


ARch-mosnters
Pentapus........................................Anthony Bottigliero
Circe.........................................................Alyssa Bauer
Loch Ness Monsters....................................Lisa Ankrah
Kraken.......................................................Tyler Gamba
Cthulhu....................................................Will Kraemer

Monsters
Jar of dirt (guess what’s inside me).....Aurora Morton
Leviathan.................................................Jason Kopacz
Mother hydra.............................................Megha Patel
Charybdis...............................................Lucas Schraier
Randy Savage..........................................Ed Weisgerber 
Heart of davy jones.....................breanne springstead
Jiangshi.......................................................Eugene Zeng
Giant Squid...........................................Ashley Kunnath
Mermaid.........................................................Emily bliss

Founded by Rachelle Adlerman



Contributions
page 4.........................................It was the night by Michael Madden
page 5.................................................Writer’s block by Grant Geary
page 6..............................................(Hu)manifesto by alexander toke
page 7...........................................................echos by aurora morton
page 8.......................................I belong in your breath by fil wojcik
page 9...............................................The escape by rachel narozniak
pages 10-11........................................the busstop by Michael Madden
page 12........................................the art of drawing by eugene zeng
page 13.................................Raspberry picking by Rachel Narozniak
page 14...........kiss me with my name on your lips by alexander toke
page 15..............................................spin cycle by rachel narozniak

serials
16-17................The knight and the serpent by lucas schraier
pages 18-20.........The phantom thief of wonderland by lisa ankrah

Artwork
Cover................................................................................eugene zeng-
page 11, 12, 14, 15, 21.......................................................Eugene Zeng
Back cover....................................................................ed weisgerber



4It was the night they decided would be the one

 Jim had just got home, he was holding two plastic bags full of things. In the kitchen 
he put the bags on the counter. In one bag he took out some chocolate, a box of strawber-
ries, whip cream, and a loaf of pound cake. He did not empty out the other bag. Something 
smelled funny. A hissing came from the stove top. The gas was left on. Jim turned it off 
and then washed his hands. He took off his jacket and hung it on the railing of the stairs. 
He motioned for the steps but hesitating. A humming sound was coming from a door at 
the end of the hallway. Opening it heavy fumes hit his face. He covered his mouth and 
nose with his sleeve and slapped the inside wall with his hand until he hit a button. The 
garage door opened. The car was left on. Jim went over and pulled the keys out. Outside 
a woman passed walking a dog. Jim waved to her gleefully. The garage door closed as he 
reentered the house. In the kitchen he picked up the other bag then started up the stairs. 
He climbed slowly trying to make as little noise s possible. Despite this effort they cracked 
and squeaked relentlessly. The top step popped up as his foot lifted from it. Steam poured 
from a door at the top of the stairs. Inside, the bathtub was running over. He stepped in and 
saw a curling iron, still plugged in dangling on its wire, the water had yet to reach it. Jim 
unplugged it and turned off the water. He looked in the mirror. His hair was a mess, so he 
took a comb and slicked it back. He washed his hands again and then urinated. Out in the 
hallway an opened door beckoned to him. He approached then stopped and head back to 
the top of the stairs. He kicked off his shoes and threw them down the stairs. Through the 
door he entered the room and saw Jessie laying on the bed naked and perky. In the hands 
was a kitchen knife.

 “Did you get everything?” She said.

 “Yeah” He said undoing his trousers.

 “Lets see.”

 He dumped the contents of the bag onto the bed. Some lube, condoms, and various kinky 
toys plopped down.

 “What about the strawberry shortcake?” She said in a concerned voice.

 “It’s in the kitchen. I thought we’d eat it after.”

 “No. During.”

