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Ash 
Hannah Lopez 

She brings to her lips and 
lights, breaths in, steadying 
I don’t know if it’s worth it anymore 
 
Me? Us? 
She exhales clouding the air 
Eyes close Please don’t leave 
 
Embers sizzle on wet concrete 
Don’t just give up like- 
this. Them. She understands 
her mother a little more  
 
I don’t know how to fix things 
Another drag fills lungs 
water drips in a soft sigh 
All we do is argue 
 
Caress of tongue on paper scroll 
definitions and ideas differ 
smoke smothers and sooths 
 
Is this what you really want? 
cotton taints the taste sour 
fingers twist, extinguishing the 
lingering glow. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Vain 
Charles Sanzone-Wood 

 
This thing that’s said too often 
     And meant too little.  
 
The one that makes us drink  
    To ourselves quietly  
Alone in our rooms,  
Until the booze becomes blood 
bursting through arteries and 
livers and hearts and minds.  
           Like a cool breeze. 
  
  An ocean frozen over. 
 
So we write about it.  
Sing 
Talk  
Abuse it.  

Diminish it. 
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Death of an Anniversary Eve Marie Bethoney 

 
Love in a Demon’s Playground  
Haley Birkhauser 
 
 I always thought that Cupid was an angel. The word cupid 
conjures images of a fat baby angel with fluffy white wings, rosy cheeks, 
and a bow and arrow with little hearts at the tip. I believed that he would 
fly around to young couples, awakening something deep and tender within 
their souls. He would brush them with the tips of those hearts and they 
would fall into a trance of gentle kisses and constant happiness. I always 
pictured cupid as the kind of immortal soul that would bless my life with 
joy.  
 I have never been so wrong.  
 I ran my thumb over the smooth, white handle of my cup of tea. 
It was early February and snow was still falling in the small town of 
Biddeford Maine. By four in the afternoon, it would drop to around 
sixteen degrees outside. The sunlight would be nearly gone by five. I was 
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taking refuge inside the confinements of a small shop labeled Elements 
Coffee, Books, and Beer. It was a frequent stop for those studying at the 
university down the road.  
 The steam from all of the coffee, tea, and hot chocolate clouded 
the windows. Christmas lights from weeks before were the only things 
bright enough to still shine through the fogged up windows. Shelves and 
shelves of books lined the walls, all labeled by subject. Alternative/Indy 
music projected itself lightly across the sound system, joined by the 
occasional bell signaling the entrance or exit of a customer. I tried to focus 
on these things instead of the conversation that I was supposed to be 
involved in. It didn't work.  
 “I’m so excited for you to meet him Sophie! I just know you'll 
adore him. You will won’t you?” asked my closest friend Alyssa. 
 Alyssa and I have been friends ever since I moved to Biddeford.   
 “Of course, Lyss. Tell me more about him before he walks 
through the door,” I said, trying to keep her talking so I wouldn't have to.  
 It worked. I knew how much she loved to talk.  
 As she continued to tell me more about the man she was 
supposedly in love with, I turned my focus back to my cup of tea. As I ran 
my thumb over the handle again and again, I caught a glimpse of the black 
heart tattooed on my left wrist.  
 Of course, I knew that the black heart wasn't really a tattoo. It was 
a brand. When I was chosen to be his next vessel, I was branded with 
something to remind me of it. I have no idea how it was passed on to me. 
All it takes is the touch of a hand and it can be transferred to anyone. As I 
glared at it, it moved.  
 Disturbed by the reminder, I looked back up at Alyssa who was 
happily chatting her mouth off. Her coffee was hot and ready as the waiter 
brought it to her in a white cup on a dainty saucer. We both looked over at 
the waiter to thank him. He was a handsome man with brown curly hair, a 
toned build, and a warm smile. I saw Alyssa give him a once over.  
 Shit.  
 I felt the now familiar feeling of time slowing to a halt. The space 
around me started to turn grey. The fog on the windows stayed where it 
was. The steam that wafted up from my cup stayed frozen, almost like it 
was a picture painted onto a canvas. Alyssa and the waiter were stuck 
staring at each other. I was the only one that could move. Or at least, the 
only human that could move.  
 I could feel him moving within me. He exuded an aura that 
reminded me of the embers from a fire. It was dark and bright all at the 
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same time. Ready to burn at the first touch. His presence was alluring, 
tempting, beautiful, and wrong. He would never let me see his true form, 
but I knew exactly what he was. Cupid is not an angel. Cupid is a demon.  
 My voice was quiet, hardly a whisper.  
 “Not this one. Not Alyssa,” I begged of it.  
 If demons could smile, I swear he did.  
 “You care for this one? Oh yes. She means something to you,” he 
said, using my own voice.  
 “It doesn't matter if I care about her or not. You've already gotten 
to this one. Can’t you tell she's already in love?” I said, a little stronger this 
time.  
 I felt the demon recoil at the statement.  
 “I remember this one. She is clearly in love. It’s all she's been 
talking about for the past three hours. Haven't you been listening?” he 
said, mocking me.  
 Ever since I became his vessel, we have shared every experience. 
He sees what I see. He hears what I hear. He knows what I know. I had 
nowhere to hide.  
 “Then just move on. She can’t do anything for you,” I said as 
plainly as I could.  
 “That is where you're wrong, Sophie Brown,” he said with a purr. 
“She is very much in love, this is true. However, that’s not all. She is your 
best friend, Sophie. Of course you love her.”  
 That right there was my mistake.  
 I felt the now familiar tingle run up my spine. Before I could do 
anything to stop it, I felt myself lose control of my limbs. First my arms, 
then my legs. Next my torso, neck, and head. Finally, he took control of 
my voice. The last thing I could feel was my eyes rolling into the back of 
my head.  
 Time began to unfreeze. Everything regained its color. Steam 
started rising from my cup again, and people went about their normal 
business. The waiter put the cup of coffee down onto the table and walked 
away. Alyssa looked back over at me. Nobody seemed to notice that I 
wasn't me anymore.  
 “So what was I saying? Oh right! Do you think he…”  
 Cupid gave a cold scoff in what I recognized to be my voice. 
Alyssa stopped mid sentence.  
 “Do you really think that he actually loves you?” I heard him ask 
her.  
 Alyssa looked at us, taken aback.  
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 “Well… yes,” she said, her short sentence riddled with confusion.  
 Alyssa don’t listen! He’s trying to get inside your head. Don't let him! I 
screamed.  
 Of course, she couldn't hear me. The only one who could hear me 
was Cupid.  
 He gave Alyssa a cold smile.  
 “Why would he? He has no reason to. I mean, look at you. You're 
nothing special. He might be cheating on you. What if he’s lying to you? 
What if he breaks your heart? What if he moves on from you? What if he 
never loved you?”  
 “I won’t listen to this,” cried Alyssa with tears now streaming 
down her face.  
 “You will listen because all I'm doing is voicing your own 
thoughts,” he said with a snarl.  
 Everything happened rather quickly after that. Alyssa got up from 
the table and turned to leave. She then ran into the waiter. Cupid took his 
chance and we jumped across the table, with a long black arrow in hand. 
He stabbed the arrow firmly into Alyssa’s back. Her eyes grew wide, as 
golden liquid started oozing from where the arrow struck. Without another 
word, she pulled the waiter into her and started kissing him with great 
amounts of passion. It was then that I was returned to my body. It was 
also then when Alyssa’s boyfriend walked through the door.  
 We all stood frozen for a moment. Alyssa’s boyfriend stood in the 
doorway, simply mortified. Alyssa was still caught in the embrace of the 
waiter. The waiter was caught between the couple, trying to work out the 
details. I was standing right behind Alyssa with my hand on her back. The 
black arrow was gone. There was no sign that it was there to begin with.  
 I was the first to break the silence. I just had to get out before I 
caused any more damage. Before we caused any more damage.  
 I muttered a quick apology to Alyssa, grabbed my purse from off 
the chair, and ran out into the cold.  
 I wrapped my hands around my arms, trying to shield myself from 
the cold. In the panic of the moment, I had forgotten my coat at the 
coffee shop. The temperature already felt as though it had dropped to 
sixteen degrees. On top of that, the snow from earlier had turned into 
steady rain that was soaking me to the bone. I just kept walking.  
 As I continued walking, I could feel tears running down my face. I 
hated cupid. I hated love. I hated what it did to people. I hated it all.  
 It was a busy day in downtown Biddeford, and I hoped that 
nobody could see my tears as I brushed passed people on the sidewalk. We 



