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HISTORY OF CALLIOPE

Calliope, pronounced Kuh-Lie-Oh-Pea, is named for
the muse of heroic poetry in Greek mythology and is
Pacific’s student literary and arts journal. Under the
mentorship of William Kollock, professor of English,
Calliope was first published in the spring of 1970. It
has featured original art, poetry, prose, fiction, and
essays created by Pacific’s students ever since those
early days. In 2002, Courtney Lehmann, professor
of English, brought Calliope under the wing of the
Pacific Humanities Center, which produced the volume from 2002 to 2013. Brett DeBoer, professor of
graphic design, became the faculty advisor for the art
and design team in 2004. Since 2009, annual editions
of Calliope have received national acclaim by winning
the Apex Award for Publication Excellence. Calliope
is currently sponsored by the College of the Pacific.
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Previous literary publications that served as inspiration
for Calliope were The Pharos, an annual published from
1893–1912, and The Hieroglyph from 1931–1933. The
cover of the first issue of Calliope is the only one not
illustrated with artwork produced by a Pacific student,
instead featuring a copy of an illustration by Art Nouveau
artist, Alphonse Mucha. In recent years, the cover design
has not only reflected a specific genre or theme but has
also paid homage to our namesake Calliope as muse.
Submissions to Calliope are accepted year-round. To be
published in a future issue of Calliope, download a
submission form from the website:
pacificalliope.wordpress.com/submissions/
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LETTER FROM THE 2016 VISUAL EDITORS

LETTER FROM 2016 LITERARY EDITORS

Dear Calliope Visual Editors,

If we’re being honest, we must concede that art is physiologically nonessential to the fundamental act of living.
Yet it is this very non-essentiality that gives art its pricelessness: We spend our lives consuming art in a variety of
forms, seeking at turns entertainment, comfort, meaning,
and community.

The moment we heard it was time to write this letter for
Calliope, a sudden wave of disbelief swept over all of us.
Had it really been a year since we had finished up the single most formative project of our senior year? Looking back
at those times, we all reflected fondly on our Calliope days.
In retrospect, it is incredible to see how much each of us
grew over the course of the magazine’s production.
The initial pressure of carrying on a 75 year-old tradition
weighed heavily on our shoulders as we laid out all that had
to be done. We were suddenly faced with hard deadlines,
real budgets, student submissions, and working with an
established, professional printing company. All of our projects up to that point had been hypothetical— this project
was the real deal. We not only had the image of Calliope
to uphold but we also had the duty of showcasing the work
of our ridiculously talented peers. Additionally, we had to
archive our unique place in time at University of the Pacific
for all future students to look back on. No pressure, right?
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We knew that we had to buckle down, get organized, and
make a beautiful magazine.
We tackled this project with determination, teamwork,
and lots of midnight design meetings. Our hard work and
resilience resulted in a beautiful magazine, which was an
enormous labor of love. We were humbled to have the
chance to work with the finest collaborators, literary team
members, artists, writers, printers, and advisors. The experience working on Calliope helped shape the way we plan
projects, it molded our work ethic, and revolutionized our
ability to turn an idea into a reality.
We have no doubt that this year’s team will carry on the
legacy of Calliope, and we cannot wait to read Calliope
XLVIII Reciprocity.
Best,
Margaret Brunet, Ann Fitzpatrick, Binaypreet Singh,
and Kristi Tom, Visual Editors 2016

In these divisive times, this final aspect is especially important to foster. Art holds such a vital role in building and
strengthening community because its consumption nurtures empathy. Literature, photography, painting, sculpture,
film, music, and more—they all invite us to reconsider the
world around us. Art serves as both mirror and reflection,
subject and lens.
Of course, our endorsement might be a bit biased. After
graduating, we both chose to pursue advanced writing
degrees: for Sarah, an MFA in Creative Writing from The
New School, and for Emily, an MS in Journalism from the
University of Oregon. Currently, Emily serves as the
Editor-in-Chief of FLUX Magazine, and Sarah is the
Managing Editorial Intern at HarperCollins. We recognize

our privilege in being able to pursue these courses of
study in the first place. After all, neither degree guarantees
a lucrative career. We’re frequently pressed to confront
and justify our desire to engage in creative written expression by friends, family, strangers—even ourselves. Yet
while our chosen paths do not promise financial security,
they do allow us the luxury of spending time in spaces
where creative thought and emerging voices are sought,
valued, and nourished.
At Pacific, Calliope provides such a space for developing
undergraduate artists. As many of us can attest, there is
nothing quite so encouraging as that initial recognition
and appreciation of your potential. Calliope grants
that gleaming opportunity, that tantalizing taste of what
it’s like to join and shape a community through your
artistic endeavors.
We hope the following works succeed in shining some
light into your life, refining the lens through which you view
the world.
—Sarah Yung and Emily Olson, Literary Editors 2016

LETTER FROM THE VISUAL EDITORS

Calliope. It is a long standing tradition to showcase student work. It requires the time and cooperation of two
teams to create a cohesive magazine. One of the most
crucial parts is the theme. The theme is what sets the tone
or reveals the underlying message within the magazine.
Both the literary team and the visual team ran into a few
road blocks when deciding on a theme. Some themes
we thought of were too specific, while others were too
vague. We just could not decide on a theme that was an
accurate portrayal of the magazine as a whole. We began brainstorming once again and discovered the word,
“reciprocity.” One of the various definitions of reciprocity
include the mutually beneficial relationship between two
or more things, which I believe truly represents the purpose of Calliope.
Calliope is laid out in pairs of student art and literary pieces. These pairings are not by accident. Both the literary
and visual teams systematically and thoroughly find the
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LETTER FROM 2017 LITERARY EDITORS

works that compliment one another. One could say that
there is a sense of reciprocity between them because
although the pieces are strong individually, they are even
stronger when placed along side the other.
As you look through this year’s edition of Calliope, don’t
just look at the literary and art pieces separately, look at
the pairings as a whole to truly absorb the mood of that
spread. I hope you enjoy this years edition!
—Alexandra McBride, Visual Editor-in-Chief 2017

As artists of all varieties can attest, sharing your work with
the world is no easy task. It requires a willingness to be
vulnerable that takes a great deal of courage to achieve.
As writers, what we do when we choose to publish is bare
our truth to the world. No matter what style we may use
or what subjects we may grapple with, our writing serves
as a window into our hearts and minds. By sharing our
work, we invite others to look within.
As we examined the works compiled in this year’s issue
of Calliope, it was this metaphorical window to which we
kept returning. We were interested in the dialogue that
appears between author and audience, artist and viewer, which creates a unique and intimate bond through a
shared perspective. In order to truly appreciate the
reality that a writer lays out on the page, a reader must
be invested and engaged. This intertwining between
author and audience is what inspired this year’s theme
of “Reciprocity.”

