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OWe are only as strong as we are united, &wsak as
we are divided¢

¢ J. K. RowlingHarry Potter and the Goblet of Fir
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What is the role of arts when the world is in crisis? When people are losing their lo\
and worrying about the shortage of food and other daily necessities, why do we stil
about putting together another issue oéa literary magazine?

lamavays cluel ess for many of my deci s
and seeing this humble isdussue 11 of BALLOONS Lit. Journal born during the wol
wide pandemic.

At first, | worried that nobody would leethe mood to write and subithieir work to
journals. But | was stunned receiving so many pieces after | announced online that
invited themed submissions on COMIB, knowing that we had never had any theme:
sections in this journal. | guess thatimte s o f t r o uedfdr bejng tpgetioep |
and getting connected increases. And we are finding ways to comfort one another,
less of who we are and where we live. So, following the waves in the storm, we sai
spreading words of loyggssion, kindness, inspirato humour to all those who have
the chance to listen to our voices.

| begin this unique issue using a darker tone, with works related to ghosts, death-a
tion. Then, we come to lighter themes like magical beingeatma and childhood. Onc
we arrive at the COVH29 section, you will see the canvas brushed with our usual vi
colours to unleash hope anddsomething we all need at this time. Works about cen
ing people, helping one another, having faitily love, and looking formdeto a new sea
son are selected for this part. They all tell great stories and send powerful message
believe all of us should read and appreciate.

| thank Emily for her timely paintings which set a tone for thes issturally adore all tr
entries here but my personal pi cks wo
the roads not taken; Andrewds verses

summer breeze; Evel yimnd sed theashnifinagceaveayl e n
single helping hand to the needy;
me to look forward to the coming future with blossoms of smiling and healt
faces all over the world again.

This project may not be hgaanough to make a huge spiaghe ocean of new
literature. But with your involvement, through reading and writing, we have
up a positive and constructive community of arts. And our role in this troub
world is simple: we spread love, extemdelping hands and continaeyrow
this amazing group of people.

Dr Lee Ho-cheung
Founding Editor
BALLOONS Lit. Journal

@ BALLOONS Lit. Journalssue 11 May 2020



Foreword jor BLJ l200e 11

Welcome to the eleventh issue of BALLOONS Lit. Journal ; a unigue offering at a very unique
time for all of us. The COVID -19 pandemic has touched each and every one of us no matter
who we are, whatever our jobs and wherever we may live. It has changed the way we live

our daily lives, the way we travel, the way we learn and teach, and the way we connect to

| oved ones. As this issue goes to print ito:u
will be with us all for quite some time to come.

There have been many dark days for communities around the world in the last few months
and you will notice immediately that this issue chooses to adopt a darker theme graphically

as a sincere gesture of respect and mourning for those darly departed and for all the families
suffering so much from this world -wide pande mic right now. The opening image of Emily
Houds dark sky and soaring aurora can be s
per haps. However , |Remad swythology and Latin gcetry, Aurbrawas i n
the goddess of the dawn, and in this issue, you will see dawn and the anticipation of a new
start for all of us coming to life on every page through the words, feelings and experiences of
our wonderful contribu tors. In the darkest moments there is always hope, and this issue
demonstrates that by including a themed section of COVID -19 pieces that stand as deeply
personal symbols of hope and positivity for all of us.

| was drawn to so many pieces inthisissue,and | know you wi || be
0Screen to Screen will resonate with all of us who have experienced the joys and frustrations
of connecting with loved ones using technology, and how those online chats really are 0a
beautiful thing 6 in the absence of faceto-f ace meeti ngs. Two | ines
story stand out, too: There is nothing more amazing than humans in times of casidT h e r e 0
always something goodlake time to savour those beautiful lines for a moment and think abou t
we can be even more amazing as partners, family members, friends, colleagues, anccomm-
unity members during this global crisis, and beyond. And there really IS always something
good but perhaps we need to learn to look for good things more, and to then truly express our
gratitude for them once wedve found them. |
pandemic.

This issue allows us to appreciate through poems, stories and
imagery the beauty that continues to exist in our world, in each
other and in ourselves. Such creativity from our contributors
allows for redemption and affords us precious glimpses of a
better tomorrow. There WILL be a better tomorrow if we con-
tinue to be as amazing as we can be and if we look out for each
other. Stay safe, say well and stay in touch.

Dr Gary James Harfitt

Associate Professor

Associate Dean (Learning and Teaching)
Faculty of Education

The University of Hong Kong

Photo aboveDr Hocheung Lee (left) and Dr Gary Harfitt (right) at the University of
Hong kng for the SchoeUniversity Partnership Symposium, 14 Jan 2020
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Stephen Dudas

Deoet

Key

| found a key just yesterday,

AOGO )61 OAAORA i1 &
The door toanother dimension

or the lid to a haunted box

or the desk drawer of a demon

or a cellar filled with gloom

or a doset full of skeletons

or a silent shed of doom.

Too many possibilities

and all sound pretty bad.

So | locked the key up in a safe

with another key | had.

And to be absolutely certain

OEAO OEAOB80O0 xEAOA
| went outside and quickly

threw the second key away.



Stephen Dudas teaches at Miami University in Oxford, OH where he @
I

earned an MA in Creative Writing in 2013 and where he is currently a PhD 3
candidate in literature. His writing has been published in The Great Lakes

Book Project, drupe fr ui t(8RublihmgHodss), I
and Rain Taxi. He is the author of a chapbook, An August Nightmare (Prolific
Press, 2018). Dudas was a founding co-editor of Threadcount Magazine.

3
The Accursed

Zombie Zack wants his old life back.
He wants to be human again.

Vampire Vince was once a prince,

but hassince lost all his friends.
Werewolf Will is a person still,

but not on a fulkmoond ght.

And Ghostly Gus, he envies us

and wants to be put right.
AEAOABO 110 | OAE ~»
poor former human beans.

Except for trying to make each day

feel just like Halloween.

