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WORDS RO

OUR FOUNDERS

I am over the moon that
1ssue 01 1s finally yours! It
feels surreal, like a fever
dream, and if 1t 1s a dream,
I don’t want to wake up. I
never thought 1n a million
years that this magazine
would be where it 1S now,
and I am so greatful that
you have stuck around. I
hope you enjoy issue Ol,
PLUTO, and I hope you
continue to support us and
this
magazines journey. Thank

follow along on

you, dear reader.

St r0ete

1t 10026 drvviied,

pluto & the dwarves: 1ssue 0l 1s
finally yours—a metamorphosis of
scattered thoughts and quiet dreams,
now whole, now alive. this first 1ssue
1s the fragile beginning of something
we've carried i our hearts for so
long, a small rebellion against
silence, a reminder that only when 1t
1s dark enough can you see the stars.
1 am endlessly grateful to share this
moment with you. may these pages
feel like home, like hope, like the
start of something bigger than all of
us. thank you for believing 1n us and
for letting us believe 1 you. stick
around—the story 1s just unfolding,
and all my love goes out to those still
searching for their place amongst the
stars and who have guided me

towards mine.

CC—

Ay e i
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pluto, you whom the universe forgot
what is it like to drift in silence,

to feel the longing from the outside?

i know you ache to be part of it all,

to know the warmth of a star's embrace.
for i, too, hover just beyond,

trying to find a place in their hearts.

snow white's seven dwarves, golden in your care
what do you feel as she leaps through the pages, y .
to capture the sunlight, to shine like the stars?
I, too, feel like i am trapped in the lgargins

an afterthought, an echo, a sacrifice, a wish
that remains ungranted no matterhow hard

i stretch out my arms to share in _the light. 5
you're the without, you're the space between ™

a ghost mirroring their hopes and dreams -

a wisp of nothingness in a galaxy where :

to shine bright is to be everything - :

in vain, you grasp the tail of a sheoting star .
hoping to reel in their prayers, but then '

find only your own desperation staring back.

and even the moon only reflects its lightj—

but you, unseen, drift further into-th!c} night.

- 5 TR
: - ,
' . - |
e gk -
- RN
- 3 » ‘:V‘v"A
. ‘ . |

do you not ever tire of carrying those dreams? - S

do you not feel the chasms widen with every reach? & o O

do you not hear yourtheart beat louder and loudé¥’ e ,
do you not watch’them shine and wonder— ) ', . ’ e
will i have to drift forever like a question mark in a bubble *

pluto, your{name'fwhispered but seldom sung-—

but how do you find solace in the role you play? ‘~

while's feel the gravity of ynmet hopes anchar me to doubt,
will you teach me your ways to bel*zg among the stars?



CASYAL CRUELTIES

F

| must confess
I'”dream of olden days and

forgiveness — when we were :
young and still us; before " _ [
your glances became a _ il Sl ]
comet’s pass — brief. Dazzling. '
Gone before | could make any wish. =

| llke to say I’m over you - have been for years now but at the

very back of my mind, I’'m clinging onto the Want of an /

explanation. Behind all reason and _ ) £

self respect, I’'m begging you to ;' Ll _
please please please say somethlng : f ,‘ : 'J h ;
beoause | don’t know hOWftO . -f . 'E

my ife. ; fr
| had thought of |t you KNoOW.

