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The Rapids Review 2026 
A Publication of Anoka-Ramsey Community College’s  

Creative Writing Club 

 
The Rapids Review Mission Statement: 

Anoka-Ramsey’s Coon Rapids Campus Student Literary Magazine, 
The Rapids Review, is dedicated to publishing and recognizing a 

wide range of excellently crafted work by our student writers, who 
come from a diverse background of experiences, abilities, ethnicities, 

sexual orientations, genders, ages, and religions.  
 

A Note from the Editor: 
I’m not the first to say that this was a bit of a challenge. Imposter 
syndrome- feeling like a fraud- was one of the things I personally 
faced. And yet, I look at the writing people have submitted, and the 
work everyone's done, and I am proud. We’ve done it. I could never 
have combed through all the submissions without our fantastic group 
of editors. All of them are on the back page- please check them out, I 
would be lost without them. Even if some of them like to plan a 
rebellion against my “club dictatorship” here and there- not naming 
any names…Siren…but seriously, I love you guys.  
 
And, to all of you who now hold this finished copy in your hands, I 
hope you enjoy it. It was a lot of work, a lot of time, some tears, and 
some frustration, but also some laughs.  
Sincerely,  
Ash Hiles  
 
Cover: Narcissus Reincarnated by Siren Pearson 
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Sin’s Paradox

My Grandparents’ Cabin, Long Ago

Your Father’s Face
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(Editor’s Choice)

(and you’d better wear a hat)

don’t let them scrub away
your trampled bouquets of…  

Biometrics driver’s license. 
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–

too stupid to know if you’re a boy or a girl
God’s Great Mistake  

A B C/L M N O P community, that’s what I call those         
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down; I don’t care. I will succumb 
to whatever way he ties me, so long as I’m keening from pleasure
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I’m sorry, he just is. Occasionally I think myself a size queen, 

its way into my body. It’s tedious, tiring, and leaves an absolute mess
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there’s nothing wrong 

you’re making it up?)

it’s all in your head!)

ctor, I’ve 
There’s nothing we can do. You’ve got a 

cells and fraying tissues. Maybe it’s a bad world to have 
a body in. Maybe it’s the eleventh doctor you've seen 

I’m on my

clean. I’m trying to rewire my DNA into something



 

11 

jamming beds, choking metallic water. I’ve 

tangle of cords, IVs, and hopelessness, another doctor’s 
don’t know what’s 

there’s nothing wrong 

you’re making it up?

it’s all in your head!

I’ve 
There’s nothing we can do. You’ve

cells and fraying tissues. Maybe it’s a bad world to have 
a body in. Maybe it’s the 10th doctor you've seen this 

I’m on my hands and 
I’m 

…
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metallic water. I’ve spent one too many

another doctor’s letter hammering my forehead, telling 
we don’t know what’s wrong with you…

You’ve

…….’m
at works, ………………………………………………...
………
oar’s letter hammering my forehead, telling me  
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Sin’s Paradox   

I’m a wanderer  

maybe I’m a   
but I’m 



 

14 

of dry why’s  
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White  
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doing what wasn’t before      those 
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(Editor’s Choice)

that even those metal winged creatures can’t match the magnificence 

world’s beauty. Large towering mountains, patches of grassland both 



 

30 

.  The sound of the rancher’s gate opens. 

taking in your new environment of the night’s camp. You breath in the 
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the sun, in front of a window or on the farmer’s porch. You do as you 

because it’s your “me time”. You have the tendency to explore either 

by taking a stroll to the nearest neighbor’s house or you find something 

children of the farmer’s house, and pushing anything you find off a 
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watching the silver fish swim in the creek, listening to Mother nature’s
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to get ahold of his ex. He’dalready called three times, but sometimes 

ods where she wanted him to “work for it,” so 

deepening his annoyance. It hadn’t been so bad when they were 

, but now that they’d been separated for almost a year 

—

—

“Hello~o!” she said cheerfully into the phone, as if she hadn’t 

“Hi Rachel.” Okay, perhaps he sounded a little fed up, but 

“What do you need? I’ve got a nail appointment in twenty 

inutes, so I can’t talk long. I’m getting French tips!” He got the 
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eyes at the cloudless sky, glad she couldn’t see

“That’s great.” He really didn’t give a rat’s rear end about her 

nails, but he couldn’t risk her getting pissy on him and hanging up 

before he could talk about why he’d called, so he tried not to irritate 

her. “I just wanted to make sure yo

tonight? It’s your weekend with her.” He drummed his fingers on the 

nearby railing as he spoke. She’d already forgotten once and flaked 

several others, so just assuming she’d be there was a no

“Oh... right. Um ” she c

rustle of something papery she was digging through. “Actually, I don’t 

think that’s going to work.”  