Reciprocity, which in contemporary use refers to an exchange for mutual benefit, comes from the Latin reciprocus, meaning “moving backward and forward.” This, too,
captured our attention, as it suggests an internal reciprocity created by the works themselves. What engages us in writing is a tension between past and present,
conflict and resolution. Taking part in this complex back
and forth may be difficult, but it is ultimately what makes
our stories rewarding.
Even as you are looking in on the miniature universe
contained within these pages—the love, the agony, the
endurance, the joy—we ask you to carry something away
with you as well, something previously undiscovered. Our
creators have opened a door—now all you have to do is
step inside.
—Kathryn Harlan-Gran, Literary Editor-in-Chief 2017
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HIDE AND SEEK

ASHLEY COLOMBO

One… Two… Three…
You nestle among your clothes, t-shirts printed with Winnie the Pooh and dresses covered
in strawberries, picked by a mother’s careful hands. Boxed in the corner by shelves and crates full
of stuffed animals you’ll forget with time. You’re safe here. No one will ever find you.
Not your friends.
Not your parents.
The game is yours to play. As long as you’re here, you make the rules.
Four. Five. Six.
You fiddle with the hair of a naked Barbie by your feet. Giggle a little. Why was it so fun to
strip down all those dolls, anyway? Lay them bare to the world?
Cover your mouth, silly girl. Noise draws attention. Your silence is your best defense. A
soundproof barrier that wards off questions, knocks back visitors. Protects you from searching
eyes, suspicious whispers, your father’s looming mental crisis when he takes one step too far into
the shadows with you.
Lose this first round, and you’ve lost them all.
xii
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Seven. Eight.
You hear movement outside. Someone passing by, finding
their own place to hide. Somewhere more open than yours.
Less lonely.
It’s okay. You don’t want them in here anyway.
The world can keep spinning without you.
Nine.
You burrow further into the darkness, tuck your face into
your bent legs.
But what if you get tired of being alone?
What if you start to miss your friends?
Your parents?
Don’t let them worry.
You know you can’t avoid them forever, no matter how 		
badly you want to win.
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Please don’t let them worry.
You were never that good at hiding.
Ten.
The door creaks open.
A sliver of light pours in, catching the toes of
your shoes.
Another little girl squeezes through the gap. You don’t recognize her, but you
know she’s not here to give you up.
She smiles at you, all soft round cheeks and
bright eyes.
You trust her.
One day, you’ll know her.
She shuts the door again, shimmies through your forest of clothes. Her small
body squishes in beside yours.
She’s warm against you.
3

You hunker down together, sharing safety in the breaths
passed between you.
Perhaps it wouldn’t be so bad to be found.
Not when she’s here.
Come out, come out, wherever you are!

LOOSE SKETCH
4

CLAUDIA ORTIZ
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LAVENDER

BEAUTY

JO READ

JOSLYNN HOWARD

Lavender kisses
on eyelids and high cheekbones.
Spring light glitters golden and warm
through half-closed blinds.
I can hear her songbird melodies
echoing in the redwood grove –
I dance and dip, failing to catch her butterfly blues.
This spring, I find lavender leaves
tangled in the sheets
of my bed
and in the strands
of my hair,
making its way to my roots.
It’s still February – two weeks
since I entered the final stage

of my formative
teenage years.
Spring, however, came early.
I’m not sure
who to blame – either
the groundhog’s shadow
or her inevitable bloom.
Regardless of fault,
I am grateful for the end of my internal winter –
ice doesn’t belong between
broken ribs and smoked-filled lungs.
Did you know that lavender leaves heal broken hearts?
She is the prettiest flower I’ve ever picked.
7

COSMIC

KATHRYN HARLAN-GRAN

Her favorite color is purple.
Five years old, playground scrapes, and lost ribbons –
we mixed red blood and blue tears with our fingertips.
On rainy days, we would finger-paint at recess.
This is what it means to bruise.
We are taught from a young age to think of feelings as colors.
Purple has always been such a painful hue.
I bruise too easily.
Did you know that lavender leaves
heal broken hearts?
Never before had I looked at purple
and smiled until I met her.
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I.
We are in orbit,
hardly concentric circles,
looking for ways to stay anchored
to one another
from across the void.
Do you miss me? I ask.
Do you think of me?
Do you still remember how to pick out my light
from all the others?
I think of you, sometimes more than I ought to
and sometimes less.
It’s ironically difficult to find a balance,
considering that you’re
my gravity.
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PROTECTOR

III.
So where does that leave us?
you ask,
and I tell you,
Drifting.

CLARISSA FRANKE
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II.
Did you know that there are rogue planets?
They’re often formed when
the gravity that bound them to some
magnificent celestial body
grows too weak and
off 			
they			
go,
careening through the abyss that is the cosmos,
as though launched from an intergalactic rubber band.
Where do you suppose they go?
What do you suppose there is to do,
after having lost your gravity?
I should think that it’s awfully cold,
and rather dark,
and far more lonely
than any planet that calls itself a rogue
would care to admit.

NEW LEAVES IN MY GARDEN

SEAFOAM

KATIE NIMMO

RAISA HAQUE

And just like that we grew apart
As if much time wasn’t spent planting our seeds
As if the petals on our flowers were meant to be glued
to the root
No no dear we grew so we could eventually survive on our own
We grew to make it easier on the both of us
But now your roots have expanded
As have mine
They’re being watered in different places now
You’ve done much growing
I hope the sun’s been treating you well
It’s just been water on my end lately
But I wait for better days
Perhaps when we grow new flowers and the bees have had
enough to drink
We’ll meet again
Perhaps in a garden where all flowers are accepted
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GARBAGE

I’m homeless. My language is alien to me.

I’m homeless. I grew up on a maceronic tongue,
tasting a world of food and loving it freely, but a mere hamoveh

I’m homeless because my diaspora-child mom

to recognize either in Armenian.

ran away from her diaspora-child mother
and her home in culture, leaving me here,

I’m homeless, missing, the architecture of Mashtots in my poetry.

feeling out for a place I ought to know.
I’m homeless because my god is enshrined in ritual,
I’m homeless. Though I know my myths in translation
and songs in melody, they’re disassociated.

not in the delicate birds of Mashtots and Sahag;
because our heroes and gods are gone,
mythologized or seeking shelter in the fragments of history.

I’m homeless, but for the barest pidgin aural crumbs
and basic functions:
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I’m homeless, a wandering Fresno-Armenian-American

Zookaran ooreh? Djoor gouzes?

searching for the comforts of my heritage,

Thank you, not right now.

for the memory of my pomegranate-red blood.

