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Editor’s Note 
 

Welcome to the second edition of Manuscription!  

We started Manuscription specifically for creative people who are 18 and under. It is 
an opportunity for young people to get their voices heard and get experience in 
publication, as well as get excellent feedback and mentoring from older, more 
experienced practitioners. We wanted to help young creatives produce their best 
work and take something away from this process that they can apply to other 
projects in the future.  

In Manuscription, the end result is not as important as the process. We want to know 
that our contributors (and, in some cases, our mentors) learned something from this 
experience.  

We are delighted with the range and quality of submissions that we attracted for our 
second issue. Our contributors beautifully explore a range of complex issues with 
exciting clarity and attention to form. Our mentors, meanwhile, were able to coach 
the contributors towards improving their craft and highlighting what it is about them 
that makes them unique storytellers. We at Manuscription Magazine are sure that 
we’re going to see great things from the young people who contributed to this issue.  

We’re excited to bring you this second edition of Manuscription Magazine! Keep your 
eyes out for the third edition in June, 2019.  

Have a safe and happy holiday season! 

- The Editorial Board 

 

 

Facebook: ManuscriptionMag 

Twitter: @_Manuscription 

Email: manuscriptionmagazine@gmail.com 

Website: https://manuscriptionmag.wordpress.com/  
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Chloe Kang 
 

Bio: Chloe Kang is a 17-year-old high school junior attending North London 

Collegiate School Jeju, South Korea. Her art practice involves experimenting with 

different types of materials and she loves to explore the way that textures and 

colours can work off each other. Her work has been published in Adroit Journal, The 

Claremont Review, and the Daphne Review. Chloe is currently putting together her 

portfolio and looking forward to attending a university in America. 

Editor’s note: What struck us about Chloe’s art was the fact that there seemed to 

be so much going on beneath the surface! At first, a viewer could be forgiven for 

thinking that they are simple pieces. But then another pattern emerges, or another 

motif, and suddenly the viewer is left questioning whether they’d really seen all there 

is to see. Chloe is a very talented artist and we wish her all the best in applying to 

university! 



4 
 



5 
 



6 
 



7 
 

 

  



8 
 

Roy Little 
 

Bio: My name is Roy Little. I come from Rochester, NY. I have always been a 

passionate writer. I seek to utilize writing to uplift people across the planet. 

Editor’s note: Roy’s work is an inspiring and rhythmically interesting exploration of 

hope and pursuing one’s goals. During his mentoring process, he mentioned that the 

crooked line or smudge on a portrait can be considered an artist’s signature; we 

think that Roy’s abstract poetry style will become his own particular smudge on a 

portrait! 
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Dreamers vs Visionaries 
 

We live in a world where lines are blurred 

Where the mass needs to fast from spells cast with words 

Words that cause oneself to need a corrective lens 

Love, respect & soul in check for perspective friends 

World will have you neglect your sense 

Dreamers vs Visionaries 

The world says, “visions are just dreams be weary” 

Though gifted, foes will attempt eclipse your theories 

Impose their spell and have you thinking your missions scary 

Pursuit of a vision, that’s clever never a useless decision 

Many lost in a crucible, in route to perdition 
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Sofia Lavidalie 
 

Bio: Sofia Lavidalie is a 16-year-old aspiring writer and poet from Louisiana, a state 

located in the southern part of the United States.  Aside from writing, her life's 

passions include psychology, law, theatre, and raising awareness of and funding for 

childhood cancer research.  More than anything else, she hopes to impact the lives 

of children in need. 

Editor’s note: Both of Sofia’s pieces show an interesting balance of clarity and 

ambiguity. She manages to tell the reader enough to engage them without spelling 

out every detail, which demonstrates that she is comfortable with the idea that the 

reader may hear a different story from the one that she intended to tell. Both pieces 

evoke emotions very powerfully, not by naming them or describing them but by 

allowing the reader to experience them – an excellent skill for an aspiring writer! 
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A Study in Grievances  
 

Think, if you will, of the blood-copper bench,  

the flies that hang like cherries, 

the apologies you’ll never read. 

The sun is blinding. I’m choking down little rays, 

 

I’m swallowing stars. Listen closely when I say this: 

A dog that dies in a hot car knows only that  

it has never died in a hot car before. 

