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Editor’s Note
Welcome to the sixth edition of Manuscription!

We started Manuscription specifically for creative people who are 18 and under. It is
an opportunity for young people to have 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
third 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 sixth edition of Manuscription Magazine!

- The Editorial Board

Facebook: ManuscriptionMag

Twitter: @_Manuscription

Email: manuscriptionmagazine@gmail.com

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

2

https://www.facebook.com/ManuscriptionMag/
https://twitter.com/_Manuscription
mailto:manuscriptionmagazine@gmail.com
https://manuscriptionmag.wordpress.com/


Acknowledgements
We’d like to thank Isabelle Walsh, the winner of our Design Our Cover competition!

Are you a young artist who would like to design a cover for us? You’ll find information
on our website: https://manuscriptionmag.wordpress.com/
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Ashaani Taneja
Bio: Ashaani Taneja is a 16 year old writer who has a book published titled, Bad
Blood Frenemies, for which she won 'The Most Promising Author' at the Dehradun
Literature Festival. Her poetry book has recently been accepted by a press in the US
and is scheduled to be published later this year. She is studying in 12th grade in
Welham Girls’ School, a renowned boarding school in Dehradun, India.

FEELING BLUE
Every relationship, every love,

starts with the same,

enthusiasm and the power,

of infatuation resonating within,

the walls of young hearts.

Unbroken, unscathed yet to,

venture through the many many,

oceans of life on,

a tiny little boat fighting,

the rigorous waves of emotions.

On starting this journey as mere,

kids, we drift comfortably,

through the calm before the storm of,

feelings that hit heavy on the precious,

life giving source of light.

Mine begins the same way every time,
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and there’s no doubt about the,

swarm of fluttering butterflies,

at the pit of my stomach,

warning me about the train wreck I’m about to experience.

Not ever love ends in heartbreak,

I’m sure many of you find solace,

in sustaining yourself with your significant other,

hoping that you can call them,

your comfort home.

But that doesn’t stop me from,

wondering if you haven’t ever,

even given this a thought as well,

and haven’t felt like a child,

stranded on an island.

The depth of emotions is immeasurable,

its pull insanely magnetic,

and that’s what I experience too,

I would never blame you for leaving,

no,

but I’d never deny that your scent on my clothes leaves me feeling blue.
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THE COSMOS
I’ve sat at the front lines,

Watching life pass me by,

Looking at the same tree changing,

Defining inconsistency,

Clearly demarcating my age,

Paralyzed, contrasting with time,

I can’t move,

Slowly the comfort of my chair,

And the warm sunlight,

Hitting me from the glass window,

Seems to be all I can put my mind to,

Solace goes from the shallowness of my toes,

To the depth of drowning myself entirely,

I let it take over,

I look at my own shadow staring at me,

Through the window,

An old hag,

White hair,

Loose clothes,

Wrinkly skin sagging,

With prominent veins,

And no special belongings to be remembered by,

Mindful of my last few breaths,

I don’t resist,

I give into it,

It takes my breath away painlessly,
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It was a fight against life,

Defeated like everyone else,

Trampled by the misfortunes,

And the highs of happiness was like ecstasy,

It was love, was it not?

I return to the cosmic powers.

ENGAGEMENT
A young boy of 21,

looking forward to joining the brotherhood;

finally,

being given a chance,

to test his grit,

to decorate his family name,

with honor and pride,

like his older brother did.

A sense of worth,

as he puts on his uniform,

to serve our glorious nation.

It is not easy being a soldier,

he knows,

but the grandeur of being,

a part of something much bigger than himself,

keeps him going.

He seeks blessings from the indomitable spirits,
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of those martyred,

to bestow upon him,

courage to sacrifice the greatest gift of all,

his safety,

his security and family.

His heart full of,

virtue, compassion and empathy,

allows him to put our needs before him.

“It’s an engagement,” he says,

as he leaves his home with one final goodbye,

a commitment, yet to be fulfilled,

between the defenders and our protection,

a never ending cycle.

