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The Dog,
loyal to the death.
The Heart,
so easy to break and some how
manages to repair itself over time.
The Pills,
so colorful, so addicting, so magical,
so many, but even rainbows fade over
time.
The Arrows,
strikes to the head are rare, but
surprisingly to the heart are common,
just ask cupid.
The Eyes,
with just a look can lead to
companionship, to love, to life, to
death, to secrets of the universe.

- AMELIA TALLBOTT
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The Dog,
loyal to the death.
The Heart,
so easy to break and
somehow manages to repair itself over time.
The Pills,
so colorful, so addicting, so magical, so many, but
even rainbows fade over time.
The Arrows,
strikes to the head are rare, but
surprisingly to the heart are common, just ask cupid.
The Eyes,
with just a look can lead to companionship,
to love, to life, to death, to secrets of the universe.

- AMELIA TALLBOTT
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AMELIA TALLBOTT

EMILY CARVAJAL

ponte las pilas
((

P

onte las pilas" is what
he'd say to me. The direct
translation that means "put
in the batteries" but it actually means
"think" and "put yourself together".
He'd tell me that at least twice a day
while pulling my ear so close to his
face I could smell the alcohol on his
breath followed by a snarky remark like
"you're gonna be lookin' like Dumbo by
the time I'm done with you''. I could feel
the blood rush to my ear as I heard a
ringing from the pain. By this time, I'm
in the 11th grade and I've already been
to 10 different schools, Needless to say,
we moved a lot. Every time we moved
it was what he called a "fresh start",
which is never how I felt about the
situation. At one point we lived in a 33foot trailer in El Cajon, California and
the little black couch in what we called
the "living room'' was my bed. I woke
up every day always being on edge. I'd
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yearn to go to school because not only
was there food but it was my sanctuary
from him. If he ever did show up, he
knew better than to lay a finger on me
in public.
On days he wouldn't allow me to go to
school it would be because it became
my responsibility to watch after my
siblings while he went off to work.
"Sangre mi sangre" which means
"blood of my blood" - saying this to
me was his way of guilt tripping me
and justifying the fact that I would
eventually fail my classes over and
over, but of course that was my fault
too. I have a hard time remembering
my childhood. Psychologically I think
it's a part of my life but I don't want to
remember because I'm afraid of what I
may find.
I do remember one day, one day, in
particular, that is so vivid and crystal
clear that not even my own mind could

hide it away deep in a file drawer. It
was the end of junior year and he had a
way of choosing which days he'd come
to my school in search for something,
all to give him an excuse to pick a
fight with me again. As I got home I
approached the rusted yellow door.It
was silent which was unusual. He was
waiting for me, but he seemed extra
mad; I could smell cigarette smoke two
trailers away. He was home during the
day which never happens so I made the
assumption he lost his job. He found
out that I would not be passing English
and he rushed up to me, grabbing my
hair and screamed in my face "I can
leave a mark on you that no one can
see''. And that he did just that.
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STEPHANIE FLETCHER

sounds

These four walls harbour the loudest of silences.
My flesh begs an escape
My ear drums pound with the feeling of nothingness
My heart is desperate to feel
My soul yearns for even the drop of a pin
In the shadowed, bustling silence.

I step outside,
Longing for the clang of the church bell,
Or even the softest of footfalls on the asphalt.

I get behind the wheel of my petite four door sedan
The engine makes a small sigh, as if it doesn't want to move
And yet it chugs out of my driveway.
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The music blasts but I don't hear a word
My foot presses down on the gas
As I frantically search for a friend in the dark.

I come to a stop at a red light
Notifications blank
My heart empty.

A strange tug pulls me into a parking lot
Something hits me
Loneliness
I begin to cry

My sobs crack the windows
And bust my mirrors
Glass clawing my skin.

I welcome the pain,
Reminiscent of the blackest nights
Where the only friend I had was the voices in my head.
The only sound I ever heard.
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JESSICA DOWNING

zodiac

At the end of the cycle, I find
myself at a loss, nothing left but
bits and pieces of my mind-

emotional, physical, sexual binds.
Financial, nonsensical ruts
present the end of a cycle, yet, I find

hopes of another kinddelusions and undercuts
of a bits-and-pieces kind of mind
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which hide what is left behind:
an abused, leftover slut.
At the end of the cycle, I find

nothing much left to remind
of the once-beautiful strut.
Bits and pieces of my mind

intercept and rewind
to those nights of cuts.
But, at the end of the cycle, I find
bits and pieces of my mind.
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DALE WERNER

run rabbit run

A pit in the ground is where you go when you run away, barring yourself from
being scared for you simply does not pay.
A simple conversation and you leap so high; the steps you take bring you left then
right, zigzagging sharply, into your hovel with fright- little rabbit, that's where you
run each day.
I know you sniff the air all ways to see what comes to this potential fray, your soft
black nose twitching, to help you see your way. I know you follow that one path, the
one you follow almost everyday. You stop and breath in deep and touch the air; you
check your path for sign, but no matter what is real or what the fare, any noise sets
you on your line, quickly to your dark little lair.
Again you run and leap and hop and juke and move and fly, as if the wolf is on your
tail until you descend, by and by, into your hovel you almost certainly fly.
Run tiny bunny, run little rabbit and don't forget the danger to your soul, go ahead
and hide in the back dark spaces of your little rabbit hole.

20

HANNAH MCKAY

shrimp of sacrament

Flamingos eat red shrimp and then turn pink
Though pure and white they choose this life to change.
Cordelia, the flamingo, does not think
That shrimp are good, nor change, nor pink, "It's strange ..."
"I hate to change. I want pure white-no tint:'
She would not budge but boasted purity.
The others could not take it. Even scent
Of her would cause the flock to fray. "Clearly
They're jealous of my feathers, snowy white ..."
Precisely then a vulture swept to seize
A baby bird. "Good thing I never felt
The need to mess with fellow chickadees.
Wait...Why is something chasing me? I am
No baby!" "We'll miss our small one, not 'Miss Madame:"
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ANGELA FIELDS

brass on the breeze

Y

ou may catch a note or two as
you drive to the intersection of
Campground Road and Upper
Ferry. Catch a held high C coming from
that white house with the barnyard
red shutters. You may think you can
pick up on a phrase of the Flight of the
Bumblebee, only to glance back at the
ornamental flag baring some cartoon
bees and brightly colored daisies
blowing in the breeze and assume you
had only imagined them .. .
He checks the time, twice for
reassurance. He sends a text to each
family member asking for their
estimated time of arrival, just to make
sure he will have enough.
Still covered with sweat from the day,
the socks still marked by the dust of
outside work he quietly makes his
way to the musty attic, the warm air
awaiting its weekly release. The smells of
mildewed clothes and baking books fill
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his nose. Beams of light speckled with
dust dancing now with the shift in the
air, the shifts of the man's motions. He
hunches over the 'X frame room to the
corner, to the dark tan case which once
had a copper trimming now dried and
cracking. It looked deceptively unused
except for the lack of dust, unlike the
other attic oddities sprawled around in
the uninhabited space. The clasps move
easily with only a quick squeak and
click, although the lock had long rusted
over. He raises the lid with care to
reveal the metal object glinting under
the radiant sunlight pouring through
the circular attic window hole. Cradled
by the fur lining, polished and oiled
well, he lifts the trumpet while sitting
on his short bar stool, taping the valves
in anticipation. Beads of sweat dot his
sunburned brow, his sun highlighted
blond-brown hair, but knowing the
metal is warm enough already for him
to give it a blow. Starting off slow up
a scale in B flat major, coming back