1, ¥
ne revenge. .,;-

ne retribution. ¢ lf/ |

ne meteor strike | hoped Would

split your world the way you upt e'rine.' ‘". il
You don’t get to say thlngs"i/ou d ri.’t ‘

then move on, effortlessly and leaveirn"' :
stranded | |n your ol lo]] nojt twhen| o Oeeng
olutohlng onto ‘you Wlth numb hands

i
you’re my anohor/ my saV|or ? %

.
urn

Y

0

e i

learn the hard way to. savorfon myktongue and

“every time | grieve, . .if;,.ﬁ[__{;,' o TN _ ':e.' Y
T o e N e | T g ;
I’ll curse and th|nk ofyou UL ) fﬁ' R -

*I.'lh"

II L]

R YSANNE 1O
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J LA N



Y R
4 ; .,;-,':"' Ll
s : " e *
i :
e A i.'l-'.-'l
# . II""--.._':‘;E:,- =i
e
i
W m i,
Jo Tam R 4
3 r } .P' . .; I-" i
I stumbled upon filthy trails, running from beasts after me o, 1 W
. M e | sl N, i o
' r % 4 i T 1_' o A N
You'd trapped me 1n a forest of demons, venom dripping e s ch ;;P A
from g i 3 i x - T e T e R
~ their teeth = ST h'-. : '-*

- chest
My feet stomped on daffodlls and irises once so freshs

Shimmering was the badge of a warrior you'd placed ol my

|
.r..

L5
=y 5

-

Everyone knew I would walk throu he dead_ll'r f

you : o = -. ' ' sz
Nonetheless, all I got are crestfallen sighs and E" Fa & e
fool g ; . - __
You left me in the woods as I swallowed th ﬂw

Praying for encouragements but nly reqepg res

curt ' '#‘t v q‘; Wlnter I dived 11#(@ the Pacific Ocean for you
A v"._-: t1'cy currents when you expressed your disdain
e | on my footwork
arned your back on me the moment I started sinking into
| | __L_ * ' the boundless blue
3 TR ';,: - My bones cracked as I hit on a rock underwater
A ;_;..;‘5':3-} | "A useless child who can't even swim"
That was your comments when the waves buried my screams
What else can I do to please you, to earn your approval?
What else can T do, with a body so fragile and a heart so
"kt % doubtful?
Years of pain and lqbo Lrlpped myself apart b1t by bit s
Came to live with al r sters that once lurked 1n the dark
Me possessing talent mg you would never. care to
admit Y.t 8
A decade of trying ai

a place in your heart "#%8 "'1-_;' o

Mother, truth be tol' -"”-in* " be enough?

Now you look at me wrth l‘i}&%hm.g eyes and say you'd
preferred a child without %a;:’ﬁ' . $

Because a girl who survrve& a'-l‘l your trlals 1s yet far away
from your definition of enough

Farewell to the mother Who percelves1 her chlld's resilience as
a ridiculous farce Tt ' '

" i'" = L L £ T _|ﬂ_| .-. r &
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I hope our frlendsh1p 1S all but
K ephemeral
Lacuna lacuna 1S What our frlendshlp
A relatmn of utmoqt qumtessence
6 A mlxture of the tenef)rosny and
| . sparkle of the World
Lacuna 18 What yOu are to me
rA mlssmg plege

You re a person who can make me

L
I'

"-.

smile * Lt

Smile 'Wlt%blﬁt a glance
And | hepe s tenebros;ty of

B h )
ill never tain

sparkling souf

Nl




My

dawdled form

My

slow resolve

My

imprint unto the frame

Passed through like mists swirled
aflame

Dispersing again, and again
What do they call me?

My Name Is “That Boy”

My

misshapen hands

My

incorrect thoughts

My

weary, empty hands

Dragging through the walls of the
self-defeating labyrinth
Accumulating again, and again
What do they call me?

My Name Is “Living”

My

heavy shoulder

My

racing mind

My

domain of absent hearts
Peforating wide across my
body

Hollowing again, and again
What do they call me?

My Name Is “Concept”

My

gnashing teeth

My

weeping eyes

My

twisted, whipping hands, the facsimile
of a soul

Laying ruin to all that 1s left

Then beyond, the conquest for my
agape body

Leaving everything of nothing, and
gaining nothing from everything

My Name
My Name Is



._ 5CLSt Kondru

- you’ Ie. my rock

m httle place 0 lean on.

yOu re the crow for _
5 @mpty stage
“a place for my happl'ne
to share my rage %
you re the stars, the 4
whole entire sky
instedd of paint-by-the- *
numbers

L e '.|'| T :
. 3 - 3
. i S
T
-.I;;:._I.

