


Dear Reader,

Thank you for taking the time to read issue five of OCSA’s literary
magazine, Insight. In one semester, the student run magazine staff, as well as the
students of OCSA, have worked together to create a body of work that we hope
represents the artistic endeavors of our student body. Our students are complex,
artistic individuals and each piece was specifically chosen by our content staff to
exhibit these qualities.

Insight has been an OCSA staple for three years, publishing semesterly and
the intention behind our name—Insight, which is defined as the capacity to gain an
accurate and deep intuitive understanding of a person or thing—is to try and open
the eyes within our community and encourage people to obtain knowledge. Each
submission period we accept submissions from students in all grades of our school
that fit into our chosen theme. This issue’s theme, Vulnerability, was chosen by our
staff through popular demand. We believe that the public is currently in a
vulnerable position, socially, economically, and politically, and we were interested

in seeing how our fellow students were personally reacting to it.

Sincerely,
Jonea Mathis, Editor in Chief

As a publication, our goal is to provide a collection of unique, quality literary art to the

community and we hope you will join on us on that journey.


https://ocsaledger.com/staff_name/jonea-mathis/
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LUNGS.

anghlooking at the family phebos
hasiit been the same. i lockiom’s
photo albums and bibles witiybhe
Chrisbmas lights and only nobice the
box when i'm getting the decorabions
from Bhe atbic. i sleep with my back
Go Ghe door in my apartment because
when armageddon strikes | want it
Go be a surprise and maybe pretend i
didn’G see it coming. i was borm a
skepbic and died a believer.

JUSTIN NAZARIO
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BUILDING THIS IS WHAT | LIVE. FOR.

A bond being creabed among Ghe rubble,
The spirits of our past guiding us from Ghe release of de-
sbruction inGo a bebber fubure.
If only we weren'S living in fear, we could consbtiruct more

The rubble has given me ebernal strength, ambibious spirit
To grow, constiruct, and form Ghe inevitable.
Swallowing Ghis fear deep into Ghe core.

For now, we can build and build,

And let our hearts be everywhere

JARILYNN SANTIAGO



STRENGTH.

You felG safe,
No eyes sbaring,
Nobt a hint of suspicion.
You, unable o disguise

Are now € rusting



AN OCEAN

To say ‘Ghank you’ is an insignificant piece of language,
1love you'’ is no vital news,
1don’t feel okay’ is anobher miniabure abtempt for your atbtention-

‘ This median Ghat has me bobblng for life-
nd never finding

in Ghis never-ending cycle of chasing love from gyou a
iG,
Of seeking you and not being sought out, and | am craving you being
wiGh me.
Of speaking for you, and waiting for your voice to grace my presence,
IG is an ocean-
You are an ocean.

A frobhy surface that seems so magnebic,
The deep colors mesmerize me like | am staring into a siren’s eyes,
And they beg me Go strut in deeper,
Only to be swept under last minute into a whirlpool
Of your anger.

The reparations that you hand to me, they Gell me | need to forgive,
BuG the quest has my attention split.
Bebween leaving Ghis identity | have risked so much Go live in,
Or saying goodbye o my name,
Saying goodbye to the unrealistic standards | set against myself.
So, | seek another path.

BRIE QUANCE



MY HEART EASED

| My hurt eased Ghrough the pores of my skin,
A Dbliss of which | could not deny.
| did not know where Gto begin.

With much on my mind, | spread myself Ghin.

My Ghoughts raced.
Where had | been?
Where was | allowed to go?

The confines of my sensibiliy had trapped me.

- Time; je M & %

. I was somebthing | lacked. - '

SOmemlnglhadpleadodt?hegoabLmdformoreof.
"

| was denied.

< ‘. .
Every time | cried his facé wc
So devilish it made me
| was broken down Ghe

a grin,

| was running oug,
| could not stop Gime.
No one could stop Gime.

| gave in.

SOPHIA POOLE



RUNNING UP THE STAIRS

Running up the sbairs,

My feeb sbart Go pick up pace.

Feeling like I'm floabing off the ground.
Shubting the wooden door of my room,
Ignoring my mobther's voice from downsbairs.
| move ino the comer,

The one thab's behind the cerulean colored desk.

| sit down, hug my knees,
And cry.

My cheeks are drenched with Gears.
| can’ breathe,

My lungs have wasbed all of Gheir air.
Gasping every bwo seconds,
Hoping for axygen Go fill my lungs.
Crying so much that | get Gired.
Eyes slowly closing, | find peace.
Sleep.

Wake up.

The sunlight from Ghe curGains hit my Gan face.
| open my chocolabe brown eyes and nobice
Thab I'm sGilll sibbing in Ghe corner of my room.

The door is still shul.
The taded bears sbill Ghere.

It’s a new day.

Feeb hitbing the sbairs,
Dust sbarbs bo pick up on my feeb.

From bthe space bhabt mobher had forgotben bo dusb.