 

 9 

were brushing shoulders and knocking limbs all over the place. Space got 
particularly tight, and before I could help it, I felt myself lose my footing. 
Being the highly ungraceful person I am, I kept falling until I was sprawled 
across the pavement.  
 “Are you ok?” I heard a woman’s voice say. I looked up to see a 
young woman with white blonde hair and big eyes offering me a hand up 
off the ground.  
 “Thanks,” I told her as she began to help me up. As she took my 
left hand, something happened in that moment.  
 I felt a shock run down my spine again, but this time unfamiliar. It 
was warm and light and it seemed to travel into my left hand. The tattoo 
of the black heart began to crawl up my wrist. It morphed and struggled as 
it appeared to almost crawl across my skin and onto my hand. Finally, it 
jumped onto the arm of the woman and settled onto her wrist. She gave a 
gasp, letting go of my hand immediately. After a moment, she looked back 
up at me with a smile.  
 “You sure you're ok?” she asked one more time.  
 “Uhh… yeah. Thanks again,” I said as I tried to avoid looking at 
her right wrist.  
 After that I ran. I ran straight out into the middle of the road and 
waved down a taxi. I jumped into the back seat and told the driver my 
address.  
 I was free. I was finally free! I couldn't believe it. Cupid was gone. 
He let me go. I let out a small laugh of relief as I leaned back in my seat.  
 As the driver began to drive away, I looked back through the rear 
window. What I saw will haunt me for the remainder of time.  
 The lady who helped me up was standing in the middle of the 
road. Her white blonde hair was plastered to her face from the rain. A 
green jacket hung loose around her frame. She just stood in the middle of 
the road with her head cocked to one side. Her large eyes were staring 
right at me. I noticed that something was wrong with her eyes. The 
entirety of each eye was engulfed in red.  
 As we drove away, she began to give me a slow grin. Finally, after 
giving me a maniac smile, she brought her hand up and waved goodbye.   
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coyote 
d. olivas 

