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The 2018 issue includes juried works of art and
writing based on the theme "The Natural World."
Idiom & Image Magazine is proud to welcome
contributors from Sussex County Teen Arts
representing high schools across Sussex County
in addition to contributors from the Sussex
County Community College student body.

Alyssa Talon
Japanese Lights
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The Hudson

by Nicole Russo
As I walk along the sidewalk at Chelsea Piers, looking out
over the Hudson, it offers me time to reflect on how I got
here. On how every decision I made or was made for me
made me who I am today. Some days I feel like maybe
the Gowanus Canal is the water that flows through my
veins, gross and dirty. But then I remember the Hudson,
and what it represents. Hope starting anew. And I
remember that my hope has been restored, that I’ve
been given a chance to start fresh. It’s the Hudson I have
in my veins, now and forever.

Stephanie Penna
Perspective

3

4

Stephanie Penna
My Little World
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Jessica Corujo
Father
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Commonplace
by Shelby Catania

small and unwanted,
the weed rests,

under the exquisite
boots

of a young man,

overstepping his place
in nature.
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Forgotten August
by Samantha Rapp

In golden meadow toiled and sweet,
Tawdry sunlight and fickle heat.
Limpid eyes and smiles meet,
And feel the soil beneath their feet.
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Nicolas Arango
Macintosh Manzana
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The Merchant

by Sarah Ashraf
I once knew of a man that played hearts and set the world on fire
With his ambitious persuasive attitude makes you wonder
His remarks turn a crowd of cold heartless people into ever
Warm filled smiles
His wares were the words on his tongue that stuck in your head
Clothes on his back that told of his travels from town to town
Old and ratty but still appeared like a gentlemen born from pride but a
lowly stature
An old leather sack he carried while he sang and whistled the tales
Of the golden ages of
Gilded dragons hoarding treasures beyond compare
Trickster fairies who enjoy magic and flying
Elves who lived in the mystical forests
Knights gallantly fighting for nobles and warlords
Children followed him to listen and see
Rarities exquisites and gems galore
Walked to and fro to seek out
New beings and places
Wonder was his goal
Though everlasting fortune of curiosity continued to burned through him
For his tales spoke scores of morals
To teach children what he himself did not learn
In his poverty he enjoyed his travels
The kindness of other fellow countrymen
For his only dream was for people to gain knowledge

Jessica Corujo
My Skull
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Zofia Kodrowski
Forest Floor
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Emily Vernoski
Lion Series
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Dyanna Paredes
Figure Study

Dyanna Paredes
Back Study

Black by Popular Demand by Josh Felix
My pain is not for your satisfaction
My struggle is not to arouse your privilege
My skin no different from yours
I am living history
I am black by popular demand
Hold me up at gun point with your words
They will not break me down
Taint me with your glares
They will not unsettle me
I am a king
I am black by popular demand
A proud individual with ambition
Your negativity will not delay me
I am a man with a vision
I am our history, our future, our teachings
I am who I am
I'll stand my ground, chin raised and shoulders broad
An example for black youth
I am the story behind our peoples' color
This is me
Black by popular demand
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Two Separate Lenses
by Patrick Hild