down punctuated and descends giving
the last of the final four a double whole
note hearing the hollow sound of the
quiet house as if it rang out in a subway
tunnel, the opening to Strangers by Raj
Ramayya.
It's not that he is ashamed of his music or
that his family would have a disinterest
in hearing it, but that he preferred
to play it here, like this, alone and in
secret. Something about that sound
made a feeling in him no band ever
gave; no concert could ever contend
with. It was like hearing one's own
passion without the need for praise and
he let it play. Play out over the empty
rooms of the house, fill the cracks, in
crescendos in all the articulation, each
rest only a marker made to remake the
sound once more. Blaring or muted,
the sound was true, and it was twisted
with the feelings a family man keeps
in because he has to. But now he lets
it loose, pouring out in sound, pursed
lips, sweaty brow, dust dancing, from
the attic of the white house with the
barnyard red shutters.

CASANDRA TOYAMA

ANONYMOUS

tonight i saw my daughter

t

wo nights ago she cried. Yesterday
morning she smiled. Today she
was watching YouTube music
videos with themes ranging from LGBT
to suicide. Ern's therapist tells me that
children and adolescents with ADHD
often experience a great deal of self
hatred that's difficult to work through.
I see the depression and anxiety; the
ache of her heart and soul. I desperately
want to find a solution.
A year ago I discovered that one of
Em's friends was cutting and slowly I
realized what an epidemic self harm
has become among the middle school
population. It seems to be the latest,
"everybody's doing it;' craze. One night
I found her in tears as she was texting
her friend. "Mom- Vivian's cutting and
I'm afraid she's going to kill herself. She
won't call the National Suicide hotline.
She says she's not going to do anything

but .. .:' The desperation was clear on
Ern's face. I called Vivian's parents and
sent her mother screenshots of the text
conversation. A couple of months later
Vivian told Em to, "fuck off'

Earlier this spring she wanted to watch
the Netflix series, "13 Reasons WhY:'
I had heard about the series from
an article on CNN.com. The article
referenced a statement released by
the National Association of School
Psychologists saying, "We do not
recommend that vulnerable youth,
especially those who have any degree
of suicidal ideation, watch this series.
Its powerful storytelling may lead
impressionable viewers to romanticize
the choices made by the characters
and/or develop revenge fantasies:' My
daughter and I are close in so many
ways, but suicidal thoughts seem to be
feelings that teens never share.
"I take the idea of you not wanting to
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be here very personally;' I told her one
day. She had unintentionally revealed
a cut to me as she had been flipping
through photos on her phone.
Wide eyed silence was the response.
"What did you use?"
"A piece of glass I found."
"Do you realize that shards of glass
could break off and work their way
through your bloodstream to your
heart?" The cuts that I know about have
been small, less than a half inch and
very shallow. That fact does nothing
to make me feel better. I find a small
amount of solace in the fact that she
tells me about them at all.
I'm concerned about several of her
friends. Some drink, some use drugs,
but they all seem to accept that Em
doesn't. One day she told me, "I was
texting Tyler the other night and I told
him, 'I gotta get me some: He told me
he'd call some people. I was like, 'What?
You're going to let me?' He said, 'No!
Are you crazy? You don't do that!"' So
rather than actually hooking her up
with drugs or alcohol, they seem to
count on her being the rational one of
the group. "I pull people out of road;'
Em said. When I asked she meant she
went on with, "Ryanne was lying in
the road one day-- I pulled her out of
the road." Ryanne had been under the
influence at the time.
Over the summer a classmate
committed suicide. Em went to the
viewing and cried with her friends.
Then she spent the rest of the summer
worrying about them and who might
be next. After the viewing I asked, ''Are

convinced now that life is precious?" A
quiet, "Yes;' and a tearful nod were her
response.
School began in late August. I
didn't understand the lack of
acknowledgement of this student's
suicide. When I asked Em's school
counselor, Christi, she explained
that the district believes it is not best
practice to memorialize suicide in any
way. I could understand that, "But why
hasn't there been something to the
effect of, 'In light of recent events; and
some sort of focus on prevention?"
"We have three suicide prevention
programs going in the school at all
times .... Students are always welcome
and encouraged to talk to any of the
counselors:' If the explanation had
come from one of the other counselors,
I would have felt that they were merely
doing their due diligence, but Christi
has been an amazing advocate and
confidant for Em.
In the last several weeks, Em's choice
of coping mechanism has shifted
from harmful to drawing on herself
with Sharpies. Sometimes the marks
resemble something harmful, but more
and more it's becoming an art form.
Tonight we went to a movie; we share
a guilty pleasure for action movies
involving fast cars and dark humor.
As we drove home we talked about the
movie, analyzing the back story and
our appreciation for a musical element.
She was in the moment with me and
my worries about her enjoyed a brief
reprieve. Tomorrow, the worries will
return.
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JAVIERA ANDRADE

where i'm from

I'm from where the Sun bathes the fields,
Where the naked Moon is accompanied only by the stars at night,
Where the natural beauty abounds.
I'm from the edge of the world.
II

I'm from where happiness is in every breath,
I'm from the famous Andes Mountains,
and where poetry is rooted in the earth
manifested in every blossoming flower.
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III
I'm from where the land speaks and is alive,
from where the cold sea greets its people,
leaving an unforgettable memory of destroyed houses.
I'm from a country that has cried and suffered all
But that's what makes us strong and united.
IV
I'm from where it's hot in the north
Where the domineering father is called Desert.
Where the green Pasto is forgotten,
like Pinochet forgot the people's dreams.
V
I'm from where it's cold in the south
where mother nature was born,
where paradise is intertwined with the culture,
where people say: Piola, Cachai and A Lo Gringo.
VI
Where I'm from is unlike anywhere else in the world
where I was received with open arms,
where my life first took root
where my thoughts make me return ...
Oh! Chile, how I miss you.
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a

warm, sunny day. A breeze
sifting through the leaves in
the nearby trees. The perfect
atmosphere for me, a girl aged six, to
be at a university campus with my
brother, five years my senior, coasting
through the paths around students. A
girl who thought that neon patterned,
lycra bike shorts made her a racetrack
hero, the tank top in the same material
but all black. And the hill challenge
beckoning me to take it on finally got
the answer to its call. Everything was
fine, and then I looked back. A group
of college students in fall colors with
full backpacks yelled and ran for me. I
was scared. Coming down a steep hill, I
lost control of my bike, my handlebars
curving dangerously in all directions.
Skidding to a stop at the end of that hill,
I had drifted a corner under a bridge.
My cheek provided the traction.
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Mom was a single parent trying to
do her best for my brother and I. A
sufferer of depression, she never let
us see it. Life was a series of holidays
being special and full of imagination.
The person who sired me can only be
known as that, a sperm donor, as he
chose drugs over family long before my
first memory, and my mother chose to
not let him in or around our lives any
longer. My brother and I grew up in our
grandfather's house. My mom's mother
left my grandfather for her new lover
years before. Grandpa had space in his
house for us, and we took it.
Mom worked a series of low-income
jobs, trying to support her small family.
And still, my brother and I never
realized we were poor kids until we
reached junior high and high school
age. To fit in during your teens meant
having the newest of clothes, the latest
technology, and we just couldn't afford
any of it. Not until a later age did mom