Maybe I thought I could change history. Maybe  

 

you just wanted something to kill. Sometimes  

I try to rewrite the story. I skim, leaving bookmarks  

and little pen scrawls and pages bent 

like I’m reading it for the first time. 

 

I keep looking for the red herring, the way out, 

but the ending is always the same. 

I’m sorry. It’s the only ending I know how to write. 

I can’t run away from that. 

 

I waited until my abuela died 
 

What is it? 

 

Her hair, tomato gardens, 

and the bones of my 
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childhood are stained  

 

What was it? 

 

green. Not her real hair. 

Chemo tore it to knots, 

I can’t remember. 

 

What will it be? 

 

Judaism says cremation 

hurts like death, like 

the soul never left the 

body. Hers was weaned 

on pain. It could never  

grow cold. What is it? 
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Tah Ai Jia 
 

Bio: My name is Tah Ai Jia, and I'm 17 years old. I'm a Chinese Malaysian poet and 

I am currently studying Foundation studies at Trinity College, University of 

Melbourne. 

Editor’s note: Tah’s poem plays with language, nature and atmosphere to create a 

gripping and engaging work! Weather writing has been done before, but Tah 

breathes fresh air into what could otherwise have been a stale genre.  
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another inconsequential list of You: 
 

Clouds shift through me whenever you breathe; 

They whisper water vapour into my 

fractured bones and swirl strangled spots onto 

my ruptured skin. With arms stuffed from watered- 

down hail and diluted wind, I can feel 

their breeze on the inner folds of my knees. 

 

The trees sway lower whenever you speak; 

Autumn leaves play games of hide and seek as they  

swish-swoosh in sync to your vowels and beats. 

They pop and lock to the uneven speech 

running through your teeth, as your tongue fails to 

secure them in your lips’ cherry knot grip. 

 

Stars soar higher whenever you blink; 

11:11 heartbeats shroud me 

in hibernation as the moon glistens 

in the shining afterglow of falling  

meteorites— Oh, how your night sky em- 

braces me in your never-ending dream 

of quiet; how your lullabies have touched 

my raining heartbeats sandpapered and limp. 
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Mirrors reflect light whenever you sleep; 

My image ripples in response to your 

soft snores and twitching toes. The blankets swim 

in skips along the ocean, and my arms 

ache to drown in search of island treasures. 

 

Squiggly lines for kisses are nothing; For 

clouds allude to carved feathers but leave me 

in peace when I scratch for comfort, Autumn 

leaves cease to exist when in contact with 

my skin, stars escape their cages when no 

one thinks to see, the song of dreams erodes 

into ceramic vases of chopped rose 

stems and gardened cactus leaves, and buried 

gold are decomposing wishes and (what- 

ifs) left dripping on the tips of my swollen l i p s. 
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Amla Rashingkar 
 

Bio: Amla Rashingkar is a 16-year-old from the Silicon Valley in California. She 

loves writing and hopes to make it a career one day. When not writing, she can be 

found drawing, playing soccer, writing and playing her own music, and spending time 

with her family, friends, and dogs. 

Editor’s note: Amla’s piece is well-written, well-structured and powerful. Her mentor 

referred to it as ‘a very impressive piece of writing’, and we couldn’t agree more! In 

particular, we love the relatability of this piece – everyone can see themselves in the 

protagonist, and everyone could have used this advice at one point or another. A 

very deep and engaging work! 
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A Cry for Strength 
 

After what feels like hours of scrubbing my face clean of tears, I decide I look decent 

enough to leave the bathroom. The only redness on my face comes from rubbing it 

against towels, and my breathing is as quiet and steady as the world before sunrise. 

I shuffle away from the mirror and place a shaky hand on the doorknob. Grandma 

will survive this surgery. Do not cry about her. Crying is weak. And I am not weak.  

I slip into an empty hallway. I am not one to talk about my problems, much less cry 

about them. I deal with them on my own and ignore them until the bottle I force them 

into bursts. My problems are mine and mine only; I see no need to involve others. 

This is strength. This has no weakness.  

As my eyes scan the area around me, ghosts of Grandma’s presence crawl 

underneath the shadows. Sadness claws at my throat and shatters my calm facade. 

I sink my teeth into my bottom lip to stop myself from crying out. Tears sting my 

eyelids, and a bag of sand inside my stomach ties itself into knots. My mind races to 

a thousand places in hopes of distracting me, but it fails, and my thoughts are 

clouded with what I am trying to avoid. 

