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I have mountains in my room 
They stand tall but not strong 
I wonder how most of them stand 
 
Until they fall so easily 
Spreading across the floor 
 
I have mountains on my desk 
Papers, knick-knacks, you name it 
The sheer amount I deem insurmountable 
 
I remember when the mountains 
Weren't here at all 
 
I have mountains in my head 
They tucked themselves away for a while 
Until the river dams burst behind my eyes 
 
It's pitiful, really 
That I hadn't noticed mountains forming 
 
I've seen mountains before 
I even gaze at big Floridian clouds 
Pretending they were stone 
 
Never did it cross my mind 
That my mountains would be chores 

Clouds of  Stone 
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When you look at me 

In my shades of  green 

Wonder what you see  

On those movies screens 

Of  mine 

Movie Screens 
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Each time I wish on a star, 
It vanishes from the sky. 
Now there are no stars left; 
I used them up wishing for you. 
 
Wishing for you to be 
Wiser 
Kinder 
Better 
 
 
 

Wishing you would 
Stay 
Leave 
Return 
 
As I watch another star appear, 
I realize they remind me of  you. 
 
They never stay. 

No Stars Left 
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—————————– 
“When I was a young 

girl, I learned life wasn’t 
simple… [but I] found 

my own strength.” 
—————————– 
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When I was a young girl 
I thought life was simple 
I danced and I sang 
Didn't yet have the strength  
 
To see reality  
For what it truly was 
Still kept my mentality 
Didn't know about the buzz 
 
You made me grow up too quick 
And throw my childhood away 
All your lies, they made me sick 
I still remember that day 
The switch was flipped 
The switch was flipped… 
 
When I was a young girl 
I thought life was simple 
I loved with all my heart 
Didn’t known this would all start 
 
What? Oh, you don’t know? 
Well, for starters… 
 
Your lying, your cheating 
Your manipulation 
You acted like you were my only 
salvation 
 
 
 

You abused and hurt me, 
You did all you could 
To use my naivety 
For your own good 
 
You lied to me! Told me I 
Was your whole world! 
You’d berate me then call me 
Your “baby girl”! 
 
All those nights I cried 
Over all your shit 
Make me think back to that day 
The switch was flipped 
The switch was flipped 
Ooo, the switch was flipped 
The switch was flipped 
 
When I was a young girl 
I learned life wasn’t simple 
But I danced and I sang 
And I found my own strength 

When I Was a Young Girl 





The  
Dome 



“How long are we going to keep walking in these woods for? We’ve 
passed the same goddamn rocks seventeen times already!” Eduardo yells angrily 
from the tail-end of the group. 

“Yeah, man. I’m getting pretty hungry,” Seán adds. 

Ahmad joins, “The sun is setting now. We need to find some sort of 
shelter if we don’t want to freeze to death.” He’s right. The shadows of the trees 
have been growing darker and darker. Their shadows have been expanding ever 
so slowly, creeping up on us as if to grab us by the ankles and claim our souls 
for the night. Geez, where did that come from? As we continue walking, a stronger 
sense of unease latches onto my body, making my stomach feel like it’s being 
squeezed. Making my neck and arms prickle with sturdy hairs. Making my knees 
feel weaker as I trudge along the same path we’ve been coming back to- 

There are no footprints on the ground anymore. No more parted leaves 
or twigs. No sign of movement at all. The wind that whistled through the trees 
moments ago has disappeared, the air has become still. Thick. The trees,        
although seemingly still lit by the ever-drooping sun have turned as black as the 
night that is soon to swallow us whole. Oh god. Why isn’t there any noise? The dark 
clouds of the sky have frozen with no wind to push them, the waning crescent 
moon barely peeking from behind the solid formations. Is it playing hide and 
seek? Are we to be hiding in the shadows of the woods? I keep dragging along, 
my feet trampling silently over freshly fallen leaves. Oh god. Why isn’t there any 
sound? I turn back to my buddies. They seem as panicked as I am. I sharply    
inhale before I ask- Oh god. Why isn’t there any sound? My throat burns in           
anticipation like my vocal cords were seized and held onto. Like that feeling 
when you hold back tears long enough to make your throat sore, or when your 
heartburn starts to throb. The shapes of their faces slowly begin to melt before 
my eyes, their skin and cartilage twisting into spirals, collapsing in on          
themselves. Their eyes turn black and empty like their eyeballs were never there. 
They smile toothless grins that corkscrew across their heads, swallowing their 
features whole until they no longer have features. Only voids. I begin to scream. 
Oh god. Why isn’t there any sound? 

“Hey! Dude, wake up! Hey!” I jolt awake to the sound and pressure of 
Seán’s hands violently shaking my shoulders. 

I groan. “What happened?” 

“You just turned around at us and started screaming. Then you passed 
out a moment ago. Scared the hell out of us, man,” Eduardo answers. 

Ahmad asks, “Are you feeling alright? Do we need to set up here for the 
night?” 