“we fill it up, side by side
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Brightest or Darkest?
By Ella.Kate Underwood



Hv

never quite close enough to burn,

I move 1n ellipses,

never far enough to freeze.
The sun glances past me,
its golden gaze fixed on the brighter ones,
the bigger ones,

the ones that spin with purpose.

I am a distant thing,

small and quiet, —-
dragging a shadow behind me
that no one bothers to name.
They tell me I don’t belong here,
that my path 1s too messy,

too tilted,

too far aww)ﬂétter.

But I keep circling,

slow and steady,
watching from the ed:
shine.

may never

e choices.
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all the poets sang of her.

s the gleaming sun — the crane of her neck as delicate
un e stars that burnt. as the waning moon,

- obsidian tendrils basked in a luminal glow

cheeks duste

with zlhe rose of i sigh, my light
awn extinguished

oh, what a sight, 'm sure, for 1 remained the star

the tenderest torment one
next to the sun

must endure = B . :
s i 1 winked out 1n obscurity

my heart bleeds like how 1’d wish i could be

spilled wine, -

[ love her, but now 1 see
i loath her her
posture slipping
from her dancer’s
and muse 1f she’d feel the frame
T unravelling from her poise
and grace
Evel n Chan .
y but now 1 see her
e awash with
agony unlike the

tO I’UH‘ R i
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Maddyline Davis

Onie of a million, the same ro‘fmdlsh and small

Of 146 moons that Jupiter has Wlthout JU.St one,
still 145 left to revolve around it overﬁand over.
Include the rocks and debris that fgfm rings

How much then do you have left to offer?

Not the shiniest, not the biggest, not special at all.
Simple, pﬁ_ainl,‘boring. No way could.you hetve won

The match, 1you were placed in a enclosure
to battle to the'*"éie'%i-t-ﬁ,=f'ight and swing
weapons with all the best warriors.

Jupiter, Jupiter, Jupiter yourery '

but so do they, tears in their eyes.

Jupiter continues to circle around the sun.

- The other moons didn't have a chance either T
None. ' | ; .::, 7
No matter how resplendent, seraphic your_vievtf :
It didn't matter. He doesn't care for you

The name on his heart will never erase .

. Dry the river streaming down your ghostly face
It's not worth disregarding your comelity, your grace. |
" Spin but for only your personal gain

Tokeep afloat'in the vacuum

Of space and not fall down to a point of no return.
Work for improvement. Make the enemies burn.

. You find your place in front in the mldst of glory.
Regret, regret regret and awe

You're not the person they remember at all

Meek, shy, quiet? gone.

Paved the pathway for the

Intrepid, proud, paragon of Philautia you are.
Yoou turn’nod Pur head to show :
“Respect for Jupiter and his noble posit‘n

- at the centre of your world :
Happier, brighter the features of your face. _ _
Reniinisce about the days where you thought po
. You weren't enough. Realise: you ate. o
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L Claudia Wysocky

LINTFINI=EHELD EXIT

*mentions of suicide and nudity

I keep thinking

about the time 1n high school
when you drew

me

a map of the city,

I still have 1t somewhere.

It was so easy

to get lost

in a place where all the trees
look the same.

And now

every time I see

a missing person’s poster
stapled to a pole,

all T can think 1s

that could have been me.

Missing,

disappeared.



But there are no

posters for people because you’d have to
who just never came back commit to a

from vacation, from single exit.

EOHGgﬁ% The curtains closed
ife. '
rom e and opened again. We

What you wouldn’t give to applauded until
be your cousin Catherine, our hands were sore.

who you watched But you couldn’t shake

twice in one weekend get the image of

strangled nude her lifeless body,

in a bathtub onstage
by the actor who once the way she hung there like

filled your mouth with a
quarters at marionette with cut

your mother’s funeral. strings.