COFFEE!
walked into the café,

put on the apron,

almost ready to serve my way,

my way through the rush hour.

never tasted coffee before,

in my seventeen years,

everyday I open new brown bags,

brown bags of beans gathered.

daily before school starts,
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a burst of people enter,

asking for different coffees,

different coffees with different cream arts.

brewing the beans,

my favourite part of the job,

sniffing the mouth-watering smell,

the mouth-watering smell of coffee.

the smell transports me,

to a jungle of palm trees

or to warm bubble baths,

bubble baths in winters.

the smell transports me,

to a summer camp roasting marshmallows,

or to yellow tulip orchids on a sunny day,

on a sunny day picking flowers.

but the flash of memories,

is suddenly stripped to reality,

delivering a hot soothing coffee,

hot soothing coffee to the woman in funeral black.

delivering a skimmed latte,

to a college girl sitting in the back,
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delivering a two creams, no sugar espresso,

no sugar espresso, to the grandma by the window.

10



taking +1 orders,

for men in relationships,

and two cinnamon lattes for interns,

for interns and their bosses.

after an hour and a half,

of sniffing the prominent malted smell,

it’s finally time for school like every other day,

like every other day, I go without tasting a cup of coffee.

ANOTHER WORLD
We bury ourselves

under rocks and boulders

of our own stress.

Our selves overflowing, overwhelmed,

eye pouring and pouring.

We hold hands,

always smiling,

trying our best to conceal.

The stress pokes us

like the knives we wished

to dispose of.

In the end we’re still buried,

holding hands

and smiling.

11



SHADOWS
of past and present,

all around me,

some haunting,

some bringing back memories.

They say shadows keep you company, during the day,

during the night,

where are they?

When you need them the most.

Understand,

darkness cheats,

betrays you,

makes you stay up.

Where are they?

When you need somebody to

confide in.

Shadows lie

substantial and worthless.
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Atinder Sanghera
Bio: A romantic at heart

Anatolia
Here I lay on this bed of broken dreams,

My heart longing for one more furtive glance.

It skips at your sight, a glowing angel,

Wishing for requite, for an utterance

From those soft, warm lips and sweet melodies.

My gaze is caught and you are drawn to me,

A veiled joy resonating deep within.

Gentle touches lead to tender caress.

As the love manifests, a future forms.

Arm in arm we march to brilliant sparks.

The blinding lights suddenly fade to dark.

I wake with a running tear and a smile
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Celeste Jenkins-O’Reilly
Bio: Celeste Jenkins-O'Reilly is an Australian, Irish and American citizen. She is a
fifteen-year-old student at Fort Worth Academy of Fine Arts, studying visual art,
creative writing, photography, and theatre.

Creation
I sit on my bedroom floor

whispering to god

I wait for an answer

nothing comes today

I want to be known

by some higher being

something beyond me

I have no faith in

I find no comfort in the vastness

I used to want to touch

the stars and hold them

in my palms

Today I will build

my own explanations

words for me

drawn in my own dirt
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Kai Seastrom
Bio: My name is Kai Seastrom and I am a 9th grade student from North Carolina. My
work has previously been featured in The America Library of Poetry’s book,
“Illustrious”. I plan to pursue writing as a career in the future.

We Don’t Get to Choose
1. What if I began by saying that I wasn't , actually, who you thought I was. What

if I were to speak this in a hushed whisper, shared only to you and the night, hands

fisted in the stars as I spoke. The quiet voice I murmured those words in then

(looking over at you, looking over at me, blanket pulled near over our heads), made it

sound more like a confession than anything. However, it wasn’t quite that type of

confession; that would come much later.

2. And so,  it became more than a thought. An action, a feeling, those hushed

words I spoke turning into something tangible. Almost as though I could reach out

and touch it, something I hadn’t been able to do before. Tracing the grooves and

edges with my fingers, finding the divots until it became a familiar pastime, rolling it

over and over in my mind until it’s once unfamiliar paths became worn and

well-known.

