! €
| 8
by §
%
b



1ElE LAUREL
EDITORS & STAFF

EDITOR-IN-CHIEF ASSISTANT EDITORS

Micky Carneiro Bianca Mason

Joshua Cervantes

SOC|AL MEDIA AnnMarie Truesdell

Noella Policastro FICTION EDITORS

PHOTOGRAPHY edngh SR

Brooke Johnpier
& ART EDITOR Rose Pfeiffer

Rylie Heffernan

POETRY EDITORS

FACULTY ADVISOR LoNaNanPOHOREEk
Emma Gavazzi
Dr. Joseph Hall Abigail Taber

COVER PHOTO BY

Noella Policastro

g




by Joshua Cervantes (Assistant Editor)




THE [AUREL DECEMBER 2024

When | think ['m over you

, M_Lj mouth fills with blood
| can't eat anyfhing excelmt cafeteria oo

Gurg/ing with salt doesnt make it easier
/\/ly fongue grazes the wound
I+ s*ings fo the touch &
The Ioain-free moments on/y loom

Before [ see you again

And like a canker sore
RigH when |'m geHing better
| 92* IDOIiVl | jusf can t ignore




MLGWDB@MIML\W

by Donovan Dougherty (Poetry Editor)

I'm two jagerbom[os down and /eissing ceramic file
| can see her mirage n slninning snapsho*s
Pulled from my floor lover, my lame /egs are cured by her worried smile

M_Lj callouses c/ing fo her soft hand, refusing fo let me unknot

My hands grip stone, s*aring at an impos*er
She strikes the handle down, like Moses s*ri/eing the rock
The water flows ena’/ess/_tj, | am baluﬁzea’ underneath chlorine filled *ap water
My mia/nigH Iprolphe* grabs my hand, our fingers interlocked

/ *ry fo memorize her face, its crevices and Pea/es
She /ays me down like a sacrificial lamb, but my Abraham leaves me be
| don't see her sneak away, but | smell her sweet scent [oegin fo cease

| am alone without my guara/ian amge/, filled with regref and a stomach filled with tweas




Shal; Comen wilh Age
by Rily Rzepka

/ never W&IVHLGOI 7LO gFOW O/d

The briH/ing of bones (that have carried me for so /ong).

The aching of muscles (that ['ve Inushed fo the brink).

The sagging of skin (that ['ve slaemt years Perfec*ing).
| used fo say I'd never let myse/f ge7t Passea/ L0,
I'd leave with the appearance of my first wrinkle.

But ['ve caugH mgse/f wono/ering what our life could look like.
| wonder what your bngﬁnt eyes will look like after years slnemt /aughing (with me).

And how /ong it will take for your hair o grey (and if _L/OU,// mind).
| wonder if you'// c/eve/olp a taste for coffee (as your yom%fu/ enerqy fades).

['ve started o wonder if | will foo.
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The Conducloniy
Chistmas Cano?
by Rose Pfeiffer (Poetry Editor)

Abner Lockles, aka Blue Bolt, had been 7me/eing the Conductor.
Conductor was often followed b_(/ an electric current— given he worked with
robots, and had a robotic arm. That was Blue Bolt's /eey fo fino/ing him. But...
Perhalps the Conductor wanted to be found- the supervi//ain was like that.
Abner was well aware of Conductor's love of hogging the slnof/ighf The
Conductor was a skilled thief—but furthermost a showman.

It was a dark winter nigh?t; he a/ways Ipreferred the summer—it
drowned out the heat, but never the darkness. Abner's Fursuht of Conductor
led him #o a department store. I had already closed for the right

Forfuna*e/y, Abner had other ways of geHing n.

The moon/igh?t was /azing away in the skies. Until its peace was cut
%rough by a streak of blue /igh*ning. It whizzed Ims+ the darkened windows
of the delparfmenf store, crac/e/ing. Then detoured towards the power lines,
hi*ching a ride on the electrical currents. When it reached the cables

connec?Ling it fo the a/epar*men* store, it vanished as if it had never been
there,

LT+ L L&,
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Abner, fu//y eoluiploeo/ in his Blue Bolt outfit, stood in front of this
deserted a’epar*men* store. I+ had a sort of apoca/ylp*ic feel Like everyone
had Jusf vanished. His outfit didn't he//a. He wore his hood up, /ighfning bolt



marks run down from his eyes like electrified tears. [t was main/_(j black, with
streaks of blue here and there. It was like a scuba diver's suit, the effect
enhanced by the Ipac/e on his back that resembled an oxygen tank.