Amber Wright faced a large vista of land that expanded across her peripheral
vision. She could not comprehend how this wondrous world can offer so many
remarkable sights. Amber brushed her red hair over her eyes, unblinking, as she
marveled at the plains of grass, the bunches of trees gathered in the backdrop
dividing the valley from the mountains, and the sun-washed mountaintops that
shone brighter than the sun itself.
So beautiful, she thought, places like these exist not only to simply be a part of
the ecosystem, or to just be there for one time sight. These must be captured
forever.
Amber rested a drawing pad on her left forearm and started to draw the sight
in front of her eyes. She looked up and down from her drawing to the scenery in
front of her. She did not blink at all while drawing her initial sketch. She was
diligent with every stroke and detail as she made sure to include the smallest
bushels of shrubbery that were specks in her vision.
As Amber started to draw the base of the mountainside, she felt a tap on her
left shoulder.
“Amber, everyone is already ahead of you. We don’t want to have a search
party for you later,” said Amber’s close friend Michael Downey.
Amber turned from her notepad and her eyes locked onto Michael’s blue eyes.
“I’ll be there in a sec, just getting the outlines. The details I can add later.” Amber
smirked as she noticed his grin at her drawing.
“Are you still after your aspirations to be an artist?” Michael asked as he
smacked a fly away.
Amber’s bright smile went to a blank expression in an instant, looking at her
drawing as if to find a distraction. “Yeah, it’s something I always wanted to do, you
know that. My aunt was a great painter and she is what inspired me to draw. I see
the world as an endless canvas, but it is the only outlet I have,” Amber looked back
at Michael, “but my parents don’t get it. They keep expecting me to be a doctor, or
a lawyer, or a dumb professional job that will just bore me to death.” Amber
sighed.
“I mean, it’ll make good money overall. I guess they’re just looking out for you.
My dad does not care what I end up being unless it’s a teacher.”
Amber scoffed. “Why not a teacher? Wouldn't you be helping people in a job
like that?”
“Old man thinks that it’s an under-paying job that’s not worth the trouble.”
“That is the problem with me, my parents are not lenient like yours are. I want
to express myself and create things, I want to never work a day in my life. My mom
and I had a fight because I got a C on my calculus midterms, blaming it on my
preoccupation with drawing.”
Michael said nothing, putting his hands into the pockets of his worn-down jeans
that were way too big on his thin legs and cleared his throat.
The silence bothered Amber. All she could think about was the heavy fear of

living a life pre-determined by her parents. Her dad is a retired prosecutor and
her mom is a nurse. All she ever heard from her parents was about how much
they hated their jobs, but they stayed because of the pay. She did not want to
live her life like that.
Is it fair to shelve away your utmost desires and give up the things that make
you happy just for an extra two or three figures? Amber wondered, while she
clutched her notebook heavily just at the thought of it. I understand income is
important, but it should not dictate how we live our lives. It is not fair, she
thought.
The sound of Michael’s groans as he sat down on a tree stump broke Amber
out her daze. “Are you okay?” Amber questioned her friend, concerned.
***
Michael Downey clenched his jaw as the pain in his buttocks swelled from
sitting down.
“Yeah. I’m okay, thanks,” Michael groaned, wrapping his thin arms around his
bony knees.
Michael looked past Amber at the vista of land she was previously drawing.
“Don’t you have a picture to draw?”
Amber narrowed her eyes in disdain into Michael’s eyes. “I don’t know, when
my friend is in pain from sitting down, I have the strange tendency to be, what’s
that word? Oh wait, concerned.”
Michael felt his heart race a bit. “I’m fine, trust me. Let’s just rant about our
lives, okay?” Michael was embarrassed.
“Well, I’m done ranting about my life, now it’s your turn. Michael, I thought you
were over this. You were doing great for a few months and now you're back to
it?” Amber’s voice sounded as if she was in defeat, like she failed someone.
Michael, now guilty over his friend’s overwhelming concern, looked at the
ground between his feet. A while back, Michael dealt with anorexia. He was
overweight in most of his childhood. During his sophomore year in high school,
Michael underwent a diet to lose weight. In about eight months, Michael dropped
110 pounds, putting him at a healthy weight. However, Michael was not satisfied,
he wanted to lose more, which eventually put him at a dangerous 118 pounds.
Despite his family’s concern, Michael kept going with his obsession, starving
himself, until he was sent to therapy. Michael spent a few months in therapy,
slowly recovering from his ailment. After returning home for a few months,
Michael went back to his habits.
“I did. I’m fine Amber. The stump is cold, that’s all.”
“Really? Like the one time in class when you said the desk seat was too cold?
Or when your couch was too hard? Michael, you’re back into it again!”
Michael, feeling overwhelmed and not knowing what to say, did not respond.
He could not keep denying his issue. “Don’t you ever feel so insecure, so
disgusting to the point where every personal flaw just needs to be rid of?”
Amber nodded. “Yes, especially with my low self-esteem and confidence.”
“That’s how I feel whenever I see my reflection. I always see my younger self,
the young me who could not fit in a restaurant booth, the young me who had to
wear XXL sized clothing, the young me who couldn’t run in gym class for ten