JULIA ALLEGRETTI

HOMELESS

MADELEINE GUEKGUEZIAN

A PERSON

GENESIS

DELANY CARR

ANDREW ROCHA

I look in the mirror
And I see myself.
I see my eyes and skin
Are brown like the earth,
My shoulder length hair
Is black and savage,
And when I go outside
I wonder:
What do people see?
At the supermarket
My dad was paying for
the groceries
While I put them in plastic bags.
A woman was across from me
Doing the same

And she looked at me
“Excuse me,
I know this is a weird question,
But what is your ethnicity?”
It was a weird question
And the first time I was asked
it in person
But not the last
I told her that I was Native
American; Navajo.
She smiled and laughed,
“Oh, okay.
I was just asking because you look
kinda like my friend.

He’s Native too”
I think she was trying to give an
excuse
For her weird question.
Looking back on that day
I wonder if I gave her the
right answer
Because I am not sure if I should call
myself Native American.
My ancestors lived in this country
Long before any white person.
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My great grandmother was born
on a reservation.
But I have never lived on
a reservation.
I will never know what life there
is really like
And I don’t have feathers coming from my head.
Maybe I should have told
the woman
That I was Latino;
A Mexican.
But I’m not even sure if that
is right.
Before coming to California
My Family came from
New Mexico
And Texas
Back when it was old Mexico.
18

But I cannot speak Spanish—
That language conquistadors
forced on Mexico—
And I have never visited
the Motherland
Or her pyramids
Maybe I should have told her
That I was an American.
Ha! She wouldn’t have
believed me.
According to the movies
And the media,
An American —
A true American —
Has pale white skin
Bright cool blue eyes
And short and shiny blonde hair
I don’t look like an American.
I look more like those illegals

Pouring in from Mexico,
Or those raucous protesters
Chanting in Standing Rock.

MARIA ARITA

Am I Native?
Am I Mexican?
Am I American?
I don’t really know.

Soledad es mi mejor amiga. Siempre ha estado
ahí. Cuando todos me dieron la espalda, ella
me tomó de la mano y me prestó su hombro.

What I do know
Is that I am a person—
One of 7 billion—
And I am just as valuable
And precious
As anyone else

SOLEDAD

Loneliness is my best friend. She has always been
there. When everyone turned their back on me,
she took my hand and gave me her shoulder.
Ella dejó que llorara hasta que se acabarán mis
lágrimas. Susurraba en mi oído: “no llores por
ellos, porque no te quieren como te
quiero yo.”
She let me cry until I couldn’t cry anymore. She
whispered in my ear: “don’t cry over them,
because they don’t love you like I do.”

Soledad me acompañó todo ese verano. Las
24 horas del día, por los 7 días de la semana.
Aunque estuviera en lugares públicos, o con mi
mamá. Soledad siempre estaba ahí, acechándome como una bestia.
Loneliness kept me company that whole summer.
24 hours a day, all 7 days of the week. Even if I was
in public places, or with my mom. Loneliness was
always there, stalking me like a beast.
Se acostaba conmigo cada noche, y me contaba
acerca de todas sus amigas ingratas. Las que la
abandonaron de repente y de una manera tan
hiriente, tal como mis amigas se habían olvidado de mí. Yo lloraba otra vez, y Soledad me
19

envolvía en sus brazos y me acariciaba la frente.
Me dejaba llorar hasta que se me acabarán
las lágrimas.
She slept next to me each night, and would tell me
about all of her selfish friends. The ones that left her
abruptly and in the most hurtful way, just like all my
friends had forgotten about me. I would cry once
again, and Loneliness would wrap her arms around me
and would stroke my forehead. She would let me cry
until I couldn’t cry anymore.
Después de tres meses, cuando ya no tenía más
lágrimas que derramar y estaba lista para vivir mi
vida fuera de las cuatro paredes de mi recámara,
nuestra amistad cambio. Soledad quería que la
acompañará siempre. No me dejaba ir al colegio, y
cuando le contaba acerca de la gente amigable que
acababa de conocer, se frustraba. Gritaba desesperada: “ellos no te quieren como te quiero yo!”
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After three months, when I no longer had tears to shed
and I was ready to live my life outside of the four walls of
my bedroom, our friendship changed. Loneliness wanted
to keep me company always. She wouldn’t let me go to
school, and when I would tell her about the new people
I would meet, she would become frustrated. She would
desperately yell: “they don’t love you like I do!”
Cada vez que regresaba con una sonrisa en mi cara,
Soledad se molestaba y empezaba a recordarme de
todos mis errores, y de las amistades que se olvidaron
de mí. Después empezó a llamar a su amigo Resentimiento, quién llegaba por las tardes y nunca se iba.
Dormía en medio de la cama y tomaba todas las sábanas. Roncaba toda la noche y hacía que me desvelará.
Every time I would return with a smile on my face, Loneliness would get moody and would start reminding me of
all of my mistakes, and of all the friends that forgot about
me. She then started to call her friend Resentment, who’d
come in the afternoons and would never leave. He’d sleep
in the middle of the bed and would hog all of the covers.
He’d snore all night and wouldn’t let me sleep.

Cuando Resentimiento se iba, Soledad se
volvía muy fría y distante. Ya no quería hablar
conmigo, y las pocas veces que lo hacía siempre terminaba acusándome de abandono. Pero
cuando yo dejaba de hablarle, se enojaba y
empezaba a insultarme.
When Resentment would leave, Loneliness would
turn cold and distant. She never wanted to talk to
me, and if she ended up doing so she’d always
end up accusing me of abandonment. But whenever I would stop talking to her, she’d start
insulting me.
Me decía que era una ingrata como todos los
demás, y que su deseo más grande era que
mis nuevos amigos se olvidarán de mí. Quería
quebrarme en pedazos, porque mi sufrimiento le daba fuerza. Mis lágrimas eran el elixir
de su vida, y le encantaba sentirse superior a
mí. Que todas esas noches que me consolaba
eran solo para que yo siguiera alimentándola.
Quería consumirme hasta secarme.

She would tell me I was selfish like everyone else,
and that her biggest wish was for my new friends
to forget about me, she wanted to break me in
little pieces, because my suffering would give her
strength. My tears were her elixir of life, and she
loved to feel superior. All those nights when she
consoled me, were only to feed on me. She wanted to consume me dry.
Soledad me tenía atrapada; era más grande
que un abismo, más fuerte que un sismo, y muy
debilitante. Sus garras estaban enganchadas
en mi piel. Por más que corría no podía sacudírmela. Le grite que me dejara en paz, porque
hace mucho tiempo que ya estaba harta de
ella. “Quiero estar sola pero sin ti, no tengo
nada más que darte, ya no tienes poder
sobre mí.”
Loneliness had trapped me; she was bigger than
an abyss, stronger than an earthquake, and very
debilitating. Her claws were hooked onto my skin.
No matter how fast I kept running I couldn’t shake
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Suddenly I felt the weight on my back lifting little
by little. I stopped running and it was then when
I saw him: Solitude was running towards me. He
smiled and embraced me, and said “finally you
found me.”