3. “Well, and what of it?” yYou said, sprawled out contently on the uncomfortable

chair in my room, eyes flicking up to me from your tablet screen. What of it? I had to

admit to you that I didn’t quite know yet, that I wasn’t quite able to understand where

it was taking me or what it was doing, other than the fact that I quite felt like the

magnificent picture frame of my life lay before me just then and that the painting I

previously had planned for it felt wrong now, somehow.

4. I admit that, then, it felt like I was sailing through uncharted territories, map

blank, unfamiliar scenery surrounding me on all sides (despite the strange fact I felt

as though I had been there before, as though I had been there my whole life). Now
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though, however, I wish, if anything, I could tell my past self that, it does get easier,

or, at least, it does get less confusing, just give it some time.

5. “But what kind of change would it be, really?” You said, and I had to agree,

except it would’ve actually been quite the change if you didn’t know me so well. As it

was for everyone else, I might add. But what kind of change would it be, really?

6. People generally advise to stay away from that which hurts you, but if it leads

to something brighter, then wouldn’t it be better to brave the pain now in an attempt

to get closer to the light? Those were the thoughts running through my mind when

we sat together, and I confessed once again to you I was thinking of waiting a little

longer. Maybe easing into it more, rather than doing it with a large shock, like a

cannonball crashing violently into the once-tranquil waters of my life. You just

shrugged, trusting me to know myself best. That was one of the things I liked about

you.

7. Do not, however, make the mistake of thinking that it’s set in stone, I warned

myself. Was it more of just an awakening? If I were to take action, would I regret it

later? These thoughts circled my mind as if they were vultures above a carcass, and

on more than one occasion I found myself doubting I would ever tell anyone but you

at all. “Just give it a little more time,” you would always say, and that would be that.

8. Now that I’m looking back I’m glad I listened to you, for I don’t know what

would’ve become of me if I hadn’t. You tend to give me the right direction to take:;

the Clotho to my Janus, and on more than one occasion (such as cutting my hair)

you helped, gently nudging my tentative hand holding the paintbrush to make a

broader stroke.

9. Do not, however, seek to say that everyone will accept me as I am, for that is

not true, no matter how hard we both wish it to be. False kindness will only go so far,

for what is to happen when I realize my security built on those walls has no more

stability than a wall of sand? And when the tide comes crashing in, where will I land?

You may be there to catch me, but I will have to learn to walk on my own someday.

And having legs made of sand will do me more harm than good.
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10. Then, when I was actually facing them, sitting across from me on a park

bench, the words caught in my throat, sticking there like a bird in a thornbush. I took

a deep breath, and looked at them, the words flying out before I realized, as I now

know is the way of a self-imposed barrier, and I almost went to capture them, to bring

them back in, before realizing it was too late. And how lucky I am to have been

unable to stop them, for I now know that thorn bushes only cause pain to those

trapped inside them, and that the world outside is a much better place, if a little

daunting.

11. Why? People often ask me this question. I never know how to respond. We

don’t get to choose how we feel on the inside, I want to say. We just don’t get to

choose.
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Marlowe
Bio: Marlowe is in eighth grade and loves soccer.

Gharial: A Riddle Poem
I have nobs  on my narrow snout

I have over one hundred teeth

I am the world's largest reptile

I am the closest living relative to the dinosaurs

I like to eat fish, small mammals, and frogs

I like to swim, crawl, and run

I live in deep rivers and sandbanks in India

I live my life through the night, sleeping during the day

I can mate underwater

I can puff out my neck

I am hunted for my skin and meat

I am turned into shoes, wallets, and souvenirs

There's only 200 left of me in the wild...

(I wish there were more)

(I miss my friends and family)

Who am I?