 Jim ran fast out of the room past the bathroom door which now seeped water. He hit the 
first step hard and lost his footing. Down the steps he fell tumbling about, twisting his legs 
and his neck as he hit the bottom with a snap. 
~By Michael Madden
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Writer’s Block
I turn again into the mine,

Unsure of what I mean to find,
And hack the earth without a pick,

Groping, gasping, growing sick

Deeper yet into the cleft,
Between the right lobe and the left,

Loosing with bare hands the sod
Of buried lovers, pains and God

Then up again the wretched shaft,
My lantern swinging fore and aft,
I, bleeding, scrape the sediment,

Of crushed and ancient sentiments

Up and through the cavern’s yawn,
Crying in the blinding dawn,

I check my pail for what I’ve found,
I see a hole, my feet, and ground

~By Grant Geary



6

(Hu)manifesto
We live in a world with hearts that pulse but do not beat,

with digital eyes that neither blink nor do they sleep,
where the oozing wounds of society leak neither blood nor soul, but money—

where the market price of a human life is the most dispensable of commodities,
and they tell us to contribute further to the machine.

Black-ink clouds of lies drip droplets of cancer onto polluted minds from polluted 
skies

where metal wings are the only ones that fly over
seas of tears that constantly rise, wept by mothers, fathers, sisters, and brothers,

waves lapping at the bones of Earth as it atrophies and dies.
Mother, Father, you were wrong!

The world is darker than I thought,
with the penchant for mechanical sterility leading to the cultivation of cynical nihility,
where all-seeing sightless eyes capture all but the bigger picture of the evil they have 

wrought,
we have wrought—

an omniscient world of the truly blind.

…And they tell us to be a part of the machine,
that we are no more than living, organic beings,
but we are no less than living, organic beings,

with the ability in all of us to create, and be, and see,
see it all, not merely for what it is, but what it should be.

Normative phrases shunned because they tell us what we need.
Positively, we need change, not chains,

living hearts and conscious brains,
not a corporate existence where externalities are hopelessness, poverty, and pain.

The universe is hardship and it is scarcity,
but it is also beauty and it is majesty.

The current state of currency traded in microseconds to put a price on each moment
is not cognizant of where we have been or where we will be. 

If you kill me I will become more than I am, I will scream for the world from every 
single atom.

We will never sustain a system that treats us as anything less than human.
We are beings, not commodities,

and we will never be part of a machine.
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Echos
Like echoes in mountains my words are lost in you
because your reflection is better
then any thing I could ever say.
I’ve lost flesh and bones
so I could be just your words.
Then as I repeat every sentence
I am your air in your lungs and in your heart.
When I am nothing but the words you say
I am more beautiful than any physical form I could hold.
Through you I can be beautiful.

Except, my love, you had no interest in words.
You found lust in self and love in silence.
Your own hands reached for your own body
and their was no space for me in between the silence of your moans.
Why could you not scream for me my love?
If only your name could slip past your petal lips
then I too could taste how you feel.
Instead you grasped for silver surface
and found the lie you lived for so long.

We drowned right after.
You drifted pale and beautiful leaving narcissi on the river side
and I in the silence bond to no human form
Our last words still echo in the breeze
so quiet that only the grass can ever hear our pleas
Maybe now you’ll know my love
of how love lingers lost above.

~By Aurora Morton
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I BELONG IN YOUR BREATH
I can hear your physiology

your heart beating
in big fat brush strokes

oh,
lungs pumping, puffing out

shallow gasps
between your lips.

Arms pressed together
touching only by electrons

oh,
I can feel my energy,
charged with desire
to get to know you.

Here, take a piece of my purity
it belongs between your lips
I would melt into memory
if you ever chose to kiss me

oh,
I would pulse to the beat of monarchs,

if you ever chose me,
oh,

I remember circling your palm,
with my ears sharply deafening:

I had never before heard
two heart-beats in sync

oh, 

what a blessing it would be
to find the right words

to forfeit my best
and convince you of the greater good

please like me

 ~ By Fil Wojcik
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The Escape
You return so late to me,

with different oceans and continents traversed
than when you left. 

An accent thickens your tongue. 
And territory that once bore my footprints

holds no mark of distinction now.
You are so foreign to me

that I do not know in which language to speak;
how do I tell you that my heart,

a refugee,
has fled from yours,
its home country?