22

SEAN HILKEN

Luego sentí un gran peso sobre mi espalda
levantándose poco a poco. Deje de correr y fue
ahí cuando lo vi: Soledad venia corriendo hacia
mí. Sonrió y me tomo en sus brazos, y me dijo
“al fin llegaste a mí.”

ROWENA’S BEST

her. I yelled at her to leave me alone, because I’d
been getting sick of her for a long time. “I want to
be alone but without you, I have nothing more to
give, you no longer have power over me.”

SWEET SOUL OF MINE

REMEMBER US

LEILA VALENCIA

TAZEEN HUSSAIN

Where are you going, Oh Sweet Soul of Mine?
I’m going back to the comfort of my childhood bedroom with
its white sheets and sky-blue curtains.
Back to the loving arms of my mother who rocked me
to sleep
and sang songs written by Angels.
Back to the burning sidewalks where we would chase
ice cream trucks and blow dandelions.
Back to the colorful red and orange swings in my
school
playground where we would pretend to fly like superheroes.
Back to the innocence of love where the only thing we
were afraid of was catching cooties.
Where have you been, Oh Sweet Soul of Mine?

I’ve been to a world where I’ve heard screaming children
calling for their mothers in war.
Where I’ve seen women beaten and bruised until they
couldn’t feel anymore.
Where people ended their lives and were forgotten like
a dream.
Where the loss of life is worth less than the price of oil.
Where everyone dies but acts like they’ll live forever.
Where have I been you ask?
In the deepest depths of hell
Where am I going?
Back to the world I knew.
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THE BRAND

CHAIN O

Does it mean anything? they ask,
peering curiously at the brand on my right-side pelvis.
I wonder how to reply.
One answer is that it means nothing. This is true.
Another answer is, This is what they called me in Venice
and Rome,
in glass shops,
in churches,
on street corners,
California,
Sacramento,
San Jose.
That I’ve shielded lovers and friends with my body, with
my grasping hands, with umbrellas, from hurled stones
in a thousand languages,
learned to walk fast.
26

This story is also true.
They told me on television, late night
preaching specials,
or by forbidding their daughters to see me,
blocking my number from their phone.
I can’t count the plotlines surrounding my trauma or
death, can’t even count the angles from which
I am reflected.
The Internet is a beautiful place for witch trials,
but this sort of unsolicited harassment is not new. It has
been around for hundreds of years,
always in the form of White Cis Straight Male Gods
saying things like
Unnatural or
Abomination. I am a candidate for burning in several
dozen categories.
Funnily, the rapists always seem to get off fine.

I remember a childhood with summers spent at a
camp called Wolf Mountain,
and bonfires and bug spray and zip lines,
and reciting from the Bible. I kept mine, tried to read
it, struggling over clumsily formal words;
I never got to Leviticus. I set a story in a church once
and you asked me
if I had ever even been.
I thought of girls I’ve kissed in churches and the cathedrals I was chased out of in broken English. I said, not
very much.
I have a picture of myself being christened, and confused recollections of Sunday School.
I don’t remember when I gave it up. Maybe when I
realized they didn’t want me.
It was before my friends did, I know that.
The weird dualism of youth group dances in a field of
yellow and blue yard signs paid for by the
Mormon church

on my neighbor’s front lawn, who would clog our street
parking with their meetings and later
someone robbed their house but before they left, they
set it on fire.
Don’t you know hate? I thought, and left a letter in their
mailbox after our first black president won and my state
gave up its rights. We get it, read the hand-penned
note,
You won. You don’t have to rub it in.
The signs went down after that. I wonder if they knew
shame like I did.
In my Cultural Anthropology class they taught us about
the advent of marriage in ancient tribal nations and
people still argue that God invented matrimony, one
man one woman and that the rocks know the birth of
man happened in Africa,
but Adam and Eve were white.
Did you know they surgically mutilate infants at birth to
adhere to a binary not provided by nature but
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abortion is a crime? I watch people tell me our
society is advancing and
read about the health clinics closing, about bathroom bills, it seems there are more gravestones to
erect
on November 20th, each year. I spent hours
writing their names. I checked my university’s
YikYak stream and saw death threats getting the
thumbs up.
I couldn’t remember the names I’ve been called if
I tried,
(monster)
(abomination)
(he-she-it)
or maybe I could and don’t want to. But they all
sound the same to me,
like a self-immolating priest, like a brother, like a
congressman for roaring crowds,
like all the cuts on the wrists and hips of youth
28

who loved me.
It’s all the same word, the same lie:
SINNER
but
I don’t think I tell them this at all. Instead I say
something cheeky;
it means what it sounds like. And I wear it
so red it looks scarified when I commit,
godless and treason, every sin they ever said I
would burn for after death. Why wait?
Judgment need not delay for me; instead I
burn, burn, burn,
so bright that I make them all stop and wonder:
maybe I am divinity after all.

INCOMPLETE

CINDY TANG

SEAN HILKEN

JOURNEYS OVER DESTINATIONS

KING OF THE GHOSTS

KAT ELLIOTT

He’s standing on a street corner, leaning against
the wall of the local gas station—cigarette in
hand, sunglasses concealing his eyes, smoke
wreathes his dark head like a crown, drifting upwards in wisps.
And he’s talking to shadows.
He’s roaring down the street in an old black Camaro, blasting the Rolling Stones and Blue Öyster
Cult, a killer smile in place and an ego so large it’s
like a neon sign.
And he takes something from the people he
passes, sparks of light that leave them nothing but
shades.
He’s the executioner. He’s the reaper. A thief of
life.
You hate him. You fear him.
And when he finally pulls up alongside you, you

are determined to fight.
The window rolls down and he extends one arm,
a beaten up pack of Marlboros clasped in his fingers. He leans out and smiles, offering you one.
And you shake your head no, keep walking, eyes
fixed on the pavement.
But the gravel crunches under the wheels of the
Camaro as he keeps pace with you.
When you turn to glare, eyes narrowed and baring
teeth, he pushed his sunglasses up, onto his head.
What you see stops you dead. The dark circles under his pale gray eyes, the hollowed cheekbones
you notice for the first time. Shoulders slumped
with exhaustion.
“Purgatory ain’t shit, kid,” he says. “Ghosts like
you need to move on.”
And you stare, at the murky gray of his eyes, at the

street you are walking. All the colors have been
leached from the buildings, the sky, the people
who wander the street, as lost as you.
There are no sensations. There’s nothing here.
It’s just a semblance of the life before.
Your eyes move back to him.
He asks, in a quiet but firm tone, “Do you need
a lift?” You nod your head and hop into the
passenger seat.
He’s the king of the ghosts. He’s the savior of
lost souls.
You love him.
And the two of you take off, “Sympathy for the
Devil” blasting from the Camaro’s speakers as
you ride into oblivion.
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SHADOWS

COWBOY KILLERS

I grew up detesting the smell of cigarette,
scrunching my nose when walking past it.
I swore I would never date someone who smoked.
They aren’t who I want to associate myself with.
I swore I would never smoke.
And then I did.
A pack of Marlboro Red 100s is where it started.
Now there isn’t a day where I don’t fill my lungs
with cancerous smoke just to think with a
clear head.
Addiction.
To call it anything else would be lying to myself.
“I can quit any time I want”
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Liar.
That thought alone shows that the cigarettes are
in control.
“But it helps me be social”
Liar.
I can be social without cigarettes.
I say I smoke because it makes me feel good.
But it doesn’t.
It covers the foul taste I carry from my past.
It helps me to ignore the mistakes I have made.
It puts me in a mental state somewhere between
an endless abyss and bliss.
It makes me feel normal.
And it shouldn’t.