And now every time you try to write a poem,
it feels like a

culogy.

Claudia Wysocky

LINTFINI=EHELD EXIT

*mentions of suicide and nudity



_WORST OF DAYS,
WORST OF PEOPLE

| ]-By I\/Iadline
Friday Saturday Sunday and there it 1s Q‘aViS .

Stftlggle to get up get out for school or work
The bed beckons and calls to its service. *+
The end of the best beginning of the worst

4

s Mondays, I hate, I despise

t “No one likes Monday™ -2
If they say they do, they're lying

Or trying to be different whic it 18
A Monday will never be consider ood day

F

+ N6 matter how good or fun itfmay get

No matter if it's off or your birthd: Christmas

. Monday blues are conta

e “stay away she's like the Mond:

b 4+
No one ever talks comes up:
. They stare from afz
- At the insect in the jar t
- found by chance one Sunc

k tomorrow, school tomorrow

- Sat 1n your corner you watc
- Pass by as their reactions get

Their faces are bleal

nesday ’ ursday pass and f11

-I r I‘h . T
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Drown Lwas

Sweet childhood nights,

beneath milky moonlight and frogs’ mating songs,
my mother would tell me stories of the stars.
Soft silky voice, she said that,
when we are bor

'*a star of our own.

the universe assi
Imagine — a star of,our ov\* oS
| 8 | ] .-.lrll' L
W m -

dancing, shimm rlng, @{.el nal.
It would feel so nice to have sor . L _
Somewhere tailored especial . e ¥

where | never needed to chan
. © o

i

north: tale

; .- ':ﬂ' 1 r :l .' |!.i 1
\I1 | \ /7 | _.I LT = il

| always wondered what my star would |
west: tome .
"-"":“' 5, 1

It was a wet and grey Novem Der
Curled up in the school library,
cradling a battered old as#t

| traced my finger throug -~ 2
Scientists estimate that :‘I._:'”,:_-T_1 N fmive_rsez_
the book said. ' ""'-32" b

A a’n’
They are divided into man‘y -"
Simply illustrated, 5
lining the side of the book:
glittering, effervescent, remnants, white dwarf.
Strong, throbbing, fading, red giant.

And dim, groaning, extinguished, brown dwarf
L § ,

iy

..-

- The brown dwarf can be consideréd a faihled star.
| always wondered what my star would look like.



east: tattle

Mother Moon, do you think | am loved as much as | love?
Do you think | will do as much as they do?
Do you secretly wish that | wasn’t yours?
Do you hope | will grow and become just like yQu?{
Do you wonder what my_stars, my ugly destiny?
A i ?“‘sﬂ
Ismy map muddied?
My Compass skewed?

’m a brown dwarf, that’s what you. think, don’t you?

' t south: tail

+-l_II E' ';IT'!"I
#ir. : 4 5, Soft rainy mornings,
. . . messy bedroom,
, dusty ceiling fan.

Every morning, my alarm rings at 4.57.
Every morning, | turn it off,

| lie in my bed for a half-hour,
wallowing in the feeling 'fryn_—b'elonging.

rown dwarf,
y duckling,

If passes and | remember my destined star.
Somewhere tailored especially for me.
Maybe a brown dwarf'wouldn’t be bad,
so long as it fit me,

so long as | fit it.