@ BALLOONS Lit. Journalssue 11 May 2020



w1, olmon Nagel

Simon Nagebriginally from Southern California, is now thehause Creative Writer for Box

Media in london. His short fiction has appearediihe Glasgow Review of Books, Gold Man Review
andEllipsis Zinamong othersd.anghostais his first short story for youngaders.



The first thing you need to know to understand
this story is that ghosts are indeed real. The
second thing you need to know is that not all
IK2aida NS o6AO0O1SRd® az:
and just want to get on withhteir dealings as
spirits but, for sachind unfortunate reasons, they
cannot. Many ghosts are stuck between our worl
YR GKS ySEiG 2yS FyR (
unfinished business from when they were alive.
Anyone and anything can be a ghost, so don't
make the foolish mistake that animalsyéaQ i K
unfinished business of their own. If you see one,
GKI G§SOSNI 82dz R23X R2yQl
you honor bound to help it onto the next world,
which can be a difficult task. Keep in mind, ghos
R 2 y Qiired Arf8l they can be very demanding
until you help them. The last thing you need to
know for the purpose of this story is that in the

{ LI yAaK fFy3dz ISz GKS
Gf Fy3z2adal o¢
b2¢g GGKIFIG LQ@S (2fR
know, the storycan begin.
* * *

Astor fidgeted in her seat throughout the

SYUGANBS RAYYSNW LiO ¢l a
had taken Astor and her mother out to a restau |
rant overlooking the sea. The walls were painted
deep shade of red and vinlmusic played the
whole time, making & 6 2 NR& Tl G§KS|

A grand fish tank towered in the back of
the restaurant, full of gigantic lobsters crawling
over each other. They looked like they were
playing an epic game of King of the Mountam
perhaps a game of lobster rugby.tésimagined
that somewhere beneath the pile was the unluck
lobster carrying the rugby ball, trying to wiggle
itself free. Whatever the lobsters were playing,
Astor liked watching them and decided she woul
ask her peents for a pet lobster for her next
birthday.

Their waiter had a magnificentanstache

and spoke witha husky Spanish accent as he too
0KSANI YSIf 2NRSNARA® af
father with glee. Astor had never heard of langos
ta before and thought nothing of it until the
waiter returned to the table bearing a dish with a
TNBaKfe o02ABBRIEBHAKSH
lad2NDa KSENIG alryiloe {Fk
her plate and did everything she could to avoid
watching her fatler gobble up the lobster she hac
daydreamed of keeping as a pet.

Astor had trouble sleeping that night. She
tossed and tmed, kicking her blankets to the
floor and having an around unpleasant evening
Everything was how it should have been on her
shdves and dresser, but she sensed there was &
extra thing in her room. It was close very close
T0dz0 AG ¢ 2 d&f Rngwhiilt wed-alm$s
GSNE ! a032NJ O2dzf Ry Qi -af
azya akKS adAatt AayQda z
out into the dark.

G[ Fy32aial
. 2dzQNB  dzLJa S i
{ OF GHE

I &0 2 NJ dgewhy/skeknew the thing
was Langosta, but it just felt right. Nothing she
knew could explain the feeling. It was so powerft
that she simply had to speak. While she was-cer
tain of her feelings, Astor was unaware she had
made the grave error of speaking a ghost.

She suddenly felt the thing coming closer,
pushing right up to her face. She saw the great
shell and two beady black eyasitching her way.
It was the ghost of the lobster her father had eat
en only a few hours earlier that evening
Langhostalt was enough of a fright to make Astc
scream and shut herself in the bathroom at the
end of the hallway. She dove into the bathtabd
O2@0SNBR KSNJ SeSasz odz
from floating beside her like a piece of driftwood
washed inbytheRS® a[ S @S YS
cried.

H L (y2s
GAy3 YS {z



She remembered the steam that rosefin
Langh@ G Q& LIX FdSd { KS ONM
full blast. Langhosta cowered and disappeared.
The memory of boiling in a pot was still too fresh
G2 gAlGKadlyR | o6F 0KNR:
parents scrambled through the door soon after,
demanding taknow whyAstor was taking a bath

Ay KSNJ LI 2FYFaod ! aidz2N
word.
G{tSSLWIt1{AYy3IZE al 2
G+SNE 2RR aftSSLWI

mother. They never spoke of it again.

The haunting, however, did not cease. Th
lobster spiri | LILISF NBR Ay ! &2
nights later, shivering at the threat of more stea
but hovering all the same. Its fear confused Ast

2 SNByYy Qi 3IK2ada adzlilaf
GKIFIG 32 o6dzYL) Ay (KS y
tosnipatherwihA G & Of F gaK [ |

seem like a very fearsome ghost. He seemed s

Astor wondered why she was stuck with i
the strange creature floating around her room.
After all, her father was the one that ate him. W
was she the one being haunted? At thabment
she had a strong feelimg much like the one she
had when she first called out to Langhostathat
she must help him somehow.

G22dz R &2dz tA1S 02
YR aSS 22dz2NJ FNASYRaKE
her bicycle and made her way acrassvn to the
restaurant from a few nights before. Langhosta
flew beside her like a ghostly windsock.

They snuck into the restaurant and crept
towards the fish tank. Astor expected Langhosta
to dive on top of the lobster pile and declare Rim
self King oflhe Mountain, but all he did was hover
near her shoulder.

G22dzf R 82dz tA1S (2

Soon they were down at the park. Every
time Astor tossed a rugby ball to Langhosta, it
passed right through him and crashed into the

|

bushes. Langhosta flared his claws, but there we
never a chance he would catch anything. Astor
frowned.

GL R2y Qi GKAYyl L OF
Langhosta lowered himself into the basket at the
FTNRY G 27F ! & inesthdidsided $hewat
about to ask where he wanted to go, but deep
down she already knew.

* * *

The beach was clear when they arrived.
Astor walked her bicycle all the way up to the
gl GSNRa SR3IS FyR adz2Ll
{ KS RARY QU ull fappén néxkadndiit ¢
made her feel afraid.

Langhosta slowly rose from the basket an
drifted towards the sea. He remained the same
silvery outline of himself until the foam from a
large wave swept him out of sight. Astor kept e
pecting him torise, but he was gone.