ROSE ROSS

AUTUMN VANCIL

WE HAD A CONTRACT

EAT

ODALIS LÓPEZ

RAISA HAQUE

I’m angry you left me
Dying in the streets like he never hurt me,
Like you never saw him hurt me.
You witnessed every bit and continued to stay by a
man who never valued you.
Truth is you never valued you and now you wanna
look out for me
Make sure I have everything
When my everything was you and I needed you
to move
I needed us to get away to be safe
But you went the other way.
Feeling lost and weak you still had hope
Hope for a man who slangs his own dope
Is there still hope?
Years and years of torture and abuse
You love a man of no good use

A man too reckless to lose
Funny how I thought you practiced what
you preached.
Breaching the contract of your motherhood
Giving me life then sucking it out of me
Your reputation shines outside, dims on the inside
Crying on the inside, you’re dying of starvation
Cooking great meals to feed the generation
The lost ones who could’ve been you,
Who could’ve had your virtue.
You were my role model and now you just
model roles
Fit into molds that are too tight to hold
your potential
God please break some sense into her
Some nickels and dimes for the shrine she’s made
of him
Let’s pray that was the end of it
Let’s pray he’s not gonna hurt anyone else before
he hurts himself
Lord knows he’s destructive

And I always wondered about your constructive criticism
towards me.
There was no construction. No building.
Just blatantly said and truly meant
Who taught you to be such a bully?
Is it the fear that’s driving you crazy?
Or maybe it just gives you something to do
Something to talk about
Should’ve raised better kids that weren’t yours
Should’ve given them your hours because all I know is that
your time is slipping so
Before I go just know it was you who broke me.
It was you who fixed me.
It was you who inspired the living shit outta me,
Breathing to believe all we had was true
Breathing to see all the lies he put us through
Breathing to find peace in the rays of light shining through
our window
Perhaps new doors will open and the breeze will
feel different later.
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PARDEE RES

STEALER OF THE UNIVERSE

KAT ELLIOTT

and your shoulders hunch because of all the things

grin, that glitter in your eyes. You think you’ve got it all,

you’ve taken and all the guilt you hold?

don’t you? Now that you’ve taken Orion’s Belt for your

What will you do when the universe takes itself back,

own and strapped it around your waist, now that you’ve

but it doesn’t vow retribution? When it continues on as

drunk the oceans dry, now that you’ve played pool with

it always has, like you had never even stolen it, like you

the planets.

were never even there in the first place?

But I can see through you—to the time ticking away in

Will you watch the clocks as they tick away those last

your eyes, to the desperation that shrouds you like

few seconds? And, in your final moments, will you won-

a veil.

der how it’s possible that I seemed to know you so well,

You thief. You liar. You’re nothing more than a bunch

all those minutes and days and years ago?

of clichés strung together. You think your time is short,

Well, I’ve got an answer for you: I was you, once.

ANDREW CIMINELLI

You’ve stolen the universe. And look at you, that smug

so you try to make the most of it. You try to convince
yourself that you’re immortal by stealing what shouldn’t
be stolen.
What will you do when your dark hair turns gray? When
your skin becomes liver-spotted? When your back curls
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IN THE QUIET OF NIGHT

A PALE FLAME

JESSICA GUNADI

MALCOLM GINGRAS

Please come down.
Please just lie on the silken sheets with me.
I can’t fight now,
not when we spill each other’s blood in the name of
love every night.
I left my sword on the kitchen counter
and my armor in the bathroom sink.
I am defenseless.
Lying here amongst the blankets and pillows
I can’t fight you anymore.
Please come to bed, where I can hold and love you,
safe in the shadows.
I can’t fight again tonight,
not if I could lose you with the rising sun.
Come back to the cool night air,

look into my eyes as they gleam with the radiant moonlight.
Let me trace the constellations on your back
and listen to the beat of my heart in tandem with yours.
But please, Oh God,
if you can truly stand me no longer,
please cut me down while I love you
so that I may never know a moment without you in my heart.
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PRISMA MUSIC

I’LL WRITE YOU A LETTER

NATALIA GEVARA

But these words cannot be captured by
my rolling tongue
or they’ll fall off the tip and spill black and
white stains
So I’ll seize these sentiments between
“dear” and “sincerely”
Held down by lined paper
Cemented by ink
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I’ll write you a letter
and this love will be apprehended
by the swiftness of my hand
Then you’ll understand that my heart is
fathoms deep
bleeding onto these pages

Because I can’t articulate this affinity while
trying to hold your gaze
The vitality I take solace in
through the good and terrible
What I treasure most
cannot be translated into speech

I’ll piece together a vibrant mosaic
with my black pen alone
I’ll play an intricate melody
with the cadence of words
Echoing from paper

So I’ll speak the language I know best
I’ll write you a letter
And hopefully you’ll know that if I could
I’d write novels
about how you make me feel

SYNCLAIRE MOFFATT

The seed you planted in my chest
bloomed
and warmth rippled through my veins
Wanting to expel at my fingertips
The need to express this feeling
overwhelms my bones

STARS

DEMONS COVER

ALICIA MUIÑOS

ASHLEY COLOMBO
You’ve always belonged to the stars.
When you were young, your mother wove
them into your dreams, told you bedtime stories of
space and galaxies sprinkled in fairy dust. If you tried
hard enough, she said, you could catch them—one by
one, little flecks of light to keep in your back pocket.
Just in case.
You were too small then to reach them, so you
stuck plastic ones to your bedroom ceiling instead.
They helped dull the ache, for a little while. Gave you
hope.
Sometimes you liked to pretend the sky was
the ocean—like it was no farther away than your family’s favorite beach. You knew the ocean. You’d seen
the stars tumble into it, seen them play on the crests
of waves while the moon looked on, right at home
among them. One jump and you could’ve joined them,
swept away in those sparkling tides.
You devoted your life to those stars. Days only
existed to help you find ways to reach them at night.
You wanted to know the secrets they held, and to
share your secrets with them.