Norma//y, Ioeo,o/e would be mi//ing about this fime of year, scmmb/ing fo find
that last-minute giﬁ. Mo[obing the aisles, chaHing, figHing.

But there was no one.

It was dark and emlp*y. Toys unclaimed by families and their children
seemed to wait in an*icipaﬁon, /eering down at Abner.

The on/_(/ //gh?t came from the emergency exit //9%7[3 soﬁ/_(j 9/owing electric
blue /igH emitted from him and his suit. [t allowed him to see the genem/
area around him. But the /igH from the street /amlps seepea/ n Hwough the
windows, which intensified the eerie feel

He walked forth in a deserted aisle, /ooking for any signs that he was
on the rigH track. He was about to call it a lost cause when he was proven
wrong.

Sua’a’en/y, music started soﬁ/y lo/aying, a festive, piano chime. First
Abner kugH he'd bumpea/ into a Christmas dislo/a_(j, or someﬂ)ing like that.
But his guard went r/'gﬁnt up as the music grew louder. "Crap. " Abner
breathed, hurrying to the main Pamt of the a/eluar*menf store. A mi/ing

overlooked the aisles, with /igHs and ornaments, and a wreath hanging down
from it

Al of the /igHs went on.

The ho/ic/a_tj /igh?ts were Hashing in an odd way, n sync fo the music
Like a ho/ia/ay concert. ' Well H)ey don't norma//-(j do that..." Abner kugH



fo himself, gaze a/ar*ing across every aisle and 0//3/9/01_(1. The main //gHs flashed
foo, different colors as well He was o/efinhte/y certain that norma//y didn't
halppen either. He knew one *hing was certain—rthe Conductor loves a show.

Abner g/amceo/ around, ho,ping fo find where the music was coming from

as a start The /igHs continued to flash, and in an instant, the o/epar*men*

S7L0I"€ 7L0y8 seemea/ 7LO come 7L0 //fe "The he//—" Abner b/ur*eo/ as H)ey Proceedea/

fo /unge at him in attack, eyes g/ow/ng red and green. Dolls, *edd_tj bears, *oy
cars, nutcrackers, all the *oys you could think of, turned robotic and syncea’
to music.

Abner tried to hold them off. He occupiea/ himself with a forced /augh—
%rying to dismiss the a/osura’i?ty of the situation. Little nutcrackers s*abbing
at him with their needle swords, dollies frying fo bite off his a/opem/ages, *oy
cars frying to run over his feet. Abner took a breath, as he threw one of the
dollies off of him. He sent a surge of /igh%ning Hwough the area, *emlnorari/y
sfunning the robots. They buzzed and twisted

The music hit a climax and the /igHs sgncea/ to it. Abner's gaze snalpluea/
to the overlook at the 7Lo,9 of the gmna/ staircase to another floor. The /igHs
flashed and fixed on a figure on 7‘0,0. A wreath hung from the ba/cony,
trimmed with gar/oma/s and ho/ia/ay /igHs. It was the near/y unmistakable
form of the Conductor. Mischievous grin, eyes fwin/e/ing from beyom/ a broad-
brimmed hat with a feather. He wore a black mask that covered his upper
face. A robotic arm extended out ho/o/ing an antenna made to look like a
conductor's switch. He was sharlo/y dressed—a suit and a red fur-trimmed

cape. Smir/eing there, wafching.



So, Abner darted fowards the figure fo sfo,o them, *hey ap/oearea/ fo be
frying fo escape. Abner knew he was faster, but he found himself cmshing
into cold, hard steel

As he tried to gain his bearings, he realized this was a robot made 1o
appear as the Conductor. Before Abner could act it gmb/oed him and sent
him ﬁying info one of the upper floor shelves in an aisle. Abner hurriea//y tried
fo gan%er himself as it /aegom charging at him.

He was a moment too late as it hurtled into him, grabbing him. Abner
tried o gmp/o/e with it but his slneed rendered useless as it gmbbea/ him with
a cold, lifeless hand. He tried to shock it once. The robot didn't falter. I jus*
threw him again into another shelf. Abner was sure he was seeing stars by
now and dizzi/y tried to shock it again.

Once again, the robot resisted. The robot wasn't foo fast, so even
disoriented Abner managea/ fo 9e7L himself up in a slpeedy movement. When he
tried to c/oo/ge the robot it simlo/y caugH him. Abner tried 1o escape its grip.,
but it was too ﬁgH fo escape. [0 make matters worse the smaller robots,
the fake 7Loys, were snapping out of the Inam/_tjsis. The robot's g/owing green
eyes seemed 1o twinkle with a look of smugness as if the Conductor himself
was WmLching from behind the robot's eyes with amusement.