“No… I think I’ll be okay.” I notice the trees swaying in the breeze 
again, but something still doesn’t feel quite right. It’s like… like I’m being 
watched. Somewhere in the trees. I look around to skim the woods, but only 
black shadowy tree silhouettes and dimly lit leaves on the cold ground meet my 
gaze. “Let’s just keep searching. There’s got to be something nearby. Maybe 
we’ll even head back in the direction of home again.” 

“If we’re gonna do that, we need to act fast. There’s hardly any daylight 
left,” Eduardo states, worry plaguing his usually calm expression. The rest of us 
nod and the guys help me get back on my feet, then we set off through the trees 
once more. 

… 

I’ve never seen anything like it in these woods. Hell, I’ve never seen   
anything like it period- at least in real life. As the sun creeps further below the 
trees, the last bits of shining light bounce in every direction off of the enormous 
glass dome in front of us. It’s obviously manmade, and the tree line seems to be 
perfectly bordering it from a thirty-foot distance. From above, it would surely 
resemble a wheel. 

“Well I’ll be damned, boys,” Seán mutters breathily. 

“Do we go in? We don’t even know what this thing is used for.” Ahmad 
crosses his arms tightly across his chest. 

“Well, it’s better than nothing, and the sun’s about to set any second 
now. It’s the only option we’ve got,” Eduardo says.  

I nod and hum in agreement. “Alright then.” We all head to the entrance 
doors that curve with the shape of the dome. Upon closer inspection, the glass 
looks like it’s been coated in a thick layer of dust or stained white, giving it an 
overall cloudy look. The handles to the doors are rusted, but they work without 
withering away upon use. Eduardo and I each open one of the double doors in 
unison. The glass creaks, then promptly shatters about halfway through opening 
the doors. 

“Well, that’s just perfect. Now there’s nothing between us and the 
woods to keep bears out,” Ahmad grumbles, though his expression seems to 
have shifted from worried to mildly frightened. 

“I’m sure it’ll be fine. With all this shattered glass,  
anything without shoes trying to enter will cut themselves and 
run away before they get in here,” Seán assures, though he 
doesn’t seem too confident himself. 11 



 “Whatever. Let’s just set up inside. We’ll need the rest tomorrow to get 
back home in decent time.” I take the first step into the dome and immediately 
feel unwelcome, but ensnared at the same time. I shake the feeling off and    
continue to the center of the floorplan, laying down my backpack and sleeping 
bag on the compact dirt.  

Why would anyone go through so much trouble to build a dome if they weren’t going 
to put decent flooring in it? I shrug and climb into my sleeping bag as the rest of the 
guys set up near me. “Try to get some sleep, will ya? We’ve got a long day ahead 
of us tomorrow.” 

“Sure thing! Oh, don’t forget my morning bacon, too,” Ahmad says   
sarcastically. 

“Look, I know we’re in an odd situation and we’re all scared. Let’s not 
lose our heads, alright? We have each other. We’ll find our way out tomorrow,” 
Seán replies. Ahmad looks down and nods before shoving himself deeper into 
his sleeping bag and shutting his eyes. “Goodnight, everyone. See you on the 
other side, mwahaha.” 

“Dude. Not the time.” Eduardo narrows his eyes at Seán and shuts his 
eyes, too. 

“Geez. Tough crowd,” Seán mumbles. 

“Goodnight,” I say to him. He smiles slightly, then turns in his sleeping 
bag to face the glass. I close my eyes and let sleep take me. 

… 

He’s staring at me. I don’t know who or what he is but he is staring at me just like 
he was in the woods. Not just him. There are others. Too many to count. But they are all  
coming from the same collective spot as him. I don’t know where that is, but I know they’re all 
together. How is that possible? I strain my eyes against the darkness of the forest lit only by the 
sliver of a moon in the sky and the muted stars dotting the blackness above. White fog clouds 
my vision. Not in the air in front of me, but in my eyes like a thin film of mucus I can’t wipe 
away. The more I blink, the more opaque it gets. Suddenly, I’m surrounded by eyes of all sizes 
and colors. The sounds of men, women, and children screaming in agony overwhelm my senses. 
They’re all calling my name, I can tell. Wait… what is my name? The sound grows louder 
until- 

I snap awake to the sound of Eduardo piercingly yelling as he frantically 
squirms in his sleeping bag. I rush over to him and shake him awake. “Eduardo! 
Hey! Can you hear me?” 

He gasps and his bloodshot eyes shoot open. “What- what in the- where 
am I?!” 

“Hey, hey, hey. It’s okay. We’re still inside the dome.” 



“Oh… right… Jesus,” he breathes. I pat him on the shoulder and turn 
to see Ahmad with a frozen grimace of fear smothered across his features. 