The sbairs creak with each sbep,
llock eyes with her.
Her gaze seems of care and forgiveness.

As if she had accepbed past events.
| run inbo her arms,

She wipes the faded Gears.

For a moment,

| feel safe.

Then | notiice the empby bobtles on the Gable.
Empby bobbles of liquor.
Imagining her last night.
Drinking from Ghe bobbtles,

Till the lasb drop.

| Gold her no more,

| Gold her bo sbop after a bobble or bwo.
Her response was always no.

| knew Bhab she mourns,

Over her loss.
But that was a year ago.

Locking eyes with my mobher once more,

Eyes filled with confusion and disappointment,
She does not meeb my gaze after Ghab.

She felt ashamed of herseilt.

She felt ashamed because her own son was look
ing ab her with bhose eyes. Walking off,

| knew whab she had to do.

| grabbed a Grash bag,
Tossing the empby bobbles in.

Sbop.
The cupboard that was filled with liquor

Had only a few bobbles left.

| brashed them Goo.

And no mabber how much mobher pleaded for me
Go sbop,

No mabber how my mobher tried bo grab the bag,
| kept going.

As bhe brash bag fed into the bin,
| fel like my problems had gone away.
Peace ab lask.

But this was only the beginning.
Of a new era.

VALERIA RODRIGUEZ
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This feelmg was unpredictbable.
She was new be bhls game and didn’c know

. Thefitiles. or plagers ~ / .
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\ ANTONELLA PADILLA



ONE MOMENT

NAYAH FERRER



SHIPWRECKED LOVE

| loved Ghe sunrise
You said Gake heed

A crimson sky

Meant violent seas

A raging lover

| can't get free

Nob enough Go leave
A walking nightmare
Your words aren’G Grue
You live for no one

I'd die for you

A Gortured soul

You pity me

You Gake advantage of
My misery

| can’G see Ghe reason
For lettbing me drown
A ship underwaber
Never Go be found

ANGELIQ RIGBY



THE SINNER

Before the judgement, you Gremble,
Sins laid out before you,

A list of flaws,

Of which you are stripped bare.
You are asked Go fall o your knees
And grovel for forgiveness.

Even lacking faults,

One cannot see Ghrough you.
Feeling naked,

It's as if being forgiven has made you
No longer yourself.

You wonder if you can be perfect,
To those who opine your honesty.

The ulGimabte fault of humanity
Is being mistaken
Time and Gime again.

PAULINA BOTERO MEIJA



THE LINE OF VULNERABILITY

Within a bubble of worry, |

You anxiously await your name’s escape
- _from Ghe Geacher’s mouth.

You Ghought you could escape the spob-

light? | "

Wrong. | % '

No one cheabs Ghe line of vuinerability. -

Exposed. There’s nowhere Go run.
* - A field of hands raised,;

Bubt the one down is an inviGabtion.
Don't be foolish.

No one cheabs the line of vulnerability.
» X | REBECCA ESTEVES



A SMERALDO FLOWER.

She fislls unreail,

She ficlls @s i e wers [ her own bublbls,
XcielicateNfiagiefblibblelioatinclinlcheyski
She didinfs wens Bo be @possd,
Her bulbbils was her own ks world.

A lsislle werld thalb held a rare flowes,

Her winge broughls her comilorb now,
[For Ehe new world thelb was evellved het.

MICHELLE PAZ



THE THOUGHTS OF THOSE EXPOSED

The shields were down,
The castle open bo abback.
They could now reach me,
Break me.

| had no more clobhes 6o wear,

My body was naked and exposed,
To Ghe people
Who wished harm upon me.

A broken heart,

Wabery sight,

A lone hand resting on my shouilder,
In hopes of Gaking advanGage.

I'm alone,

A heart Goo heavy for
My own bearing.
Their hurtful words
Are all | can hear.

'm scared
Of 6he dangers

That lie ahead,
Thab will shabter me.

BRIAN PAZ



THE BREEZE FLOWING IN THE MORNING

The breeze flows in the morning

The emerald color of bhe grass shimmering
The rays of the sun beaming

The misty morning dew glisGening

Silence is shabbered

From Ghe barks of a Giny dog |
The humming of a litle girl |
And Ghe clicks of a silver leash

Step by step the sidewalk's end nears

Turning around and heading home

A whiGe van sbops at Ghe corner -
The door flies open |

Sweebs in his hand

A wonderful tGime for Ghe child
Tells her Ghere’s more

Thab waibs inside

Mind full of candy, she looks inside
Arms wrap around her

She's gone in a second

And Ghere's nobhing Go be seen.

KRYSTINE MORA-BECCA
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. He always loses. "
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HER HEART

Her hearti

Was a blank canvas,

Ready for anyone

To paint Gheir colors.

Her eyes were a clear gateway
Into the cabacombs of her soul.

Her lungs bumed
With an aching desire
To be protected.

She had already slipped
Through the cracks,
Consuming her heart,
Her mind.

