got 

a divorce and Josh’s mother lost all custody and rights to 

her child. Not even a supervised visitation was allowed. 

Josh’s dad had some issues of his own. Tony, who was 

Josh’s dad, was involved with drugs and alcohol, though 



 

Early College Academy  11 

not as bad as he ex-wife was. Both Tony and Sharon had a 

criminal record. Tony  and his ex, Sharron, were always in 

trouble for drug possession  and driving while she was high 

and drunk. Josh was not oblivious to the abuse that he had 

taken from both of his parents throughout the few years 

they were married. Tony only got worse after the divorce 

and Josh had to watch his loving dad kill himself.  

After Tony passed away in San Diego from liver fail-

ure, Josh went to live with his mom in Waterflow. Josh was 

six when he had to move away. Sharron was doing better 

until she got her son back in her custody. When Josh hit 

eight years old, his mom was arrested for child endanger-

ment. Sharron was arrested and had seven outstanding 

warrants for her arrest. Sharron had to spend three 15- year 

sentences and a 2-year sentence. Josh was then put up for 

adoption because both sets of grandparents had passed 

away. Both of his parents were the only child and no other 

relatives were still alive. When Josh was put up for adop-

tion, he was eight and no one wanted him. Finally, a woman 

who was already a parent of two other kids that were a little 

older then Josh. When he was adopted out, the family 

moved to Chattanooga, Tennessee. His new mom’s name 

was Annabelle, Anna for short. She was a Hawaiian woman 

who had moves from the Kauai to Tennessee.  

Josh was a child that had never been to church be-

cause of his past. His parents were not god-fearing people. 

However, Anna was a religious person and went to church 
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  twice a week. When she adopted Josh, he went to church 

with his new family. When Josh, Anna, Michael, and Sara 

all went to church, they all were little angels. After the first 

month of going to the church that they were attending, Anna 

did not want to go anymore. Josh knew that something was 

not right and he knew that no matter what he did, Anna was 

doing the same things that his other parents were doing. 

She started to drink and do drugs. When Josh was fifteen, 

he went back into the foster care system. He was adopted 

out a few times but always came back. When Josh turned 

eighteen, he was no longer a foster child. He was told that 

now he was an adult and had no right to be in the foster 

system.  Josh went to college but his vessel wasn’t running. 

He was still stuck in the past. He dropped out of school. 

 Stuck in his past, Josh was having a hard time mak-

ing friends, maintaining a job, and getting into a stable rela-

tionship.  Unable to move on from the past, Josh could not 

see his own reality. Josh and Rachel, his current girlfriend 

were too busy doing drug to see what they were missing 

out on. Rachel and Josh were both arrested at the age of 

twenty-two for possession of illegal drugs. The two spent 

time behind bars. Josh was released after three years. 

However, Rachel had to do twenty years in a federal prison 

for outstanding warrants. When Josh was released from jail, 

he put himself in a rehab facility, hoping the past would go 

away. Hoping that his horrible past would leave him alone 

and his bright future would help him.  But the past has nev-
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er gone away and will never go away. No matter how hard 

you try, the past makes who you are. Josh was blind to that. 

He always thought that he could change the past if he nev-

er left it. His vessel was broken down and was never to be 

repaired. No one he knew could help him and not one that 

was a professional in anything would even try to help him. 

He was officially stuck up shit creek without a paddle.  

A few years later, on Josh’s twenty-seventh birthday, 

he was released from rehab. Josh was now a “changed 

man”. No one quite understood what that meant until Josh 

showed them. Josh’s broken vessel was now fixed and run-

ning nonstop. Going from Chattanooga, Tennessee to 

Sparks, Nevada, Josh was on a mission. He was getting 

the hell out of dodge. He knew to get a new start he had to 

move away from his bad past locations. Now in Sparks, Ne-

vada Josh was thinking more about what he wanted to be. 

With a record involving drugs and jail time, it is hardtop get 

a job. Josh managed to start his new job at a school. He 

was only a janitor but he still had to get a job and stay think-

ing about his future. After a year or so in Nevada, Josh 

moves on down to Colorado. He was in love with the beau-

tiful Denver, Colorado. Josh was ready for a new dream to 

become his new reality.  

 Josh pack a bag and moved to Denver, Colorado. 

He was more ready to leave the hell whole town that he had 

lived in. He was ready to get out of Chattanooga. When he 

hit the Colorado border, he stopped and drove through the 
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  mountains. Before he made it too Denver, he stopped in a 

little town called Cripple Creek. He stayed here for a week 

or two then moved on down to Denver. Back in the year of 

1983 Denver was small and no one knew what a big city 

was. Josh was now in his future that he wanted since he 

was a little boy. Denver was not what he wanted it to be, so 

he became the new mayor. Josh Brown was the new mayor 

of Denver, Colorado. So far his dreams were coming true. 