But stars are unpredictable.
They change.
You could never tell from Earth that each star was
already dying—a life on its way to burning out forever.
Now that you’ve caught them, they’re slipping
right through your fingers.
You try to hold onto them. There has to be one
you can keep with you, one that’ll keep you company as
you drift through space. One that’ll save you from losing
yourself.
Earth seems so much smaller from here.
You wonder if your mother worries about where
you’ve gone.
You belong to the stars.
But they were never your home.
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BORDERLINE PERSONALITY DISORDER

EUPHORIA

KAILA MUNSON

KAYTEE DOLLENS

i am manipulative
because i think
i have to trick you
into loving me

because someone with fire hands
and charcoal teeth
touched me
before i had a word for what he was
doing

i am selfish
because
if i do not think of myself
then no one else will

i hurt myself
because i want to.

i tore my own heart out
and gave it to you
because
you can only have all of me
or none of me
i taste like gasoline

everything i do
is a reaction
to a perceived potential blow
i am a veteran
who cannot tell her own body from
a war zone

but
i am not awful
or terrible
because i have been hurt so much
that my first instinct
is always
to protect myself.
at least,
this is what i tell myself.
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CHAIN O

CHRIS DUTRA

MONK PAINTING

What is your heart
made of, Prometheus?
Drier than a desert bush burning,
you must thirst for thunder,
you must yearn for rain,
but still caged behind your ribs I hear it
beat a storm’s tattoo.
What are your hands
made of, Prometheus?
It’s like they don’t know pain,
no scars from where you touched the sun,
no memory of heat.
I bet that treason tastes like ash and
I’d die to kiss your fingertips.

KYLE SABBATINO

What is your skin
made of, Prometheus?—
That it keeps growing back
each time you destroy yourself,
each wound you recreate,
I swear that golden blood you spilt flows
right back in your veins.

SKULL

WICKED DIVINE

LEE KAJ

Our talons filed down and turned against us, we scrabble at the sand.
The hoods on our heads are buckled on too tight.
You cling to our jesses and tie us to the cage.
But we must love it here.
But if we really wanted to fly, we would.
Like you did.
On our own.
Well, we will.
We will scratch until you drop our ties.
We will snap our wings up against these bonds.
We will grown back where you have clipped us.
We will throw our hoods to the ground and bask in light.
We will snatch the feathers from your head that you stole from us.
We will fly into the headwind like bullets.
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And when you watch us in the sky
far above you and rail
Because you cannot reach us
Because the sky is meant for you
We will not care.
We can’t hear you down there.

YIFEI DI

You hold us down, and tell us to fly on our own. No one helped YOU to fly.
No, because you did not need help.
Because there were silver nets that caught you when you fell the first time.
Because the wind was fanned at your tail.
You did not need the help you had, you say.
You say you had no help, and say we must do the same.

UNTITLED

FLY

FORTUNE COOKIE

WIRE BUNNY

CLAUDIA ORTIZ

ASHLEY PHAM

1
girl in the family
2
story house
3
mom says,
“never take a photo of three”
the person in the middle will die first
4
is unlucky too
5
first day of Catholic school
6
she is given a friend, Pepsi
Pepsi says her father did name her after
the soft drink
slowly in English

7
is lucky
8
taunted and tripped during recess
“chinita, chinita”
she is Vietnamese
9
transferred to gifted and talented
education
almost everyone has black hair
10
she starts to play the violin,
joins choir and pentathlon,
steals from the book fair
11
on the bus home,
no one wants to sit next to the
white girl
12
she feels sentenced to mediocrity
for being placed into pre-algebra

13
she is as young and happy as
the flowers on her commencement
dress
14
school, tennis practice, homework,
sleep, repeat
15
school, tennis practice, service events,
teach Bible school, homework, repeat
16
constantly asked
“what college do you want to go?”
“what do you want to be?”
she can’t decide
17
her name decorated with honors
18
six hours from home,
she lives in a dorm
but she still lives two stories:

one where she feeds her parents
her grades, on track for summa cum
laude, the one about all the friends
she’s made, and she goes to church
every Sunday night
but every Sunday night she is tired
from being in the library all day;
she never mentions to her family that
the one Christian service she attended was better than any Catholic mass;
she eats instant ramen in her room,
only out of fear of publicly eating
alone;
the pounds she hates herself for putting on are from the forgetful Friday
nights.
Little fortune cookie, she breaks
herself, just to be the bearer of good
news.
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MARGO LEFT HER HUSBAND

ERIC VINCENT OROSCO

The men came to her door at seven a.m. and left at
seven forty-five. Margo did not let them in; she stood
behind the thin screen of her security door and spoke
to them with her lips pressed against the interlacing
metal. They were here for her roof and it was this fact
that kept her from inviting them inside. The men stood
in a pattern that would look like a diamond from above.
Their hands were clasped in front of them and they took
turns speaking in a clockwise order.
“We have come for your roof,”
“It is a fine roof,”
“We want it,”
“The roof,” They said.
Margo knew these things before they spoke.
She heard of these men in whispers spoken at the
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farmers market; the one under the Silver Eagle overpass
where Margo would haggle dollars and cents for beans,
rice, and small heads of lettuce. Women would clutch
their baskets of produce and twirl their unadorned ring
fingers around the greens of carrots while speaking
of these men. Margo ignored the women at first and
instead focused on the money crumpled loosely in her
jean pockets, but over time the voices of the women
grew until a distant murmur became a steady chant.
She moved away from the door, the taste of
metal still against her lips. Dust lingered in the streams
of light that filtered through her drawn blinds. She
made a note to open a window once the men had left.
Margo grabbed the canister of beans from her pantry
and made her way back to the front door.

The men did not move as she tossed a handful
of beans at their feet. The brown pintos nestled between yellowing blades of grass and the small pebbles
of a makeshift driveway. She grabbed another handful
of beans.
“We have come for your roof,”
“These beans are not fine,”
“We don’t want it,”
“The beans,” They said to her offering.
Margo closed her front door and set the canister at her feet. She stretched her arms high into the
air and her fingers reached for the ceiling. Outside the
men did not move; they stood with hands still clasped
in front and eyes aimed at the point where roof
meets sky.
At seven forty-four the men unclasped their
hands and began to pluck the beans out of the grass
and place them into the pockets of their trousers. When
the beans were gathered they left.
Anna arrived at one p.m. with a cloth bag of
yarn and wooden needles. Her small feet kicked up
pebbles and a few stray beans. She scrunched her nose
at the discarded food and called for her friend. Mar-