~By Rachel Narozniak
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Busstop
  I wondered what it must be like to see my eyes from another person’s view. It 
wasn’t the first time I thought about it that day. The thing is, I can’t stand eye contact 
for too long. Someone’s eyes on top of mine, it hurts. Maybe it’s the way my dad raised 
me, him being the tough guy and me being the disappointment. But I got passed that, 
then again, maybe my eyes didn’t. They’re busy seeing all the time to keep up with my 
thoughts. I got to thinking on the bus how it would be to be blind. Not blind since birth 
but going blind at that present moment. There was a freeing feeling that came over 
me there on the bus thinking about going blind. It felt wrong too, how some people 
have no choice not being able to see, but I was willingly choosing to.  Blind folk have 
such an elevated view of the world in a way. Well, if they have seen before I imagine 
the pictures in their heads must be extraordinary. It’s just that, before I got on the bus 
I couldn’t quite look this guy in the eye, but even before that, I couldn’t help staring at 
this girl’s dog. They walked past me, and this girl, she was very pretty, and to boot she 
had this smile on her face. Before she even saw me she had this big grin on, and her 
eyes, they were wet. Then she looked at me and that grin just stayed there and her wet 
eyes looked at mine. I tore off immediately, not knowing how I should feel about that, 
and looked at the dog by her side. The thing is, I smiled a big one at that dog, right at 
it and it wasn’t even looking at me. On the bus I thought how it would be if I couldn’t 
see, and if I stumbled into this girl, like walked right into her. In my head I would be 
seeing an abstract painting of the reality around me, something like Van Gogh except 
made out of the sound and smells around me, and then it would all shatter or melt 
when our shoulders touched. My walking stick would fall on the ground and I would 
say “I’m so sorry” a bunch of times and she would say “no I’m really sorry” even more 
times. A whole new painting would come into my head as that dog brushed up against 
my leg, me on the ground searching for the stick she already picked up. The dog 
would float into my arms and I would feel all of its things to be felt. The way the tail 
whacked me at a rhythm and its face of different degrees of moist, and all of the fur. 
It would all form this painting made with lots of paint, those kinds of paintings that 
jut an inch from the canvas and that feel ever so different than they look. As I walked 
away I wouldn’t be able to stop sniffing my hands and the spot on my face where it 
licked. I thought about that on the bus and how wrong I was, how maybe blind folk 
stop seeing all together, even in their heads. Before the bus came by I looked at this 
guy by accident and I knew I shouldn’t have because he came right over to me. I knew 
I should have never looked at him because he had on this white shirt and black slacks, 
and he was holding some damned pamphlets on Jesus. There on the bus I thought how 
if I was blind and couldn’t see his eyes looking at mine that I would just listen to his 
words instead of thinking about him and his choices in life. He would ask “Do you be-
lieve in god?” and I would say “No” but nothing else. He would go on and on and his 
words would enter my ears and just sit there like a stale fart slowly dissipating into
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nothing. I wouldn’t think about the guy saying these things but the words themselves, 
and not in the order he was saying them, neither in the context he was using them, just 
the words. Then he would reach out his pamphlet and I would grope for it, maybe he 
hadn’t realized I couldn’t see until this point, but he would guide it into my hands. He 
would bless me then maybe walk away or maybe not and depending on that he would 
either see or not see me slowly rip the paper into strips. I hear the fibers of  separate 
and none of the words on that paper would hold any meaning, just the sound of it 
ripping and the feeling of its frayed edges and sharp corners. There on the bus I closed 
my eyes for the remainder of the ride. I would have kept them closed if I didn’t feel 
silly stumbling off the bus.

~By Michael Madden
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The Art of Drawing
It starts with a moment 

A glimmer 
Enlightening you from entropy,

Endless repetitions of
Contrived motions.  

Sit down. 
Tame the creature’s weight—

Fickle wildness contained 
By the firmness of its frame, it’s like

Grasping a dragonfly in flight. 