LiQa y20 ySOSaal NAf
G2 0SS Kldzy SR Ly ! aiz
her floating companion. She wondered again wh
he had haunted her, but then she remembered
how awful she felt when shgaw him steamingn
a plate. Perhaps his ghost sensed those feelings
and wanted to stay a while longer. Perhaps
[ Fy3dK2aidl Qa dzy FAYAaKSF
ship. The tide began to turn, and Astor rode hom
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W. Spooner

Chicken

'!lf\

'HMMMMI

Joey was getting cold feet. After all theurs of
planning and putting things together, he was
backing out.

G4DSST X L R2y Qi 1y2:«
the right time. Know what | mean? | mean mayb
we should wait, see what happens. You know?
Enrollatwdzy A 2 NJ / 2f £ S3S3> as$s

| was througk | NBdzAy 3 At
want to go, so be it. | was going, tomorrow mern
ing at 3:00 a.m., sure of only one thing: | was
heading east, to Sacramento, then Reno, then S

@ BALLOONS Lit. Journalssue 11 May 2020

Lake or Denver and beyond. | was not going we:
to San Francisco. Frisco was the end of the line,
not the beginning. You went to Frisco and then

you went to the Golden Gate and jumped off. Th
end.No,Bbla 3I2Ay3 Sradx G:
Imean,ig Qi GKI G 6KFG | SYA
YSNRdzF OK wSYSYOSNI gKI i
going where you need to go and doing what you
need to do and seeing what you need to see, yo
dull and blunt the instrumentyog NA G S & 7
Sure you do, but if you stay in yourrmetown and




)
A

go nowhere and do nothing, whate you going to
write about? No, it was time to leave, with or
without Joey.

G[ 221 w2Seéesx LQY 3:
2 FFES {K2L) 4G GKNBS i
gonna have breakfast the best eggs, bacon and
hash brownsritownt I YR GKSy L Q)Y
0f26AYyQ GKAA LRL) aidl yt
world. If you want to come along, great. If not, n
KFNR FSStAy3as o0dzZRRe®
F2NJ &2 dzX onlydzll Y& G A NJI KS«

Joey was quiet. | waitefdr him, letting
him mull it over.

Gelk 1S OFNB 27F &2dzNX
0 dzZRR@& d¢
G[ 29SS @2dz (1223 W2S4§

He hung up. | stared at the phone for a
minute. Would | ever see Joey again? Friends li
KAY R2y Qi O2YS |ftz2y13
lifetime.

| checked my backpack. | had akktessen ¢
tials for life on the road, even a sleeping bag thé
rolled into a package the size of a football. Joey
and | spent hours making checklists, going over
gKFEG 6SQR ySSRX odzi 2\
weight. Wrether you were hitching a ride wita

trucker or hopping a freight train, you had to be
able to toss in your pack and follow it quickly.
¢KS fSUUSNI LQR G NA I
desk. | resisted the urge to open it, read it throug
one more time, maybedd a note. No way arounc
A G 3 bawoBiedRsick. But | had to do this. And
the time had come. My room was in the back of
the house, added on by my father a year or two
before he died. A door opened onto a small patic
LOR dza SR GKI G Rakigghlt ¥l
the house to hang duwith my friends, then let
ting myself in just before sunrise. This time |
g2dzf RYyQiG 0SS O2YAy3a ol (
At 2:45, | looked around, hoisted my pack
onto my shoulders and headed out the door,

closing and locking it as quietly as | could.

It was a short walk from home b S NNE
on the frontage road along thigeeway. The café
was open all night. It was June, the weather coo
a marine layer starting to move in, typical for the
North Bay.

| walked upMagazineStreet, heading to
ward the freeway, and started to think abbu
breakfast. It may be the last good nfea L Q R
T2NJ I 6KAEf SO ¢SNNEQa |
called Chicken in the Ruff. A sign painted on the
building depicted an angry chicken with a bag fu
of beatup golfclubgs € 2dz 1 y262 A
ballinto the rough. It dawned on me thattaf all
these years, | had no idea what Chicken in the F
was. | should probably ask before leaving town.

| pushed the door open, walked in and
looked for an open booth. And then | nearly drog
ped my pack. There wgamy brother Gary, sitting
with a friend smiling, laughing, his deep blue
SeSaz ALINJEAYy3I ALK
first, locked in conversation. | stood staring in
disbelief. He was wearing his Air Force khaki un
form, starched and pressed, hig imeticulously
knotted with a perfect anple slightly offcenter.
He looked toward me, smiled and waved me ove
| walked to the booth, dropped my pack and slid
onto the seat across from him.

! NY2H DNBFG G2 &aS¢
0SSy > 0NEPRU K MKsedyauRandK 2 «
a2Y®d LIQaKaAWEPdE (2 0S5

| reached across the table and he grabbe

Y& NAIKG KFIYR AYy KAAOD
KSNBK L YSIys GKAA A&
1y26 €2dzQR 0S KSNB®E

G2Sftfx KSNB L FYX ¢
minutei 22 &22y SAGKSNIE |
Fd Yeé LI O1ld Gl Sex K2g
2y YSo¢

He waved to the lone waitress, a pretiyl
with auburn hair, and in a minute my ordesas on



its way to the kitchen. The girl was back quickly
with coffee for me and a refill for my brother. We
were alone in the booth now, his friend gone
somehow. In fact, we were the onlystomers in
the café. | stared at hirmot really sure what to
say. God, he looked good, sharp and precise, hi
wavy blonde hair neatly trimmed, lean and well
built, six feet tall, maybe one seventiye at the
most. And he never seemed to age. How heqalll
GKFG 2FF3 L Qfddtofiid@sheld |
filled me in on the details of his journey.