Right as I take in an ice-cold breath, a door creaks open. I quickly wipe my eyes on 

my sleeve and see my friend, John, as he skips towards me.  

“Hey! I was looking for you today,” he says, eyes as bright as jewellery reflecting 

sunlight. When I feign a meek smile in response, he furrows his eyebrows and asks, 

“Are you alright?”  

I stare at my feet. Replying will unleash the hurricane brewing in my throat. John 

taps my arm, and when I look up, he studies my trembling jaw and glassy eyes. 

“What’s wrong? You know you can talk to me.” 

“It’s hard to talk about.” My soggy voice trembles. Be strong. I cannot embarrass 

myself in front of him by crying. This is my issue, not his. 

A tear tangles itself into my lashes and stutters down my cheek, leaving a shiny 

mark. John glances at it but says nothing. “I’m sorry about that,” I whisper. Do not 

show weakness. But before I can stop them, more of my tears betray me. I bury my 

face in my hands. 

“Sorry? About what? Crying? You have to be joking,” John chuckles.  When he 

realizes I’m serious, his smile dissolves. “Crying is normal,” he says, softly. “You 

don’t have to talk about whatever’s going on. Just cry. It is your reaction for a 

reason.” 
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I think about his words. It is your reaction for a reason. If I feel the urge to release a 

waterfall of tears, why do I resist it? I already know that I have found strength in 

dealing with this situation. Why do I keep trying to prove it by fighting my natural 

reaction? Crying is human. I do not feel better by shutting it away. 

“It’s alright. You can talk to me about whatever’s bothering you,” John coaxes. He 

pulls me into his arms, and I bury my face into his chest. The world slips away from 

me, and in that moment, I can only smell John’s cologne, feel his arms around me 

like a shield.  

The bottle I store my emotions in shatters. Sadness dances around shards of broken 

glass and explodes in my stomach. The boulder in my throat struggles to crumble 

into dust. Tension in my chest burns like my reddening face. A strangled sob 

escapes my lips, and instead of cowering, I continue to cry, and a Seattle rainstorm 

rushes down my face and sticks to my neck. I feel free. For the first time, I feel tears 

purify my body as I begin to cleanse my mind of its carried weight.  
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Muhammad Hamza Khan 
 

Bio: My name is Muhammad Hamza Khan, and I'm a Canadian-Pakistani living in 

Pakistan. Currently, I'm a high school student, and I plan on studying Philosophy at a 

higher level. I like pizza, music, and Charles Bukowski. 

Editor’s note: Muhammad’s poetry is as striking visually as it is in its subject matter. 

His work unravels at a good pace, and Ode to Bees in particular uses a form seems 

to mimic the rigid structure of a bee’s environment. Such a clever use of paragraph 

structure that we really appreciated!  
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Oh, Vincent! 
 

I heard Van Gogh 

cut his ear off, 

and gave it to a 

whore 

because 

he loved her. 

But that's not 

even the saddest part: 

she didn't love him back, 

and threw the ear  

away. 

 

Oh, Vincent, 

if only 

love worked that way, 

then all men 

would be 

without 

ears. 

 

Ode to Bees 
We're all just bees, zapping around 

here and there, on the fields of this earth, 

thinking everything will 

last forever, and 

nothing matters 

more than 

ourselves. 

 

We all just move on from 

one flower to the other 

in search of 

nectar, 

and 

stay there 

till we've taken 

as much nectar out 

as we possibly, possibly can. 

 

After one flower, comes the next, 

and we keep on travelling 
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till we think maybe 

we need more 

than nectar 

to live, 

so 

we then 

spend our lives 

in search of something 

more than nectar, and the funny 

part is, we don't really know what it 

really is that we're 

searching 

for. 

This is the only life  

we know of,  

and this is  

the only 

life we  

live. 
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Tegan Ford 
 

Bio: My name is Tegan Ford, I am 15 years old, and I am from the United States. I 

enjoy writing in my free time and participating in clubs- one of which I created myself, 

with the hope of giving back to our local community, and even contributing to relief 

efforts across the globe. I am an avid student with a passion for fashion, film and 

literature, and hope to become a writer one day. 