“What?” Martin gripped the phone tighter and took a deep 

breath, trying to maintain his composure. “Why not?”  

His ex sighed. “Well, Brandon’s staying over—his job’s been 

—

weekend. And, you know, Emmie’s kind of, um,” she paused, clearly 

er. “...a 
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little much sometimes!” Martin glared at the empty space in front of 

“What are you talking about? Emmie’s a kid,” he said icily, 

lot. “She’s 

gonna be hyper sometimes. But she’s not some little demon; she listens 

when you tell her to be quiet; she does what you tell her to. She doesn’t 

even cause much trouble to begin with!”  

“Ugh, it’s just not a good time, Martin!” Rachel insisted. “You 

know Brandon doesn’t like little kids very much, and we’re just not 

her I’m sick or something!”  

Martin clenched his free hand around the railing. “First of all, 

you said that last time. You haven’t seen her in ! Now you’re just 

baby boyfriend can’t accept 

he’s dating a woman with a kid?” he asked incredulous

“Brandon is not a man baby! He’s just having a tough time! 

And I’ll see her next week, okay?” Rachel said sharply. Martin seethed. 
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“Will you, though? How do I know won’t need you 

all to himself again next week?” he demanded. “How long do you 

And how long do you think it’ll take her to figure out that she ? She’s 

achel!” He was really getting worked up now, and his 

voice rose unconsciously. “She’s actually really smart, which you would 

if you ever bothered to see her! One day she’s not gonna be so 

person you are, I don’t wanna hear you complaining about why she 

doesn’t want to spend time with you, because this is why!” 

a calmer tone. “You know, when she

Every time she’s gone, I think about all the time I’m missing with her 

and all the stuff I can’t do with her ‘cause you’re supposed to have her 

day and makes her do her homework. You’ve got the fun part, and you 

can’t be bothered? Thanks a lot, Rachel.” He was being mean now, 

he knew, but he couldn’t bring himself to care. Rachel made a little 
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“That’s not fair. I’m trying my best!” she shot back. “Emmie’s 

not the only one I want to spend time with, you know! And you don’t 

talks back to me! She never respects me!” Rachel’s

distinctly pouty edge as she spoke. “And you wouldn’t know anything 

about balancing kids and a love life; you haven’t even been on one 

single date since we broke up!”  

meeting. He didn’t need to add to that chaos. Unfortunately, he knew 

“You know what, Rachel? I’m done. Have fun with Brandon. 

to see your daughter. In the meantime, I’m not going to assume you’re 
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Goodbye.” He hung up before she could respond, weary of her excuses, 

“Daddy, look! I can ride all the way around the parking lot 

now!” she announced. Martin blinked, pulling himself out of his rage. 

“Really, kiddo? Show me.”  

“Okay!” Emmie happily set off, feet on the pedals, and started 

“Nice job, pumpkin! That was awesome!” He watched her grin 

with glee (revealing the missing front tooth she’d sho

her mother was supposed to, and let her get all the “unhealthy” greasy 
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this once, he’d be the “fun” parent without remorse. If Rachel

wouldn’t be there for Emmie, he would. And the next time she did 

bother to show up, he’d send Emmie to her with all the kernels in her 

in Brandon’s socks if he came over uninvited. 
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“Traffic! UGH! 10 minutes!”

Suddenly, you’re sitting in front of me, hot tea in hand, telling 

me about the cat you saw on the side of the road. That’s why you’re 
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You’ll never guess

if we don’t already know you never carry cash. I laugh and tell you it’s 

ago. You didn’t tell me about the shirts

went to clean out your locker. I didn’t tell you my mom visited, or that 

she’s moving back now, to keep me company. You didn’t tell me about 
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Don’t disturb her, passerby; it’s dangerous. Those eyes, so serenely 

—

—

emanate not elegance, but urgence! Don’t linger, lest you have the 

and she moves in. It is too late now to leave, to pretend you haven’t 
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seen. You can’t even look away. But it matters not, poor adventurer; 

that’s the last mistake you’ll ever make.
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Her eyes glint green. She blinks, and then she’s gone, vanished into the 

This is not the first night I’ve seen her. 
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it’s black, hiding its secrets und

The silver necklace winks up at me from the sand. It hasn’t moved 

I can’t ask her now. 