reveal to me that she often went without
so that my brother and I could have.
She would skip meals to see that we
ate; go without new things for herself
so that we could enjoy our childhood.
While working to help with the house
payment and various bills we accrued
in our home, my mother also attended
college in the hopes of bringing in a
better income so our family wouldn't
have to beg, borrow, and steal through
every paycheck to make it in life. Mom
chose the University of Utah, working
through Family and Consumer
Studies. She couldn't afford the daycare
for myself or my brother, and our
grandfather still held a job at the time,
so we'd often come with her to campus
and classes. Being a shy child, I rarely
left her side, sitting under her desk
to play with my toys often. Catching
glances from the professor and other
students in the class, for my soft-spoken
imagination through my Beauty and
the Beast figures, I felt my shyness
encroach and I slipped into a silent
tongue I'd learned to play in. The faces
were always smiling, however. On the
one occasion, my brother convinced
me to take our bikes to campus with
mom; my shyness and preference for
solitude were solidified.
"Just do it;' my brother insisted, loading
his bike into the car. He snatched mine
from my hesitant hands and tucked
it into the back of the yellow Citation
hatchback with his. The car ride up
to the University campus was silent. I
never talked in cars back then and it's
carried with me till now. I like to let the
driver concentrate while I think about
anything and everything.

The day was sunny and warm, early
fall semester before the first snows.
My brother led me through the paths
he'd explored all while I'd preferred my
morn's company under the desks in her
classes, with my backpack full of kid's
meal toys. I don't remember the route
now, but I imagine it was a fairly small
circuit that appeared an impossibly
large new territory to discover as
we weaved harmlessly in and out of
collections of college students.
My brother saved the best for last in the
exploration of the campus; a large hill
that we could ride down, pick up intense
speeds and be adrenaline junkies on.
Except I wasn't an adrenaline junkie
back then, and that survival skill has
kept with me into my adult life. "It's
fine;' he insisted. "You'll go down, and
there's a corner. You can yell under the
bridge there;' he pointed out, "It's fun:'
The hill to him was no more than a
small ramp. But to me, it stretched out
like an endless marathon of steepness
with an imperceptible end. Everything
in my guts told me not to go down that
hill.
To illustrate his point, my brother
swooped up and down the hill around
me, zipping down and then pumping
his legs to get back up to me. Slowly,
it was working. My body began to
give little urging pushes forward, my
mind coaxing me against my gut, that
everything would be fine, and it was
only a little hill. My mind does this to
this day, urges me to say things or do
things outside my comfort zone, and
my body follows along with little edges
toward the goal; minuscule movements
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that eventually win me over and get me
to go along with what my mind insists
is best for me.
I was ready. My brother went first. It
took me about three seconds after his
descent to finally get my feet off the
ground and onto my pedals. The wind
whipped up through my short hair and
over my ears, as I followed the concrete
down toward my brother, already gone
from sight around the corner at the
end of the hill, under the stone bridge.
Time slowed and I felt like things really
were okay. I was invincible and nothing
could stop me. If there were a troll
under that bridge, I would instantly
outwit him. I had an urge to look back
and see how far I'd come down the
hill. And that's when I saw them, four
college students.
They must have seen something I didn't
because they yelled for my attention and
started running my way. I lost control
of the bike and dropped to my side.
Helmetless, my cheek took the brunt of
the fall and acted as my braking system.
The students crowded around me. My
brother came back, only to take off
again. I thought he left me; left me to
the mercy of my crowd of caretakers.
And that is the break in my memory.
My brain, to protect me, blacked out on
anything that happened next. Though
I must have been conscious because I
don't remember suddenly waking up. I
remember being in a bathroom.
The bathroom was well lit, and I could
finally see the damage done to my knee.
Bike shorts had protected my thigh,
but the knee left a trail of blood down
half my shin. The girl there with me, a
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blonde, one of the college students, was
cleaning my face with a wetted mass of
paper towels. I was aware of mirrors
behind me and kept trying to turn, but
every time she would stop me. "Don't
look;' she repeated in a motherly tone
that left me obeying. Nothing hurt, and
I couldn't imagine the need for such
severity.
Other worries started to flood into me
then. A gentle sort of panic took me,
an anxiety for strangers that I hold
strongly to this day, and a desire to flee
the stress at the earliest convenience.
"Where's my bike?" I asked aloud, inside
I wondered 'What are you going to do
to me? Where's my mother?' Looking
from side to side as if to find my bike, I
was also looking for the exits, knowing
that once I had my bike I could ride
it far away from them to safety. "It's
outside with the boys;' the blonde girl
cleaning my face replied. "Don't worry.
And was that your brother?" A nod.
"Your brother went to find your mom:'
Mom.
As soon as she got there, there were
flooding tears. No matter how brave the
front you put on when someone who's
known you your whole life walks into a
room to find you battered, it becomes
instantly okay to lose control and cry.
I didn't know how bad anything was, I
didn't know where my bike was, I didn't
know where my brother was. There
were so many things I didn't know and
felt sorry for. Most of all I was sorry for
going down the hill and getting hurt.
While crying I heard the girls
explaining to my mom what they had

seen and what had happened after they
found me on the ground in a heap. I
don't remember hearing any of that
with clarity because mom was there
and I was sorry.

scared girl on her bike tugging at me
and warning of the consequences of
taking action on something I wouldn't
normally. And I can look down at her,
wipe away her hurt cheek and become
the adult she always needed.

Mom took over the cleaning work;
she even let me see my face. I had
been exposed to plenty horror movies
" at this point in my life. The sight was
still a shock. My cheek looked like it
had been burned away, scraped raw
by a fine grain concrete skin-sander. I
remember wondering if it were makeup
I could peel off at home, at the end of
this nightmare.
As we left the bathroom, my eyes
adjusting to the bright sunshine, I found
my bike. It was beside my brother, who
sat astride his bike joking with the male
college students and having the time of
his life. "Mom, you should have seen
it;' he called to her. Concern time was
over, now it was time to have fun. "She
drifted!"
In hindsight and from how mom has
filled in the gaps of my memory, the
students were simply coming out of the
sports building. They were laughing
and having fun with each other. My
fear of strangers had created the
scenario that these big humans were
after me, and if they caught up to me I'd
never see my mom again, to hell with
my brother. The fear caused an inner
struggle and I lost control of myself,
creating the crash.
That fear has sucked to me like a leech,
sapping my courage and making it so I
never took leaps that I should have. But
I can see it now. I know that it's just the
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BRANDON THORNE

garter snake

"People to whom sin is just a matter of words, to them salvation is just words too"
- William Faulkner
paper airplane prayers,
you sign my name on them without permission,
i've watched you throw them from your bedroom window,
i never see where they go,
but you seem to know their destination well.
you can write my epitaph too, if you want,
since i know you're concerned with what label i die under,
and introduce a lover at my funeral as a friend,
because his hands look too much like mine.