Fingers caressing
Hundreds of pores impressed in
Her leathery white complexion,

Smoothly slipping down
Kissing the frozen face of blankness yonder. 

A skater flits across the ice,
Elegantly looping
Spontaneous lines 
Blooming petals
Molding figures. 

The skater bleeds, 
Trailing darkness, marring the lines

Of the blankness yonder while
Screeching out again and again before 

Fading into flight. 

Scars upon cold white skin harden 
As the creature pecks her, cracking her shell

Emerging from the opposite plane, it
Cries out to its mother, 

Alive. 

~By Eugene Zeng
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Raspberry Picking
A child after berry picking emerges

from the thicket,
hands stained with the blood of the 

raspberry.
A child still in reminiscences, if no longer in

body,
I emerge from your touch, stained

too
But with the memory of intimacy 

as it existed
and with the knowledge

of how it has rotted,
like a berry

not plucked from a bush;
an eager child’s oversight

~By Rachel Narozniak
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and you will find your name waiting on mine.

A whispered line, sibilant sighs so fine,

brushes like a lonely cloud drifting cross moonlight

from your feet to your thighs, up your chest into your mind.

Your eyes touch me like I thought fingers never could,

sensuality incarnate is the touch of your consciousness as it emerges from under its 
mortal hood.

I am exposed to your every scrutiny, 

my flesh bared and laid out as a feast if only you will have me, taste me.

Breathe each breath we gift each other,

a dance of atoms as if there could only ever be we two,

nary another idea to pollute what we perceive as objective truth.

If love lasts forever, why can it not have already existed for eternity?

You and I have been in love together since before we even became we. 

~ By Alexander Toke
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Sitting on top of a dryer as my sheets tumble ‘round,

I think of how I didn’t deserve my place next to you in bed last night.
Although the first time I’d been acquainted with the sentiment, I’d still bet you know it 

better than I.
And that’s a pretentious thought- I know.

But these small wagers lie in nuances (the closing of the eyes for longer than 
usual/necessary, a sigh that breathes a second too long)

that I’ve noticed from my pillow views, only chanced to be mentioned in 
sonambulance- you wouldn’t like a conscious reminder.

So the sheets dry, as do the thoughts-dirtied- that spring from the mattresses’s very 
coils.

And I sit atop the dryer, as the sheets are battered;
a sort of metaphor.

Feeling the machine’s pressure build, I am a volcano,
this poem, the explosion.

~By Rachel Narozniak
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Serials
This is our serials section, where all our recurring stories are. Read on and 

be at the edge of your seat...until next issue! 