Being the mayor, Josh made the town of Denver to 

his liking. But all the citizens of Denver started to protest 

because they did not like the town’s new style. Slowly but 

steadily Josh made the town into what the citizens wanted it 

to be. Josh was not very happy, but he made adjustments 

to his vessel’s root and it was actually worth it. There were 

no protesters and the town was more successful. However, 

Josh slowly started to dislike his position in power. He 

made the announcement that he was going to step down 

and he would grant a new fellow the job. A man took his 

place. Josh went out to the country and made his way out 

there. He was finally happy and had everything that he 

wanted. Josh was in living out his long dreamt plans.  

Josh was not living though. This was all a dream. Af-

ter rehab, he moved to Nevada. He lived there for twelve 

years. Josh was living in his future and not in his present. 

He knew what he wanted and how he wanted it. However, 

he did not move from Nevada to Colorado for twelve years 

and Denver was a big city by that time. With Denver being 
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just a big city with many people, Josh decided to move to 

Cripple Creek. It was quiet and small. No one really knows 

what is in Cripple Creek. Hell, Josh did not even know what 

was there until he showed up. Josh was now in reality. It 

wasn’t what he was expecting it to be, it was better. Yes, 

there were so many people that were not ever smart, but 

you always have that. Josh and his now functioning vessel 

were able to work at the same pace and same mind set 

now. Josh is no longer in the past.  

Josh ended up dying in Denver Colorado and was 

never transported back to where he was from. His 

body  was never found or no one even knew where he end-

ed up. When he did die, no one understood why. He was a 

young man. Josh was 42 years old when he was pro-

nounced dead. The cause of death was never found. He 

was frozen for experiments and test yet no one knows any-

thing about the experiments or the body. No one even 

knows if it was Josh because no one has seen the body. 

Josh was dead happy. The vessel helped him move on. He 

moved from the past to his future back to his present. It 

takes a man of constant sorrow to show that they are stuck 

and need some help out. With the death of Josh, everyone 

that knew him made it a commitment to visit that rehab cen-

ter that helped him.  
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The Survival Story of My  

Disapproved Language 

Claudia Luna Rojas 

I was seven years old and had been waiting for an 

hour. I wondered, “Where is she?” Suddenly, a Jenga block 

was thrown at me. 

“They should be coming any minute now. Come fin-

ish this round,” Susan demanded holding another Jenga 

block.  

“What if she comes now? You just said ‘any minute 

now’,” I debated with my arms crossed. 

“Fine, then you forfeit.” 

“What is that?” 

“It means that you LOSE!” 

“No, that’s not fair!” my arms uncrossed. 

“Then play.” 

“Fine, pero para que no llores.”
1 

I couldn’t stop to wonder when was this waiting going 

to end. I hated waiting. Waiting for what? I was waiting for 

my mom to be done with her English class while I was with 

other students that went to the same elementary school 

with me. My mom had many times said that not knowing 

English was an immense burden on her, and she detested 
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it. I used to believe that she was being unreasonable be-

cause it is just a language difference, but over time, my be-

lief of “It’s just a language difference” changed drastically, 

and so did I.  

 Many people do not understand what it means to be 

bilingual and have parents that are monolingual. It meant 

having so many more responsibilities than are signed on 

for. It meant having to translate every letter in the mail, to 

every cashier, and every adult that judged my parents for 

not knowing English. My parents always saw the judging 

face of others as I translated for them but they assumed 

that I didn’t; unfortunately, I understood their unforgettable 

faces. Because of these early experiences of mine, I had 

always related Spanish with cold looks from adults. Then, 

one day at a grocery store, I realized that I looked around 

before I spoke Spanish! I felt such a guilt for attempting to 

hide my language. I wondered if I was the only one; was 

there others that also felt this way? I was only able to find 

an answer to my question in school-years later in 6
th
 grade 

Spanish class. 

 “Take out the reading from yesterday,” our Spanish 

teacher asked us, “Who read the article?”  

 Of course, no one’s hand went up. I took out the arti-

cle, and for the first time, I read the title. It talked about the 

benefits of learning two or more different languages! There 

were about 15 reasons as to why being bilingual is benefi-

cial. The major reasons that spoke most to me were that 
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  brains are stronger for better memories and the job market 

is more open for bilingual people. From then on, I felt as if 

someone else gave me a dirty look, I would not care be-

cause that just goes to show how little minded they are. I 

wasn’t going to be some victim, some little beaten down on 

girl for knowing Spanish and translating for my parents; I 

was going to be the girl that fought for herself in two lan-

guages and fought twice as hard. I decided to take on the 

challenge of being “different.” 