S EYjati



St
ood there and watched it b

appen,

h a
ere, all alone? way. L kept thinking: doeg th
' 9 e

-
¢ g Bl
_..-rf&:.{’a:___,_-_— s ) L
= s 9)
I o — — -’/\1
I.
: E Dear You,
g do you feel 1t t00? That the sky cries whenever you ruin
our hands touch? That nothing you can do

something/anything y
will ever give your head a crown Of the las

e’s a space for every single grai
mall fire to warm
ling lips. But every tim

ven the people
f eyes reco gnize what 1t

hes on your €yes a kiss?
1 of sand in this world
those freezing

e I find myself 1n
I know like

__a home to belong to, a5
fingertips and those tremb
4 room full of strangers, sometimes €
the back of my hand, not a single pair o
takes for me to sit still on my chair.

i



AN |
o
f) 1 would love to witness the day I wake up and choose to do the X
X thing 1 yearn for the most— ‘é‘:
not because 1 have to, not because 1 was told it is what's right 3
for me to do, but simply because I am yet another hopeless \
|

human holding my naked, bleeding heart in the palm ot my
|

hand.

;(111 mMe one dg ff that greyw to be a hap
asked, « ‘ abit of S of hell
. Tell me : " - mne, I'told him “ISltftmg at my core, A P
TR my Bhsiaci i 0D
amn 18 the o T
ne to -

u look 1n
arm embrace, as you lay on
nely as you <

ger whenever yO

ouinaw
and never feels cold and 1o

ike a stran
you, engulfing y
[ wish your h

Dear you, 1 wish you nevet feel 1
you'll have arms wrapped around

your bed and take your last breaths.

walk down the path destined to be yours.

And if you don’t, I wish you would look up at the sky and se¢ how the stars arc bur
11 the doubt and pain that

for you. 1 wish one would fall onto youl lap and take away a

“  Jared to cloud your head.
Until that day Crosses your path, don't you ever
1 the world as itc

when we sit to gether and watc
each other’s SOITOWS while we, 100, burn and vanis

Yours truly,
i Me (the one who dev

ning

I et's live for the day

forget about me.
Let's drink up

ollapses betore out eyes.
1 into thin air.

otedly writes 1O you)




hoursqi“he funny thing 1s no one €

men just kept marchlng, and the p

- A A

“People used to think I was crazy D1d }/G 4  ..... o . L
| _L_ﬂ'g' .'-_ e et
il,;l;'_ W ,

awaiting the continuation of his tale. * h ;ié'_:i_pgé'f& ]
the only one who could see all the blood pourlng

would point it out to someote {kwou&@ et in trot | I
stopped to tell people. Which 1 in the end made me not see the blood anymore z He sighed”
and touched my small innocent hand. “But these fellas" % he patted the tree, “they never
cared when I told them.”

I was angry. “But why? Why was their blood?”

“The tree only ever bled when you cut 1t, but as I recall the people always bled, carnage
was their lifestyle, perhaps they reaped what they sowed?”

I was even angrier. “This 1s not the type of story I wanted, grandpa.” I stormed away,

fury flooded my veins.



I’ the summer of 1978 my grandfather passed away, and left
with aiwealth of stonies untold. In the spring off 1955 I lefit
the small town that I had lived in my whole life wath my
parents to a big city i California. In the winter of 1963 1
saw my grandfather for the last time. Inithe fall of 1953 1
was eight years old and my grandfather told me a story.

“Have you ever seen the sun set in the east?” He had asked
me.

“Well that's just plain impossible grandpa. ™ I had said.

“I have.” He responded to himself;, that seemed to be the
start for a lot of his stories. “One day the sun set in the west
as it would normally do, but then a.peeculiar thing did
happen, the sun began to set m.the€ast as well, and then the
north, and finally in the southralong with the rest,
enveloping the world i ardaikmness, that lasted far too long.
The people were scared, started to killleach other hoping
that somehiow 1t would make thelights turn back on. They
acted as if they,werein the Azteec empire. Eventually the
lights did turn back on, and some guy took credit for it,
saying he killed someone so important that the sun decided
to rise again. But he lied, the sun had only decided to, rise
again because 1t wanted to stop the deaths, we had 1t.all
wrong, right from the very start.”