go emerged from the front door smiling. Her hair was
clipped into a makeshift bun and she beckoned Anna in
with a wave of her left hand.
“We could sell scarves, Margo,” Anna suggested while
setting her bag down near the door and the canister
of beans. “The older women, they do it often under
Silver Eagle.”
Margo had settled into a criss-crossed position on
the brown carpet, her hands flipping through picture
magazines, tearing out strips of purple and laying them
in front of her. She shook her head and a strand of hair
came loose.
“I’m not one of those women.”
Anna leaned against the closed door and exhaled. Her
hands drummed against the white of the wood and
after a passing minute she sank down into a sitting
position, her small feet caught in a strand of dust and
light. “What will you eat if you use all the beans?”
“I’m going to paint my bedroom,” Margo said, lifting
up torn swatches of color, turning her body to face bare
walls and pressing the colors against them.
“And what will that do? Save the money. They
want more.”
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for a cluster of sprouts. This is what I will do, Anna,
and I will never sell beneath Silver Eagle. I am not
one of those women. My life does not end in the
absence of man.”
That night Margo wrapped her body in cotton
sheets and crawled onto her large bed before the
hour struck ten p.m. She pulled herself into the
cluster of pillows she kept pressed against the left
side of the mattress. With the soft weight of fabric
on top of her, she closed her eyes and drifted to
the echoes of the women under Silver Eagle.
It is to be expected, the voices sang, that a woman without a man is but a girl. And how can girl
take care of herself?
But why take from these girls? Another voice added. There were but whispers in reply.
Because they can.
As the hour passed into midnight, Margo heard
the sound of hammers and saws and her sleeping
body shuddered.

MARIA MACDONALD
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above, little constellations of stucco that rose
across a white ceiling, scarring its surface. It
reminded her of the goosepimples she would get
across her arm whenever a distant noise would stir
her sleep.
“This day will be long,” Margo said while rising,
little flurries of lint and dust parting from her
body. “I will simmer the rice in chicken stock and
rosemary. There is bread in my pantry and I will
warm it and adorn it with butter. I will eat this meal
under my roof and I will look at my bare walls for
one last night before I dip my hands into pigments
of violets and run their slick texture over the still
body of my home. I will feel its pulse, faint and
staggered, and I will press my body into it and
breathe life into a fresh coat. A house without a
man is not a withering crop to be harvested, it
is not a weed to plucked, it is not a tumor of the
skin. A house without a man is but a seed to be
planted by the thin fingers of a woman. My nails
will be blackened with dirt, my skin cut by small
rocks, my color faded by dust. But I will continue
to sow in this sickened earth and dream at night

SUNSET

Margo licked the back of one of the swatches and
pressed it to the wall. It did not stick.
“They will find other women to bother, my roof is
not the only roof.”
“But it is your roof they want, Margo. There are
others, yes, but first they want yours.”
Margo looked at her friend who had begun
to pull the yarn and needles out from her bag
and watched her delicate fingers work like little
spiders. She watched the ring on Anna’s finger
rise and fall with the momentum of the wooden
needles. Margo looked at her own hands that
clutched swatches of lavenders and plums and
she could still see the line of discoloration where a
ring once rested.
“Stay with me tonight,” Margo said, laying her
head down in the torn picture magazine. The
wooden needles clicked with a steady rhythm.
“My husband will be hungry when he comes
home. Margo, you know I cannot stay.”
From the floor Margo reached up to the ceiling
and stretched her ten digits till the skin felt taut
and her muscles ached. There were patterns

STRETCH
ROSE ROSS

NAKED BEFORE THE STARS

MALCOLM GINGRAS

56

Oh Honey,

And my heartbeat shakes my frame.

I’ll take it off for you,

My underwear falls to my ankles,

that’s easy.

And I’m shivering under the pressure of your body against

No...not easy, but worth a bath of cold air.

mine.

My jacket and shirt are a mess on the floor,

Oh God,

My hands are sliding down my waist and pulling my jeans

I am naked before the stars,

with them.

They’re kissing my lips and touching my hips,

Honey, feeling your skin on mine,

Pulling me into their light.

It’s like touching starlight.

It’s the softest light I’ve ever felt,

Oh God,

Softer than the moon over black water,

Kissing you is like kissing the stars.

Softer than the sun on white sheets.

Your hands grasping my shoulders,

I feel the pulse of the stars as I rest my hand over your

And so slowly drifting across my ribs.

heart.

You have a gravity of your own and I can’t help but fall for

I feel the breath of the universe as you kiss my neck.

you under it.

Standing with the stars on earth,

Oh God,

That’s what you feel like,

The stars are on my lips,

Like kissing the light of a thousand stars.

SILENT MEDIA
LEILA VALENCIA

HOPE IN AN IV DRIP

GABRIEL CHENG

I find it easiest to talk about the deceased when
writing it down. When other people are listening,
they’ll interject what they assume you’re looking for
as you’re speaking. Not paper. You can perfectly
express yourself, free from the responsive obligation that comes with talking. All the thoughts and
reactions occur long after everything has been said.
When I talk about my dad, people think I’ve tasked
them with help me come to terms with his passing.
That’s not the case at all. I’ve already come to terms
with it, more or less. The trick with losing someone
meaningful is similar to losing a limb. You take it day
by day. Some are better than others and you can
even forget what’s missing. But it’s not an infection,
or anything that can be fixed. You can only come to
terms with it.
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I have no doubt that my childhood shaped
my memories of him, but it was certainly a happy
time for me. He was a man with obligations, but
he always found time to be with his son and make
sure he was happy. I think that’s what it means to
be a parent—working hard to make sure your child
always knows you’re with them, every step of the
way. I looked up to him like I’m sure many people
do to their parents, and I took every word of guidance he gave me as though it were law. He wasn’t
able to attend every birthday party, and I had a lot
of nights where I called him on the phone to talk to
him before bed. But he did what he had to do to
support his family and make sure that I could live a
comfortable life. I regret that I couldn’t retroactively
thank him for all that hard work, among other things.

It’s easy to take things for granted as a
child when you don’t yet understand the weight
that they could have in your life. If I could have only
known the way that all those years I spent with him
would shape me to be the person I am today, I
would’ve worked to squeeze every bit of wisdom
and cherishable memories out of him that I could.
The kingdom of the mind is a palace of sand, ever
changing. I remember him taking me to see a sand
mandala once, in a monastery. It was something I
didn’t understand at the time, the temporary nature
of something so beautiful, but it’s very fitting now.
Life is constantly changing, like the sand mandala
constantly being swept away and built again. The
only constant thing in anyone’s life is change, but
that’s a hard thing to accept.
As a child, it was difficult to understand the
nature of the situation. There was no one to blame
for the accident that would leave my father comatose for four long years. There was no antagonist,
like in a cartoon, only people trying to live their lives
with unfortunate repercussions. Buckle Up for Chi
became some kind of movement so that people
could avoid the same kind of situation. I didn’t much