seconds without nearly vomiting. You would never understand the feeling of
being called names like ‘fat-ass’ or ‘tubby’ by friends, classmates, and family,”
Michael choked.
Amber knelt next to him and put her arm around her friend’s shoulder.
“Michael, my parents always tell me I will never make it as an artist. They tell me
that my art isn’t good enough to be famous or successful. That makes me feel
like that no matter what I do, no matter how hard I work on something, my family
will never appreciate it. That makes me feel like shit, Michael. To have something
you put your sweat and soul into only to have your parents rip your confidence
away just because they don’t agree with what I want to do.”
Michael tilted his head forward, resting his forehead on his arms. The weight
of his head against his arms hurt Michael a bit, making him wince. “I just want to
be happy. I took a lot of shit when I was heavy, and I still am even now that I’m
thin. I’m afraid to go to a fitness center because people will just judge me or look
at me funny. I hate going to restaurants because I hear the waiters say things
about me, about how I look sickly and ill…”
"That is unfortunate, but they’re not wrong Michael. I’m no doctor, but you
need help. Keeping up this habit will kill you. I don’t want to see my best friend
suffer, I’m worried about you,” Amber sniffled, tightening her grip around
Michael’s shoulder.
Not lifting his head from his sore forearm, Michael sighed. “I feel the same for
you.”
***
Amber was taken aback by Michael’s statement, chiefly due to how much it
resonated with the exact feelings she had about herself.
Neither of them said anything. Amber herself was listening to the quiet cool
breeze that whipped against her and Michael. She listened and payed close
attention to the sound of leaves being lifted from the ground and blown away to
places unknown. The absolute sound of nature and the world around her
deafened the anxiety and sorrow molded into her mind. She even forgot about
her drawing that she clutched tightly in her palm, which has now wrinkled.
In a strange way, Amber was relieved not only because of her friend’s
embrace, but because she and he shared pain, misery, and uncertainty. In a way,
it made her feel less alone. It calmed her down even more than drawing ever
could do.
This is what peace feels like? Two friends wallowing in their own abject
problems together, and neither feeling alone at all. Just us two, holding each
other and sulking about why our lives suck, and never letting go of each other,
hoping we get through our conflicts before we become consumed by them,
Amber thought to herself, staring at the wide and open vista in front of her.
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Jawad Oudahmane
Nature Digital Rendering

Jennifer Diaz
Abigail
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First Day on Earth

by Shelby Catania
Nothing amazes me more than the colors. A blue canopy lies overhead, which
seemingly never ends no matter how far I turn my head. Everywhere I look
there’s green and green and green yet each is different, a new color of its own.
A feeling of rawness skirts around me. There’s something so real about this
planet, so grounding. I want to lay in the green, close my eyes, and breathe in
the Earth. I want to lie just above the surface of this planet, so I can adopt
nature’s heartbeat becoming acquainted with this ball of Earth. A few bugs
swivel above me and suddenly I am stationary. I envy these bugs as well as the
birds, so light, so free, able to just up and leave once they’ve grown tired of a
place. How convenient to stretch your wings and fly into a new life, to look
down while in the air, having risen above ordinary life, on the way to
someplace more.
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Two-way Sonnet

by Stephanie Penna

Version 1:
Great vast waters cascade love on earth’s race.
Lapping against the smooth rocks of the land.
Reaching its hand out towards all of mankind.
When watery flames reach to kiss the sky.
The air, as a wind, it begins to blow.
Love turns to hate as quickly as the tide.
Now not afraid to show its true notion.
Sweet sounds of laughter call from the Ocean.
Water, the monster, has something to hide.
Sailors and Captains the faster they row.
King Trident, his magic has gone awry.
Hoping hidden rage they will never find.
Gently carving its own mark on the sand.
Holding back anger for the human face.
Version 2:
Great vast waters cascade love on earth’s face.
Holding back anger for the human race.
Lapping against the smooth rocks of the land.
Gently carving its own mark on the sand.
Reaching its hand out towards mankind.
Hoping hidden rage they will never find.
When watery flames reach to kiss the sky.
King Trident, his magic has gone awry.
The air, as a wind, it begins to blow.
Sailors and Captains the faster they row.
Love turns to hate as quickly as the tide.
Water, the monster, has something to hide.
Now not afraid to show its true notion.
Sweet sounds of laughter call from the Ocean.

Jenna L. Burdett
Waterloo Bridge II
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Ocean Waves, Ocean Craves
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Philadelphia Museum of Art
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