“How foolish of them to'think that peace and love 1S an alternative
to fighting!™ The man stood with power., I didn't*know that man,
and only had just learnedshismame, yet I lovedilmms., “We must fight
harder, to protect outrselves; itidSs.in our nature toight to protect! Is
what we do notionenable?” He shouted withipatriotic punposen
that instance it didn't matter who we were fighting just as long as
they were opposing this;many who so dearly.loved our country.
“We must fight” forever! "He repeated thisiabout a dozen times. I

knew what [-wanted tordo with my life.
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His house smellediikethome. It was a lovelyplace, my grandfather would

agree with me on that. Wooden columns with etchings of women and men

caring for each other stood 1n the living room reaching up towardsitheroof,

which seemed so limitless as a kid. Bookshelves lined nearly eyeryswallan' the

house, each one filled withstattered, bruised, loved books. I asked my:

grandfather which bookiwas _his favorite once, and he had told me that

would be like picking Which sccond of the day was his favorite:. I never knew

what he meant by that, and I8wisii [ had got to ask him: Riegardless, the

house was left tofme; andli wasiexeited to revisit thoseoldimemorics. Pulling

up on the gravelidriveway I noticedithat the green paimt was.beginning o,

fade 1n the sun. He had picked green because he said it was the rurthest thing

from blood, and the closest thing to life. The house was not large, yet it-was

beautiful, and perfect: Turnmg the brass doorknob I was suddenly struck

with an old memoryof himi. A memory of him that I had thought was lost

forever, and of coutsegt*was of him telling a story.
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“How many times have you heard!of something that ended? It could be anything, a
book, a day, anything.” His wrinkles emanated comfort into my being. “Because 1
have heard it too much, nothing really ends, it just continues in a different way, the
world will never ever run out ofidays, or Mondays for that matter;.and people will
keep on telling variations of a'story, changing it and tweaking 1t.until:the original:ias
become afaded memory. He rdised hishands to wipe the sweat off of his face:
“Don't believe it when someone;tells you that something's going to end orn thatt's
going to be over; because that person is wrong, either they're lying toyous o they: just
plain don't know better. But nothing evetends, 1t will keepthappening no maticrwihiat
we want or what we believe. Althotugh we can try toistop it, if everyone agrees to, 1t,
the only problem 1s that it's really hard to get everyone to agree to do something,but
if we can just decide to agree, well that's one step closer to solving the problem, now
we just have to help everyone else figure out what we know.”

The memory faded, and-all I was left knowing was that I missed him.

I had joined the army;, IEwaswgetting deployed torVietnam soon, and there was
only one person wanted'to sce, my grandfather; he would:beso proud of me, 1
know he would. This'would be.the first time I would see him in.cight years, ever
since the'day lmoved away.\As I approached the nostalgic steps-excitement
washedrover meas I opened the door. There he was, my favorite person in the
whole wotlds"THhe rest of this sad'story I only remember i pieces, me telling him,
then him lookimgsshocked, and finally. himmrwhispering something m my ear that I
would never ever forget.

“IDid you even listen to my stories?® I left the house, stumblingtoutwith a sad and
confused heart. I was truly heartbroken, I had tried my hardest; andilihad
offended the only persond ever really cared about. I left America thinking I was a
failure, I came back:knowing lewas one.

The house no longerrsmellediike home. It smelled stale without him
living in the house. I tanimy.f1mgens over the old chestmut column,
pushing my fingerimto theigiooyesithat continuouslyswrapped /.
around 1t. Thekiatchen was typically.not a room I went into-but I had
noticed something Sittimg on the counter.
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It was a note written m my grandfather's handwriting: My
grandchild, do not WOrry my anger has ended. I don't know. if that
sentence has.any significance for vou, but it should. It can be hard to
11y So hard just 1o 7ior be good enough for someone,. and I want to tell.
you.that ir's ok, Vou. cansstill try, you can still bessomething gredt, you