GXaz2z L ad2LIISR KSI
S5ARY QG ¢lyd G2 oFNBS
everyone up. | figured the sun will be up soon
Sy2dzaKI I YR indingehydurBor. ¢
You still sleeping the room at the back of the
house? Still sneaking out to carouse with your
0dzZRRAS&KE

He laughed and flashed his brilliant smil
white teeth gleaming in the fluorescent lights of
the café. The waitress brought mydakfast and | E
dug in like it was myabkt meal. In the meantime,
my brother carried the conversation, one story
after the other, making me laugh with his adven
tures. | glanced at the clock and saw that is was

YSENAY3I nYnn FodYd LQR
G2YS 2y3z INI2o [ Si
az2yY | &dzNLIINRA &S G2 adal!

waitress over, handed her some bills and left a
generous tip. She gave him a smile that spoke
volumes.
G, 2dz YF1S Al 221
GKIFEG &82dz KI gSaoé
Hesmiled and punched me lightly on the
shoulder as we left the booth and headed for the
door.

The fog thickened as we walked along
familiar streets. The closer we came to home, th
RAYYSNJ Yé ONRBOGKSNRa A°
his voice, until | was alone.

| moved quietly along the side tfe

KI R
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house, through the back ¢® and opened the
doortoY®@ NRB2Y® L R2y Qi |
with me. | should have left it with the note to my
mother. | dropped my pack in the closet, undres:
ed, and crawled into bed. My eyes were heavy. |
spite of the coffee, | was asleep in time.

| never told anyone about the night | left
home, ready to hit the road and see the country,
ready todull and blunt the instrument you write
with. No one wants to hear that kind of stuff. No
one would believe it. Everyone knows my brothe
died yearsago. ltook the note to my mom and
stuck it in my sock drawer. Mayb@ heed it,
someday.

C. W. SpOOﬂ@]’séhort stories have appeared

in TheStoryteller, Lost Coast Review, Spitkatid an
anthology fromMain Street RagHe hagpublished two
collectins d short stories Children of VallejandLike
a Floweiin the Field, two novellasQ@ cand Street Creji
and a collection of essays, memoirs and poems



John Grey —

These Dead Tre

Some dead trees fall across the path.

Either we scramble ovewalk around,

or saw right through them.

Others tumble over thereek, ravine,

form bridges, ease the crossing.

The dead, in the restlessness of their waning,
are still up for one final gesture.

They slant against the living,

play at being trees still.

Theytopple in deep forest,

their final weathered leafless crash,

an unheard coda to the unexamined life.
Ants devour them slowly.

Snakes slither into the comfort

of their fractured hearts.

A groundhog burrows where

the wood is softest,

spends winter
in the wnter of another.

John Grey is an Australian poet, US resident. Recently published in That, Dalhousie Review
and North Dakota Quarterly with work upcoming in Qwerty, Chronogram and failbetter.



— Becca Wierwille

9 S NE

FFOGSNYy22Yy
school lets out, hear the tinkling bell of the ice
cream cart.

There are plenty ofte cream carts in
Guatemala City, but this one is my favorite. The
little old man who pushes the cart through our

I N2 dzy |

YS?\EIK62NJ(22R Aa |t gl e
tohave muchreasonta YA f S | SQa
FYR 6NAYyl1ftSR® IS R2S3a)

He is always alone. But his grin still stretches frc
one ear all the way to the other.

Whenever | hear the chiming of the bell, |
run to the window and press my face up against
the glass to see the man and his cart. This windc
run has been part of mgtaily routine for as long
as | can remember. And though | feel rather chili
ish now, a 13s/earold lovingly gazing at a cart

@ BALLOONS Lit. Journalssue 11 May 2020

FAfE SR 6AGK FNRIT Sy G NJ
Mama the same question each day.

Gal YIS QIO IONBSF¥KE

Keeping with our routine, Mama always
givesmethesame Y 8 6 SN dab23 {

But in every story there comes a day whe
everything changes. My friend Esperanza is ove
az ¢S Oly R2 K2YSg2N]
comes,andweddd i KSI NJ 4 KS 06¢
twists with worry for the old man withhte ice
cream cart. What if he is sick? What if something
happened to him? Does he have a sister or chilc
wife to look after him, or would he be alone in hit
desperate struggles? | veieny fears to Esper
anza, but she is not impressed.

G, 2dzZONB {6 SEYyA2F A X
G, 2dz R2y Qi S@Sy (y2¢ |



)
S

G.dzi KS Ffglea €&ervisa |
frisSz¢ L areo

9ALISNI YT fFdAKax ¢
AayQl amkt ¥ IKES ADSE ©O
2dzald oF Ol 3INRdzyR y2AasS
noise, noise that is foundational to my routines,
y2AaS 0KIFId LQOS eEWNS |
FyT Il KFa G2 32 K2YS S|

Mama makes tamales for dinner my
FILO2NROGS® L ¢g2dzf Ry Qi
RdzNARyYy 3 G YI f S -bifeAwRek (inBar ¢
the most beautiful sound. The ice cream cart is
here. Theickety wheels are tumbling across the
potholes in our street. But the sun is already
setting in the dusky sky. He is more than two
hours later than normal.

GalYlFrs L KIF@S (2
| risefrom the table so abruptly that my chair
crashedo the ground behind me.

Mama winces as if | threw the chair righté

33

KSNJ FI OS o daddl&Sanduiper ASyfia. B

R2gy ®¢

G.dzi AG0QA AYLERNIIY
KAYdE

Gelkft] G2 H6K2KE

G¢KS YIYy gAGK GKS
haoS G2 Y18 &adaNB SOSNI

Mama sighs, shakes her head. She finds
sense of scheduleather strange and misplaced ir
' Odzf GdzNBE 6KSNBE GAYS )
KFE@gS (2 dzaS @2dz2NJ 28y
still have to finish your t@ale when you come
ol O1 Ay dé

Gh¥ O2dzNBSZ¢ L al &c
problem. | would never mssout on a perfectly
delicious tamale.

| run into my room to see if | have any
spare change. A few coins hide in my pockets,
others rest in my backpacknd a few are under
Y& 0SR® LQY y2{i &adzaNB
try. Nerves bubble in myis2 YI OK® L Q@

GKA&a YIy T2N az f ehsiea
cream. Never asked his name. Never even talke
to him.