Editor’s note: Tegan has a light-yet-direct touch with her writing that really creates 

an impact! Her use of imagery and repetition create a clear and engaging voice that 

the reader can’t help but be swept away by. We think that a lot of young readers will 

be able to relate to Tegan’s poetry – we can’t wait for people to read it! 
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Mother Nature   
 

Flowers grow in my ribcage 

And though they smell so sweet 

I wish they weren’t there 

Because they don’t have a beat 

 

There’s sunflowers on my windowsill  

And dirt in my hair  

But I am finally clean  

Living without a care 

 

There are daisies in my lungs 

And my skin is covered in leaves 

Even though I can’t feel anything 

I think now I am finally free 

 

Salt 
 

I dreamed it was that summer 

That one we spent by the beach  

Where we soaked up the sun 

And you looked like a hazy dream 

My hand on your chest 

And your hands on my skin 

What I’d do  

To go back again 

We slipped into the water 
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And let the waves carry us home  

How could we ever leave 

And let the ocean be alone? 

I dreamed we were there again 

Laying against the sand 

I look at the sparkling water 

And ask if you want to take a dip 

My visions getting blurry, I can hardly breathe 

I’ll wake up to the taste of salt 

The taste of you and me  

 

School 
 

I’m so tired 

Staring with heavy eyes 

I struggle through the day 

And exhausting nights 

Is it normal to feel this way 

To feel so run down?  

I try to do my best 

But the pounding is so loud 

I’ll take some medicine 

And rest my eyes 

But I can’t do that either 

I’ve got to study tonight 

I apologize to my friends 

I can’t go out and party 
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If I do I’ll fail  

And I have a test that Friday 

 

Same 
 

Curls galore 

And bright blue eyes 

I can’t imagine my face being pretty 

Because it’s mine 

I got my nose from my aunts 

My taste in fashion too 

My skin is fair 

And my hair is a golden hue  

But I can’t imagine someone staring 

Because I caught their eye 

I know that same old smile; 

I’ve had it since I was five 

It’s the same old story 

The same look every time  

Won’t people get bored of it 

If they stick around to long? 

It hurts my head to think about it 

But the thought’s never truly gone 

It’s just me  

Staring back in the mirror  

They told me that maybe if 

I looked at it differently 
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It would be clearer 

But I still see the same things 

Every day  

So I’ll cut my hair 

And try to change 

But the truth is 

No matter what I do 

I’m still the same 
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Sarah Waring 
 

Bio: Sarah Waring is a 16-year-old poet from the United States. She loves poetry, 

conspiracy theories, and her dog. 

Editor’s note: Sarah pairs strong imagery and powerful rhetorical questions to 

create a work with real power. Readers will be able to vividly imagine the quiet 

church in the centre of New York thanks to her gorgeous descriptions, and she 

captures the strange juxtaposition of being alone and aware of the history of a space 

in a way that we really loved! 

 

 

  



28 
 

Church 
 

Everything feels like isolation. 

The church is empty now,  

 

crooked-nose priest leaving his ghost in the pulpit, 

wide-eyed children with golden idols floating in their heads, 

women with grey hair escaping their hats 

going home to stitch quilts they will never finish. 

 

Carpet rises and falls beneath my feet 

red and soft, skin stretched over bone floor 

I do not know how to pray, nor do I know who built  

these old walls, this arching ceiling, this white expanse.  

 

Does God hold you warm and pulsing 

in kind wrinkled hands? Is that why you come here?  

If i believed someone could protect me,  

would i never get hurt? 

 

I think of Spanish genderless apostles,  

French rose windows,  

sacred English graves, 

quiet in the centre of New York. 

 

Is this a selfless creation?  

Do we truly give to God  
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or simply crave salvation? 

If this is love, where does it go? 

 

I do not belong in hushed silence; your god 

will not permit me into heaven.  

I walk to the altar, get on my knees,  

burn my legs on carpet.  

 

Still,  

I do not know what to say. 
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Caroline Jones 
 

Bio: Caroline Jones is a 15-year-old Canadian girl living in the US who loves 

reading, writing, and listening to Broadway music. 

Editor’s note: Caroline’s flash fiction has all the components of good work: scene, 

action and surprise. Her excellent imagery and gentle implication speaks volumes – 

which is perfect for this form. The reader is drawn into this striking variation on 

folklore in the early scenes, only to recognise the traditions she’s drawing on towards 

the end. Brilliant work! 
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Rivers of Gold 
 

He promised to spin her rivers of gold. He would weave her ragged flaxen smocks 

into gowns that rippled to the floor like sun-tinted waterfalls. 

