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ISSUE 01

Editors Note;

Hi! Thank you so much for all
your support with the Eden
Mabel Literary Digital Magazine!
This would not be possible
without the many submissions
and supporters of our social
media platforms and of course
the writers and artists featured
in our very firstissue! T would
like to say that It has always been
my dream (o start a publication
and give writers a space where
they feel like they belong because
I know just how it can feel when
you are alone or feeling left out.
So I hope you all enjoy this issue
as much as I'do and I look
forward to putting together more
issues in the near future! Thank
you all.

Brina Sastyangkul, Founder

EDEN MABEL LITERARY MAGAZINE

0



ISSUEQI lifeartits
lowvest

CURATED BY
BRINA SASTYANGKULL

ISSUE 01
IMBALANCE, DETERMINATION, KARMA,
PRESSURE, AND MADNESS

EDEN MABEL LITERARY MAGAZINE 1



n this issue | wanted to start with the bad news. Life just
sucks. And as much as we want it to be smooth sailing,
the chances are low and the risks are high. It may be
difficult to look beyond the struggles and challenges to see
that life has potential behind misery. That is why Eden
Mabel’s first issue is life at its lowest. Our image and
message portrays that those who feel like they have been
rejected have a home. We accept all submissions into our
magazine and while other litmags may disagree and say
that rejecting and denying those their right to voice
themselves teaches them to accept that life isn’t always
sunshines and rainbows, but we think that it is okay to give
in once in a while and demonstrate that while life can be
hard, everyone deserves their chance to speak. Life at its
lowest is our first example of why rejection is not as
satisfying as acceptance and why we choose to do what
we do. Thank you and enjoy!!!

[ife hasits

highs and

lows
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TO BE FRANK

| have spent half a year figuring out how to get
this litmag together. | have spent hours giving
up and giving in. Over the course of those 6
months it was an uphill battle and | was fighting
it alone. Reaching out to other mags, asking for
help, practically begging for submissions. | had
no clue how to run a magazine, and better yet,
by myself. Not only did these struggles teach
me that you can do anything you put your mind
to, it also taught me that compassion for your
work goes a long way. In the course of two
months, | have gotten this magazine up and
running, doing every single bit of the work by
myself. Social? That was me. Editing? That
was me. Formatting? that was also me. But i
never ever realized the power of a team.
Everyone | asked they had told me they
couldn’t do it without their team. But i was
determined to do it alone. never in my life would
i think i would be working with wonderful and
passionate other teens. And what astonishes
me is that they have the same passion that | do
and they want the same things | want. This
magazine has grown to be more than what |
ever thought it could be. and | could not have
done it without the help of so so so many
people on instagram, discord, and my team.
Thank you
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life at its lowest

eden mabel litmag

IMBALANCE

Life is unbalanced. Like
a see-saw with only one
How do
imbalances

person on it .
those push
you down and drag you

around?

DETERMINATION

How does determination
play in as a factor to you
success and downfall. How
far will you go to achieve

greatness?
KARMA
Everyone will do
something for revenge.
But revenge will do

anything to bite you
back harder
your expectation.

without

MADNESS

Everyone is a
little
inside.

mad

s

PRESSURE

The clock is ticking and balls
of sweat are dripping down
your face. You have one
minute to answer 5 math

questions. What will you do?
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as seen on instagram

keep

UFE pushing
through i,

you only

have the

potential
you think
you have.

Don’tjust
dreamiit,
doit.
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as seen on instagram

i
MOVING
FORWARD B A2

Make visible what, without
you, might perhaps never have
been seen
-Robert Bresson

QUOTE OF THE DAY PEDENMABELLIT

OPEN FOR Cuidelines
SURMISSIONS *Must be a high schooler between the ages of

14 & 18.
*Must not include inappropriate or explicit

language
EDEN Cick the ik nicur *Must be one of the five styles/formats of
MABEL o bio to lcarm more | writing listed in the form.
*Does not have to apply to our theme.
*Must be in a google document, SHARED
with edenmabellit@gmail.com
@edenmabellit

EDEN MABEL LITERARY MAGAZINE



archive 3

as seen on instagram

SUBMISSIONS

OPENI \What you make of
issuel: your challengesis
life at i;ts lowest What you get Of

your
S accomplishments
LINIK IN BIO

il ARE
SEEEIAL,

else you II never
BELONG

(e H I win the
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~ The Dead of Night by anonymous

THREE <
A Love Buried by Claudia Wysocky .
Can’t Afford by Claudia Wysocky ¥

Voices by Claudia Wysocky
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The Dead of Night

she was the type of girl

who made nutella toast on rye bread

and drank tea in the same mug since she was 9.

she rewatched tv series because knowing the ending
made her feel safe.

she was the last in her friend group to “become a woman™
and watched disney movies when she was bored.

her favorite color was always bright pink

because it reminded her of when she was a child.

and yet,
she wanted to grow up.
- to fall in love and not out of it
~ toget away ﬁom her tlny town and start her life

M-COm Mmovies.
ctal Xpectatlons to grow up and become
I felt exiremely reflective and nostalgic
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A Love Buried

He was shorter than average,
but his eyes,

larger than life,

more intense than most,
beautiful with the fullness of |

I envied it, the waythe

SO lackadaisw Al

it hardly ever happens TR
but I always find my eyes drawn to
that peculiar look in his eyes,
the mystery behind their wavy depths,
that draws me in again and again,
Inexplicably.
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He was shorter than average,
He tells me nothing,

he says everything,
with a single brush of his hand,

a feather-light touch,

a smile,
his warmth.