Abner was left with no choice but to fake it up a notch. Ligh?tning flashed
about him, escaping with the fee/ing of a 7Lug in his stomach. Lianing
flashed about, and the /igHs now flickered Blue /ianing wove *hrough the

smaller robmts, like an electrical snake s/iHvering between them. I+ gma’ua//_(j
reached the main robot. I#s grilo faltered and Abner s/ilnloed out. The robot's



eyes flickered then went dark. I+ crashed down to the floor, and laid now

motionless.

Blue Bolt had begun fo fire of these games. They weren't fun anymore.
They were a bore. He was growing less and less amused- no- no- he was
a/reao/ing all the harm the Conductor could be doing while Abner fell _f“37t
behind the villain, time and time again.

It was like chasing a merry—go—rounc/ or the sun. Around and around,
but on/y managing fo grow a/izzy and /eaving You more lost than before. Blue
Bolt zip/oec/ between the fallen robots, scavenging for any clues that migH
give any idea of the villain's whereabouts.
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"Joy fo the world. the lord has come- let Earth, receive, her /eing-"
Carolers’ voices ring out, swir/ing like wind Hwough the fa//ing snow. [ heir

voices are beautiful, united
They are all bundled up in their winter gear, hoods, scarves, hats, and
g/oves. The winter was norma//_tj bleak: streets coated slick with ice. But now
color filled the streefs, /orough?‘ fo life b_cj neighbors chaHing with one
another, families /aughing and 7La//eing, and the carols ringing 7%rough the air.
‘And heaven and nature sing, and heaven and nature sing, and heaven,
he-e-e-avan and nature sing—" The carolers are before a house, singing of
Promisec/ love and wintertime. /\mong them stands a vague/y familiar individual
with dark hair and shining green eyes, veiled by a hood, singing beam‘ifu//y

with the others. Their voice almost rose above the other's voices, gorgeous.



THE [AUREL DECEMBER 2024

He wore a s/igH/y smug expression as H;ey carried on. Seeming/y enjoying
himself, comfortable, as if the music was a warm blanket around him, a shield

agains* the winter cold




by Joshua Cervantes (Assistant Editor)
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A PIU CREW- SHOKT STO-RY
#3 - & FRENVCH HOLLIPAY

by Brooke Johnpier (Fiction Editor)

jack: The mint-flavored smoke hit my /ungs, and | sighed. Tonigh?‘ was the
nigH. Tonigﬁnt was the nigH that | would confess my love to the woman who

changea/ my life, who made me see that there's holpe in the world, and that
it's o/eay fo not 9o 1%rough with 7%/7198. Allow me 1o exlp/ain.

Last nigH, | was suplnosec/ fo ge7L married o the Princess of Spain,
Sofia. | was all dressed up in my mi/h‘ary uniform with fu//—g/am ma/eeu/o on.
Sofia was in her wea/a’ing dress that was made of chiffon and silk with
Swarovski crys*a/s all over it. It *ru/y was a beautiful ceremony with the
luoinseHias all around us, the /igh?‘s sort of dimmed with the snow fa//ing
outside, and the choir singing ‘Auld Lang Syne" as we walked down the aisle.

We were sfana/ing up there, ho/c/ing hands and /isfening to the chalb/ain
rattle off the formalities when | ha,ppenea/ to look out into the crowd and
saw her Wa//eing down the stairs. I'm IpreHy sure | drooled She was
abso/m‘e/_cj beautiful

| watched her as she finished her descent in the most beautiful black

/GC@ 6/"688 /'ve ever seen. /'/er hair was SW@F* MP 07[7[ her H@C/Q, exlposing a
I"Mb_(/ 0//"‘60*/_(1 over her Ioreas*bone. /'/er VV)OI/QeMlD was a/one Perfecf/y, GV)G/ her
{OICI'M/ 'FQOI?LW"QS were 0ICC€VHLM0I7L20I 7L0 Hm 7[14//687L ex7LemL. / Saw her /OO/Q OIFOMHGI

heshtam‘/y, and then her eyes fell on me. I+ was in that moment that | knew
that | couldn't g0 *hrough with this,



"Mr. Johnson?”

"‘What?" | snappea/ back to rea/i?t_tj. Yeah?"

The chap/ain looked over his g/asses at me. Do you take Sofia 1o be
your /awfu//y wedded wife?”