 
i'll howl at the moon and you'll think it's just coyotes 
paw prints appear on your body and you're never sure why 
you lick the blood from the jowls where i devoured you 
you were the lamb i set my eyes on 
stitches held me together at the seams 
every scar waiting to rip open 
 
i'll make you aware of my presence 
the way my skin smells 
reminiscent of petrichor 
the way my skin tastes 
did you ever realize we taste the same? 
every part of me: familiar 
 
face it 
i was always a coyote wearing human skin 
one day, my teeth will sink in just a little too deep 
my tongue will roll over your flesh wounds 
my kind eyes will turn black 
ready to reveal who i really am 
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Doorway to Opportunity 
Siv Limary 
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(Un) Real Time 
Estee Kupiec 
 
Doing Time 
Shackled ankles, waist and wrists. 
Monotonous manacled musak 
In a bad BDSM B movie with 

orange polyester. 
 
Finger print blot, DNA swab, 

UA drop. 
Ready for my close-up 
Tagged and numbered mug-shot. 
 
Strip-search: bend at the waist, 
Squat, lower cheek picnic spread. 

She says, 
Cough harder. Bear your bush, 

bare back. 
 
Inter-pod: Vapid oral vomiting 

fixation, 
Aural overload sensation, 
Volume maxxx-ed out 

penetration (please, just shut 
the fuck up). 

 
3 x a day: Mass forced feedings. 
Plastic sporking mounds 
Of beige bland flavor-less, 

swallows. 
 

Unraveling Time 
Sucking on Fireballs given 

mouth-to-mouth 
From her fierce fiery lips, slip 
Of my tongue. 
 
Her laughter lingers like 

whispers 
Tickling my taste buds, 
Ripe, full and delicious. 
 
Showers side by side, her sex 
Sneaks a peak from under soapy 

suds. 
I go swimming in the sight of 

her. 
 
Silent reverie, laying head-to-toe, 
Reading on an island of our own. 
(un) Restricted touching in (un) 

Restricted areas. 
 
[jangling keys, radio] Snap back. 

Is that the CO? 
 
“Count Time Ladies!!” 
Ten o’ clock count time, lights 

out. 
Tuck her in, kiss goodnight. 
Another day and 809 down, 99 

and a wake-up more to go. 
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Dissection 
Cyrus Benavides 
 
Now that you’ve ripped me apart and dissected me do you like what you 

see? 
Of course not, you think it’s only my lying and greed 
Like a demon came in on a moonless night and planted a devil’s seed 
Like I only got to learn and live and fix myself with prayer to be free 
 
But what is it that I’m going to be breaking free from? 
Pulling away from love isn’t really my style and I know to you that’s dumb 
Because to you it’s a man and a woman and that’s love but you’re numb 
To the feelings that are always pushing me along, my heart is beating like a 

drum 
 
Every time I feel his touch graze up along my arm and his kiss whispers on 

my lips 
Feels like the sun is finally rising on the dark of my heart, more than 

wanting to move my hips 
I hid what you call you a sin because I believed that too, but now that’s 

eclipsed 
By what I know is actually real and I really don’t care about those scripts 
 
God, I worship you, Jesus, I live for you, my love, I wake up for you 
I don’t want to let go of this because to do so is to deny a gift given true 
One day I promise you’ll see the world is black and white and red and blue 
All in a swirl, we twirl in this world and your hate will pierce me through 
 
I don’t know if I’ll get over you when you lied to me but I’ll always get 

back up 
I don’t need to go to church for prayer or the doctor’s for a checkup 
I just need to take down these walls that surround me and dismantle the 

coverups 
To never stop even when your beliefs have their guns pointed at me and 

my kin in a lineup 
 
Is all that’s left for me a shattered cross, or is that all you’ll ever see? 
What if I drop to my knees, my tears springing free, my voice crying pleas 
Just take me, I guarantee, I’ve been the same as before the apologies 
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I know you disagree, but taking my hand is the key to both be free can’t 
you see? 

 
This isn’t a war and it isn’t a fight, even if you say that I’ve been attacking 

your confidence 
This story of love that I have isn’t a shallow pool of water it’s bottomless, 

it’s timeless 
What we feel is the same and I beg you to see that, your hatred isn’t 

without consequence 
I feel it day after day and as we hurt and drift apart I dream of our 

consonance  
 
I know you're hurt by what happened and by what we did but do you 

regret? 
Are you one day going to get up and live your life and this will be a day to 

forget? 
Will I one day look up your name and find you to see that you’ve reset? 
I don’t know what’ll happen but I know when I’m done, I’ve tried to not 

be upset 
 
So I guess this is where we say goodbye and we turn to the next chapter 
Maybe a reference here and there, but for what it’s worth I’m not a great 

actor 
So if it’s okay I won’t be coming back to how you’ll flatter, that’s the real 

captor 
Maybe this will be the end we can say goodbye to heartache, and maybe 

it’s for the better 
 
So after the hurricanes and after the tsunamis and there’s no clouds above 
Then maybe we can sit and talk and I say do you forgive and you say sort 

of 
That’ll be when I smile and take your hand and say I’m getting married 

little dove 
And I only have one thing to tell you and it’s simple okay?  
 