“Ahmad? What are you-” I cut my sentence short as I realize, “Wait. 
Where’s Seán?” Then it hits me. The sunlight creeping is from outside the 
dome… is red. I slowly crane my head up to the ceiling and- “Ah… Ahhh… 
Ahhhh!” I yelp in disbelief, shock, and utter terror as I process what my eyes are 
seeing. Seán… he’s- his body is laid on the roof. Pools of blood seep from his 
extremities and where his head should be. 

Wait. If his head isn’t there… I cry out when my eyes land on Seán’s      
severed head facing the glass away from me. I hesitantly will myself to walk to 
the other side where his face is. The sight nearly makes me vomit: his eyes! 
They’re gone! Nothing remains inside of his sockets- well, other than the     
maggots festering inside, making their way into his facial hair and eating away at 
his tongue. His mouth is wide open and the expression on his pale face is     
fearful… like he saw something not meant for human eyes. 

A branch snaps in the woods. I whip around to face the open doorway 
to see a giant humanoid figure emerging from the tree line. His skin is dark, 
green, and muddied. His stringy gray hair looks like a dirty mop that had been 
steeped with tea for days. His eyes… they’re blurred with shades of red, white, 
and yellow. He stalks closer to the dome’s open entrance. There’s nothing we 
can do to stop him. He’s already inside. Ahmad and Eduardo start screaming 
just like those disembodied voices in that nightmare of mine. Their hands 
scramble to their eyes, frantically clawing and pulling at them. The creature 
smiles with brown teeth and blistered lips and bellows a horrendous laugh. The 
guys’ screaming stops when they’ve finished their clawing, their hands bloodied 
and loosely holding their eyes in cramped hands. Their bodies still sit upright but 
are slumped over. They’ve died by their own hands and inflicted madness. My 
eyes grow wide as the creature draws near. Frozen in fear, I watch as he kneels 
down to me, his face just a mere foot away from mine. Now that he’s close, I 
can finally see why his eyes stood out so much from the rest of him.  

His eyes are not his own. Rather, they are empty sockets packed with 
bloody, pus-ridden eyes of who I can only imagine once belonged to his        
previous victims. He raises his eyebrows at me like he’s an amused child, but just 
as quickly as that amusement came, it shifted into a psychotic fury. Before I 
could flinch, his gigantic hands seized my head, his thumbs 
pressing into my eyeballs. The pain itself was blinding. My 
screams curdled in my throat and my arms violently flailed 
beside me. The stench of the creature’s breath forced its way 
into my lungs, causing me to choke on more than just my 
pitiful attempt at crying for help. 13 
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Pop. I feel in my socket what used to be my eyeball had now 
turned to slop. I smell the breath of  the monster again before  
hearing a loud slurping noise. Oh my god. He’s eating my eyes. I retch 
and now have one more thing to choke on as he yanks my other 
eye from its resting place. His grasp releases and my body falls to 
the ground.  

I hear him make a garbled chuckle before he warbles, “My 
collection grows,” before cackling. The sound reverberates in the 
dome, swimming in my ears and consuming my thoughts. “Time to 
clean up,” he quavers. I now realize… he- this thing- is the one who 
built the dome. Seán must have seen him through the glass last 
night and that’s why he was killed first. When we were all fast 
asleep facing in from the glass, he fell into the beast’s trap. 

Oh god. 
 
 
Why isn’t there any sound?  



“The debts I have paid…” 

“...will clear the way.” 
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As I lay here 
On the ground, 
My eyes flow with tears 
And my heart pounds. 
 
From by back, 
Ten swords blossom 
Into a sky of  black…  
I’ve hit rock bottom. 
 
Zero to one, 
I am finished. 
Like the setting sun, 
My soul is diminished. 
 
The sacrifices I have made 
Haunt me every day, 
But the debts I have paid 
Will clear the way. 
 
I remove the swords. 
My blood flows. 
But with them, I cut the cords 
And watch myself  grow. 

Ten of  Swords 



——————————— 
“I wish I could’ve told you, 
‘I wish always love you so.’” 
——————————— 
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Every time you’ve been sick, 
Every time you’ve been hurt, 
You’d make it through and we’d assert, 
“Why, of  course. He’s strong ol’ Mick.” 
 
You always got better. 
You would always rise. 
Now our family cries 
As we read every letter. 
 
“Wishing you well.” 
“For you, we pray.” 
“It’ll be okay.” 
“If  you need to talk, give us a yell.” 
 
We expected you would heal 
From the sickness with you’d been cursed. 
I wonder if  it would’ve been for better or worse 
If  you had come home for another meal. 
 
Alas, I will never know. 
Even though you knew, 
I wish I could’ve told you 
“I will always love you so.” 

For Better or Worse 
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This is a digital painting of  one of  my original  
characters, Salazar. He was born with purple eyes, 
which I thought was a perfect reason to slip him in 
here. This was my first ever digital painting, so it 
holds a very special place in my heart; the fact that 
it happens to be on-theme is a welcome bonus. 
 
 
-Madi 

Salazar 
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