‘Oh. No," | said. "No, | don't"

The entire room erulmlea/ n gasps and half the women fainted

T'm sorry," | said 1o the room as | turned and looked at them. ‘But |
jus* can't do this."
| ran off the s*age and 1o the back of the room with one Hxing in mind

BM?L Wheﬂ /90* bOIC/Q *here, H)e woman 07[ VY)_Lj OIFQOIVY)S was 90}’72.

chidge’[: | stared at the note in my hand. My dearest Bridget it read
Last night was a mistake, and it should’ve never happened. Please meet
me outside the front doors at eight o’clock. I would like to explain myself.

Yours truly,

Jack.
I+ was signeo/ b_(f him below the final line with a burgundy /ilpsf/c/e kiss

mark next fo it his signa*ure color.

[ PWL the note down and looked in the mirror. | could understand why he
wanted fo exp/ain himself. Hell | did too. Last nigh?‘ was not my best
Performance either, by any means. Especia//y because | ran off.

When | saw her hands c/aspeo/ in his, and the way she was /oo/eing at
him, and ‘/'us% how the whole *hing was P/aying out, | felt exfreme/_tj



OVQFWL)Q/VHQOI. The s*raw 7Lh01+ bra/ee m_(/ 5‘2 bOIC/? was When / /OC/QQCI eyes WIH'I

him and saw how Perfecvt he looked. | felt my heart s/ei,p a beat and knew in

that moment that | couldn't stand to see that event occur any /onger.
Without a second H)ough, | hitched up the sides of the gown | had on and ran

as 7[0IS7L as / COM/GI.
Disregaro/ing *he 9“0]"'0/8' 96//8 *e//mg me V)O7L 7L0 90 OM7L I‘VHLO 7%)6 WOOO/S

at mgh?t | ran with fears s*reaming down my face into the harsh, cr/'sp nigH.
| made it to the woods and /eeImL running, not rea/izing that the branches on
the bushes and small trees were rip/aing my dress alnamt and /eaving
scratches all across my bare skin. Fina//_tj, | reached a c/ear/'ng and co//a/nsea/
on my knees, so/obing.

Each sob sent a wave of convulsions Hwough my body, until | was
sha/eing like a loose tire on a stock car.

"Bria/ge%?"

[ Whi,uped around and %u/ck/y Wipea/ the tears from my face. Yeah?"

| looked up into Jack's concerned face.

‘Are you o/eay?" he asked.

Ves," | snappea/. I'm fine."

[ gml up, brushed of f my dress and aggressive/y W/'Ipea/ my cheeks. Just
as | was go/ng to march Pas* him tfo head back into the Ina/ace, he /omt his
hand on my arm and started a’abbing it with the sleeve of his -/'ac/eef

Let 90/" | exclaimed as | fried 1o *ug away from him.

You're Io/eea/ing," he murmured

| looked over and saw that the arm of my dress was slashed open and

that there was a massive gash on my arm that was oozing blood fairly well



| looked up at Jack and swallowed ref/exive/_(j. The moon/igH was shining on
his Je?t—b/ac/e hair, and he looked a/oso/mte/_tj s*unning. [ openec/ my mouth to
say some*hing about how 9000/ he looked when my mouth was s/ow/y shut by
Jack puﬁing his thumb on my chin. | hitched my breath as he drew his
thumb across my face, resfing it on my cheek. He lorougH his thumb away
and it was brigH red Msing his J'ac/ee% sleeve, he dabbed the wound while not
brea/eing eye contact with me. His brown eyes were boring into my b/ue—gra_tj
ones and some*hing was coming over me. But | knew that | couldn't let that
ha/o/oen.

| forced myse/f to fear my gaze away from him and | looked at the
9rouna/.

T'm sorry," | said | can't do this righ?t now. |'m sorry. S

[ Pu//ea/ away from him and started running again while fee/ing the
tears leak from my eyes again.

Bridget! Waitl

| wanted to turn around with all my heart, but | knew | couldnt. | had
fo /eeelo away from him for my own gooa/.

Jack: | checked my phone. 158 And she still wasn't here. What was |
H)/'n/eing? Did | rea//y think she would show up after what had ha/to/oenec/ last
nigH? Hell she ran away from me for Christ's sake, Why the hell would she
want tfo meet up with me wi//ing/y?

[ sigheo/ and went o f’“” out my Pac/e of New,uorf's when | looked at the

stairs and saw her coming down them. She wasn't in a dress, in fact q,uhLe



the oloposhte with a I-shirt and Jeans, but she was still beautiful | smiled and
turned to face her.

'Hi" | said. "How are you?"

She looked up at me. (ood,” she said How ‘bout you?"