 

18



I wouldn't care
Sometimes I feel like I can jump to the sky and touch the sun

I wouldn't care if I burned my hand off

I wouldn't care if I didn't score the goal

I wouldn't care if I missed a pass

I wouldn't care about breaking my leg

I wouldn't care if I lost

I wouldn't care if I couldn't steal the ball

I wouldn't care if I couldn't handle the ball well enough

I wouldn't care if I didn't get the ball

I wouldn't care if I was in my least favorite spot

I wouldn't care if I was wide open and they didn't pass it to me

I wouldn't care if I missed the ball

I wouldn't care if while trying to block, I can do all of that next time

as long as I can have fun.

protest poem
I would like to protest about rights not only for people but for animals too

for people but for animals too  to have equal rights

for people but for animals too to be able not to worry just  walking to a different

neighborhood

not only for people but animals too  to not insult so you don't have to pay the price for

people but for animals too to have rights to everything they need to money, to freedom,

to happiness to friends, to live a free life this is what everyone deserves

not only people but for animals too and not only animals but people for things to go on

without argument the lay of the land you play the game and you don't cheat and you play

the game without any arguing, trial getting mad and doing things that they aren't

supposed to
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all anything that lives should have this and anything that has a heart literally and

figuratively would agree with me

whether they're real or fake, alive or dead' living non living, your pet, your mom, your

cactus, your skateboard, lucky penny, book, baseball card, shoes, basketball, stuffed

animal, candy, coat, dog, imaginary friend, imaginary dog, doll, action figure, comic

book, computer, apple pie, book bag, friends

for people but for animals too.
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Tony Foote
Bio: Tony Foote is a teenage writer from Spokane, Washington, who publishes short
stories online and hopes to one day make a living off of his work.

summer surprised us
This is August in Washington: Warm sunlight washes down your face and cold winds

scamper over your arms and the world has gone to ruin.

You meet Erin first. You don’t remember the first words you said to each other but

you remember the way she shook under her jacket and held her hands in front of her

head as if that would do anything to stop your bat.

You remember the way you lowered it to your side, tapping the metal against your

thigh, and asked if she knew first aid.

You led her back to the motel you’d been holed up in for two weeks. She set your

dislocated shoulder, let you bite down on her balled up sweater to keep you from

screaming. When she was done, you asked for her name. She looked hesitant to

give it to you. You think names hold more power in her world than yours.

You steal guns together. She keeps all of them. You can’t let go of your bat.

This is September in Washington: It is cold more days than not, it snowed a week

ago and you are still complaining about it, and you are fleeing the motel.

The motel is not easy to flee. A zombie grabs your ankle and you have to cave in it’s

head. Erin is so close to being bitten that, even after you escape, you think you might

have a heart attack.

A boy sees you running through the streets, struggling for air— you don’t know when

21



your binder got this tight— and he calls out to you. He’s standing on the roof of a

small building and tells you that he’ll unbarricade the top of the stairs for you. You

think he’s an idiot. Or maybe just nice. Not much difference, anymore.

Erin shouts out “Andre!” when she sees him, and you think oh, that’s why. It makes

more sense than him helping out two strangers.

You make it to the top and the two of them embrace. You shift your feet, a little

awkward, a little jealous without totally understanding why.

He shakes your hand, and you grip a little too tight on purpose. You keep your bat in

your offhand, although that can’t be taken as much of a threat, considering how you

would do it regardless.

This is October in Washington: It is cold more days than not, you fear the day it

snows again, and there is a couple on the roof.

You haven’t carved out a niche in this group of three yet. Erin doesn’t seem to mean

it, but you feel like a third wheel. You barely know them, it makes perfect sense, but

you almost want to be alone again, just to chase away the feeling.

You see the couple on the roof and nearly beat them to death before Erin puts a

hand on your arm and tells you that they’re friendly. You nearly punch her and Andre

in the face, because this is not the kind of decision they’re supposed to make without

consulting you.

You have to remind yourself, pointedly, that you are not their leader.