42

it still rains beneath the trees,

even after the storm has passed,
the leaves drip from their recent drowning,
and your mouth has been pouring lately.
hate the sin not the sinner
you try to pry me from a serpent i have yet to see as venomous,
so i pass the chalice without sipping,
no blood nor body holds a cure,
for my damnation burns in your eyes only,
but in my eyes, i am pure.
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ROSS STONEMAN

dear mjss death

Freeze this breath
Beneath my flesh
A frozen lake deep within
My snowy heart
Pause this fire
To calm my beat
That tears away the mind
Aspiring beyond life
Let my blood slip away
Beyond the cracking skin
Of hands long lost
To time's cruel trick
Bury these bones
In shallow muddy pools
Slipping away beyond all
To territories of death
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M. R. DIVINE

ask.me

Ask me to recall my childhood
And I will not know how to respond.
What's a child's childhood?
Is it playing in the dirt
And rolling in the mud?
Is it running home when
The first lights shine?
Riding bikes in the snow?
I do not know what you mean
When you ask that of me.
Your question it triggers
Something deep.
Locked away behind lock and key.
I close my eyes against the pain
And see everything.
I see an iron cage
Standing tall, the bars
Newly-made
And a little girl sitting there
Eyes as sad as her lonely face.
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KRISTIN TURPIN

a love that could not be

m

y gaze turned toward his
Chevy passenger window
to hide the prickling
red in my face. While we sat inches
apart, the distance in our hearts felt
miles apart. My infatuation with Nate
surprised me two weeks before finals
freshman year. Nineteen-year-old me
knew he was the one I wanted forever.
I mentally exaggerated his maturity
in comparison to the numerous
18-20-year-old boys I met that year.
His recent divorce was complex and his
young daughter brought challenges, but
his gaze touched my soul. He searched
for Kaylee's new mother and I sought to
prove it should be me.
The knot in my throat rose and I
softly uttered, "Please, take me home:'
We were three weeks into a SO-mile
separation; I had decided to stay with
my grandma while waiting for fall
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to bring me back to Cedar City, back
to Nate. Grandma's was closer than
home and I longed to be close to him.
His words again pierced the silence,
"Radiology? Why are you wasting your
time and money going to college? Your
purpose is to raise children. You are
smart, but this just doesn't make sense:'
The tears stung my eyes. My heart sank
and he sat there unaware of the depth
of my pain.
It wasn't solely his voice tormenting
my mind now. It was those fifthgrade boys taunting me for wanting
to become a computer programmer
when all the other girls in class wished
to be moms, teachers, or secretaries.
They called me weird and nerdy
exacerbating the insecurity I felt in my
skin. My teacher encouraged me but
his message had already been silenced.
Nate's words were my eighth-grade
guidance counselor making light of my
ambition, as he joked that kids from

>

Cc:

my area don't graduate high school
much less go to college. Two of my
friends were pregnant within the next
school year, so he must have been right.
It was the hallway-whispers I heard
after I was named the president of the
MESA (Math Engineering Science
Achievement) club in high school
because Chase deserved it over me.
Everyone knew he was going places.
Years of society telling me that my
identity inhibited my potential.
I couldn't blame Nate, he was a victim
of society's bias just as I had been.
Between 1998 and 2010, more than a
half million people from around the
world took the gender-science Implicit
Association Test. Over than 70 percent
of test takers more readily associated
"male" with science and "female"
with arts than the reverse. These
findings indicate a high level of gender
stereotyping at the subconscious level
among both women and men of all
races and ethnicities.
Suddenly, I snapped back to the
center of Nate's Chevy bench seat, his
arm around my shoulder and his lips
pressed against my forehead. I deeply
inhaled my hopes of one day spinning
the world the other way and exhaled
my young love for him.
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WILLIAM FRANCIS ANDERSON

nurse harry rymes
For years Harry Rymes was a nurse.
And, oft patients would hear him curse
The blood and the vomit
As he came upon it.
When sponge-bathing geezers 'twas worse.

Murray Had Some Little Hands
Murray had some little hands.
He wished it wasn't so.
'Cuz everyone that Murray met
Made sure to let him know.
Trump's in the Dumps
Trump, he is grumpy about his sad wall.
Glumly he stumps for Obamacare's fall.
Can all of his posse and all of his kin
Really make America great again?
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Old Mother Hubbard
Old Mother Hubbard went to the cupboard
To fetch her poor dog a bone.
But, when she got there, the cupboard was bare.
So, the dog dug one up in the backyard .
. . . It was the thigh of Old Father Hubbard.
Now, Momma is on death row for poisoning Papa
And burying his body in the rose garden.
Lil' Bro' Peep
Lil' Bro' Peep has lost the police.
They don't know where to find him.
He left on his own when they raided his home
To bring him to jail and refine him.
Social Media Blues
One, two texts from you.
Three, four tweets and more.
Five, six Insta pies.
Seven, eight Facebook updates.
Nine, ten posts from friends
Twenty-four, seven .... Are there cell phones in heaven?
Blah, Blah, Blah Tweets
Blah, blah, blah ... Tweets,
How can you be sure
They're more than your
Full bag of manure?
One's kinda nasty.
One's kinda lame.
One's from the President about fake news again.
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MCKENZIE SOBIESKI

BRYCE WILSON

ash; blade
She said that I'm full of the seasons.
That I am, positive. Loving, and caring.
However, I am simply a summer of August forest fires.
Ash. And burnt wood.
Better yet, a blade.
Everything I touch bleeds.
She had hands like a sad machine.
From what we all know, I could never see her.
Her ring and bracelets are starting to stain her fair skin that I worshipped.
And she wasn't a leaky kitchen faucet sink,
Yet.
She had High tops in every color.
Because she was full of the seasons.
"Lovely, please wait:'
Why does everything I touch bleed?
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I always kissed her rosy cheeks.
Before every night, that's what ended fights.
How could I have known that she wanted to die?
Like spoiled ash.
Summer nights filled with forest fires,
It was ... Normal.
"Please, Lovely, wait. Just wait we can fix this."
<

Now, if you never feel, you'll never know.
And if you never bleed, you'll never grow.
Even with a cyanide love, and a lonesome //
panic to a bedroom, I was begging, "Lovely, wait:'
Well, she had already gotten the blade,
She was preparing her leaky kitchen faucet wrists.
It's much harder now that we share the same room.
"Oh, Lovely,.,.,
if you ask, I'll hold your hand:'
Sadly,
Everything I touch bleeds.
I am here. Ash, blade and seasons of diseases, I can't watch another kitchen sink
be broken on my bed.
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RACHEL MILLS