Their words hit like a bruck

And Ghere was nothing she could do
To land back on her feeb.

She had no shield,

No strength,

Nothing.

She was an open book

So desperabely wanting to be closed,
To not be seen.

She wanbted Go disappear.

LEAH BURNAM



WHEN A PARENT ASKS

v

iid Go choose between a
n why it’s hard
an excuse Go
eab ice cream

When a parent asks Gheir
parent, it may be hard but &
is becau -4“:?'_&?.,, .-~.~ c
win her Qe wouldlsz say) il let
every da P _?_“‘_t; memmakwould say, |l

Fil you
your favositEmeal'gbackeand forth, bagk and forth.
Despite MonTangl [,?r:t_g.- i |ng, in a wagsthey sill

forgot aboutherlliey*t bhab bhelr liGGle girl
might be small @i vﬂ—« bublShelw Wever and
knew exagti 1‘ '.,f‘.T""'” “

Eventuallg ﬁ elqil ifi-.?r iEedisemething out. She
would sba wibhldeagaiancmayshe who would give

the girl what she ngedSiancieccasionally what she

wants. On Mondays;t I‘l";-:"*: B¢ ysshewould
be with mom and Thérsday UghiSaturds
she will be with dad. And --71:"'"5? GhellitEleqgi
spent Ghe day with her Grarig
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YULIANA MALDONADO RODRIGUEZ



ONLY A BROKEN HEART

- A sore, broken heart
Thab beat with | pain
Of eyeryone-she had|l
She had been'taken -
And Iefb

(Sbved -
»“Her hea rt; was4now. open’
But t;he word spread

. gL lee wnldﬁre oga Summer day
A X Tha er pasglover@

“Agi
« Ee

Many took advantage

Knowing that they might lure her
InGo Gheir Grap.

AUTUMN LAWRENCE



THERE HE STOOD

There he stood. My besb friend, Andrew. A comrade,

a soldier. His sniper raised and pointed in a dangerous
cut into a silent wind in Ghe middle of the ice cream
parlor. | could hear his shaky breath, bullets fiying in
cutting creases Ghrough unforgiving soil. Voices shal-
low under Ghe grey skies, and heartbeats felt Ghrough
the Giles underneath our feet. The grenade rolled, tak-
ing a clinking stop against his combat boots. My
vanilla cone fell out of my hands and onto Ghe ground.
| raced Go jump

Gowards him, Go pardon him from a fate | believed des-
Gined Go be mine, but the blast had already created
the flames in his eyes. | felt the stroke of my wife’s
hand through my hair and | could hear her soft whis-
pers,

Gelling me it would all be okay. Andrew was gone. He
flew away in my imagination and was never Ghere to
begin with. Everyone in Ghe ice cream parlor sGared.

JASMEEN RIVERA



TO FEEL LESSER THAN

To feel lesser Ghan

To be in a place where | have become isolated
Where | no longer feel the care

of a loving God

Trapped in my own Ghoughts

Where | am far from where 'm supposed Go be.
Escaping my own identity

Running from He who

Only wants Go love me

Hug me

Craves Go see me be

The absolute best

| could possibly be

in his name

Amen.

SAHARA GUTIERREZ



SHE WHO HAS BULT U WALLS ’
' 4 4 |

' \ 4 :
v 53X\ \ ~ ‘w
{ | She has buils up walls for

y fifteen years now, Gomn down
< instantly at the sight of love. They
b 4 balk and balk, opening up her mind, heart, and :
' soul. She is vulnerable to him in more ways than she
knows. She btried nob to let it show, bo not show
tGhat her walls have been down the instant Gheir eyes

locked, but such abtempbs were futile. The mysbtery of
their love is still unknown, but she knows it will all work

out. Her love will prevail and shine through Ghe cracks of
the splintered forbress she is encased within. .
j
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WHEN A MAN AT STARBUCKS STARES AT YOU

Could reach me
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ARMANI ROSARIO



TOO VULNERABLE

You found a lover

Who Gwisted and wrung

Your heart,

Stabbed it with sharp words.

Kneaded and pressed it until

There was nothing left.

It was flattened, abandoned,

You face anger when Ghere’s

Nothing left for you Go give.

You are the Gsunami of a thousand pains

But your desire to breathe

Is so much stronger than the need to no longer
be.

You are powerful,

Everything you see is healing.

Becoming something better Ghan it used to be.

RAQUEL PERRY
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EMOTIONALLY WOUNDED

The feeling of being defenseless;
You can feel it in your chest.
Hopeless and weak,
People never see you at your best.
The surrender of conbrol gives opportunities Go otGhers
To swoop in, which fades your true colors.

Being fully exposed, in a world which atbacks,
Nob only hurts you, but the ones who see you go
Ghrough what you do.
A heartibreak or a loss can make you a wreck,
Yet iG is even worse when you start Go lose yourself in
Ghe process of the mess.

GIANNA DE PONTE