Missed a month? Want to see more? Visit theimaginate.com 

The Serpent and the Knight

 As the knight spots the serpent’s form approaching, they raise their helm’s visor, 
revealing fierce brown eyes and a brow furled in contempt. Taking a deep breath, the 
knight shouts towards the ocean with all the sound and fury they can muster:
 “Hear me, wretched beast! I will permit you to plague these waters no longer! 
Rise and face me!”
At their behest, the serpent rises from the water, breaking apart the surface waves 
with her body. Her elongated form climbs into the sky, towering above the ship. With 
vicious speed, she moves herself around the boat, constricting it against herself and 
snapping the oars as they descend. She wraps around the vessel thrice before the boat-
men can react at all, holding the ship firmly in place with her massive body. Finally, 
she raises her head towards the helm, coming face to face with the challenger. 
 “State your name,” the serpent says with a hissing voice, loud as a thunderclap,   
“so I may know who it is that I devour today.” 
 The knight raises their pike towards the serpent’s face, meeting its stare directly. 
 “My name will be no use to you when your head rests on my spear!” they shout, 
charging the serpent’s face with impunity. She casually swats the knight aside with a 
small movement, knocking them to the ground. The knight quickly scrambles to regain 
their composure, standing up and clutching their pike defensively towards the beast. 
The serpent moves herself further out from the water, bringing part of her massive 
neck to rest onboard the ship. She brings her face mere inches from the knight, opening 
her maw to reveal rows of massive teeth, yellowed and viciously sharp and each easily 
the size of a human child. The knight begins slowly strafing towards the left, circling 
the serpent, as she bobs her gargantuan head and produces a low hissing from the 
depths of her throat. The serpent snaps forward, opening her massive maw and at-
tempting to close it around the knight, who swiftly jumps to the side. The knight sud-
denly lunges, rushing with their pike towards the exposed side of the serpent’s face.
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 She turns her face towards the knight, causing the weapon to glance harmless-
ly off the rock-like scales that line her brow. She then raises her head and thrusts it 
forward, knocking the knight backwards and the pike out of their grasp. Her forked 
tongue slithers out from her mouth, wrapping itself around the knight as they struggle 
to get back on their feet. The knight frantically crawls towards their lost weapon but 
the massive red ribbon of flesh wraps itself around her waist, dragging her backwards. 
They attempt to wrestle loose, punching and kicking the tongue with armored fists 
and steel boots, but the tongue only wraps itself further around the knight, until finally 
their arms and legs are firmly constricted. The serpent begins moving her tongue back 
into her mouth, raising the knight to be level with the opening of her throat. 
 “You were right. Your name is meaningless to me. You are no champion, and 
you will be forgotten.” the serpent says, slowly moving her tongue into her mouth. The 
knight, struggling with all their might, suddenly frees their right arm from her grasp, 
raising it skyward to reveal her hand grasps a small dagger. 
 “MY NAME,” they roar as they bring the blade down, “IS ALEXANDRA!”
 The serpent shrieks with pain. The knife severs her tongue, freeing the knight 
and sending them falling while the wound sprays blood over the ship uncontrollably. 
Unable to think, the serpent flails wildly onto the deck, constricting the ship so tightly 
with her body that its frames creak and splinter. In the beast’s moment of weakness, 
the knight swiftly retrieves their pike and rushes towards her. The weapon’s blade 
grazes the serpent’s hide as she thrashes, ripping apart turquoise scales. Regaining her 
composure, she pulls her head back towards the water, out of the knight’s reach. She 
attempts to hiss with rage, but without her tongue the sound is slurred and streams of 
blood are sent trickling over her jaw. Slowly she uncoils herself from around the ship, 
whose sides are now filled with tears. Her eyes do not leave the knight, who stares 
back at her with the same hateful intensity. For a minute there is silence, even the 
ocean itself calming in respect for the battle. Then the serpent charges. 
 Her face rams directly through the ship’s deck, ripping apart wood and violently 
rocking the ship. Alexandra stands firm, holding the pike forward with both hands. 
She charges directly into the weapon, the pike deeply impaling her hide, but not stop-
ping her. She hits the knight with full force, carrying them along as she continues to 
tear the ship in half with her body. When her body stops, Alexandra is sent flying, 
crashing upon the water like a rock a hundred feet away. The ship lies in ruins, each 
mangled half on the once mighty vessel now slowly being consumed by the waters. 
 Almost on instinct, the serpent immediately rushes to where her opponent fell 
and plunges her head through the surface. The knight, weighed down by their full 
armor, is quickly sinking through the depths. Already they are losing consciousness 
from injury and lack of air. The serpent opens its mouth and closes it around Alexan-
dra. She rises again to the surface, bleeding profusely from her mouth and from two 
gaping wounds; but victorious.   



18The Phantom Thief of Wonderland
 Madeline and the other Aortis interns arrive in Verna City, Madeline hopeful that she’ll 
catch Bandersnatch this time. Despite an encounter with an obnoxious ex-classmate, everything 
seems to run smoothly—until mechanical spiders rain from the ceiling, that is.