If he spun enough gold to satisfy the king, she would finally be free. Free from her 

father and country and monarch. Free to marry whomever she chose. 

And she promised she would choose him. 

He spun for her every night, imagining the lustrous gown she would wear on their 

wedding night. 

He never imagined the pearl dress of royal marriage. Rumpelstiltskin cried when he 

saw it. He could turn flax to gold, but he couldn’t gild pearls. 
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Vasi Bjeletich 
 

Bio: Vasi Bjeletich is a 17-year-old writer from a small town in Texas. In her free 

time, she follows artistic pursuits such as painting and photography in addition to 

writing. 

Editor’s note: Vasi is not just playing with language – she is playing with the 

structure of the words on the page, guiding the reader’s gaze through the 

paragraphs at the same time as she deftly guides their mind through her poetry. An 

interesting and exciting style! We love that Vasi took this approach! 
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THE CREATION & THE FALL 
 

Genesis For The Stars 
 

a thousand leaps and a thousand miles 

and five hundred years from that; 

a flare of light 

a silent burst, 

new life at the drop of a hat. 

 

a sparkling shine and a colorful floor 

and a nursery filled with dust; 

a flickering star 

a burning heat, 

i watch with upwards wanderlust. 

 

the flash of a lens marks its reflection 

of the the celestial shine above; 

a black telescope 

in the blacker night, 

as i keep watch on the sky i love. 

  



34 
 

brokenunbroken color 
 

she's a whirl of fragmented colors, 

connecting-and-crashing-and 

freezing-and-moving-and-touching 

beautifully 

 

her green sweeps me up, 

wrapping me in so many hues, 

all individual similarities 

and i know them from her eyes. 

 

her rose steals my breath, 

enveloping and distracting, 

each round shade swirling, 

puzzling into the mouth i know so well. 

 

her dark catches me in my fall, 

curling around it all, 

leaving space for fair skin as it shines, 

the waves and lashes resting on pale light. 

 

her red surprises me, 

and i stumble at her passion, 

the deep glowing red of 

her blood and her life 
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colors shift-and-rise-and-fall-and 

i'm in awe 

at the pieces of her 

as she so gracefully 

exists. 
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MIDAS 
 
cities painted in hues of gold, 

made bright by bursts of violet 

and blue. a window’s glass shatters 

and a cat yowls, a shimmer 

of life before the sinister light 

overtakes movement with one slow slice. 

the rays of countless streetlamps slice 

through the air, painting it gold 

in sharp strokes of tinted light. 

the bright sky sleeps, dark violet, 

interspersed with the stars’ sudden shimmer. 

a world in which reality shatters. 

in the dark, a quiet life shatters 

without knowledge, with a singular slice 

through an undeserving curtain. a shimmer 

of kaleidoscope light falls, staining gold 

on a carpet colored otherwise violet, 

allowing larcenists in with the light. 

his shadow hides, despite the light; 

sleekly turns and his stillness shatters. 

he moves smooth and silent, makes violet 

rugs disappear beneath him. a slice 

of cold light illuminates him gold 

and his form seems to shimmer. 
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working his magic in the shimmer 

of stars, even when the light 

dims, he’s a machine of gold, 

made to do this, and shatters 

of familiar life in this slice 

of the world are turning violet. 

the rug used to be violet. 

the thief’s gone in a shimmer 

the way he came, the slice 

in the curtain letting in light 

that slowly stretches and shatters 

as the morning sky appears, gold. 

the city returns to its gold. 

in the distance, a window shatters 

from shock of a curtain slice. 
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Phobic 
 

We walk around and get misled 

by shining glass and painted red; 

we know this is the beast we fed, 

and yet we still tremble at the path ahead. 

We watch our pace and carefully tread, 

stepping swift and cautious in our stead; 

all to avoid the monsters under our own bed. 

We walk away from things unsaid 

and feel hot regret like an arrowhead, 

but we still follow the riverbed, 

tracing the well-worn path with a heart of lead. 

The road will fork, and this we dread, 

round and round our cavernous head, 

filled with dust, or spiderweb, 

and sometimes with hearth and fresh-baked bread. 

We don't know what's coming in pages unread, 

as down and through this path we thread, 

and someone could say it's all in our head, 

but even they fear the monster under their own bed. 

 

 