The girl is standing, cringing back from you, and the boy is sitting on the ground,

cradling his arm. You ask if it’s broken and he says “probably.” Weak links. They’ll

drag you down.

22



You blink and you’re asking Erin to get you a good plank. You put his arm in a

makeshift cast, just like your dad taught you, even while he makes jokes about not

being able to jerk off anymore that tempt you to break it further.

The girl thanks you profusely. The boy calls you dude, which sends a very

unwelcome rush of gender euphoria through your lungs. You shouldn’t need

strangers to validate your masculinity.

“We’ll leave as soon as we can, don’t worry,” the girl says.

“You can stay as long you want, Willow,” Erin replies before you can say a word.

You need to stop being such a control freak. You reach into your bag, pulling out one

of the energy drinks you got while you were looting. You try not to think about how

unsustainable the habit is.

You hear the boy, Matt, whispering to Erin. “Can you ask if he can drop the bat?”

“It’s not you," she replies. "He sleeps with it.”

You climb out on one of the thick oak trees whose branches touch your rooftop. You

bury yourself in the leaves and try not to think about running.

In one week, the zombies start congregating outside and pounding on the door. You

all flee through the trees. You have to put Matt’s good arm over your shoulder and

practically carry him along, and he has to trust that you won’t push him into the

horde. Equally difficult tasks.

You spot a truck with only a lone zombie near it. “Can anyone hotwire cars?” you

ask. Matt raises a splinted hand.

He gets Erin to help him because she has the nimblest fingers, even though you’d
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rather have her on sniper duty. She hands you one of her pistols and you hold it with

an untrained hand, unwilling to let go of your bat for a second. Willow is next to you,

holding the butterfly knife you didn’t want to give her. Andre is wielding a fire

extinguisher.

“It’s done!” Matt shouts as the truck roars to life. You shove the pistol back into Erin’s

hand and hop in the driver’s seat, praying to every god you do not believe in that it’s

a stick shift.

It is.

Matt, Willow, and Erin are all crammed in the backseat. You keep the cool metal

handle of your bat between your knees. “Where did you learn to drive?” Andre asks.

Your grip around the steering wheel is white-knuckled. You are not supposed to talk

about life before. “My dad was teaching me.”

The car is silent. The past tense settles down, making a home for itself in your chest.

“Where now?” you ask the car.

If someone had asked where you’d go before this, you would have said California.

California split along the San Andreas fault in January, when this all started. You had

just turned sixteen. You were looking forward to getting your license.

“Montana?” Matt suggests, his voice a little strained. This is probably a lot of

exercise for a guy with a broken arm.

“It’ll be cold,” you remind him.

“Everywhere will be cold,” Erin reminds you.
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“We’d have to go through Idaho.” The car goes silent again. No one wants to go

through Idaho. “Oregon?”

“Why not go further up North?” Willow suggests quietly. “Fewer people there.”

You go North.

This is October in Washington: It is so cold that your fingers are numb, in your rare

moments of sleep you have nightmares about car crashes, and there is a person on

the side of the road.

“Stop for them, Noah!” Erin commands you. You almost don’t. You do.

Some tiny part of you wonders if this person will help fill out your niche. Erin and

Andre are best friends. Willow and Matt are dating. When do you get your other

puzzle piece?

They’re trying to flag you down, you notice as you slow the truck. They clamber into

the back so quickly that you feel second hand stranger danger.

You almost want to take out the bat, just to scare a little sense into them. “Where are

you going?”

“My name's Jinx,” they tell you, although that’s not what you asked.

“Where are you going?” you ask again.

“I don’t know.”

You try not to start sobbing into your hands as you realize that they’re getting a spot

in this group whether you like it or not. Which is a little dramatic, even for your tastes.

Maybe you should be sleeping more.
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There shouldn’t be room for them in the back, but they’re tiny, so they squeeze in

next to Erin.

Somehow, Erin and them get to talking about some show they both watched before,

and they already fit in better than you do.