 Models and audience members fled, screaming as numerous metal spiders 
rained from above, transforming into cages that trapped those too slow to escape.
 “He must be on the rafters!” an officer shouted.
 Madeline followed officers racing towards the rafters, pushing and shoving to 
make her way there. The other officers, too preoccupied with catching Bandersnatch, 
trying to organize escape routes, or trying to destroy spiders before they became cages, 
paid her no mind. Sure enough, the blonde thief was releasing bag after bag of the 
bronze creatures.
 “Hey, you! Stop!” an officer cried, lunging when Bandersnatch refused to 
cooperate.
 The thief dodged and kicked his assailant in the stomach, then jabbed the officer 
in the back with his elbow before tossing the man over the rafter. Thanks to the 
thinness of the platform, each officer was forced to attack one by one and met a similar 
fate until only Madeline was left.
 Now face to face with the thief, the redhead felt that something was off, but 
what? Bandersnatch rushed towards her, but Madeline punched him back with a Fist 
of Strength. Just as their eyes met, the redhead realized what was wrong.
His eyes are green.
 She swore under her breath. Of course Bandersnatch would have a decoy! 
Possibly human, too, due to the lack of Magi—
 Madeline was knocked backwards by an uppercut. Fighting the pain in her jaw 
and a wave of dizziness from hitting the floor, she stood back up, then kicked, only for 
the imposter to seize her leg and throw her back. He was about to strike again when 
something came flying and kicked his side, knocking the imposter against the other 
rail.
 Mark landed onto the platform unsteadily, the soft glow around his Rabbit’s Feet 
indicating that they were activated. With a bloody nose, the imposter leapt towards 
him, his arm pulled back to strike, when Madeline punched him in the face, knocking 
the fraud unconscious.
 “Thanks!” the brunette shouted over the chaos.
 “No, thank you. He…he would’ve given me a harder time if you hadn’t come. 
Now, let’s find the real Bandersnatch.”
 “How? It’s a mess down there.”
Marianne ran up the platform, panting. “Guys! I saw everything from downstairs! You 
got him?!”
“Marianne, your Looking Eyeglasses!” Mark cried, “Can you still activate them? We 
need to find White Rabbit.”
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 “I…I think so,” Marianne gasped. At her command of “Looking Eyeglasses!” her 
lenses began to glow. The blue-haired girl scanned the mess below. After a few mo-
ments, she shouted, “Someone’s dragging her backstage!”
 “Let’s go!” Madeline raced downstairs and through the fray. The other officers 
were still too busy to pay the trio much mind.
 “Marianne, your Looking Eyeglasses!” Mark cried, “Can you still activate them? 
We need to find White Rabbit.”
 “I…I think so,” Marianne gasped. At her command of “Looking Eyeglasses!” her 
lenses began to glow. The blue-haired girl scanned the mess below. After a few mo-
ments, she shouted, “Someone’s dragging her backstage!”
 “Let’s go!” Madeline raced downstairs and through the fray. The other officers 
were still too busy to pay the trio much mind.
 Unfortunately, the same couldn’t be said of Marianne’s partner, Kennett. 
 “What are you losers doing?” the blonde asked as he followed them.
 “You need to get out. Now,” Madeline snapped.
 “Oh, and you don’t? You heard the Chief earli—unless you found Bander-
snatch?”
 “Get out now!”
 “You did! This I gotta see!”
 Madeline bit back a frustrated growl. Defeating Bandersnatch was her mission. 
While she might not have minded sharing the glory of his capture with Mark or even 
Marianne, the redhead refused to share it with a snot like Kennett. She needed to get 
rid of him.
 The four interns reached backstage, where rows of doors lined the walls…with-
out a single label.
 “Crap! He must’ve ripped them off when he dragged White Rabbit in here,” 
Marianne said.
 “Oh, quit whining, Avalon,” Kennett replied, “We’ll just break down the doors 
until we find the bastard.” The blonde kicked down the first door, only to be blasted 
into a wall by a sticky substance. He struggled to break free, opting to scream gibberish 
when he failed.
 Madeline sneered, “Well, that takes care of one problem.”