Love is love. 
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How to get your body right 
Makena Marangu 
 
Inhale. 
See the feeling 
When you sing along to a 
familiar song 
Even though you hate the song 
Exhale. 
 
Breathe in. 
The feeling you get  
When you look into the eyes of a 

baby 
Who has just recovered 
From a crying fit 
Breathe out.  

 
And in. 
The feeling of watching an 
episode of your favorite show 
Just to realize you’ve skipped an 

episode ahead 
And now you know too much to 

go back. 
And out. 
 
In. 
Hold the pose. 
Feel the feelings. 
Out. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Does Everyone 
Go to Sleep? 
Molly Lukes 
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The Office of Intergalactic Idiom 
Kerrie R. Barney 
 

“Mr. Gathuuri? Mr. Gathuuri! A moment, please…” 
Mr. Gathuuri, pruning his prized “Julia Child” rosebush with 

careful, well-practiced fingers, looked through his garden’s viewport into 
the endless black depths of space and indulged himself in a momentary 
sigh. It wasn’t that he objected to being interrupted. His was a job that 
knew no rest…no, not even now, when Mr. Gathuuri had all but retired, 
and often had nothing better to do than tend the roses within his personal 
habitat. But young Waldo was a worrier. The slightest thing tended to send 
him into an emotional bustle, when even a moment’s reflection would 
have convinced him all was well. Mr. Gathuuri took a deep breath, calming 
both body and mind. Only when he had reached a true state of inner 
serenity did he answer the intercom. “Yes, Waldo? What is it?” 

“Oh, Mr. Gathuuri!” Waldo sounded incredibly relieved. “Mr. 
Web just contacted me, sir. He’s very upset.” 

“And what has upset our most…distinguished…Octoped 
ambassador today?” 

“Well! Yesterday, his son was playing Beak Ball with the team 
from the Corvi embassy. You know, of course, that young people from all 
twenty Colony species have recently begun engaging in various sporting 
competitions, as part of a program of cultural exchange…” 

“Yes, indeed I do.” Mr. Gathuuri had vigorously endorsed this 
program, although it certainly made much more work for him.  
Adolescents of any species were still adolescents, and tended to cause 
friction wherever they went. Mr. Gathuuri had been forced to employ 
extra staff to deal with all the extra mistranslations and misunderstandings 
that had arisen. Still, he hadn’t regretted one moment. If the young people 
of the Colony could truly get to know one another, communicate without 
cumbersome diplomatic protocols in the way…well. There was a very 
good chance that one day, Mr. Gathuuri’s office would no longer be 
necessary. “What happened, Waldo?” 

“Well! Apparently young Master Web was playing for the Corvi 
ambassador’s daughter’s team. He did not play particularly well,” Waldo 
answered. “In fact, I believe his failures led to the loss of the game. It’s 
understandable that Miss Brightfeather would be upset; the Corvi’s social 
hierarchy very much depends on sporting prowess, and she was acting as 
team captain. Still! What she said!” Over the intercom, Waldo’s voice 
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degenerated into a rushed, excited babble. “The violence of it! And so 
completely unwarranted…” 

“Waldo,” Mr. Gathuuri said patiently, interrupting this tirade 
before it could go any further. “Just tell me what the young lady said.” 

“She threatened to peck the young man’s shell to pieces!” Waldo’s tone 
was horrified. “Now, from any other species in the Colony, such words 
could be dismissed as mere youthful hyperbole. But the Corvi are 
ornithoid, as you very well know. Bird-like. Their beaks are their greatest 
natural weapons; they have a long history of using them against any who 
displease them. And the Octopeds evolved from arachnids; they still carry 
ancestral memories of being hunted by their home world’s giant birds. Mr. 
Web has already formally demanded an apology from the entire Corvi 
delegation at the next Council meeting, and I can’t blame him. Really, it 
was unforgivably insensitive. Unforgivably cruel…” 

“Ah, I see.” Just for a moment, Mr. Gathuuri muted their 
connection, so he could laugh. The rose bush in front of him bobbed 
gently in the wind, as if it too was appreciating the joke. When he 
reactivated the intercom, though, he was all dignified sobriety. “Relax, 
Waldo,” he said calmly. “It is a misunderstanding. Nothing more.” 

“It is?” 
“Yes. The Corvi are bird-like. As you yourself pointed out.” Mr. 

Gathuuri stopped, tactfully giving his apprentice a moment to put the 
puzzle together for himself. 

It didn’t work. Waldo just sounded even more confused. “Yes, 
Mr. Gathuuri? So?” 

“So, they incubate their young in eggs,” Mr. Gathuuri answered. 
“Mostly, when an infant Corvus is mature enough to hatch, she is able to 
break out of her egg by herself. But occasionally one cannot, and the 
child’s parents must shatter her shell with their own beaks. Thus, in Corvi 
culture, the phrase “peck someone’s shell to pieces” just means to give 
someone extra help or training. To offer “a leg up” would be the closet 
Terran English equivalent.” Mr. Gathuuri smiled a small, secret smile; his 
connection with Waldo was audio-only, so his young assistant would never 
know. “It’s an idiom, Waldo, not a threat. Young Miss Brightfeather 
wasn’t offering Master Web violence. She was simply volunteering to teach 
him the finer points of the game.” 