But I didn’t. 
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She’s there.  

There’s barely a sound as it slips beneath the black mirror. 
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She nods. Then she’s gone. 
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Creative Nonfiction 
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(Editor’s 

My mother’s newest husband was white and upper middle class, the 

my unease came from the feeling that my family and I didn’t belong 

hadn’t seen most of our neighbors, but I knew the neighborhood was 

predominately white, and that wasn’t ne

Minnesota, my brother, my mother’s ex
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of the five people of color in the town. So, I wasn’t surprised that my 

was only six and I didn’t tell our mother about the stolen dominos he 

right in front of me, it was as if he knew I had his back, and I couldn’t 

y his trust even when I saw him break others’. When he was 
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Perhaps that’s why my mother and brother adapted to our new lives 

wasn’t a complete shock that the off
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“What the fuck?”

sentence. I didn’t waste any time throwing off my blankets. I didn’t 

mother’s poorly cho

poor interactions with police we’ve had before. My brother had faced 
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protest from my mother that she didn’t know about the physical abuse 

for him. He didn’t fight back. Instead, his legs rushed to keep him 
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earlier in the day. The officer either ignored me or didn’t notice me. 

He hadn’t even looked at my brother as he dragged him, his eyes were 

officer breaking the law, but I’d be damned if I left my brother alone.

d record this. But I couldn’t leave to 

“Oh god, it’s not him. I’m so sorry,” the robbed woman cried, her tears 

been the one hit with a baton. “The man 

who broke into my car had braids.” As if pulled by a string, we all 

“Sorry about that. Looks like there was some miscommunication,” the 

officer said. He patted the back of my brother’s neck, trying to smooth 
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out the stretch of his shirt. He didn’t sound sorry, rather he sounded 

annoyed, like when my mother’s husband accidentally spills his coffe

“That’s okay,” I lied. It was a habit. The officer didn’t look startled, 

“You good?” The officer asked us. My brother didn’t answer.

“We’re good.” I patted my brother’s back and pulled him back h

The officer didn’t say anything, as if he was confident we wouldn’t 

my arms to our waiting mother. I’m left frozen and
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old age or at the end of a police officer’s Glock.

Assari, Shervin. “Family Socioeconomic Status and Exposure to 

Childhood Trauma: Racial Differences.” 

Schwartz, Stephan. “Police Brutality and Racism in America.” 

–
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My Grandparents’ Cabin, Long Ago 

My grandparents’ cabin was always called thus, but “cabin” 

was a generous term. “Trailer of microscopic degree” might have been 

occupied. Now, by “bedroom,” I really meant 

My grandfather’s cowboy hats hung on the wall at the end of 

the room, next to the thin blue curtain “door” w
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—

seat hole was quite wide, too, and I feared falling in if I didn’t hold on 

—
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row seats to my father’s nightly sawing of logs. Other than 

ere I slept: the “table bed,” which really was cooler 

makeshift mattress. I had to make sure I laid down carefully, so I didn’

we’d fill up the trailer with the
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—

hed, down to the “beach,” which was also generously 

lake. We’d put our swimsuits on and grab the rubbery black tubes 

from their stack, then paddle through the slimy weeds and muck. We’d

We’d pull them from the edges of the long sawgrass near the 

sometimes, from the grass, we’d corner the rare leopard frogs, with 

, where they’d float like flotsam on the surface and watch us 

warily until we’d caught so many they began to climb on top of one 

another and try to make their escape. Then we’d let them go again, 
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Other times, we’d catch minnows. We’d take the smaller, 

them out. We’d stand there until, eventual

bucket, and we’d yank it up, victorious, water sloshing over the edges. 

Either that or we’d give up; my sister would get bored and lose 

concentration, or my brother would get hungry, or I’d have to stand 

When we had to eat, we’d sit at the table outside, beneath the 

They’d buzz at the flaps, smelling our scents and licking their tiny 

mosquito lips, unable to find a way in. It didn’t stop the spiders, who 

onto the benches. It didn’t stop the moths

white cocoons in the corners. We’d wash our feet off in the plastic 
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out who sat where (so the table didn’t tip and take us all down with it). 