I unlock the gate in front of our door and
run into the street, just as the man is about to tul
the corner. | catch up to him quickly. He always
moves slowly, but he is moving slower than
normal today. Again, | fear something is wrong.

GLOQR tA1S G2 odz2 a:
K2t RAy3a 2dzi Yeé KI yRTdzA
F2N) FyedKAYyIKE

The man nds, that familiar smile lighting
dzLJ KA& FI OS® a& KSI NI
worked up the courage to buy something from

KAY®D® a2KI G ¢g2dzA R &2dz f
OK202ft S GFryAttl 3z 21
a5dz OS RS f SOKS3I LI

As he scoopice cream into a tiny paper

RAAKZ L aleéex aL y20A0¢
today.L & SOSNBUKAYy3I 211 &K

I S KFyRa YS GKS AO¢
fA0Sa FIENI I glF@& FTNRY Gt
02 0KSY YdzOK®dé C2NJ GK¢

But it returns as quickly as it disappeared, and hi

Ad IANARYYAY3I | 3l thdhypwed 2 |
GFf1SR F2NJ I f2y3 GAYS
G2 KSyQa GkKS flad a7

use the miniature plastic spoon to take a bite of
the ice cream. Ice crystalirgy my tongue from
the burn of the freezing cart. Still, the sweet,
caramellike flavoris delectable.

¢KS YIy &ON} G§OKSa |
was almost two years ago now. Yes, two years.
write letters. Fornowdl K 4 Qa GKS O

tobeild (23S0 KSNXE
L ftAO0] Yeé alLkR2yo a:
G§KSYKE

| S OKdzO1f S & NBy.Qdra 3i
cheaper, and with all these big new grocery stor:
popping up in every neighborhood, my business
Aay Qi ¢KIFG AG dzaSR G2



voice is still bright and cheery. Heds at the
RIFEN] SyAy3a aleéd® aLQR o
A0S ONBI Yo

| go back inside to finish my tamale, but |
OF yQui & 2 LJ the Kitle YId rRayf Bith | ¢
the ice cream cart. What would it be like to go
without seeing family for two years?oM does he
AaYAES 6KSy KS R2SayQi
to buy a bus ticket out of the city? Those tinkling
0Stfta I NByQid & ddaily rodtines :
GKS@QNB | &2dzy RG NI O1- i
sion of his life.

| want to help him. More tha anything.

For the rest of the week, | earn all the ext
money | can. Our wealthy neighbor pays me to ¢
to the market and fetch her some fsb veget
ables. Mama agrees to give me my birthday
money early for such a noble cause. A few coing
on the sidevalk catch my eye. Esperanza even
surprises me by throwing in a small contribution
2F KSNJ 246y ®d &, 2dzQNB |
&l & & o know vithat 1h& iheans, but | thank
her for the money.

Each day | hear the bell and watch him
fromthe windowd ¢ KS ySEG G A Y
have the money in hand. Enough for a bus ticke

and enough for him to take off work for a week g
so and stl have enough to get by.

Then the afternoon comes. Mama says |
KFE@S Y2NB GKIFyYy Sy 2 tedhik
for the sound of the bell; | watch. The minute | g
home from school I sit in front of the window.

C2dzNJ 2Q0f 201 0O2YSac

Mama convinces me to leave the window
G2 SId RAYYSNE odzi L
My skinitches with worry and anticipation. Maybe
he got a chance to talk to his family on the phon
F3FLAYy® alé&oS KSQa 2dzi

But he never comes

Not that day. Not the next.

My routines feel broken. The world is still

BALLOONS Lit. Journalssue 11 May 2020
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YR aAftSydo a& RNBFY i
little better is as freezer burnt as the dulce de
leche ice cream.

Mamaisv@ NNA SR [ 62dzi Y
worried about the absence of the tinkling bell to
even consider her worry.

And then, one month later, the music of
GKS 0SSttt NBUOdNyao LiGQ:
than routine, and | run to the window.

But the littleold man is not there.

The music is only in my head.

And the jar of money | collected for the
man wih the ice cream cart now collects dust on
my windowsill.

Becca Wierwilles a kindergarten teacher and
writer whose short stories have been published in
Guardian Angel Kids Online MagaziSeort Kid Stories
andFlash Fiction Magazinamong others. Shis a
member of Word Weavers International and St. David:
Christan Writed Q ! a3 2 OAl GA2y d +A
beccawierwille.com
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lee Ho-cheung

Dr Lee Hecheungis the founding editor oBBALLOONS Lit. Jourridis metry, prose and artwork could be
found in a range of journals. Hibg@ographywasfeatured inRattleand Typehouse Literary Magazias

cover art, andvasalso published ifi82 ReviewAdirondack RevieandFront Porch Reviewhis picture,

G2 KA & LI Kiked & themesmerising Bondi Beach in Sydney, August 2019.
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Morning

The sky wastricken through with streaks of red. The colours were blinding, thei
hues almost indistinguishable to the naked human eye. But the eye currently
watching it was not iman. A black helmet covered the head, angular and sharg
tri-forked slit covered thdéront resembling something from Star Wars. Its body w
covered in armor, perfectly fitting sections. But what was most interesting were
hands. Dark shadows swirladound them, occasionally spreading upwards to
wards the shoulder, like two long losténds trying desperately to meet.

It sat on a rooftop, high enough as to see the whole of London, but not
enough to be over the clouds. The creature could if it tedrio, but it was content
with sitting crosdegged on the top of a building, ahabking out into the sunrise.

It raised its hand wreathed in a black chainmail glove, curling its fingers
slightly and rotating its wrist as if it had never seen its hasldarly before. Energy
coiled around it, twisting and turning like a snake, irastgrn similar to that of
9 NIKQA YIFI3IySGAO FASEROD

A small seed had begun to sprout on the roof, out of the little cracks in tt
concrete, a bright green stem with two irleaves fluttering in the evening wind.
Bending its helmet downward, it reachedwlo a slender finger and caressed the
slight shrub.

Gazing away into the distance, the creature suddenly stood up as if rem
bering something of more importance, and juetpoff the building. Seconds from
impact, its hands pulsed black and the shadowddsmly expanded to form a
sphere around its metallic gloves, slowing his descent.