“Ah! I see!” The joy of Waldo’s sudden understanding came 
through the connection as clearly as the peal of a bell. “But was the young 
lady insulting Master Web, then? Implying that he was an infant too 
backward to find his way out of his own egg?” 
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Mr. Gathuuri’s smile broadened. “Perhaps there was an element 
of that, but I doubt insult was truly Miss Brightfeather’s intention,” he said 
patiently. “The Corvi tend to have very strong parental instincts. Young 
Corvi often engage in nurturing play long before they are old enough to 
reproduce themselves, adopting younger nestlings as their ‘practice-
children.’ Such bonds are considered sacred, and often last the Corvi’s 
entire life. If Miss Brightfeather is truly offering to, ah, take Master Web 
‘under her wing’ in such a fashion, it is an unprecedented honor. One that 
could benefit both species greatly as the children mature.” Mr. Gathuuri’s 
smile hardened into something less pleasant. “Please see to it that 
Ambassador Web feels the true power of Miss Brightfeather’s compliment 
to his son, Waldo. And remind him not to take offense so quickly at the 
words of mere children in the future. Such misunderstandings are 
common, after all, and are the entire reason our noble office exists. If he’d 
just taken a moment to contact us first, there would have been no reason 
to get the Council involved. Please remind him…tactfully!...that we are 
always at his service. Thank you, Waldo.” 

“Thank you, Mr. Gathuuri,” Waldo echoed, and severed the 
connection.   

Mr. Gathuuri once again took up his pruning shears, shaking his 
head. It was unfortunate, to say the least, that the same pattern of 
sounds—“shell”—could mean both the hard covering of an ornithoid egg 
and an insectoid exoskeleton within the Colony’s Standard language. He 
could only just imagine how wide Master Web’s eight eyes had gotten 
when Miss Brightfeather had first made her generous offer! Or how many 
collective feathers had been ruffled at the Corvi Embassy over the 
Octoped father’s panicked complaint. But there. These sorts of errors 
really were only natural, when trying to shoehorn 20 different species’ 
methods of communication into one common tongue. As he’d reminded 
young Waldo, they were the entire reason Mr. Gathuuri had a job at all. 

And Mr. Gathuuri was very, very good at his job. 
Learning a culture’s idioms—those phrases that meant something 

completely different from their literal translation, such as the old Terran 
English expression “to cross one’s fingers” or “it’s raining cats and 
dogs”—was the hardest part of mastering any language. This had been 
true even before First Contact, when the peoples of Terra only had to 
cope with their own incredibly complex Tower of Babble of languages. 
Now that humanity had taken its place amongst the twenty other species 
of the Galactic Alliance, the problem had become infinitely more complex. 
How did one even begin to explain the old Terran English phrase “it cost 
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an arm and a leg” to a species like the Stilio, who could regenerate their 
limbs at will? Much less the Vermis, whose gelatinous, worm-like bodies 
possessed no limbs at all? And it worked in the other direction, too. To the 
Hydra, who reproduced asexually, and possessed long, flexible fingers very 
sensitive to cold, there was nothing odd at all about asking a friend to “put 
his hand between my legs.” The idiom simply meant to relax in warmth 
and comfort, the way a Terran might invite someone to “let her hair 
down” or “take his shoes off.” But the First Lady of the United Terra had 
certainly been shocked when the Hydran Minister for Family had first 
suggested it to her… 

Mr. Gathuuri, expertly trimming a beautiful yellow-bloomed 
“Doris Day,” chuckled a little as he snipped. Sometimes, his job really was 
very amusing. 

But serious, too. A hundred and eighty years ago, the first really 
serious inter-alliance war had almost started when the Praelian minister of 
defense, angry over losing his people’s mining rights on Jupiter’s moons, 
had shouted “We will bury you!” at the Terran president during an 
intergalactic conference. The United Peoples of Terra had instantly taken 
this as a threat of the highest magnitude. And for a while, it had looked 
like the entire Alliance was going to tumble into war like a toppled stack of 
dominos, as each side began enlisting allies and the fragile bonds of 
centuries quickly disintegrated.   

Mr. Gathuuri had been working on Terra in Government House 
as a low-level translator when he’d first seen the infamous broadcast. It 
had taken everything he had to convince his friend, a young lady who 
worked as an aid for Terran President’s social secretary, to ask her boss to 
take the President an urgent message. But by some miracle it had worked, 
and Mr. Gathuuri had been awakened in the middle of the night by the 
Terran President himself, to whom Mr. Gathuuri eagerly explained that the 
phrase “We will bury you” did not mean the Praelians intended to slaughter 
the Terrans and bury their bodies in the ground. It couldn’t—the Praelians 
had a long, proud tradition of exposing their dead outdoors for the 
elements and animals to take. Rather, it meant something more like “we 
wash our hands of you”—we are finished with you, we aren’t going to put 
any more effort into you at all, we’re going to cover you over with earth 
like the remains of last year’s nutrient crop and pretend you never existed. 
The young Mr. Gathuuri had conceded that this was certainly not the most 
diplomatic of things for a defense minister to say. It was definitely still an 
insult. But it was not a declaration of war. 
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The President had agreed and—in a rather stunning example of 
leadership, since at that point, the pressures on him to “save face” by 
simply ignoring the misunderstanding and declaring war anyway had been 
huge—had even apologized to the Praelian minister for the error 
publically, in a broadcast seen and heard on every Alliance world. Slowly 
but surely, everyone involved had stood down their defenses. And a few 
weeks later, Mr. Gathuuri had been invited to travel to the President’s 
personal mountain retreat, an honor the young translator had never even 
dreamed of. When he’d arrived, the President had shaken his hand and 
offered him a job. And the Office of Intergalactic Idiom had been born. 