And I am lost, .
mesmenzed by

and yet I still remember,
the scent of his skin,
of hope and longing,
the way he looked at me,
and the thrill,

strange and sweet,

that he never knew he gave me.

Claudia Wysocky, a Polish writer and poet based in New York, is known for her diverse literary creations,
including fiction and poetry. Claudia also shares her personal journey and love for writing on her own blog,
and she expresses her literary talent as an immigrant raised in post-communism Poland.

-Claudia Wysocky
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.,i:f": to escape?
I don tknow what to do.

LT % re’s no way out of my head;

-is stramed to breaking, it can’t bend any more.

: ¢ street in front of me—there is nothing but night—
e fi'e's'tands before me who seems like they can see right
rough me— : e
4l tjyv did you come here? You're in my thoughts——not close }}' %







Voices

How we fool our minds and make u
Forget this, forget everything. Nothing |
Is true. You have spoken earnestly t
heart will feel, G
Of its tensing and shivering, of its los

Yet your touch has not drawn blood fro

indeed not you crying out
in your sleep—

Claudia Wysocky, a Polish writer and poet. ;
including fiction and poetry. Claudia also sh:
and she expresses her literary talen
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POETRY

My Restless Sea by Bianca Hanescu
Fourteen by Hailey Jiang
Hanami by Hailey Jiang

i
\
B

e i IIHS




%iﬁbg 0 s“ fac

’ij-n.:'f': - 2

sympathy. : '
_Storrn clouds gather '

ﬁlﬁ;tas-..

. a' mere mortal could reach



| 'Weavmg the ﬂlﬁé}ﬁri ¥ ﬁhépoo
above the mirror’s dome BHERLS

Overwhelming fora m(;rfai W

&
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In the long—forgotten sherﬁ;_ 1 ) gﬁf@" ; ,
heavenandbeyond. “_‘_'
Aswestands’ull AdmiRE Yo copious sieep

_.Wlth a rmghty roar,
' leap of faith, a last

one of them bemg the extraordinary number of submlss1ons spec'
literary magazines worldwide.
-Bianca Hanescu
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ourteen
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‘am four een years old

-T 00 young to know what life holds
1d enou h to know it’s not pretty

1 i Ot yet seen the sun set
orld is a purple skirt that
ann "t take off,

on 1 my waist, its ruffles
f.: 1g my smooth legs

i.

be test friend and greatest enemy,
shadow I cannot escape

d cannot grasp,

ough she is mere inches away
be miles away

Al .
g
e
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YR why fry to protect it
When the wind and the elements
Will blow its fragile petals away,
When the others will chase the fleeting petals
But the stem that created those beauties
Is left alone, thirsty.

- Fourteen years that will always be built in me,
I shall never feel her alive again,
Desperately try to piece the petals together again,
- But they are too damaged from the wind
- Andrough play that I cannot see
~ What the flower would have looked like
- Had it bloomed?

~ Hailey Jiang is a 16 year old poet residing in Boston,
and is an avid fan of Jason Reynolds, Sylvia Path, al}ﬂ
Storm ng School Poetry Contest for her poe}ni F )
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' f 'a your “weeping cherry”.
1eV er cared for who [ am,

| _i' pride, your obsession
.' weeping cherry
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g to you
untﬂ I am nothing
urse on your children.
Am _ utlful to you
] ; nly a week
efore I am an omen
f alife not lived.




KARMA
POETRY

The River of Crying Candles
by Saptarshi Bhowmick




_ S}p ef my tea _Just like how the last words _eome tome, I struggle much, o get there
jof a. town named Berhampore Saptatshl stﬂves more and fnore in hlS World of

plentlful ereatIons
:-' . —Saptarshl Bhowmlck
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sincerely yours. by cooper brumfield
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MADNESS
POETRY

On Falling by Emma Foster
Screech by Emma Foster
A Fetish for Death by Ummi Fatima
A Burnt Child Loves the Fire

by Ishita Shukla
Salt by Ben Ramakrishnan

PROSE

A Badge of Happiness by Mariam Fouda
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Falling to my death,

Terror runs through my rivers,

The wind whistles through me

In a death-march.

My stomach in my throat,

My palms worshiping the air,

My heart the white flag flying,

I am everything I want, everything I despise.
I am now one with the dirt.

The stars look down at me and smile.

E. S. Foster is a writer and student at the University of Cambridge. Her work has appeared in multiple
literary journals, and she reads for several literary journals. You can find more of her work at
fosteryourwriting.com.

-Emma Foster



Static

Snapping
Like

Ice.
Count—to—ten,
Fight for
Your next
Breath
While the
Devils
With their
Daggers
Made of
Screams
Strangle

What little you have.

