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What are intrusive thoughts? What is it like living with intrusive thoughts? My work focuses on these evasive 
thoughts and their impact on one’s mental well-being. Rarely do we discuss these occurrences, but for some 
of us these intrusive thoughts can be frequent -- daily. Intrusive thoughts are unwanted and involuntary 
thoughts that are typically disturbing by nature. My pieces not only highlight the specific mentations, but 
residual feelings brought on by these thoughts.           - Benny Galicia
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“I was standing at the counter, I was waitin’ for the change, When I heard 
that old familiar music start”

My face lights up “like a lighted a match” 
All the early mornings of going snowboarding 
and playing tennis.
All the late-night bike rides through the neighborhood. 
All the nights that our parents will never know about.

“It seemed to fit the moment, And the moment seemed to freeze, When we 
turned the music up and sang along”

We screamed at the top of our lungs!
Cookouts followed by bonfires,
Playing Spikeball at the beach,
Going camping,
And sneaking out at one in the morning for a slushie run.

“And though I had forgotten all about it”

My friends and I screamed louder;
Followed by smiles all around the room

“The song remembers when”

Simpler Times
Aryan Patel
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The true nature of rivalry between foes seems to be misunderstood
Differences between ways of thinking does not plant a right and a wrong side 
Even amongst the greatest enemies, the thirst for one another’s presence cannot be 
quenched
As their attacks exchange, the red Sakura flutters down to the infertile land
Where no life manages to stay on their feet, except for the two trees
The roots of light and dark forces have embedded themselves through history
The blossoming of the red Sakura results in pupils shifted and perspectives pivoted 
When do the lines between the blood thirst and the impact of harvesting become 
ignored?
Few can partake in Hanami, many harvesters remain as blind fools to the true beauty
Rivalry’s nature encompasses a cycle which moves the world forward in any case
Although the art of the red Sakura remains misunderstood amongst many viewers 
The two standing trees demonstrate mutual respect to the cyclical blossoming and 
harvest

Red Sakura:  Art of Rivalry
Shiv Patel
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I’ve known the deal for a while
But my dreams are still untamed
I’ve fallen prey to your deadly smile 
And the music of your name

They say I’m in danger for trusting in you
A naive little thing
A lion knows how to trap its prey
But a songbird still knows how to sing

Whatcha Get
Simone Sierra

Maya Zielinski
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I’ve known the deal for a while
But my dreams are still untamed
I’ve fallen prey to your deadly smile 
And the music of your name

They say I’m in danger for trusting in you
A naive little thing
A lion knows how to trap its prey
But a songbird still knows how to sing

Whatcha Get
Simone Sierra

Nadia Torres
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Carrying the bag immersing in the smell
Radiating a moisture all throughout
A feeling evoked too hard to tell
I welcome the smell into my snout
Removing this delicacy out of its husk
Ready to chew into it
I give prayer, that is a must
I marvel at its meat pit
Prepared to taste the diversity
More than willing to immerse myself in the spices
A tenderness I so wish was for eternity
A disregard for any of the paid prices
These tamales are the real deal
It’s authentic flavor so rich
Taking me to a state so surreal
Juiciness more than fit to bewitch
Eaten in many given ways
Everyone gathers promoting unity
On dull days or during holidays
What can be a stronger symbol of community
Indulging it brings a sense of identity
A connection to my background and culture
A cultural attribute that strikes fundamentally.