Nowadays, other younger, even more brilliant minds than Mr. 
Gathuuri’s ran that original Terran office, as well as the branch offices on 
every Alliance world. Mr. Gathuuri knew this, because he’d chosen each of 
those minds himself. His reward to himself for almost two centuries of 
service had been to come here, to The Colony. The Colony was the first 
true joint colonizing effort the Alliance had ever made; the mind-
bogglingly vast space habitat orbited Alpha Centauri’s binary star, and 
every race in the Alliance was equally represented amongst its population. 
Mr. Gathuuri had wondered whether a colony with at least two diplomats 
for every three “ordinary” citizens could ever survive, but thus far the 
experiment seemed to be going well. For the most part, all the social 
tensions were just little bobbles, like this morning’s misunderstanding 
during the Beak Ball game. Easily started, but just as easily sorted out. 

Mr. Gathuuri was more than content. 
“Mr. Gathuuri?” came Waldo’s worried voice. 
Well, all right. He’d be even more content if the assistant he’d 

brought from Terra hadn’t emigrated last month, taking up a prestigious 
position on the Praelian home world. He didn’t blame Elisabeth; once the 
first few decades of excitement getting everything set up within the Colony 
had subsided, there really hadn’t been much for her to do. But working 
with Waldo was a consistent test of Mr. Gathuuri’s finely honed 
diplomatic skills. He laid his sheers down once again. “Yes, Waldo?” 

If possible, Waldo sounded even more agitated before. 
“Your…ah…your daughter is here,” he said.  “Shall I send her to your 
office? Or directly to the garden?” 

“To the garden please, Waldo. Thank you.” 
A few minutes later, Melody entered. Mr. Gathuuri, now pruning 

a glorious specimen of “Lady of Venus,” suppressed the urge to chuckle. 
Well, at least now he knew what had disturbed Waldo so. Melody had been 
born the daughter of two Terran colony engineers, both of whom had 
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perished in an energy processing explosion right after Melody’s birth; Mr. 
Gathuuri had raised her as his own. Now in her late teens, Melody had 
blossomed into a very attractive young woman, more than attractive 
enough to discomfit the just-slightly-older Waldo greatly…even if she 
hadn’t been wearing one of the colony’s more scandalous new fashions. 
The wing feathers of female Corvi tended to turn bright red when they 
reached maturity, signaling their readiness to be courted by potential 
mates. The young people of several other colony species had noticed this, 
and had begun to imitate the Corvi by wearing synthetic red feathers in 
various ways. Melody’s display was really rather discrete, compared to 
some of the versions Mr. Gathuuri had seen; her jacket just had a single, 
simple line of red feathers stitched to the underside of the sleeves, flashing 
subtly whenever she moved her arms. Still, the bright crimson color was 
striking…and an admirable match for the spots of colors in young Waldo’s 
cheeks as he showed her in. “Can I get you anything, Miss Melody?” he 
said obsequiously. “Nutrients? Scented air? A beverage?” 

“No, thank you, Waldo,” Melody answered, dismissing the young 
man utterly as she crossed the little rose garden to Mr. Gathuuri. Waldo 
nodded and bowed his way back out of the courtyard, his disappointment 
plain. Mr. Gathuuri waited until he’d heard the airlock cycle closed behind 
him, then snipped one of the Lady of Venus’s most beautiful buds. “You 
know, you could trying being a little kinder to that young man,” he said 
gently as he handed it to his daughter. “He seems to be fairly smitten with 
you.” 

“Who, Waldo? He’s such a spoon,” Melody said derisively. But 
even though she was ostensibly completely occupied with admiring her 
flower, her gaze flickered several times toward the airlock Waldo had 
departed through. And her own cheeks seemed to take on a little bit of the 
rose’s red tint.  

Mr. Gathuuri wracked his brains desperately, trying to come up 
with the meaning of his daughter’s idiom. So Waldo was a spoon, was he? 
What on earth could the young man have in common with that antiquated 
Terran eating instrument? Did it mean he was old-fashioned, perhaps? Or 
simply dull-witted, not as sharp as other, pointier, more useful utensils? 
“Perhaps,” Mr. Gathuuri tried calmly, “All he needs is the attention of the 
right romantic partner to sharpen him into a fork.”  

For a moment his daughter just stared at him, so wide-eyed he 
was forced to wonder what he’d said. Then she laughed. “Oh, Dad,” she 
said. “Sometimes I think you’re completely aardvarking. But I love you 
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anyway.” She put her rose down on a nearby table and wrapped her small 
hands securely around his arm.  