E. S. Foster is a writer and student at the University of Cambridge. Her work has appeared in multiple
literary journals, and she reads for several literary journals. You can find more of her work at

fosteryourwriting.com.
-Emma Foster
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A Burnt Child Loves
the Fire

Light peeps through the window... I'm not sure what to make of it.
The little gleam it brings with itself... Or the darkness it is yet to
discover... Which just makes the gleam not good enough....
Curse it as you would to your not so good enough child....
They'll probably do their best to prove themselves but boy who
cares..

You wonder what has changed, you think you know them
completely do you still

think the same when You know you weren't there to wipe their
tears....

Do you regret to have left them alone when All the things they
had to silently bear.. They cried for help didn't they..

You heard that didn't you...

Why did you chose to do it.. Why did you choose to leave it...
Now it's to late for regret..

Bcoz a bumt child loves the fire they said... Each home was in
ashes as she stepped..
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Her dreams made her want to kill herself. Despite you knowing
all this she was left alone..

Maybe that's what made her heart and soul

turn to cold..

After all the ashes were indeed

unbearable..

She demanded unconditional love and complete freedom maybe
that's why she's terrible...

A lyricist, bibliophile, music lover, and true crime enthusiast from India, currently struggling through the
12th grade, it is. With a soul nourished by words, melodies, and mysterious tales, this person views the
world differently. Through poetry and literature, this individual finds solace and interest; in music and crime
mysteries, their imagination is captured. They get deep into creativity and knowledge, drawing from their
cultural roots and the diverse narratives of India, as they negotiate the last year of high school.

-Ishita Shukla






1 high school sophomore from the United States. He is passionate about music,.
‘Ben is also the founder and editor-in-chief of Vellichor Literary and can be foundon
~ Instagram @beniskindaweird or @vellichor_lit!
-Ben Ramakrishnan




-

A childhood shapes someone’s s character and behavior in various
aspects, how sensitive they grow to be, how strong, how
independent, and how healthy. Our childhood’s timespan is of [
times forced to an end by the hands of adults. Said adult ca
. your own parent, a stranger, or even a world leader. ;:' |
- What I want to highlight isn’t what your childhood entai .--_T |
how I have to move past it so damn qu1ckly, how it sh ]

feehng blind rage whenever a father picks up h1s~r
school, or spend time with'them, or by any mear 18 ¢
father in any way, shape orfform. So that I would n

rest of my life wondering what I did wrong, why:y
underserving, unworthy. So 1 would not spend th 1y life
taking countless random men in my life as fa f" ind do

-

the impossible to make them proud, yet it’s nev

because they aren’t him.




When I was a little girl, I had the dream to be a princess, that my
life was nothing if not a bad dream, that I would wake up from
this nightmare and live my life as a princess in a far, far away
place. In a place that would not be full of misery and quite frankly
problems. However that dream was stolen away by the king, the =
queen was a fierce fighter though, only went down for a short
period of time, then she came back up. I do not blame her, she w
only human. A human that was hurting, taken aback my sh
. nightmares coming true; it anyone in the world would under
that, it would be me, for that I didn’t wake up from mine.
The psychology behind someone’s childhood is etemail“
aradomcal Afterall it is the time in someone’s life fr

exist.
A badge of pain, adulthood i

d herl eritage above a
ds mean a great deal
nts to do in the future



OTHER
POETRY

Stagnant Water by MG
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Stagnant Water

I have lived all these yez

nd ove
could've been if only 1 d if]

[
a.l

gpeated the same y

ands ¢

* Thaven' livec
- g
But I have lived for

¥
-

-

g il
"k

% ol
' ‘a’n' cgt said I did.

100
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People moved on.
The world moved on.

Yet here I am, still repeating the same things, still seeing the same
scenes, still hearing the sagpdiilierds.

Aalife is but stagnant wa

my i

] t‘: i

PC

'the air felt ¢ tﬁésun]ight

Does it eve,n"‘ e an is}lave woken up from their
slumber? - .

s Oe

-
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The world may change,
but I do not.

People moved on.

The world moved on.

still repeati o the same
ng the

¥
.

ism
01'11 des j : Jﬁst like stagnant water.

MG is an author, freelance k

4

Signer ;%te tor, and student who loves cats and magical

stories. Her poems have been publi 0 li and she is currently working to get
her novels out there too! To kn¢ re her, find he elifluousgelatoo.writes
iy - 5
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thank you so much to
everyone who made this
possible including the
litmag community and
especially my team. this
wouldn’t have been
possible without you all
and i will be forever
grateful
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THANK YOU SO MUCH FOR BEING
PART OF OUR COMMUNITY! 16 Ged s
- (@edenmabellit
WE REALLY APPRECIATE ALL THE
TIKTOK - @edenmabellit
SUPPORT YOU HAVE GIVEN US, AND EMAIL - edenmabellit@ 3 e
LOOK FORWARD TO CONTINUING TO

CONNECT WITH YOU IN THE FUTURE.

@edenmabellit