Sometimes we sat around the campfire and cooked s’mores. I 

made my brother or mother make them for me, because I didn’t like 

for me, he’d stick it too close to the flame, turning the whole thing into 

he could have another marshmallow, knowing I wouldn’t want to eat 

and chased by hordes of mosquitoes, we’d pile into bed and wake up 

e next morning itching like we’d bathed in poison ivy. My grandma 
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“beach,” which somehow remained just as ragged as always. The inner 

when I didn’t feel like being eaten alive by trillions of mosquitoes, I’d 
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“Come on,” my brother urged from the edge of our property, 

sliding between two corn stalks and into the sea of green. “If we go 

right now, we could make it to the second rock pile.”
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deep into the summer seemed risky. “I don’t know… we’d have to 

fast.”

“There’s nothing too hard for Jake and Ty’s adventures,” he 

“Why am I always said after you?” I complained, engulfing 

“Think about it—it just wouldn’t work. Try saying Ty and 

Jake’s adventures.”

Never willing to admit this, we pushed on in silence. “Whatever. Let’s 

se.”
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proclaimed survivalists with “decades 

of experience” under their belts are hardly bothered by a bit of corn.

“Bear Grylls here, back at it again with another video,” my 

survivalist’s, but it was enough to fool me. “We’re here deep in the 

.”

“Aye, mate,” I replied in a horrific Australian accent. “Keep 

your eyes peeled for vipers.” 

—

cure to the blinding sun rays overhead was the creek’s life
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“Looks like there’s no easy way down,” my brother said, his 

before. “We’ll have to use the vines.”

“No biggie,” I spoke in a continued Aussie accent, gripping 

some durable tallgrass as a belay. “I didn’t climb Mount Everest

nothing.”

To provide a break from the summer’s heat, we camped out in 
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“Stop,” my brother blurted, holding up the same fist signal 

big toe. “That right there,” he said, curling his 

stained finger out to an obscurely shaped stone, “is a piranha. The 

teeth of a dragon, them things. Had one bite big toe off back in ‘Nam.”

t, half afraid I had mistaken it for a chomper. “Wait a minute,” I 

quizzed. “How’d it grow back, then?”

Oblivious to this question and the water’s pull, we waded past 

end this episode of Jake and Ty’s adventures. The charred 

—

sun. Equipped only with each other’s company and the occasional 
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time job. I’ve moved from 

though the creek has held steady in terms of water level, the field’s 

farmers. It wasn’t the crop type that removed the magic of our 
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—

—

pure: imagination. If less than a decade’s time had 

aside, I grabbed my keys and sped into town, the car’s emissions 
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Your Father’s Face 

You’re starting to forget your father’s face. You’re starting to 

forget his paprika, salt, and pepper goatee. You’re starting to forget 
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silent footsteps and grab a glass. “What’s wrong?” you ask.  

She only responds with “I miss your father, is all. Why are you 

awake?” You raise your empty chipped gla

for you while your siblings weren’t looking. You remember 
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Your mother asks, “Would you like to see some pictures from 

when we were younger?” and you sit down to look with her as her 

pictures. You don’t look at your mother in

father as you watch him age more and more. You don’t hear your 

mother’s words as she explains the details of the pictures. You can only 

that he will be coming home, we just don’t 

know when yet. We don’t know when. We haven’t known when. We 

don’t know if he will come home, but we can hope.  
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feel as though you are dreaming again but all at once he speaks “Are 

you making a mess again?” and the air is sucked

threat of tears as you take in your father’s appearance. His cover is now 

You want to run to his arms, but your legs won’t move. He 
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complain, but it never comes. You rest in your father’s arms as he picks 
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myself have betrayed me. I don’t know how to 

always happy and kind, that’s who I want to be. Somebody who never 

they can’t see the full concrete rubble that is me. How can I show the 

My mom wasn’t diagnosed until she was twenty
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aren’t doing well, and I 

them. Remember that I am here. If I don’t stand out with the clothes 

the colorless blob of humans that surrounds me at school? I can’t let 

me, “I was definitely the listener in high school.” She was able to make 
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day she still remembers things from so long ago. “It must have

the popular group… I remember the day when she didn’t sit down 

with our group.” Unfortunately, at the time she was raised, having any 

older she realized she needed help but didn’t get real help until she had 

not something that I can control, but it is a part of me. Weight doesn’t 

My body has never been perfect; I get sick often and I’m a little 
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en’t the things that make 

Kids are cruel and hateful. My grandma told me, “I didn’t like when 

people were put down… I didn’t like when people picked on people.” I 

grandma was told that anxiety was a bad thing, my mom didn’t know 
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— —
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