Yes

A Good Meal 
Mariano Alanis

O’er the bridge where grass grew tall
He lay within the brush
He dreamt of ships and sails and gold 
Though he had not much

The boy inhaled the breeze above
Watched the bees fly by
Traced the shapes within the clouds
He spotted in the sky

Pondering about his life
And where it could lead him
He heard his mother call from the porch
And remembered he had not yet eaten

Ships and Sails and Gold
Izabella Sowsa
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Allie Schlottman

Amairani Lopez Sanchez
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Samantha Cooper
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At daybreak, we rise
Each and every day the same cycle
An occasional event to alter the pace
But inherently the same perpetual monotony

Each and every day the same cycle
The endless conversations of diminishing variety
But inherently the same perpetual monotony 
Though we manage to carry on

The endless conversations of diminishing variety
How easily they persist
Though we manage to carry on 
In hopes of a new adventure

How easily they persist
Though we hope for a change of pace
In hopes of a new adventure
For the liberation of this endless void

Though we hope for a change of pace
It will not come about
For the liberation of this endless void
Will come when we make a change at the dawn of a new day

Monotony
Natasha Sevilla
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You don’t think about your actions until you’ve done them, 
Until something happens.
You don’t think about your words until you’ve said them, 
Once they’ve sunk in.
You don’t think about how one word can change it all, 
A perspective, a conversation… a life.
You don’t think about how for someone a word is more than a word.
Almost as if it is dust.
You try and wipe it away but no matter how hard you try, 
It’s something that never goes away.

The dust comes from thin air, It comes.
It stays.
It continues affecting other places without turning back, 
And then it comes again.

The place in which the dust comes from is unharmed, 
But the place it lands on will always be affected.

Dust
Allie Runge

Ava Hennig
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The rays of sunlight stir her out of bed
She reaches for the rectangular digital brainwashing device
She intends to shut her alarm and go about her day but instead she is mislead
And now she must pay the price

Time ticks, it stops for no one
She still sits on that rectangular digital brainwashing device
Using her energy on superficial fun
Her responsibilities become sacrifice

For that rectangular digital brainwashing device
She sees others accomplishments
And wonders how to reach such delights
But does not offer an acknowledgement

To the real cost of her demise
Which is the rectangular digital brainwashing device

Rectangular Digital Brainwashing Machine
Kunjal Patel

Amanda Jovic
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It Knows
Milenko Milicevic

Alejandro Porrua

I groan furiously.
The tittering fly enjoys my frustration.
I cannot sleep while it exists.
I try to strike it but miss entirely.

The tittering fly enjoys my frustration. 
When at last another opportunity presents itself, 
I try to strike it but miss entirely. 
The fly is amused.

When at last another opportunity presents itself, 
it laughs at my idiocy, having outfoxed me again.
The fly is amused.
It escapes my field of vision but continues to make its presence known.

it laughs at my idiocy, having outfoxed me again,
I search for the fly desperately and see it for only a moment before 
It escapes my field of vision but continues to make its presence known.
I have no words to describe my agony.
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Dana Cuellar
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Oliwia Struk
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From the vantage of the rusty pontoon
One could almost make out the island house 
Soldier-like and serene across the lake
Waves crashed harshly against the rocky shore 
Wind gusted through the vibrant, bristling trees
The screech of birds resounded overhead
Gleeful laughter issued from the cottage
Motors roared as seadoos swiftly breezed past
Upnorth was a hectic sort of escape
Nonetheless it was warm and calm and vast
Gone was the fog of melancholy life
Replaced with clarity and belonging
Despite the hundreds of miles of land
One could never get much closer to home

Upnorth
Mary Forster

Andrea  Sanchez Luna
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I’ve seen a fool who charges life 
Without a thought to claim 
Moral compass following wind, 
They’re just a fool the same.

I’ve seen a fool who sits on life 
Believing not in change
Lost empathy for stale comforts, 
They’re just a fool the same.

I’ve seen a fool who dreads their life 
And hides from the inane 
Developing nothing from fear, 
They’re just a fool the same.