Mr. Gathuuri patted her hand fondly, reflecting dryly that this new 
idiom…aardvarking?...was just as baffling to him as ‘spoon’. Surely it was 
one of the universe’s greatest ironies that Mr. Gathuuri—expert in the 
idioms of more than 20 species, and widely considered to be one of the 
greatest Terran linguists of all time—should be so constantly baffled by his 
teenage daughter’s speech!  

Still, that was as it should be. Language was a living thing. Each 
generation had to remake it to suit its own needs and circumstances. And 
Mr. Gathuuri could think of no better teacher in the language of the future 
than the young woman currently standing at his side. 

He took his daughter’s hand and humbly allowed himself to be 
taught. 
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Disquieted Comfort Alyssa Otero 
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The 96th Mile Uphill  

 (a pantoum) 

Liz Steppe  

  

“You got this, 

You were born for this,” 

These words repeat up every hill. 

“Don't give up now. 

  

You were born for this” 

How many years spent sick? 

“Don't give up” 

In the backseat of a car, 

  

So many years spent sick 

Being driven, not driving but 

In the backseat of a car 

Helpless and young 

  

being driven, not driving. 

Now your legs and lungs are your motor, 

Never helpless, no child 

but self-propelled up any hill 

  

Now your legs and lungs are your motor 

the words that repeat up every hill 

Pedaling up any hill 

“You got this, 

  

You were born for this” 
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The Clock 
John Gurule 

Written by a former Explosive Ordnance Disposal Technician (EOD) 
who served four combat tours in Afghanistan and Iraq. 

 
Tic Toc, Tic Toc 

My life is being timed, 
How dare I, 

armed with nothing, 
but the tools of a child, 

outside the box I am safe, 
inside of it, 

certain death, 
after all, 

the reaper awaits in the dirt, 
as I journey near, 

remember the destructive power, 
cannot step here, 
cannot step there, 

I must step where it is clear, 
too late, 

Flash, smoke, death cloud, 
I rest in pieces, not in peace, 

fooled by the cunning, 
I cannot piece myself together, 

I’m simply out of time. 
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A Small Theft 
Scott Wiggerman 
 
I stole a spider today, 
removed it from its home, 
an empty pasta box under the sink. 
 
It could have been the mother 
of many children. 
It might have been a bachelor. 
Neither thought crossed my mind 
when I stole it away. 
It seemed an insignificant thing, 
though its eyes were full of spice 
and I spotted a patch of ink 
on its belly when I lifted it up 
in a wad of toilet paper. 
 
I considered flushing it. 
I considered smushing it. 
Those eyes stared at me 
with the burn of cayenne. 
 
I opened the door to the patio, 
where I intended to return it  
to where I imagined it belonged, 
as if I knew this spider’s home 
better than the spider itself 
when I’m still looking for my own. 
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Death by Hip-Hop 
Heather Ann Maxwell 

When I die, let it be death by hip-hop. 
When I move, I want hip-hop to be my feet. 
When I call out, let hip-hop answer. 
When I make love, I want hip-hop to swoon my soul. 
'Cuz there ain't nothin' in this world as holy as boom-bap beats 
and the sweet sting of lyrics infused with momentary truth rippin’ 
through the lump sponge flesh solidified in liquid love between my 
sound sensors. 
Ain't nothin' that will reach the streets, the sadness, the sorrows, 
teach the lessons, and give the hope that hip-hop can. 
So when I die, let the drum live, let the jazz live, let the teacher live.  
Hip-hop ain't just a memory, it is a future, a dream,  
the sharing of blood and sacrifice, 
for broke and heartache, with no refrain. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Stormy 

Night 
Christopher 

Smith 
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Borracho Kamikaze 
Muhajir Romero 
 
My dad tells me that it’s my responsibility to get my primo Pablito off 

meth 
These words ring in my head as I see flying birds praise Allah 
Can one person get another person to quit slow motion suicide by drugs? 
If that’s true then why didn’t someone stop my tio Ronnie from death by 

firewater? 
 
Did his family and friends secretly want this vato loco dead at thirty-nine 

years? 
I can’t help but be confused, because I saw them all crying at the funeral 
When me and my brother were kids my abuela turned us into her spies, 

saying 
“Now, mis hitos, tomorrow when you come back from his house tell me if 

he drank” 
 
We were less than ten years old and didn’t have the slightest clue that your 

kamikaze mission  
Was to bomb your liver every night with beer, whiskey and shots of tequila 
Now that I’m a man I find myself wondering what made you run away 

from life? 
I always remembered you laughing, smiling and happy, now I know 

borrachos drink to forget 
 
Was your demon a lost love or a broken dream? Were you serio about 

reincarnation? 
I mean, esta muy suave verdad, who wouldn’t like many lives to get it right 
Abuela says that you told her you would return to her one day as a dog to 

love her 
Which makes perfect sense to me, because I know Las Vegas streets are 

always full of stray dogs 
Your death didn’t take away my faith, but the truth is I was a confused, 

angry 
Thirteen-year old kid who lost the only man who had taken the time 
To be that loving, father figure boys need, God knows best why He didn’t  
Answer my prayer and save you, but I guess we all have choices to make in 

la vida, verdad? 
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Back to my primo and his love affair with meth, he’s getting worse by the 
year 