It landed to the ground with a gentle cushioned thump in an alleyway, de
in the heartof London. Its helmet seemed to withdraw into the rest of the glister
ing armor, revealing the face of a browhaired boy with bright blue eyes. The resi
of the helmet disappeared into him like wisps of smoke, as he hurried through i
school gate, not waimg to miss his first class.

—Rain
Authon
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Flight of Stairs

Have you ever wondered why
A flight of stairs
Is called a flight?

Well, some nights
When moonlight lies
In parallelograms of pearl

And curtairs billow
With dreams opillows
And nothing feels

Quite real
And everyone is fast asleep
And the owl turns away

And the rats and mice
Are counting sheep
And the shadows start to sway

And the faucets leak
And the floors all creak
Like ships in olden days

Maya Mahony

Deaex

And the rugs arsunk in slumber
YR GKS NI T34SNa
Still drifting down the river

On a bright and windy day
When everyone is busy
Snoozing, unawares

And nobody is watching
This is when the stairs
Whisper to each other:

LGQa imé, rfrépéra'f! G
And when all the clocks
That tick and tock

Strike the middle of the night
¢tK2aS aidlANRBZ
Finally take flight.

gK2Q

Maya Mahonyjust graduated Stanford with a degree in English and creative writing. H¢

fiction and poetry have been publishedTierrain Scrivener Creative Revigveland Quarterly
andCollison LiteraryShe loves spending tinie nature, swing dancing, and playiggitar, and is
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Dedeepya Duppios wor k has

b elrkwell, pen High sckobl éteraryi magazine, and

she has taken the creative writing course there as well. She has long had an interest in writing and
reading, starting with fiction from the age of twelve, and has recently begun dwelling into poetry,

starting at the age of sixteen.

Kindergarten

When | sat next to you, you kept poking

my shoulder. Tongue stuck out.

Stickers on youface. (And this was hours

after art class, no one else had them on anymore.

It was kinda pointless

for a little boy like you

to bully your friend like that.

| had to try to flick your hand off.

L RARYQU 1¥26 o6KIFG G2
Whether to raise my handetl a teacher

0SSttt &2dz L ¢2dzf Ry Qi LI
or ask if something was on my shoulder.

I did what | always do:

| just drew a butterfly on your finger
and a flaver on another, as if that was
what any other girl would do.

and kept my face smiling.

It must have been a test, because

you didn't do it again, not with me,

not with other girls, not with other boys

You continuously came to me

| thought I had wonbut

L adAatt FSSt L YSaasSR
what exactly you wanted me to draw.

Dedeepya Du

Peaet
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Eric Bryan

S
Cycling Cyclops

The Cycling Cyclops pedals down the road
Glaring this way and that, with fierce eye bold
He rides his unicycle around town,

Turning his uneyed skull round and round
Searching for people to gobble and chew,
Chasing dowchildren to pop in his stew!

2 KAES @2dz2QNB 2dzi s
Watch out for this monste¢ look left and right!
For the Cycling Cyclops might Hmoat

To roll round the bend and give you a clout!
At least this villain is easy to spy:

He is theone on one wheel with one eye!



The AnttAlphabet

A curiouscreature lives in Witch Wood

Beyond the cold stream where ruins once stood.

Deep in green shadow, away in the mist,

And should you while walking utter aloud
Sentences, phrases, from out of a cloud
The Antialphabet will then appear

Hard by Gloom Hollow there Druids, past, kissed.To chev up your speech and hiss in your ear!

This forest dweller has a stramgpungerg
Indeed, its cravings will make you wonder!
The appetite of this unexplained beast

Is really not normal, to say the least!

The Antialphabet this brute is called;

It gobbles up language, words just get mauled!
Consonants, vowels, make its mouwtiater;

Calls, shouts and howils this savage will slagight

If you chance ever to walk in Witch Wood,
Beware of this fiend for which words are food.
Skulking in lime shades beside the footpath,
The monster will wait there for you to pass.

/ BALLOONS Lit. Journalssue 11 May 2020

Adjectives, adverbs, are on its menu;

Proper names, placesand even when you

Say them in German or French or Spanish,

They will be devoured, chomped, wrenched and ravishe

If only this ogre could be convinced
Todine on sweet berries and pies of mince
Instead of eating vocabulary

With no fear of the constabulary!

The Antil £ LIKIF 6 SGQa &aLISOGLF Odz |
Yearning for the local vernacular

Letters, nouns and verbs, all in its dget

aSlya 6KSY AYy 2 A0 QBEGQUEZRSX



Northern Lights

EMmily Hol



Peaceful Sunset

Artiot

Emily HouU is a 10t grader at Dougherty Valley High School in San Ramon, California.
Wh e n  snbteractising and competing on the golf course, she is partaking in her hobbies:
writing, painting, and baking. Her dream is to someday become a cardiothoracic surgeon.
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) tire rubber under
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letting go
falling .
down to where the world hums o
at peace ‘
swimming to where P
bare feet .
walk onrock
cool .
hard ‘ 4
regrasping rope ,/
swinging out
soft

Andrew Albritton
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fluttering wings, fair
anddelicate,
though with power

sufficient to bear
all who take them
gently in their hands

over blue horizons

Andrew Albritton teaches at Missouri State
University. He has PhD in English from the University of
Nottingham. His poemBave appeared i\merican Tanka
Blue Heron ReviegWargo Literaryand other publications.
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Themed Section

GOVID19

The following poems and short stories are inspired by the current worldwide COVID-19 pandemic.
These pieces are written and submitted in an effort to spread comfort, love, unitedness and
positivity which are much needed in this period of time.
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screen to screen
—

Y& 3INIYRFFIGIGKSNRa Se
as our faces show up on his iPad screen
he calls for mgrandmother
who appears behind his shoulder
RNS&daSR Ay KSNJ NBOA
still adorned with powdery flour
I squeeze next to my siblings
to make sure my face geseen
and in this moment
when our emotions extend beyond t
and to the other side
we are reminded
that technology

~can be a beautiful thin

Ashley QiUs currently a sophomoreat Palo Alto High Schodlhrough poetryshe aimgo capture
specific moments in time that are important teer and allowher to reminiscewhen times get rough.
Besides writingshe lovego film and edit videos ofier day-to-day life or othertravels around the world.
During quarantineshe haseen sgnding hertime playing ping pong wither family at home,
experimenting with crazy baking recipes, and finishing up a large oil painting project.
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Surina VYenwcar

Surina Venkat is a 16-year-old sophomore at West Shore Jr/Sr High in
West Melbourne, Florida, where she works on the yearbook and works with
literary magazine staff.