can Sti]ll marke me proud. Maybe you will try really hard apd fail-again,

byt thatwill justbe argredt story to tellin the future. Nowiitseemnis that
[ have one final guestion for you. Would youlike. to hear arstory? fyon
don't then you can dispose of this notes otherwise pledse fin me. over:
The note ended, there was clearly writing on the-back, I flipped it
with no hesitation. There was a man I used torknow who would conie
around. and we would tallc about things, the weather, our dreams, things
such as that, he was a-sad.man.yeally, no one else to talk to but me.
Then onexday he just disappedred, witlh.no warning. That man would
havemieverlmrt o single creature i hissire. dlrter. learned that he died
playingian.mie ciuclest ganiel of theni all, onesin wiich the winner: loses
Just dssmuch as the loser; a game in- whicl ilere was no end, just
brealss. Byvenafter everything Ihiad tried to teach you, you decided to
Dlaysthistganie, indaybe now you.can seeswhy I was disdppointed in you.
Bt pledse, never: forgetthar 1'still love you, and I'want you to try even
narder to beeomwie great, I'm sure this time it willaork out. 1 sat down
on the hard floor and tried to remember his'beautiful stories, and
found myself not remembering the stories b theway they made me
feel, and the way they had imspiredmerbeiorelliad leit. In that
instance it didn't matter what the stofies were, just that they had

taught me something valuable that had fergotten when I had left
hime Finallys Iiknew what 1 didin't"want to depwith my life.

The End



Evelyn Chan

muse

“muse over, won't you —
how the artist fell into art.”

Some say she 1s delusional, and she’d say she 1s madness herself. But she’s an artist,
and the sheer beauty of her wretched fantasies 1s the only thing that could keep her
going. She’s lost pieces of herself fretting over every detail long ago, yet the last
sliver of sanity grasps her soul by the threshold, pushing her to finish it.

Her paintbrush glides hastily across the canvas, colors bleeding out as her hand
trembles slightly. Her head reels in impatience. One misstep, one blunder, then

everything will crumble underneath her fingers.



She sculps the lovelorn look on the young woman’s porcelain face, quinacri
rose for her flustered blush. She adds a quiet tint of mahogany, unfurling on'th
woman’s auburn hair. and the artist fixates her brush on the woman’s gaze,
depicting pain flashing across the eyes as she looks at whoever her beloved 1st

Unrequited, th favorite.

Perhaps the lu pchets the artist’s own suffering, but

ignores 1t callo

Morning hour

colors coax he

(@)
e L

the window flickers slowly and softly.
1 white lie of perfection. She traces t

finishing touc

her heart too g

At last, her ha
unravels befor o
She breathes heavily, and rivulets desgé‘nci-; |
with a despicable, terrible feeling. N

tragedy, reveling in its glor

P

okens smile. Her chest weights

CCNO 99



Z.ayna Sen




ol
[ ]










L L Yot

-

cover art made . -
by ella kate =~ . .
underwood .

= -
&
n [ ]
]
"
B N
1
L -
=
=
=
L
[}
"
0 [
Ll
]
| [ ]
-
-
= 1
[ ]
L
§
"
L]
. i
#
L
"
¥ -
r
» == L] B
=
L L}
L
" E
& ¥
=
i
-
1 a [ J
B
"
-
. L]
[ s %
£ ]
]
L
"
.'l s L] L]
W =
T [ ] '
[}
T " L ]
B
L]
i - i
L]
' '
" -
L]
u "
L ¥
&
i ¥
= v
[ ]
[}
¥ B
m
-
L |
]
- ‘-+
L]
- [ ]
]
=
] i
-
- -
+
" ]
L
¥ -
o -
- 1
"
i
. L]
Ll i
¥
"
]
= '
- [ ]
=
- _ = i
L
L]
L]
1
r
" & -
-
w -
L
1 .- I.I
L
L
] L}
R ¥ -
- & =
L ¥ 5
- -
- = =
= E 1 -
L ]
L]
1
a * B
L] - & -
[] = r
L
F L]
W
] ] =
"
. #
i L
i [
' L]