care for it, because he was still my father, though I
stopped seeing him as alive after a while.
The first year was the hardest, driving out
to see him in whatever hospital he was staying in.
Covered in gauze and plugged with tubes as if to
prevent the soul from leaking out of his broken
vessel, he stared blankly into nothingness the same
way every time I visited him. I wanted to shake him,
rouse him from this stagnant mummification he was
being put in, but all I could do was cry and squeeze
his hand with mine. I’m sure many have been there
before. It’s an experience not everyone can have,
but I’m not any more thankful for it. Holding out
hope is like holding out your arms—if you keep
doing it, eventually you’ll be too tired to do it
any more.
My family was ever certain: “He’s getting
better!” and “He’ll be back!” every time he was
mentioned. But I just looked at him like a corpse
the hospitals pumped full of IV fluids and irrational
hope. It got hard, and I got mean. I was a polite
young man, modeled after the patience my father
worked to preserve. When he fell into a coma and
I started to attend middle school in a low-income
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neighborhood with a single mother, I couldn’t continue that politeness. The directionlessness follows
me to this day, and I wonder regularly if I’m doing
what he would approve of.
I went to a therapist during my father’s
hospitalization, and he tried to help me to come to
terms with the possibility of my father’s passing. I
was adamantly opposed to the idea, and distracted
him with his own hobbies and my anxieties about
relationships I was in. Whether the doctor was simply burning my mother’s poorer and poorer bank
account or I was simply too shocked to try to recover is something I don’t have an answer to. Needless
to say, the therapy was a distraction more than a
solution to the budding depression I was grappling
with as a child. There isn’t a day that goes by where
I’m not still fighting it. It’s just a different kind of
anesthetic now.
Discovering those kinds of solutions for
yourself becomes forced on you when you lose the
person who was helping you along the way. There’s
a lot of doubt that comes with this individuality and
responsibility. “Am I doing the right thing by doing
this?” and “Is this really the best way to cope?”

Directionlessness is surprisingly common, as I’ve
found out. I’m sure everyone has their own solutions
to such a thing.
Morality and self-doubt really comes into
play when you’ve run out of hope to give and inner
strength to keep believing things will change. You
consider the possibility that he’ll never recover, and
that it would be better to put him out of his misery
like a sick animal by pulling the plug on him. How
long do you hold out hope? How long do you hold
out your arms? Self doubt and inaction leads to indifference, and you give up on deciding altogether.
You become reactionary instead of actionary.
He did get better, and spent a lot of time
with my family in their home. They made a room
for him, hired nurses to keep him healthy and work
his muscles, and he hung around like a looming
spectre of death, as if to say, “This could happen
to you...!” We’re all going to die, but nobody likes
to be reminded of that temporality. I was in high
school when he passed away, and though it didn’t
make me feel much better or worse, I was at least
thankful that he was no longer kept alive by the
hope of others. I think they were holding on to an

impossibility; he was dead to me the instant I first
saw him in that hospital. No sense in keeping a
corpse around, even if he sometimes by pure coincidence looks in your direction or opens his mouth
as if to say something. It fills me with a lot of anger
now to think about, but this kind of intensity is to be
expected when opening an old wound.
I’m still alive, somehow, and I dream about
him all the time. Innocuous as any mundane object,
he’s there and we talk. I think my brain is trying to
make up for lost time, and I can’t say I’m not thankful for my time with him, even if it’s only some kind
of mental re-creation of him from my shattered
memories. Waking up and remembering he’s gone
is tough but I keep moving forward. After all, I’ve
found that nothing is impossible to walk away from
but death. Every painful event in life is just another grain of sand on the beach, and as stubborn
humans we’ll keep walking forward regardless. Call
it apathy, call it pride, call it whatever you want. We
find an excuse to keep on living, even if it’s unpleasant at times.
It’s fine to break down every now and again. No
person is indestructible, unfazed by every hardship

of life. That’s what coming to terms with hardship
really is; coping when you need to. If anybody can
get even a little strength to keep moving through
life, then it’s serving a worthy purpose. I know how
hard strength is to come by, especially in the face
of loss. It comes and goes, but it’s never entirely
gone—not unlike those who have passed, coming
and going in thoughts like drifting clouds through a
clear blue sky. They remain, and so do we.
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MUSE

DETERIORATION

KRISTINA DAVIS

JENNIFER MORROW

It was a cruel twist of fate to fall in love the way
I did
To fall in love with a ridiculous, beautiful dream of
a man
And for Cupid to dangle him in front of me
To put him just out of reach.
My fingers can almost reach his face—
If not for that small sliver of sky that divides our
lives—
But I would not wish the sky away
I would not ask the sunsets to soak up their colors
Empty them upon his fingertips
So he could trace the pigments across my skin
Smear crimson on the tips of my cheekbones

Coat my eyelids with sapphire blue
Cover me in evergreen forests and snow white
stardust
He could caress my body until I was worthy of the
Louvre
But no—I belong where I stand
I am forever to remain an actress in a silent film
Moving images lacking sound and color
I open my mouth to speak
The caption on the screen does not match my lips
Lies of summer and car rides and midnight kisses
When all I feel is winter and tile floors
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SIR GIANN

I’ve grown up–against my best efforts and better
judgement.
I am an amalgam of two guideposts of joy:
My father, adorned and softened by my mother.
My mother, made stronger and more loving by
my father.
I know these hands.
When my over-tall, overweight, too mature, too
intelligent self
Was weakened by trauma, made unrecognizable,
I remember the rough tenderness of your hands
That embodied in the flesh what you endowed in
my soul when you prayed for me.
I know these hands.
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When I lost all grasp on believing in myself
Your careful, work-forged hands gave me comfort,

Time and time again, bracing me for the difficulties
That made my growing, adolescent spirit strong.
I know these hands.
Your spirit thus created in me
Feet and a will as resilient as your hands.
Although not unfailing, your guidance raised me
Like a Messiah to my Lazarus-daughter, all the times I died.
I know these hands.
Dad—your hands that have worked in tandem with mine;
Your hands that nurtured the art and work produced by
my own;
That helped mold me with your spirit into myself,
individual—I look at the soft strength of my hands, and I
understand ourselves.
I know these hands.

LEILA VALENCIA

I KNOW THESE HANDS

MADELEINE GUEKGUEZIAN

HE GAVE HIMSELF A FLOWER

METALLIC

ROSE ROSS

KATHRYN HARLAN-GRAN

Ink in skin,
10,000 tiny puncture wounds paid
so that he could carry his dead gay uncle around
with him
like a memory in
flesh.
Sunflower boy,
small face following the sun,
seeking through the clouds,
choosing to grow up in tough soil
This line says, “He
loves me,”
and this curve says,
“He loves me not,” and
an arc for the

traitorous ex-lovers who
scattered pieces of him across California like
flower petals.
This line says that he wants to put down roots.
This one says that he is
afraid.
Flower child with a gardener’s hands,
remember that your talent will always lie
in tracking the course of
the sun.
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