look what i found on my
windshield
I found a note on my windshield
Telling me I need to stop
Popping pills every single day
Little do they know
I can't survive without those pills
Do they want me to be depressed?
I remember how each day I was depressed
How I just wanted to bash my head through my windshield
I'd have to tell myself to stop
And survive the agony every single day
As if they could ever know
What it's like without the pills
You tell yourself you don't need the pills
All the time you just want to stop
But there you are still depressed
It's like looking through a rainy windshield
How would you ever know?
The ways I didn't feel every single day
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And there you are every single day
Laying in bed depressed
Like they'd ever know
What it's like to look through the windshield
So I go and take the pills
And you want me to stop?
I wish I could stop
Have you ever thought that maybe I don't want the pills?
-- I hate that I rely on them every single day
But I don't want to go back to being depressed
I wish I could let you know
What it's like to be trapped behind a windshield
What it looks like behind the windshield?
Everyone thinks they know
They look through one every single day
But they never actually stop
And realize that they don't need pills
To keep themselves from being depressed
So please stop putting notes about pills
On my windshield every single day
Like you know what it's like to be depressed
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C

allege classes are familiar to me.
I've been in them a lot. There
is an Instructor that I listen to
and Textbooks that become a part of
my life. A Text Book has a hard cover
and is filled with paper pages with
numbers on them and lots of words.
A Textbook usually requires help from
a pencil and paper or a typewriter to
produce an assignment that is given to
the Instructor. That assignment, that's
on paper goes to the right place and
doesn't go away. At least not till the
Term or the Semester or whatever they
call how many months the class lasts
(Can't remember which mine were, it's
been a really long time since I was in
college) is over.
College classes don't work the way they
use to. There is an Instructor that I
listen to, a couple of books that I read
in now and then but mostly my life
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is dominated by a web page named
Canvas that must be female because,
it's attractive, it is also complicated,
frustrating, difficult to understand, and
sometimes it shuts down.

When I first walked into my nonfiction writing classroom there was
a gigantic screen hanging from the
ceiling in the corner showing a picture
of an enticing and very well dressed
site that, for the next five months, I will
be having a relationship with. I went
home excited but when I got into my
own computer I couldn't find her. On
my screen in yellow letters on dark ,.
blue backgrounds, above a list of items
was: SLLC Announcement; Important
Dates; Go Mobile at SLCC; BruinMail
(Which I thought was only for e-mails
from SLCC.)( It took me four weeks
to realize I was wrong)); Emergency
Alert System; and CANVAS (My
Courses). There was a faint connection
in my brain to the word CANVAS so

I clicked on the yellow letters on the
dark blue background but it didn't do
anything. The link that read LOG IN
TO CANVAS wasn't even in sight until
I scrolled down and by then I was so
confused I didn't even see the LOG IN
TO.
During the third class getting into
-- CANVAS was straighten out. I found

out that this is where I get assignments
and am told what I need to read and
where I post my assignments and
interact with my instructor and my
peers. I was already far behind the
class. I don't swear very often but when
I looked at the page I thought, "How in
Hell do I figure out how to do all that?"
This site is even more complicated than
the Home Page.
A website is a massive location with
millions of links to places that have
their own personalities. In order to
become entangled with CANVAS, I
have to click on LOG IN TO. That lets
me go to where CANVAS resides. I
then click on ENGL-2280-401-Fl? the course number - and find myself at
the location where we can accomplish
what I need to do. On the right side
of CANVAS's opening page - where
offensive adds are located on other
websites that I log into, are boxes of
items that I didn't look at for awhile.
I've trained myself to ignore what is
over there and it took time to break the
habit. When I finally looked to the right
I connected to a vocal message from
my instructor and that was delightful.
On the left side of the page, I counted
19 links. Places where I can go inside of
CANVAS and explore how to interact
with her. Two or three of these places are

empty but most of them I can explore
and they help me get acquainted with
how CANVAS communicates. There
is a whole labyrinth of locations and
some places connect to other places
and it's all overwhelming.
My worst mistake was thinking that
when I first logged onto the SLCC site
if the instructor's name wasn't on an
e-mail in my e-mail box then it was just
information from SLCC. I was wrong!
Six weeks and I'm still learning how
this frustrating relationship with
CANVAS is supposed to work. I'm
starting to resent her and I no longer
enjoy logging onto Home - SLCC.
(That last bit covers Humorous Writing
Prompt 2. Exaggerating and taking
things to the extreme.) So, as a result,
I end up driving for 20 minutes to a
class that has been canceled. (That
sentence wasn't exaggerated.) Maybe if
I'd quit treating CANVAS like a female
connection and approach it as a "he" in a masculine way - taking it apart bit
by bit and analyze what is going on - I
can figure it all out.
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PELE LATAPU

motherland roots

From eating taro roots and spinach to burgers and french fries, still wouldn't taste
as good as the food from the motherland.
Even though disciplined since diapers, still free to breathe. I was taught to mind
others, but who can help the way I am?
Belonging on the floorshow, spotlights turned on, and attention drawn to me, last
but not least- the warmth felt within the red lipstick smile on her face.
From the world filled with judgment, how hard can actions match the words? As
easy as it is, shouldn't actions be the same?
Raised in a loving and supportive family, been given more than I could ever ask
for, but also raised as a teaser. A type of teaser that never stops until someone cries.
People who came before me are gone but not forgotten, for they left a legacy for
the rest to follow. As each generation lives among them, the legacy of the family
extends.
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C.C. BIEHN

winter break

dry heat rolls out to
the crisp sting of september
and two currents meet
on the wind and tangle
leaves scratch, nail-like, across the pavement your feet have walked
since the day you learned how
the season is ancient and familiar
and you know autumn's
inner workings
like you once knew mine
but that was a december ago
even now, i say,
i still feel the smarting of the cold snap
and even now, i say,
i sleep with my window open.
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APRIL MCCLOUD

coined
•

I

dioms. Idioms can make you feel
idiotic. I can say with 90% certainty
that everybody has had one of
those hand-to-forehead moments
because they don't say one of those
darn things right. The thing is, you go
along your merry way not realizing you
have it wrong until somebody points
it out and embarrasses you. That exact
situation has happened to me several
times. In fact, I'll never live down one
of those short exchanges. It lasted not
even 5 minutes but will live on forever
in infamy.
I was at work emailing my manager
about some matter- I can't recall
exactly what it was at the moment but
it was preposterous and had elicited
the response from me, "Geez the
wheez!" Seconds after I had fired off the
response, I heard belly laughter coming
from her office. I immediately felt my
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cheeks get burning hot. I knew she was
laughing at my response. I swallowed
the hard lump of pride that was forming
in my throat and walked over to where
she sat. She was still laughing and had
tears welled up in her eyes. She looked
over at me standing in her doorway
and asked, "You mean, geez Louise???"
"Huh?"

I replied, confused. "Geez Louise, that's
the expression .. :' she explained wiping
the spillage of tears from the corners
of her eyes. I was even more confused
than before. "Why? That doesn't make
any sense. I mean, who is this Louise?!" I demanded to know. She didn't know
who that was any more than I did, or
how the phrase came to be, she just
knew how to say it correctly. Confused,
I slowly walked back to my chair
feeling two feet tall. With my head in
my hands, I sat there thinking of other
idioms I'm saying in- correctly, had I
completely gone off the reservoir?