I’ve seen a fool who laughs at life 
To revel in the pain
Of the daring vulnerable
They’re just a fool the same
 
 I’ve seen a fool who talks of life 
Who incites others’ shame
He thinks and speaks but fears to act 
I’m just a fool the same

Critical Musings of a Pretentious Child
Michael Kajiwara

Regina Llanos
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One of my earliest memories.  There is not beginning to this story, only the middle, only the 
moment.  The moment when my mom (I think) carried me outside in her arms and showed 
me the walls of snow closing in on us.  I believe the sky was gray, but a comforting one, one 
that a winter wonderland might have, with the slightest hint of sunshine.  Morning or midday 
she took me outside with the rest of my family because the night before, it had snowed for 
hours and hours, light fluffy flakes pouring down into our backyard until the piles reached 
about my current height now.  My dad and my siblings had shoveled a very clean path, as if it 
was chiseled out of the banks by a master sculptor.  I don’t know how I remember the world 
like it was so clear, because I didn’t have my glasses yet, but the walls sparkled around me.  I 
think I laughed.  It’s wasn’t too cold.  I wouldn’t even call it that, cold. It was more of a chill, the 
kind you get on a typical Halloween, or one of those fall afternoons in early or mid-November 
when you still think you can go outside without a coat on because it hasn’t snowed yet.  Just 
a little cool.  Not even a breeze.  It wasn’t quiet, I don’t know what the noise was.  Probably 
words coming from my family members that I wasn’t listening to because I was too focused 
on the walls.  I was too young to know that snow piled up twice my height was a big deal.  And 
again, it wasn’t that cold, even though you might think it was.  Because I swear I remember 
that my mom, who always tells me to bundle up, who tells me what coat to wear because it’s 
cold, even when it’s not that cold, carried me outside with no socks on.

Snowfall
Ashley Lehning
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Melannie  Valldares
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Three cups of black. Two filled pages. One sudden epiphany
My children, trapped in time, gaze at their Creator, all Her faithful vines
Hanging plots. The conflicted hearts. Their life and their story 
Leaning over the balcony, the lost girl tearfully pines

Holding her lover’s arm, the young dreamer waits.
Golden are the barricades, the divider of stories fulfilled and a wasted pastime 
The sparrow woman sits at the Creator’s right side, beyond the gates
Scratch, crumple, bleed, ponder— Her desire for excellence is almost a crime

Plagued with perfectly fitting thoughts, it may be a concern
At the stroke of midnight, She is overrun by a new revelation
Time, time is running out, the realization makes her stomach churn
But spelling that final word, she can only revel in her liberation

A collection of journals and in it, scribbles from broken graphite
The Creator can dream and think but she must set forth and duly write

The Creator
Georgeena Mathai

Alexia Albarran
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The sun rises over the horizon
The season of frost has finally passed 
Fresh dewy grass glistens in the sunlight 
Though it’s hard to ignore the chaos here, 
The crumble of what was society,
At least loneliness no longer takes hold 
The group treds around a broken window, 
Stepping carefully to not puncture shoes 
The street radiates anxious quiet now 
There’s no one else around here to not fear 
Staying alert equals staying alive
Look behind at each questionable noise 
Keep the group alive, they’re all that is left 
They’re a family now and all that remains

The Outlands  (Random disclaimer: this poem is inspired by a specific group of people/set-
ting in the book I’m writing with two friends right now)

Emma Cady-Underwood

Amanda Jovic
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I found my poem in 
a rusty Dollar Tree basket. 
It was surrounded in a pile 
of other pieces, begging to be used 
after a year of no light under my bed. 
It had dried up in a hue of magenta 
down the side of the plastic, 
complementing its white cranium. 
As its lid popped open, my poem breathed out 
an overpowering scent of melted plastic. 
It emits a relaxing and familiar environment 
that could only be produced elsewhere by my mother. 
It poured and dripped and splattered 
after a couple of rough squashes and squeezes. 
Onto the blank canvas, the glossy floor, 
and my eighth-grade choir shirt, 
positioning itself among more poems of mine. 
It spoke a greeting to the others 
after days of being apart.
My poem may one day be unusable, 
but it will always be a reflection of home.

Dried Paint
Kesha Patel

Aiden Theis
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Samantha Cooper

My eyelids grow heavy yet, I can’t seem to escape 
to the world of make believe
where my troubles are far away,
like a rain cloud hovering,
waiting to burst
waiting and waiting
and preparing for the worst

Waiting 
Gabriela Galan

Naïve
to injustice.
Pure, uncorrupted thoughts.
Growing up is not always bliss, 
Sadly.

