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The Joys of Improvement 
by Daphne K. 

 
“Your bearing has gotten much better since the last time we saw you,” commented LTJG
Medeiros, my unit’s commanding officer. 

For some reason, LTJG Medeiros reminded me of a WWII-era general— men among the likes of
George S. Patton and Douglas MacArthur. He had a stern, dignified air about him. I always
imagined him wearing Ray-Ban Aviators, staring off into the distance. 

In a split second, my mind flashed back to the last drill. That time, I uttered my words +
hesitated, forgot to say “ma’am” and “sir,” my boots weren’t bloused, and my bun wasn’t
proper. Oh, and I wasn’t wearing the right uniform. I was a mess. 

In another split second, my mind flashed back to a little over an hour ago, before muster
began. I looked at my mother from the back seat with pleading eyes. 

“Just take me away from here,” I demanded shamefully. 

The night before, I was debating whether or not I still wanted to be a Sea Cadet. Everything
was so strict, regimented, and foreign to me. “I am not cut out for this,” I thought. But then, I
came to the conclusion that this was not what a future sailor would do. I immediately
remembered my idols— men like Alan Shepard and Chester Nimitz. Was my conduct befitting
of a future astronaut or admiral? Keeping this in mind, I mentally + physically prepared myself
to go in and retracted my offer to my mother to take me back home. I was ready this time. My
boots were bloused (with blousing straps, of course), my bun was in good shape, and I was
wearing the right uniform. In addition, I made sure I would remember to say “ma’am” and
“sir,” and that I would speak clearly, with confidence. 

I looked down at LTJG Medeiros, anxiously awaiting another sentence. Despite my
anticipation, this was a proud moment for me. LTJG Medeiros had scolded me last drill for one
of my many mistakes, and now, here he was acknowledging my improved bearing. What could
be better than that?

No, seriously. What could be better? As a newly-minted Seaman Apprentice-Temporary (in fact,
this promotion took place during that same exact drill), I have not had much of an
opportunity to do the traditionally “fun” things that the Sea Cadet Corps is known for
facilitating. My Sea Cadets experience has consisted of marching, doing advancement
homework, and learning the basic (albeit, hard) stuff. But, now that I think about it, there is
no better feeling than your improvement being acknowledged by a no-nonsense commanding
officer, like LTJG Medeiros. Even, in the future, if I add more fun experiences to my Sea Cadets
résumé, I know for sure that this exact moment will always serve as a favorite memory.

I adjusted my posture while maintaining strong eye contact. I straightened my shoulders, took
a deep breath, and grinned under my mask. 

“Thank you, sir,” I replied, prouder-than-ever.
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child
by Chloe C.

 
when you were a child

you played hopscotch on graves
and bore your fangs at ghosts

 
you decorated your chest with thorns

wrapped yourself in broken bone
and turned away from pretty things

 
your mind does a death waltz

spun between cherry vines
suffocated by the overgrowth

 
there are holes in your face
where your eyes should be

and cinder blocks
beneath your feet

 
when you were a child

you prayed to the sky at night
asking for forgiveness

but the moon could not hear you
and the stars did not listen
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Crucified - Who Dunnit? 
by Diya Patel 

The lights flashed off. A scream. Thunder. Nails scratched the wall. The lights switched back
on. What happened in the dark was now as clear as day. Her body lay lifeless on center stage.
No blood. A clean kill. A collective gasp from the theater kids at the dress rehearsal sucked
the remaining air out of the room. 

Who killed Abigail Williams? It had to be one of the five drama students on stage during the
murder. 

Suspect 1. Oliver Pratt, playing Reverend Parris. Recluse. Dark leather jacket. Shiny chains.
Was standing a few feet away from Irene (the actress playing Abigail Williams) at the time of
the murder. Wearing a sharp cross around his neck. Once close friends with Irene— until she
falsely accused him of cheating junior year, permanently slashing a black mark on his school
record and their friendship. But was this cause enough to murder? 

Suspect 2. Bailey Black, playing Elizabeth Proctor. Malicious. Acrylic nails. High heels. Was
standing on the far left of the stage. Wearing sharp shoes. Visibly hostile towards Irene for
stealing her role as the lead actress in this play, The Crucible— often commenting
obnoxiously on every possible aspect of Irene’s identity. But was this cause enough to
murder? 

Suspect 3. Lee Powell, playing Mr. Proctor. Athlete. Tall. Well-built. Step-brother of Irene. Was
standing on the right side of the stage near the light switch. Lee’s mother had a murky,
questionable past before meeting Irene’s father. Irene had investigated fruitlessly for months
— internet searches, public records, interviews. This angered Lee. Had she finally found
something? If so, how far would Lee go to protect his mother? Regardless, was this cause
enough to murder? 

Suspect 4. Wayne Lyons, light and sound crew. Skinny. Emo. Eerie. Adjusting large and heavy
speakers in the back of the stage. Often bullied by his peers but remains unusually quiet.
Takes note of anything and everything occurring around him. Has no direct connection to
Irene but has a violent past. He hears voices— ones that have gotten him in trouble with the
law in the past. But was this cause enough to murder?

Suspect 5. Miriam Todd, playing Tituba and the violin. Poor. Dressed scantily. Bare feet.
Holding the sharp bow of her violin in the front of the stage. She dreams of attending a
prestigious music school but is vying against Irene for the Lakeside High School Excellence in
Drama Scholarship. She is dedicated and willing to go great lengths to achieve her dreams.
But was this cause enough to murder? Who crucified Abigail Williams? 
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Crucified - Who Dunnit? Solution

Are you anxiously wondering who
crucified Abigal Williams? Well, here's
the verdict: It was Wayne Lyons. Wayne,
being on the light crew, was capable of
pre-determining when the lights turned off
and on. Wayne also had access to a
powerful, loud murder weapon (which
made the thunder noise) but did not draw
blood: the speaker. 
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