GEEZ LOUISE
Little did I realize that this is a piece
of euphemistic blasphemy. "Geez"
is a shortened version of "Jesus" as a
way of trying to get around the third
commandment, "You shall not take the
_ name of the LORD your God in vain". I
"' hadn't made that connection before but
it makes sense now that I think about it.
Geez, I thought was an expression close
to gosh, which is a euphemism for God
so, there. That makes sense when it's
spelled out that way. Anyway, the name
Louise is only used because it rhymes
with geez. Well if that is what makes
it "correct", then really, any variation
will do so long as it rhymes with geez.
Personally, I prefer my version. April
one, tradition zero.
HANDLE WITH KID GLOVES
When I first heard this expression, I
had two thoughts. First was an image
of someone wearing a pair of soft, furry
gloves handling a bunch of toddlers.
Therefore, "kid" gloves. Why on Earth
would someone need gloves to do that?
The answer is, they don't. My second
thought was that it was actually "kitten"
gloves. Meaning that one was to wear
special gloves, probably rubber ones,
to handle kittens because they tend to
scratch so much. I was dead wrong on
both accounts. Apparently, "kid" refers
to a baby goat. So they're actually gloves
made out of a baby goat and intended
to use for handling delicate items.
Now used as a metaphor for handling
delicate situations. I see the light on
that one, tradition takes the win.

PASSING THE BUCK
Imagine my dismay to find out, yet
again from my manager, and yes, from
another embarrassing email, that it is
actually, "passing the buck" not "passing
the bucket". Cue the belly laughter,
hot cheeks, and wide eyes. The email
forwarded like wildfire throughout the
office. Still, my variation does make
sense this time, I'll explain. Imagine
you are bent over holding a very heavy
bucket. Your back is hurting be- cause it
is sooooo heavy. Another person comes
and stands beside you, so you pass the
bucket on to them. The heavy bucket
resembles responsibility so at least
that analogy holds true. Everything
else about it does not. Turns out, this
phrase actually started from a ritual
practiced during card games. A marker
called a "buck" was placed in front of
the person who was dealing the cards.
When the responsibility of the dealer
passed onto the next person, so did the
buck. We'll call that one a draw, pun
intended.
To this day, everybody in my office still
uses, "geez the wheez'' and "passing
the bucket''. Though it is nice to know
what the original expression is, and
how it came to be, I still prefer my own
versions, at least for these. I know I will
always be the girl-who-always-getssayings-wrong but I guess that is just
the way the cookie bounces!
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EMMA THORTON

the well one
•

l

am the well one. I am the normal
one. We are three sisters and I have
always been strong. I am strong
enough at ten to carry my backpack,
Elise's backpack, and six-year-old Elise
up the steep hill from school to home.
I carry her because she is too stubborn
to walk herself, that and her lousy low
muscle tone. She cannot take care of
herself so I must look after and protect
her. She is my responsibility and I carry
her because I can.
I hear screaming. I hear sobbing. There
is a tightness in my chest which makes it
difficult to breathe and I can hear blood
pounding in my ears. My feet slowly
shuffle towards the unsettling sound
Claire is making. A metallic taste fills
my mouth and I realize that my inner
cheek is bleeding from my worried bite.
The hallway leading to her room is dark
but I can see her light spilling under the
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door. I hear my parents try to calm her.
My mom rushes out of the room and
she looks right through me. "What can
I do?" I whisper. She frantically tells me
to watch Elise while they take Claire to
the hospital.
Later my mother tells me that Claire
had stabbed and scratched herself
repeatedly in the leg with an upholstery
needle and was bleeding badly. She had
also taken over thirty ibuprofen pills.

I am her older sister. I should be able to
protect her and ease the pain. However,
I do not know how to protect Claire ::from her own mind. I am overwhelmed
by the guilt of not knowing what to do.
I do not know how to calm her anxiety.
I do not know how to relieve her
depression. I hardly understand PTSD
myself. Claire comes home after a week
in a mental health psychiatric center on
a suicide watch where only my parents
could visit her.

When she walks through the door I
immediately feel something different.
It is not just her changed look, pale and
fragile after her week sequestered under
fluorescent lights; our relationship has
been altered in some way. I am terrified
to act the same way as before because
I do not know if I was the trigger. I
shut off almost completely and when
my mom asks how I am feeling, my
response is always "I feel fine:' In all
honesty, I do not know exactly how I
am feeling. I feel isolated. The thing
with mental illness is that it has a ripple
effect impacting the entire family,
not just the affected person. Now I
question the way I act around everyone
in my life. I cannot seem to carry Claire
on my back. I am the well one.
At fourteen, Elise is wearing her
brightest swimsuit and mismatched
flip flops, sitting in the backseat of my
car. Middle school is in her rearview
mirror now and we are on our way to
celebrate at the pool. The relentless sun
slowly cooks us and the windows are
all the way down to give us some relief.
Elise's voice never ceases as she burdens
us with every small detail of a specific
Power Ranger episode. She rates this
one "four thumbs up:' Claire is sitting
in the passenger seat with her tanned
feet on the dashboard. She attempts to
usurp the conversation by sharing her
new favorite show. But Elise replies
with a curt: "Thanks, but you have just
wasted one minute and one second of
my time."
In the pool, Elise has us playing the
evil doctor and taking prisoners, the
same game we have played for the last

twelve years. She loses interest and is
compelled to circle the lazy river, but
a man is in her way. Claire and I try
to dissuade her but she is stubborn.
We swim away to cut our connection
with her and save ourselves from
embarrassment. We turn back after a
safe amount of time and she is gone. She
is nowhere. We fear the worst, that she
is lifeless at the bottom of the pool. We
spend too much time looking for her in
the water and by the time we figure out
she has not drowned, we cannot find
any sign of her. Claire looks outside.
She runs around the entire building
and down the nearby streets. Nothing.
At the same time, I search frantically
in the locker room, hallways, closets,
bathrooms, everywhere. I ask at the
front desk if recently they have seen a
fourteen-year-old girl in a bright pink
swimsuit with special needs. As soon
as I say the words, "I cannot find my
sister;' my throat is tight and I feel the
tears building up in my eyes. The guy
at the desk, not even budging in his
seat, is less than helpful, only offering
the fact that he has not seen her. I
meet Claire outside and she is out of
breath from her search. We conclude
that we cannot find her on our own
and we build up the courage to call
mom and tell her that we lost Elise.
My responsibility. My fault. My mom
is worried but in control. She is strong,
capable and resilient. Soon the police
call my cell phone to ask me all the
details. A cold and collected voice asks
me my location, and the description of
Elise. I offer: "A plump, short fourteenyear-old girl in a bright pink swimsuit,
nothing on her feet:' I remember the
102-degree reading from my car's
temperature gauge earlier and cringe.
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They want to know which way she is
going. I wish desperately that I knew.
The police find Elise more than
two miles away. Apparently, a kind
stranger had approached Elise, sensing
something amiss, and asked if she
needed help or if she wanted to make
a call. Elise replied dutifully that she
was not to talk to strangers and the
smart stranger called the police. The
officer brings Elise back to the pool
parking lot where my mom and dad
have arrived. When I get there, Elise is
sitting in my dad's car while my parents
talk to the officer. I hear words like
"GPS" and "tracking device;' but I walk
right to Elise's window. I try to explain
to her that I am sorry and that it is all
my fault. She is crying and I am crying.
I do not know if I am crying because of
relief or guilt. 92%. That is the statistic
that says both Claire and I should have
post-traumatic stress disorder because
our sister has Prader-Willi Syndrome, a
cruel disease-causing insatiable hunger,
cognitive deficiencies, and debilitating
behavior outbursts. I have always been
the strong one. I have been the well
one.
My mom says that I need to be
vulnerable and talk to Claire, but I
do not know if I can. I am so afraid
that I will say the wrong thing or say
too much and make things worse. I
constantly think of my growing up
with Claire. She is my best friend, the
one person I could always tell anything
to. I think about how I treated her and
wonder what could have caused all
her suffering, what I did to cause her
suffering. But, I am the well one and I
am the normal one.
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BETSY ANDREWS