Childhood Innocence
Morgan Leach
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Maya Dobaj

Faith Harris
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Ethan Erlewein
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 An ethereal melody reverberating from the pipes of an organ, the elegant cascade of 
harmony played by a dexterous harpist’s clever fingers, the swelling strains of a violin, an upbeat 
show tune coupled with dance, the dynamic strumming of an electric guitar pulsating through a 
vast amphitheatre—all of these resonate differently with every person you cross paths with, and 
all contribute to the beauty of music: the very essence of communication.
 As an orchestra student, there is nothing quite like playing in an ensemble with my closest 
friends and hearing the thrum of their instruments in consonance with my violin. However, music 
needs not be your affinity for it to hold a special place in your heart, to bring you joy; it extends 
beyond the sounds released from an instrument—you hear it in the delicate pitter-patter of rain-
drops falling on your window panes, in the honking car horns of disgruntled drivers stuck in rush-
hour traffic jam, in a pleasant zephyr weaving its way through the branches of trees, and most 
importantly in the everchanging staccato of the beating of your own heart, its rhythm shifting as 
you encounter the feelings music can so well convey.
 One typically assumes that since emotions are not material objects, they cannot be heard. 
This particular statement is incorrect, as few understand that music does not just express feelings; 
it is what they sound like. Countless melodies have been composed to evoke memories of the sen-
sation of falling in love, to embody the calm of strolling through a tranquil meadow, the sorrow of 
losing one you had a soft spot for, and this miraculous phenomenon is nothing new. In the 1984 
film Amadeus—which portrayed a fictional story about the life of illustrious composer Wolfgang 
Amadeus Mozart—one of his peers, Antonio Salieri, said of one of Mozart’s works, “This was a mu-
sic I’d never heard. Filled with such longing, such unfulfillable longing. It seemed to me that I was 
hearing the very voice of God.”
 Even if you do not feel quite as vehemently for music, imagine what life would be like 
without it! Films would be virtually unrecognizable from the ones we have now, the soundlessness 
making them incredulously mundane—the shark in Jaws would arouse no suspense as viewers 
watched it approach its victims without the ominous theme song playing in the background, and 
E.T. and Elliot would ride their bicycles through the sky without the element of astonishment that 
is so acclaimed today.
 And what about weddings? Would you prefer to be wed in a room so quiet you could hear 
a pin drop, without the feeling of floating as your venue lacked the sound of a mellifluous choir 
singing or the serenity of a quartet? Silence would flow from everything like the cascade of a wa-
terfall, gray as an overcast and bland as noodles with no butter.
 Furthermore, you do not need to be a polyglot to understand all the native tongues of the 
world, as music is a universal language. If you were to go on an international excursion, you most 
likely wouldn’t be able to read the signs and menus, but you would be able to understand the 

The Language of Music
Jenna Kolcz
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emotions expressed in the music there—venture to Mexico and you’ll hear the delightful strums 
of a guitarrón in a mariachi band, tour China to experience the sophistication of the guzheng, or 
vacation to Italy and be graced with the idyllic lyrics of a serenader’s song as you drift down the 
Venice Canal in a gondola—all will bring you such incomparable amounts of bliss.
 Unquestionably, music is the backbone of communication. Without it, we would be con-
fined in the bonds of desolation evermore. We wouldn’t be able to experience the consolation of 
turning on a song that we sympathize with when we’re down or the sort of “time machine” certain 
songs provide when they blast us back to a moment that reminds us of them, the conjuring of im-
ages of quiescent memories with the dormant possibility to move us to streaming tears or tender 
sentimentality. Without it, we would yearn for something but not quite know what we are yearning 
for. In short, life without music would be perpetually and irrevocably drab.