 Being different didn’t mean that I was going to stand 

out; it meant that in my own persona, my rich qualities of 

who I was were going to stand out more. The evidence was 

in the small things I did. For example, when I talked to my 

brother about school or anything in general, we code 

switched; we would switch from Spanish to English and 

English to Spanish. In between sentences we completely 

changed the grammatical structure to change language. For 

example, he would tell me “What are you going to do to-

day?” 

I would respond, “Nada. And you? Vas a ver una 

movie?”
2
  

He’d say, “Pues, si. El Dark Night Rises. Puedes ir si 

quieres.”
3 

We didn’t know how this suddenly came to be, but it 

did, and I love it. Even if a person who spoke Spanish and 

English could hear us, they would have no idea what we 

said. Little by little, I stopped caring about what others had 
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to say. I felt proud of who I was and who I was growing up 

to be. I knew that my future and I were going to be okay. 

Being bilingual made me feel powerful, motivated, 

and encouraged. Powerful to the point where I had an ad-

vantage over others. Early on, I knew that being bilingual 

would help me to get a new job (as I did read the article in 

Spanish class). I definitely felt motivated to not be scared of 

who I was and my roots. If others did not like it, then they 

had to suck it up. Lastly, I feel encouraged to keep going to 

school and trying my best so that one day, when I got my 

(BSN) Bachelor’s Degree in Science in Nursing, my parents 

would be proud. In conclusion, yes, being bilingual made 

me feel like I didn’t belong, but I persevered and learned 

that to reach a goal, hay que remover cielo y tierra.
4
   

1. Fine, so you don’t  cry. 
2. Nothing. And you? Are you going to watch a movie? 
3. Well, yes. The Dark Knight Rises. You can come if you want to. 
4. Move heaven and earth 
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Shattered Glass 

Maria Onciu 

 I was lost under the stars, they were fascinating. You 

know how they are so many dispersed in an enormous 

space, but somehow they are together, they seem to al-

ways find their way back to each other, no matter how long 

it takes them. Are humans capable of such love, of such 

devotion? Can we love unconditionally without wanting 

something in return, without needing to see that person 

every day in order to remind yourself of how much they 

mean to you? How can stars be so close when they are in 

fact millions of light years away and how can people be so 

alone when they are hours away from each other. Is there 

something wrong with us? Is there any hope left or is it just 

one of those things we need to accept and live our lives? 

I need to believe they won't forget me, they will remember 

my dorky jokes, my happy dance and our long conversa-

tions. I need to have hope that I was their special someone, 

not just a friend, but the friend. The friend that made them 

think, that made them laugh, that made them open up. We 

laughed together, we lost our innocence due to the cruel 

reality we had to embrace too fast, unfortunately. I was 

physically leaving them, but I was desperately longing for 

their attention. My heart was scattered, broken, divided by 
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my dreams and by home. Why did I have to choose? Why 

can't I have it all? 

 Why can't people always be happy? Every time my 

heart was too big for my mind to shatter it down, a dreaded 

feeling of fear, confusion and panic were making my body 

shiver with never ending thoughts that were subjugating 

even my last breath. Anger and sadness were ruining my 

scarcely moments of extraordinary happiness.   

 Why can't I have it all? My dreams, my comfort, my 

most beloved ones. Why do I have to choose between two 

worlds that will ultimately leave me broken and alone? I 

wanted to scream with frustration, but deep down I knew 

this was the right decision, the way I could accomplish my 

desires. I needed to fight that dysfunctional voice in my 

head that kept on telling me to give up. 

 I had to do it. I had to be a fighter. I knew it would be 

hard, it would destroy me, but I had to believe that the out-

come will glue me back together. Those pieces that get bro-

ken in the process will make me stronger. I knew I had it in 

me to become the person I always wanted to be. This was 

my chance to prove to the world and most importantly to 

myself that I can accomplish everything I wanted and no 

sacrifice will be too big. I knew in my heart it was worth it! 

 All of a sudden, I am pulled out of my dream land or 

my current state for the past few months, by the sound of a 

falling glass. I watch it break in tiny pieces, it only took it 

seconds for it to become a useless ruin. Once it was all 
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  held together looking tall and bright… now it’s bleeding on 

the floor with no chance of survival. The janitor is running 

as fast as possible to clean the surface so that nobody gets 

hurt… And that was it, once it became broken people got 

rid of it and moved on. Cause once broken will always re-

main broken.     