‘Good." | said "Very gooa/. Shall we?”

| offered her my arm and she ginger/y took it as we begom our stroll

As we s*eppea’ outside, the soft, f/uf@ snow hit us in the face and we
both /aughea’. We ran to the limousine | had at the end of the a/riveway and
climbed in. | told the driver in French fo take us fo Le Cinol for dinner, and
we were off as Bria/ge* and | started chaHing about H)/'ngs.

chidget: Jack took me 1o one of the most ex/pensive restaurants in Paris,
and we had a /ove/y time. The steak dinner was exoluisi*e, and the cognac was
even better as Hvey go* it from the monks on Mont Saint-Michel And then

0!7(7L2I”W0H’0IS he ora’erea/ us bO?Lh creme bru/ee '/'LWHL was g/azec/ 7L0 Perfecfion. /

hara//y falked because of how much | enjoyec/ it but | could tell that Jack was
happy.

After dinner, we walked the streets of Paris ho/a’ing hands /oo/eing at all
the Christmas //gh?ts I+ was beautiful and | could see Wh_(/ it earned the
nickname the "Chly of Ligh?t. e cerfain/y lived up fo its name.

"Bria/ge%," Jack said

/ sfoploec/ and looked up at him. Yes?"

“/ have a sur/prise 7(0F _(jOM. C/OSQ your eyes for me."

O/ea_(/ " | closed my eyes, and | felt him grilp a higher Ipar* of my arm



as he guio/ea/ me Hprougho# Paris.

We had been wa/k/'ng for about |0 minutes when [ felt everyﬂwing
around me start o move. | screamed and Jack chuckled

It's o/eay, babygir/," he said "We're Jus* going up. :

"Going up where?" | asked

You'll see.”

Fina//y, the world s*olplpec/ moving and Jack took my hand and led me
some more. Fina//y, he let 9o of my hand and said, "O/Qay, open your eyes. ;

[ opened my eyes and gas,oeo/. | could see the entire cify of Paris in all
its winter beam‘y from up here. Which | deduced was the Eiffel Tower,
consia/ering | couldn't see it omywhere. Somehow, Jack had go#en a Ipriva*e
showing for jus+ us at the fiplny 7L0/o of this Hﬂng.

Jack," | sighed as | whirled around. “This is beautiful”

He smiled. “Good. ['m g/aal."

| furned back around, and | looked back out over the ci*y with my heart
ex+reme/y full

jack: Brio/ge?‘ looked abso/mte/y s*unning with the ch‘y behind her and her
nec/e-/engﬂl hair b/owing in the s/igH breeze. | knew she was ha’FPﬂ and didn't
want to ruin that, but | had 1o exp/ain to her why last nigH had ha/opened. [
fook a deep breath, shook myself, and began

"Bria/ge%, | would like 1o exp/ain myse/f," | said Last nigH, || acted
msh/y. ['m sorry about that, and | jus* want to make it known that that

wasn '7L me. :

Bridge?t turned around and met my eyes. "‘Then who was i#?"



In-love Jack."
Her eyes widened. 'What?"

"Bric/ge*, | couldn't g0 *hrough with the wea/a/ing last nigH because ['m
in love with you. You're the woman | want fo spend the rest of my life with,

not some chick from Spain. When | ran after you in the woods and we met
and | saw Yyou b/eea/ing, my love for You came over me and some fee/ings
flared up. ['m sorry. | should ve su/o/oressea/ ﬂ;em, but | didn't Anyway, / jus*
wanted to let you know that and exp/ain myse/f."

Brio/ge* jus* stood there s*aring at me. | started fo become worried
B r/c/gef 7

She walked towards me until she was a/irecHy in front of me and had
fo strain her neck to look up at me.

"Thank you, Jack. | rea//y alppreciafe it," she whis/perea/.

You're welcome.”

Before | knew what was ha/oloening, she gm/obed my hand and let me
over to the ea’ge of the viewing deck. We held hands as we watched the
f/uffy snow cascade down over the chty. After about *wen*y minutes, Bridgd
shocked me.

| love you too."

| choked on the cold air. "What!?"

Ves," she said simlu/y. | do.”

Well well [.."

‘And ['m going fo prove it fo you. §

She gml up on her 7Lilmtoes and Jumpea’ up fo kiss me Passiom*e/y. It was
brief because of our heigH difference, but it was perfecf nonetheless.
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"Merry Christmas,” she said as she turned back to the cify and gmbbea/ my
hand again.

With my other hand, | checked my Inhone fo see it was [2:0] on December
25th. | smiled. Best Christmas giﬁ, ever.
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