Alysa Cobb
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Valeria Solis

Amairani Lopez Sanchez
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AP and other stress inducing things
It makes me hate my life oh so very much
But I relish the little happiness I find in between 
I keep at it with hopes I finally find relief

It makes me hate my life oh so very much
When I see how our generation has grown up or more so absence of maturity 
I keep at it with hopes I finally find relief
From this acidic cultural web of lies and emotions

I’ve found that all of us our hypocrites, our society built on double standards 
It’s so hard finding a true smile these days
Everyone expects you to act the way they want you to
The world revolves around you, you so desperately tell yourself

It’s so hard finding a true smile these days
When you’ve succumb to the ways of the ones you disdain 
The world revolves around you, you so desperately tell yourself 
Is the thought you never thought you’d hear yourself say

And now the curtains come to a close
The future covered in the fog of our toxicity 
We can’t see what is ahead of us
So we focus on what matters to us, only us

The future covered in the fog of our toxicity
Makes us do rash and violent things
So we focus on what matters to us, only us
Rather than work together to fix it, we tear each other at the seams

Our Pretending 
Francis Encina
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Zeus Cervantes



42

Ava Hennig
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I want to much from you
Simply my expectations are too high
You didn’t know what you were getting into
Seconds with you turned from exciting to dry

You still linger in my mouth
The taste of sweetness and lust
Just like that everything turned south
Never again will I just hand away my trust

You gave me a sensation I thought would last forever
Of course it didn’t
From now on I will be more clever
I will never confuse toxic and bitter for sweet commitment

How it ended is fault
For I will never again confuse sugar and salt

Sugar and Salt
Julianne Mitchell

Madison Ragsdale
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I look as far as the eyes can see
Land is unknown for the ocean is vast
I escaped the duties of work for I am free 
My labor’s have borne fruit, in the sun I bask

The fresh air and the crashing waves is divine
Sailing the sea and experiencing a new part of life I will 
Why hadn’t I done this before? I wish I had more time
An old man, this is a first and last voyage so I crave for thrill

I finally admire the beauty that beholds my eye
A sunset of crimson fills the view and all time seems to have slowed
I found what I long for; a sunset that would leave a smile on me when I die 
We turn back my heart is fulfilled, I see the end of the road

I get home I am happy, I lay in my bed with ease
A smile lay upon my face, the nostalgia of the seas

A Dying Wish
Alexander Kotsioris

Abigail Maciaszek
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My work focuses on issues and struggles that many people face.  Issues in friendships to bigger struggles 
like addiction are the subjects of my artwork.  Although my work may seem intuitive or even haphazard, my 
process is very planned. I begin with a thought, a concept, a concern and come up with symbols, numbers, 
letters and words that fit and embrace the concept. Not only do I explore words in English, I incorporate 
Polish, my native language. I make specific selections based on how well I think a word or phrase will stand 
out in one language over the other. The process of creating symbols and incorporating numbers, letters and 
words is a way of decoding the issue, idea or thought.  

This coding is used repeatedly throughout a piece and often goes through a series of edits and mutations. 
My artwork is a representation of various lines and connections coexisting between one another and draws 
links from one idea to the next. Lines are very specific. There is always thought behind it or explanation why 
it was made in a certain way. The artwork then becomes a coded message masking its meaning, forcing the 
viewer to decode and find their own interpretation.     - Kasia Derkus

2021 DENISE REINKING AWARD
Kasia Derkus
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2021 DENISE REINKING AWARD

The annual E.G. Magazine collects poetry, prose and 
visual artwork created by Elk Grove High School 
students. EGHS English and art students submit 
work for consideration. Submissions are reviewed 
by E.G. Magazine sponsors. In reviewing the works, 
the goal is to ensure that the pieces selected for 
publication represent the excellence and diversity 
that is associated with Elk Grove High School’s art 
and writing programs. Every effort is made to 
provide an authentic public forum for student 
expression. Finally, since this is a community 
publication, members also consider 
appropriateness of subject, style and length.  E.G. 
Magazine publication will not distribute material 
that is obscene, libelous or will cause material and 
substantial disruption of school activites.
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Layout composed in Adobe InDesign CC.
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