 I couldn’t help but think that this was a sign and that 

everything that I was thinking was in fact true and my at-

tempt to start living my life might conclude in utter failure. 

Why would a girl like me make it on her own in a whole new 

country? It wasn’t long ago when I was asking my parents 

to help me clean my room and now I decide to leave with-

out them for an entire year?!  Smart move, I got to say I 

didn’t see it coming! 

 No, stop! I want to go! I want to be the girl that 

chased her dreams that believed she could and she did! I 

deserve that! I owe it to myself to show people that I am not 

giving up until I accomplish all I have hoped for. My hands 

were shivering, some lonely tears made their way on my 

cheeks and my doubts stopped. I watched the train leave 

and at this point I realized that there was no coming back. I 

was leaving behind my old life, grasping for a new, more 

exciting version of myself. If only I knew that was just the 

beginning to a journey that changed me irreversibly.  
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Dolly 

Kaycie Korgan 

The blonde hair reflected off the sun. 

The plastic face was shiny and pore less, 

Chubby on the cheeks and rosy on the nose. 

He brushed the hair just for fun. 

Eight years old at the time, few knows 

How much that boy loved something lifeless. 

 

The parents yelling would ricochet off the walls, 

Tears soaking his pillow case. 

Years went by, and nothing changed.  

The yelling got absorbed in the teal walls, 

Torn paint making the room look deranged.  

He was one with the walls. Mask on the face. 

 

The walls turned pink, 

The hair grew longer, 

The teasing got worse,  

The screaming a little stronger. 

His mind often wandered,  
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The yelling was always about him.  

Always about him.  

 

He knew he was different, 

And it was hard to say. 

His mom would yell, 

His dad would cheat, 

He couldn’t help but feel a little defeat. 

 

This little girl split up the family of three, 

And it was all because he was a she.  
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Andrea Arevalo 

What inspires me to write is the emotions that come with it. 

I found that writing helps heal; it brings relief to the mental 

state of mind even if the writing is not being read by anyone 

else. I enjoy writing in journals usually kept to myself.  

Kiley Dyer 

Creativity is my forte. To me, art is beautiful. That complexi-

ty made to look easy that I find in other’s art work is the in-

spiration I use to create my own. I find that art is a reflec-

tion of what is on the inside. Preferably, I create craft piec-

es and do a ton of drawing/coloring. As far as medium, I 

use lots of different kinds. What I enjoy most about art is 

that there are no rules. No one can say exactly what art is. 

Art is so many things to so many people. 

Will Gray 

To be blunt, I read, a lot. It’s through what I read that I get 

inspiration. When I read a book, it will open up ideas to me 

and will allow me to imagine new concepts. As a reader of 

fantasy, I usually write inside that genre. I’m drawn to fanta-

sy because it is in that genre that possibilities are more 

Author and Artist  

Biographies  



 

26  Incite Magazine 

endless than ever. Some of my favorite fantasy series are 

the Inheritance Cycle by Christopher Paolini, and The He-

roes of  Olympus Series by Rick Riordan.  

Kaycie Korgan 

I love writing because it helps me get my emotions out into 

the open. I write about anything and everything that I think 

about.  

Sierra Lincoln 

I like to write because there is a meaning. Writing has al-

ways been the way that I escape from the world. It makes it 

easier to look at new people.  

Claudia Luna Rojas 

What I enjoy about writing is the ability to express myself in 

a unique way that separates me from others. I also enjoy 

the power of a message that writing can contain whether in 

short stories or in a novel. What inspires me to write is the 

sharing of ideas or stories because they can help someone 

in a tough situation or they can entertain someone when 

they are bored. My greatest hobby is reading, whether in 

English or Spanish. I love classic novels, but I also love 

mystery books. My favorite author is Lisa Scottoline. 

Brenna Sydow 

When I make art, my goal is not to create something beauti-

ful but to make something that reflects who I am and what I 
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see in the world around me. I do not prefer a type of art be-

cause I believe that every art form has something unique to 

offer. Most of my pieces are watercolors because with wa-

ter color, I can easily create the natural world and also the 

chaos that exists within nature. That is why the majority of 

my pieces are animals with a colorful twist. So when you 

look at my piece, realize that you are not just observing the 

art I have created, but also a piece of who I am as well.  

Maria Onciu 

Writing is my safe haven. It always has been, and it will al-

ways be. I write when I am angry, when  I am happy and I 

write when I feel like my world is falling apart. That is how I 

wrote this piece. Writing heals me, and it is the only place 

where all the hiding stops and I get to be me, nothing more, 

nothing less, just me.  