seclusion

The crisp air breathed under the tires.
The spokes with their subtle whisper.
The handles cold as ice
Just one more turn out of the noise.
The hour is on the curve of the sun
5 am is the time for escape
The dark blanket of dew on ground
No gates, no chains to keep people out, yet nothing astir, not a life stirs about.
Rusty old street signs welcome the living
Roadways and lanes for where they all rest
Stories of past lives engraved for the viewer
Freshly trimmed blades of grass, no company, no whispers, no street hum.
Time stands frozen, as the sun rise is nigh
The light spills over the markers and headstones
The names and the years carved out of the stone
The roads are familiar as you make your way home.
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JESSICA DOWNING

submarinismo-buceo

Despite compressed air,
flippers concealing feet,
laws of gravity set to wrench.
Cabo calls, howls, beckons
Eve, uneaten apple in hand,
grasping at reverie.

Palm-tree briny-beach reverie:
thick, heavy air
passing through hand,
dancing with feet.
A small bird beckons
for the apple to wrench.
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Gauges spin requesting to wrench
at cloudy-blue reverie.
Submarinismo, buceo begins, beckons
and calls, calming the air.
Warm water circulates feet;
sand falls from hand.

Treasures found are at hand
"' beginning to wrench
after feet
in a salty reverie;
of humid air
from shores that continue to beckon.

Reality beckons
fought without hand
dropping temperature in air;
All hopes stop and wrench
torn from reverie.
Grounded feet.

Slush bites at feet that beckon
for reverie while a chilly hand
wrenches frosty air blasts exiting the door.

ERIC JENSEN

selene

Mars
Stares vacantly at Athena
As blood pours from her back
Pierced by thoth
Millions of years later

Apollo 13 sits vacantly
In a museum
And a child

Spots Athena's blood
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Our tears fall freely all alone when the world turns its eye.
No gaze to catch our lying; no soul to see us cry.
We mask our pain with artful lies; a bittersweet facade.
We wear our smiles freely, so never to appear as odd.
We lie of all we fear to show, no matter what we're asked,
The truth forgotten over time to hide all we have masked.
We wear our tinted visage to protect our broken parts,
All the while watching as we decay our bleeding hearts.
We disguise the truth and pain within and hope that none can see.
And yet we yearn for some to know our truth, which cannot be.
We play the part they want to see, and slowly fade away,
As all we now pretend to be will now forever stay.
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GABRIELLA GARIBAY

fragil~ like glass

a

rachnophobia:
extreme
or
irrational fear of spiders. There
are 3,000 species of spiders
just in North America, 40,000 in the
world-most of which are poisonous.
The Theraphosidae, or tarantula, can
be found in fashion . spreads, music
videos, or films. Though their bite can
cause discomfort to humans, there are
no known deaths caused by tarantula
bites. As if fangs, eight legs, and 4
eyes weren't enough, there is another
defense mechanism which is widely
referred to as 'kicking hairs'. The hairs
on a tarantula body are common
irritants and tend to agitate the skin
of whoever comes into contact with
these creatures, which is fairly mild
in comparison to others in the spider
family
At what point do phobias become
irrational? I have arachnophobia,
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but to me, the fear itself doesn't seem
irrational. Not when as a child, you were
held down and made to let them crawl
on your face. Not when you learn that
nearly all spiders are venomous - yes
only some bites can kill you. Especially
not when you hear your Palucho cry
out in the middle of the night because a
black widow was resting on his hip, and
became quite bothered when he needed
to adjust. Those reasons may be why it's
not so irrational, but no one has time
to hear your explanations, so instead,
you state 'I really don't like spiders' and
continue on with your day.
As strange as all of this information may
seem to be, it doesn't seem to change
my fear. I hate spiders, and probably
always will. My only exception is the
tarantula-the Mexican Red Knee,
which is native to the Sierra Madre
del Sur mountain ranges in Mexico. I
first held one when my friend met a
guy that had them as pets, so naturally,

she bought one. I don't know whether
it was the fact that I was newly single,
had rebounded with a mediocre
individual, or was still hanging around
someone that still needed to change
their personality based on her current
love interest, but I feel like I could relate
to this creature. Locked in a cage for
people to gawk at, 'appreciating' the
"' beauty on their own terms unless it's
accidentally let loose, to which they'd
respond with violence and certain
death.
They're not nearly as dangerous as
I make them out to be. Once that
realization took over, I was able to
appreciate their slow-moving habits.
In the store, everyone is moving so
quickly, children jump from window to
window, looking at the poor creatures
that have only known captivity, while
yelling at the icky spiders, some children
crying. I sat back for a moment and
just observed. As my friend and her
current beau moved around the store,
I slowly trailed, letting my eyes absorb
everything and taking a moment to
appreciate these creatures and their
false habitats.
I couldn't describe the gentleman that
approached me, only that he was taller
than my 5'7 stature and hairier. On any
other given day, I would have laughed
while immediately saying no, but on
this day, my depression was especially
difficult, and when he asked if I wanted
to hold it, I slowly nodded yes. So
slowly, he had to ask again just to be
sure.
Some people get nervous and freeze
up; not fight or flight, but freeze. I'm

not one of them. My palms get sweaty,
my breathing turns heavy, my limbs
become shaky, my palms start to sweat, I
can hear my heart, I can feel a headache,
and my palms begin perspiring. It's
fairly easy to tell someone to calm
down, but to tell someone with anxiety
to calm down, it's like asking gravity to
release its pressure on the world. I sat,
in what seemed like silence, with this
surprisingly light living thing weaving
around my hand as it adjusted. Off in
the distance, I could hear my friend
stating what she was going to name her
new spider, and I scoff-we, especially
her, are not fit to be giving living
creatures identities.
When you're a Latina, things are
different for you around those
that aren't. You're sassy when it's
appropriate, out of line when it's not,
passionate when it's convenient, crazy
when it's not, fun when everyone
wants to make jokes at your expense,
rude when you turn it around. You're
not really Latina if you can't translate
for people, but you're definitely not
white on your government required
paperwork. You're exquisite and exotic
and appreciated but on their terms.
You're glorified and exaggerated in a
way that is dangerous for you because
when they look at you, they see the
danger, they do not see the gentle,
emotional, fragile being that is so very
capable of shattering, if you're knocked
down.
I was feeling my anxiety slowly start
to wind down, and noticing a certain
calm taking place while I slowly moved
around the glass exhibits; almost each
of my steps matching one made from
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the 8 legs on this creature. There was
this sense of connection, that I hadn't
felt in a long time, to something that
seemed to make sense to me. This little,
living being made sense to me. While
I moved around, I don't notice this
group of people, discussing how ugly
each creature is inside its cage. It wasn't
until I heard one of them insult the
tarantula in my palm, and nudge past
me, that they had caught my attention.
Tarantulas have an exoskeleton,
meaning their support and protection
is on the outside of an animal's body,
whereas humans are on the inside. If
you were to drop a tarantula, it would
'shatter' due to the exoskeleton. Even
from a low height, the impact on this
fragile creature can be life-threatening;
legs detach, abdomens rupture, and the
tarantula dies. For something as docile
and as peaceful, this type of death
seems poetic-any other way would be
unfitting.
I realized, after their comment, that
my palms were sweating again, and my
body began to go limp. I couldn't tell
you what their comment was, but I can
tell you that it was enough to remove
me from my very temporary high that I
was experiencing. I watched the spider
shatter, as it's little body made contact
with the floor. I could swear I saw its
exoskeleton crack as it attempted to
protect itself from the impact, but it
was in vain.
The aftermath was stressful. I had to
defend myself to the store owner, while
the hairier, taller man explained that a
group of people was being careless as
they stampeded through the store, while
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they claimed I jumped in their way.
One of them suggested the tarantula
jumped, while another suggested it was
already dead-they hadn't seen it move
the whole time before it fell, but I know
that wasn't the case. I felt it alive in my
palm before they came and shattered it
with their recklessness.