Authon

When Neha first saw the word coronavinuasthe
ySgazr akKS RARyYy QG UOhed
virus was in China. That was worlds away from |
FLYAft@Qa GAye | LI NIYSy
then, seemingly overnight, it was everywhere.

It dominated her news feedihousands
dead,her sceen informed herL 10 Qa Ay
TV anchors sai&chools have closed. So many
people are going to did&very time she saw or
KSIFNR GKS g2NR aO2NRYI
ing more and more frequently, she would feel a
spike of unease. And everyrée she remembered
her mom was a doctaand on the front lines, she
found it harder to breathe.

.dzd AG Sl AYy QG dzy At
Y2U0KSNDa LK2yS OFftft g

dread and paic took up permanent residence in
her chest, leaving her short of breath.

Her dad was a software engineer who
0Ny Sttt SR Go6AOS | &St
on one of those trips when the coronavirus
starteddomit G Ay 3 (GKS ySga¥s
0SSy O2yOSNYSR® b2g (f
concerned. It was serious. People welygng.

Gb2> L R2y QG oyl ¢
Amma had said in Tamil. Neha pressed up agait
KSNJ NPE2YQ&a R22NIZ2 MENMD
Kdza KSR @2 A O Silbs vidub. ¥l haye |

respiratoryissued. R2y Qid ¢l yia
GWdza i adle Ay LYRAI
9y 3If AaKd aL R2y Qi (y2:«

Great. Her dad was stuck in a country



notorious for itsuncleanliness while a pandemic
G221 GKS ¢g2NIR o0& &adazl
felt in the past two weeks seemed to rear its hea
FYyR atly FF3FrAyad KSNII

G! G SIS Gs REBKIZQE & dzNJ
LYYl LRAYGSR 2d0®dziRQY
LINSRAOGSR GKAA®DE 2 KSY
2LISYSR KSNJ NRP2YQa R22I
kitchen. Amma quickly wiped away her tears.
G1 Sezé¢ aKS alARXZ gAlK
dYour dad is staying in India for a little bit. Until
thAia &t adz2Liaot

bSKI O2dz RyQié &LISI |

At that point, she began seeking out new:s
20aSaargSteo {KS asSia ¢
Alert and asked her mother if she could get soci
mediaso she could keep up with her friendbut ||
2y 0SS daviBaI&d Twitter and Instagram, \i
the first accounts she followed were the ones fol

news websites. Every hdibur, even if she was n&j

by 2ytAy$S Otraaz aKSQf
spreadingiL Yy RA L & 1| G yA 3Kz
updates and Ammavould tell her stories of infee '
SR TIYAf& YSYOSNE | yR|
gut clench.
When her mom told her, tears in her eyes
that Auntie lksha died from the virus, Neha had
fullonpanicc GG Ol ® 2 KSy &aKS
her room for breakfast the next day, her mom S8
down on the bed next to her.
2L GKAAZE Zdmd offas
harsh, making Neha flinch. Talking to each othel
gl ayQid NBIffte &2YSlleKa)
always felt small around her. She missed her da
G6C20dza 2y a2YSUiKAy3d 3:
bSKI &l NBomdhing gosESENS
G¢KSNBEQa | f o2 BRDE 2
Millions of people were out of jobs, food
shortages were happening across the country,
people wee dead and dying, and Neha wag>
posed to focus orsomething good?

| SNJ Y20 KSNJ &41jdzSST SR K¢

1y26 GKAA A& &aOlF NBxX¢
KFI®S AG a2 YdzOK gRdME S«
gerousjobp SKI (K2dAKI® al!ly
YIEye LIS2LX S R2y Qi ¢

That made the constant knot of panic in
bSKIQa OKS&aid SELIYRZI (
having more and more trouble breathing lately. /
the time.

NEYPER FLSIShY. SIRBNIEEENE | f
wrong thing and sighed, hugging her daughtJp
1y26 GKAA A& 1AYR 2F ¢
middle school. Too young. But I think if you look,
e2dzQf t asSS GKIFG Fff 2-
GKAaDPE {KS AYAESRD GL¢
Neha. There is nothing more amazing than hu
mardA AY GAYSAa 2F ONAMA&RASZ

Neha stared at her mother. Humans ree
amazing while they wersuffering?

Neha only started to understand what her
mother meant a couple days later. She and her
mother put on masks her mother had ordered
online ¢ the masks hadame two weeks late and
hurried to the convenience store ohé corner.
While running through the lobby of their apart
YSyidi o6dzAf RAy3IZ bSKI Qa
board hanging behind the front desk. The build
Ay3aQa NBaARSyGa oftanNl | €
announcements, but now it was filled to the brim
with writing.

Messages upon messages of hope and
322RgAff FTNBY U(GKS 0dzt
ed across itStay safe and love to everygmece
old lady Ms. Betty had written and signed in her
shaky handwriting. Mr. Shen offered to give fooc
to anyone wio needed it and underneath his
message, the Nielsens, who had three kids and
baby on the way, had penned a heartfgds
L SFasS FyR GKFy]l &2dz :
Someone; probably WSy > G KS G KA D
mischiefmaker¢ had drawn a comistrip where
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A
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two people fought over a roll of toilet papes. 2 Yy
forget to laugh!The severyearold had written.
Neha laughed before taking a picture and sendir
it to her dad.