“But how are we supposed to figure out which door’s the right one now?” Mark asked, 
“Marianne’s magic’s starting to wear off.”
 The redhead glanced at her female companion. Sure enough, the glow around 
Marianne’s glasses was fading, and the girl was slumped over, her bangs clinging to 
her sweaty forehead. The blue-haired girl had a low magical proficiency to start with, 
and had probably drained most of her magic just trying to detect the spiders and find 
Madeline and Mark.
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 “We’ll have to use your Shield to bust the doors, Mark,” Madeline said, “It’s the 
only defensive Magipon we have that can protect us.”
 “What about me?” Marianne asked, “I don’t have a 2nd ‘pon to fight with.”
 “You need to get some of the officers here—” Mark began.
 “No. We don’t need to get anyone else involved—” Madeline said.
 “Look, Madeline, I know you want to bag Bandersnatch, but we don’t have any 
other choice. Even if we manage to find him, we can’t stop him by ourselves. Besides, 
it’s against the rules for an intern to act alone. If we don’t call for back up, we’ll get 
expelled.”
 “And we kinda can’t leave Kennett like this…” Marianne added, glancing at the 
still entangled boy.
 The redhead scowled. They were right; plus, every minute wasted arguing was 
another minute Bandersnatch had to escape. She sighed. “Fine. Marianne, get as many 
officers down here as you can. Mark and I are going to find Bandersnatch and try to 
hold him down until they arrive.”
 Marianne nodded before running back to the runway.
 Mark smirked. “Was that really so painful?”
 “Excruciating. Now help me with the doors.”
 It took five doors to find Bandersnatch, who stood over an unconscious White 
Rabbit. 
 The blond thief smiled. “It took you long enough. And look! You brought a 
friend this time!”
 Madeline felt Mark stiffen beside her. “His eyes…”
 But the redhead refused to be intimidated by those blue irises twice. She lunged 
with her Fists of Strength, but the thief dodged and followed up with a swipe of his leg 
against her feet.
 Madeline’s grunt snapped Mark out of his reverie. The brunette kicked, but the 
thief evaded that, too, then shoved a gloved hand against Mark’s stomach, electrocut-
ing the boy. Mark crumpled against the wall.
 “Raven’s Wings!” Madeline forced the feathers of her wings to shoot out like 
blades in order to seize the thief. 
 Bandersnatch vanished, the feathers embedding the walls instead.
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Hello friend,

You probably don’t remember me. It’s been years since our 
paths last crossed. But I saw you walking the same path as I; I knew 
you’d eventually come to this fork in the road. Many people feel 
lost at this point. It’s been a long journey and I’m sure you’re tired, 
but I’m here to tell you that you must keep going.

Have a little faith, choose a path and continue on. No matter 
what you choose, you’ll get to where you’re meant to be. It may get 
rocky and dark at times, but remember that the light will find you 
once again.

I’m sure you’ll find some others along the way. Some of 
them may feel lost too. Perhaps some of them will offer you a 
bit of guidance. However, a great deal of them will avoid you 
all together. Not that it matters, in the end it’s your decision that 
counts. You have the final say.

So, look long and hard at the signs and choose which path is 
best for you. I, myself, have already decided on where I’m headed 
next.

Well, it was good to see you, old friend. I know you’re going to 
figure everything out. 

Goodbye for now, my companion. Good luck in whatever you 
choose and remember, it is your journey, your path to choose.
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We hope you’ve enjoyed this issue of The Imaginate! We rely 
heavily on student submissions, and we would love to see more 
from the Rutgers community! 

To submit, email a Word Document or PDF to:

submissions@theimaginate.com

After your work is ranked among the other submissions, you will 
recieve an email reporting whether your work was published or 
not. If it is not published the first time, your work is put up for a 
second trial where it will be reiviewed again. You can pick up a 
magazine at any dining hall, student center or other populated 
places on campus! 

To join the staff of The Imaginate, simply come to our meetings!

Our meetings are every Tuesday at 9:15 p.m. in Murray Hall room 
114 on College Ave. 