You started this group. It’s not fair that you still feel like an outsider.

You bring one hand down to grip around your bat, keeping the other on the wheel.

Maybe it’s not their fault that you don’t fit. Maybe it’s yours.

This is November in Washington: You’re nearing Canada, there’s snow in your

rear-view, and you are alone.1

You’ve split up to get as many supplies as you can before crossing the border. You

were supposed to go in groups of two. You asked to be by yourself.

You haven’t been truly alone since you met Erin, and it's almost uncomfortable.

But you were alone a long time before that, so you’re used to it.

You’re exploring the subway system on a whim when you are very suddenly not

alone anymore.

You are standing in one of the train cars when the door is grating shut behind you.

There’s a knife hovering at your ribcage. You grip your bat so tight it hurts.

“What are you doing here?” the person behind you asks.

1
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“Wanted to see if there was any good loot.”

“Why would there be good loot down here?”

You shrug stiffly, feeling yourself go red. The knife is still too close to your skin, but

it’s not pressing anymore. “I don’t want to steal your shit. Just let me get back to my

friends.”

It is a very odd first time to call a group of people your friends, but you have never

claimed to be conventional.

The knife is drawn back. You turn around and watch as the person tugs on the shut

subway car door. It doesn’t budge. Despite every instinct in you screaming to stay

away from them, you come up to try and help. It does not move.

“You locked us in here!” You jab an accusing finger at them, and they swat it away.

“I didn’t mean to!”

You go back and forth like that for a few minutes as the panic in your chest builds.

Finally, you get tired of yelling and settle into one of the seats, arms crossed, still

gripping your bat.

“I’m Bowie,” they tell you.

“Noah,” you tell them.

“You a loner?”

“No.”

“I am.”
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You scratch at your arm. You can only hope that none of your friends can drive, that

they still need you enough to come looking for you. You and Bowie sit in more

silence, on opposite sides of the train car, for a long time. You shiver, even in your

jacket.

You can’t imagine how Bowie must feel, in that shitty hoodie.

You try to sleep. You can’t. You’re hungry. “How’d you get the knife?” you end up

asking, after a long few hours. It must be night now.

They have their knees pulled up to their chest, holding the knife up, pointed at

nothing. “Looted it, back in March.” They turn to face you. “How’d you get the bat?”

You freeze. No one has dared to ask yet. They all know that it is important and that

you don’t like talking about important things, so they don’t ask. You’re going to brush

it off, but the words are coming out before you can. “My dad gave it to me. Before.”

Bowie nods, solemnly. "My dad's dead."

You swallow. "Yeah. Mine too."

“I really miss cartoons,” they say with a laugh.

You're smiling before you can help yourself. “Fuck, man, me too.”

Before you can keep going, there’s a pounding on the door. You jerk up, bat

attack-ready, but instead of a zombie outside, you see Erin. The grin on your face

doesn’t slip, no matter how much you try to push it down.

She tries pushing on the slider door for a minute before ushering you to the left with

her hand. You drag Bowie back with you, trying not to mind the way they shrink from
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your touch. Erin pulls out her pistol and shoots the door.

Then she’s jerking it open and pulling you into a hug.

You freeze in her grip. She has her head over your shoulder, holding onto the back of

your jacket. You feel a wet spot and realize that she’s crying. Slowly, awkwardly, you

bring your hands up around her as well.

“Don’t do that again, Noah,” she commands. “We thought you were dead.” You nod

helplessly. Your body still doesn’t know what to do with itself.

You’re still holding tight to her when you say “This is Bowie.”

“Hi,” they say with a small wave.

Erin pulls back from you, wiping her hands over her eyes. “Nice to meet you.”

You walk out together. You arrive at the truck and you get two more hugs, which is

two times the hugs you’ve had all year.

You all pile into the car and you find that your hands are shaking.

This is December in Canada: The snow goes up to your ankles, you turn seventeen,

and you fit.
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