At the convenience store, a person in the
lane next tothem had their credit cardeclined.
¢tKS YIy t221SR a2 Svyol
L2t 23IA1T SR aL f2aid Y
ONRP1S YR bSKIQ&a SeéSa

GLQYS 3J20 &2dzmé (K¢
suddenly spoke. She pulled out her owedit
card, smiling, and wang off the weak protests of

GKS YIYy Ay FTNRYG 2F K¢
@2dzQNBE a2 2NNASR |02«
daKS GeLISR KSNJ ydzyYo SNJ 7’

blinked at the thoughtfulness of the gesturdus-
ned that had just happsed. Next to her, her mom
was smiling. She nudged her, and mouthed,

G{ SSK¢
The next day, when trying to figure out if%
she wanted to watch TV or continue scrolling
aimlessly through Instagram, Neha saw that he
friend Alya had pdated her story. She cliell on
it and a familiar smile greeted her.

Gl S&8 SOSNBR2YySH | 2L
greeted. She pointed her camera towards the
ground, where bolts of fabric littered the floor.
G{2 @&2dz YI& KI@S KSI NJ
My fatherisanurseatR2 Ot 2 ND&a 2 F ]
need face masks. He partnered with a local fabr
shop to get cloth so we can make masks for thel
because any protectiog even handmade itemsg
FNBE 6SGGSNI GKIyYy y20§KA)
have a lotof fabric and my youngerster and |

—
—-

OFyQi R2 S@OSNRIOKAYy3IAZ
Ot A0] GKS W, SaQ o6St 2@t
aKS Of AO0O1SR (KS a, Sat
Sy2dzakK (2 YIGOK ! f &l Qi

saw 97% of people w&K A y 3 KI R Of
The next time she and her mom went on .
grocery run was after a mere three days. They

were getting some food for the people at her
office, her mom explained as they walked towar¢
the elevator, fidgeting with their masks. Before
they got in, Neha hesitated.

There was a couple down the hall that ha
a kida few years older than her. He walways
getting sick, so he might be immunocompromise
The news said being immunocompromised gave
the virus a higher chance to kill you. Overcome |
resolve, Neha turned around, surprising her-mo
0 KSNX &b SKI Ikd after BeNds 3ha Y
knocked on partment 403.
Mrs. Cho opened the door a crack, peerir

Ol dziA2dzat @® abSKI |

Gh KXY 20KAYy3IHE 2 Keé K
this was a good idea? Now that Mrs. Cho was
looking at her, she had no idea what teés® & |
well, I just¢ my mom and were going grocery
shopping so | wondered if you needed anything”
know Kent is always sick g6

aNAE® / K2Qa a oAl
GKFG oNRT1S 2dzi NP & a
a02YlF OK FfALD o S2dalo2R
thank you so much, wevere so worried about
that. The online grocery thing has a thrday wait
YR 6S ySSR ¥22R3X 0dzi
2dziHé {KS aflYYSR GK-S
ing her jump. And then she opened the door age
quicke @ G { 2NNEH B18Y ez2zm8
closed the door again, but much more gently, an
came back with a handful of cash and a list of gr
ceries for them. Kent stood at her shoulder, and
gave her a shy smile.

As they left the convenience store tha
day, their groceriesand® / K2 Q& LJA f
cart, Neha blinked as the realization came over
her.Oh,she thought¢ KI 4 Qa 6 KI (i !

For the first time in a while, the knot in he
chest eased. Despite the mask on her face, she
suddenly foundt so much easier to breathe

2 dzii

Ses
I O



Talentless -

[ Fad ¢6SS1T L gla araddAy3a G vYeé &S gdaycdedY |
prom. It was a red satin twpiece that had a sliin the side of the skirt. Somehow, | messe
dzL) 6 KS KSY YR FTNRgYySR |G Y& dzyS@Sy SR
up with lopsided, strange concoctions. | refused to give up, though. Sewing was my ne
that | neededo defeat. As | dathere looking at my odd creation, | thought about how my
AAA0SN) g2dzf RYyQl YySSR | LINBY RNXaa lyey:
(AT L FStdG tA1S I FlLAfdNB® L QR |hdssed
itup. IfL O2dzZf Ry Qi aS¢x GKSy ¢gKIFG StasS 0O2d

¢KSNE 6SNB Ylye GKAy3da Ay Yeé tAFS
LOR a4G2LJIJSR 3JeYylraiagaoda o0SOlFdasS GKS GSt
day. lcould® i LJ- A y Gy petidésRidipaintingsdooked like those of a toddler. |
O2dzf Ry Qid ol 1S® L 2yO0S GNASR (G2 o6l1S Y@
YR 6F& NIXYg Ay (GKS YARRES® L g2y Qi SwS
of time to becane a master at something, but why was it taking so long?

| looked out the window and pondered what | could do. Making a prom dress for
aAa0SNI gla 2yS gte& L O2dzZ R 0S KSft LITdA
deré§ ORdzZf Ry QG R2yFGS Yé GAYS |G |, 0O@aé gdagkipt
home.

Outside my window, there was a squirrel sitting on the fence, staring at me as if
alesY aLQY FNBS YR @2dzONB vy 2 tile bréekeSpere& |
for my friends and me to go to Stanford Shopping Mall and window shop for makeup. |
thought about all the people who were stuck inside their homes like me, waiting for the
that all of this ends. Then | thought about doctors, ng;ssd hospital staff who were
NAalAy3a GKSAN t Ag@Sa SIOK RIF& |yR O2dz R

| thought about what hospital workers needed most right now. | knew that my
nearby hospitals needed masks, and they were running out everywhere. A quick searc
the internet told me that all | needed was 100 percent cotton fabric. | found some-old t
shirts, and | printed out a pattern from the CDC website. It took me two hours to make
In the end, some of them were too small, big enough only for children, hwtee good.

They were pink, yellow, and green, not the prettiest face masks. | packaged the
YR RNRBLISR GKSY 2FF Ay GKS R2yl A2y o.
need to be perfect and neither did I.

AMMM Evelyn HSIis currently an eightkgrader at Joaquin Miller Middle School in San Jose,

California.She hagnjoyed writing prose for over five years.
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