WILLIAM ANDERSON

dad. i just can't take it

n

anymore."
If only I knew what to do for you, my little son.
Your tear-streaked cheeks and anguished eyes plead entreating for relief
Wearied. Worried. Aching to sleep, to play, just to be young.
How do you submit to an incomprehensible grief?
With tear-streaked cheeks, your anguished eyes entreat me for relief
I desperately want to give. And, steady I am to show
How you can submit to an incomprehensible grief.
Though, want and will have not the power to make your illness go,
I desperately want you to live. And, ready I am to show
My love. Take my body, heart, part, all. In all, I am yours.
But, want and will have not the power to make your illness go.
So, I wait with listless languor and beseech the passing hours
Worried. Wearied. Watching you sleep today too soon to be done.
If only I knew what to do for you, my little son.
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BRYCE WILSON

where are the angels?
When I was sixteen years old I attempted to follow in my father's
footsteps.
I injected my keys into my baby blue Saturn, and attempted to meteorite
myself into a flagpole, of the church parking lot, where my mother used to
worship God.
Star covered with glass, I looked up to see a baby blue sky overlooking my
baby blue Saturn, and a thought occurred.
You see, Father Abraham had many sons. I am one of them, and so are
you, so let's just praise the Lord.
You see, Father Abraham really wanted a son. So he begged and begged
and begged God to give him one. After a lot of begging, God gave him, Isaac.
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Then one day, God said, "Hey, Abe. Grab Isaac, drag him on top of that
mountain, and kill him:' To which Abe replied, " Aight!"
Abraham grabbed Isaac, laid him on an alter, pulled out a knife, and
before he could kill his son, an Angel came and stayed Abraham's blade.

c.:

My thought:;:;: DEAR GOD, WHERE ARE THE ANGEL?
Where was my father's angel when her pressed a .45 to the side of the temple
where he used to worship you in?
Where was Jake's angel when he tied a noose to his neck, and connected it to the
steeple where he used to worship you under?
Where was Rachel's angel when her parents brutalized her for "loving the wrong
person"?

And I'm sitting there, bleeding my face into a baby blue Saturn that is becoming
violently violet.
DEAR GOD;;;
Why did you send me an angel?
When I didn't want one?
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ANGELA FIELDS

the walks you can't always
pick, the sides you can
always step on.
Sidewalks can't always choose the buildings that are built beside them,
Can't always see inside them either.

Can't always make out the whispers found within,
those whispers to God for help, for mercy on them,
on the days that the mailman walked up those sidewalks
and left a stack of impossible numbers that now litter the room
added to the many littered before.

Sidewalks can't always catch all that salty rain,
can't always support the weight on this streets shoulders.

Can't decide when those feet turn down the wrong lane to stores holding bottles,
to the cloaked men around corners waiting with talons to latch on, preying on
these burdens.
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Can't stop the cars from coming, parked beside them with suitcases in trunks,
with little eyes at their windows,
and they don't always have the ability or strength to wave good-bye.

~

Their hardened surfaces fallen upon nightly, fighting back only with those
shattered broken bottles, those glints oflight long-lost spewed with vomit,
smeared with dragging scuff marks laid down with those that didn't make the
stairs, litter with all those calloused news ads, those mailbox filling fantasies, side
by side with yet more of those impossible numbers, still they reach up to those
rooms.

Sidewalk can't decide when the feet tread home after hunting for work, can't plan
for the yellow eviction slips placed on its doorways.

It is helpless as it is covered with all these remnants, these reminders, rummaged
through by those heartless or hungry souls, picking away these last possessions
left behind because they have no friend left to help haul them away.
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BRANDON THORNE

in

•
1am

suns

the nine o'clock summer light reflects
as if it were a mirror.
my favorite time of day reminds me of myself,
and i think about what a fucking dick you are
for not enjoying me with me.
i think about how to you i am this temporary shimmer,
sinking,
golden,
always marking the end.
you appear as the final ray kisses the horizon goodnight
and i realize this:
if the sky had eyes they would be brown,
big, bold, and forever remembered.
before his light vanishes for the night,
his pupils turn away as we watch him.
he thunders nothing,
knowing it was only in his most beautiful and most fleeting moment that
we sought after him.
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DAHLIA CURIEL

time,

n

a

Citalopram to disinfect
gashes distinctly
placed upon my flesh.
Band-aids to conceal
the damaged person.
"Don't display shameful emotions"
Dr. Time advises
He claims to
cure the contusions,
soothe my slashes,
mend the melancholy,
better my bruises.
Mother says " Dr.
Time heals all wounds"
But what about the scarring?
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MONICA SEOANE

AMIE SCHAEFFER

the fight

My body is at war,
Itself the only enemy.
Circuits are fraying, frizzing, sparking,
Getting crossed.
I try to pluck words from the air
Try to make them fit into some nonsensical puzzle,
And then they are gone-
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Reminding me that I have a deficit, a difficulty, a disability,
That I have
Changed.
The darkness beneath a blanket becomes my sanctuary.
The distance of light, sound and touch.
Readying myself to raise the white flag,
But that can't be my option.
I will assume the fighter's stance,
Get in a hook, a punch, a shot, a kick.
If I am going down
I'm going down like a comet.
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SEUNGJAE MOON

pla

This is the place that no one lives
This is the place that is full of peace and calm
There are no cellphone alarms or honking cars.
Soft sand shifts under my boots
On the sand,
I smell scent of sea in the breeze
and your fragrance over camouflage mask.
I hear the waves crushing on the shore
and your laugh over walkie transmission.
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I feel spring sunlight
and your hug over military uniform.
I see adorable sky
and your big smile over binoculars.
Every peaceful thing in the world travels through my senses
Flowers are in full bloom. Among them, I find a daisy.
A daisy reminds our happy moments
The flower bloomed in you and in my heart then faded
During the night-watch desolation floods the beach
And the moon pours itself to the ocean
And I dump our blissful memories.

f'..
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This is the place blocked from the world
This is the place where I live and no one can live

~
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