So many arrests and stints in the state hospital won’t keep him away 
From his love, he says, “Te quiero mucho, crystal, por siempre! At his 

funeral 
I won’t be confused or angry, because we all have choices to make in la 

vida, verdad? 
Tears will burn and fall on my face because I’m a human, but if my dad 

dares 
To point a finger at me and say, “This is all your fault.” I will reply,  
“So was it your fault that my tio Ronnie was an alcoholic? Or was he too 

weak  
Compared to you, tell me” Shallow graves are optional and I can’t blame 

Allah even a little bit 
 
Dad’s words don’t matter he’s treated me like I’m a super predator ever 

since I converted 
To Al-Islam years ago when I was busy drinking myself into a shallow 

grave 
He’s scared of looking soft on terrorism, but I only terrorize my demons 

these days 
My tio Ronnie, the borracho kamikaze, wouldn’t have treated me like that 

because he loved me 
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Becoming a Man 
Wesley C. Myers 
 

“Hey, where you goin?” he grumbled.  
 I cleared my throat and responded, “I’m going to Risto’s house, 
dad.”  
 “Hey, where you goin?” he said again, this time with a drawn-out 
slur.  

My dad had been drinking again and I wasn’t sure if he was 
repeating himself because he didn’t believe me, or if he had already drunk 
himself to a point of incoherence. He consumed alcohol so regularly now 
that it was hard to tell anymore. He was sitting in the creaky, old rocking 
chair we’d gotten from my grandma, just before she passed away. She 
didn’t have much to leave behind, as she was impoverished most of her 
life, but that chair was a favorite. He was in front of his computer, as 
usual, listening to music, staring at the screen-saver, smoking cigarettes, 
and guarding the front door. It seemed like he only looked away so he 
could bombard me with questions about my life, the choices I should be 
making, and his favorite topic to relish in, my grades in school. However, 
on this occasion, he couldn’t even do that. He was too gone, too detached 
to hold the uncomfortable meeting we always had to have before I could 
leave.  

“I said, I’m going to a damn friend’s house dad!” Before he could 
get another word out I was out the door and in my car. I lit a cigarette and 
forgot about him.  

As a boy, I remember watching my dad do maintenance around 
the house.  
 “What’s that?” I’d ask.  
 I could ask him a question about anything and without skipping a 
beat he’d have the perfect answer. 
 “This is a crescent wrench; a wrench where you can adjust the 
size.”  

He always had something to do, or get done, and he never had 
trouble explaining anything. Many of the memories I revisit are of the 
nights my father would listen to music; classics from Pink Floyd, Led 
Zeppelin, The Beatles, and Bob Dylan filled our home. He would turn up 
the volume until it was all I could hear. My brother and I would spin in 
circles until we couldn’t see straight while he drank and danced around. I 
would sing along with songs I knew, while he sang along to every song. I 
swear he knew the words to all of them.  
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As I got older, his drinking consumed him. The man that used to 
have a couple, became the man that always had too many. His eyes greyed, 
his face became stone, and his tone hardened. He became withdrawn and 
angry, and alongside him I became a rebellious teenager. My parents would 
argue or even physically fight repeatedly. My father and I would clash 
regularly over my grades in school, or how I quit another job. My house 
was becoming a textbook broken home. I started staying out late and 
sneaking in or out, so as to avoid my father. I would frequently be out of 
the house for days at a time, apprehensive about returning home for a 
change of clothes or a meal.  

By the time I was 17, my father could no longer maintain a single 
day of sobriety. It drove both me and my brother out of the house. 
Neither of us wanted to be in that environment and so we were forced to 
stay away as long as possible. My dad was constantly stressed out about the 
possibility of losing his job due to not having a degree. He was a 
microchip manufacturing technician and worked in a clean room for a 
large computer manufacturer where, in his final years, it was rare for an 
employee to not have a college education. He had made his way in the 
industry with only experience, and by getting into the business before 
1985. The stress of failure, coupled with a rough past, haunted him daily. 
Throughout his life he saw the decline of his older brother who had been 
addicted to heroin since age 15. At the age of 16 he lost his father and in 
the very same year he watched as his sister fell victim to a murder suicide. 
It was obvious that he was depressed, but the alcohol mixed with his 
prescription anti-depressants made him aggressive, overbearing, and 
suicidal, and as his condition worsened, hardly a day went by where we 
didn’t have an argument. 

It was just getting dark outside and I was getting ready to get by 
my father as quickly as possible so that I could go to my friend’s house. I 
was 17 and all I had on my mind was girls, drinking, and smoking pot. My 
father had already had a couple of drinks and was smoking a cigarette, 
listening to classic rock. I knew there’d be questions to answer, so I 
straightened my back up, pulled my shirt down, exhaled and walked into 
the living room. 

“Where are you going?” he bellowed. 
“Just over to Risto’s, dad, it’s Friday and—.” 
“That’s all you ever do isn’t it? Just hang out with your friends and 

screw around in school. You know when high school’s over and the real 
world starts it’s gonna chew you up and spit you out.” He set his cigarette 
down in the ashtray in front of him on the desk, reached over to the 
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computer speaker to turn the music down and scrapped his old rocking 
chair across the wood floor so he could face me. 

“Seriously dad, why do we have to do this now? That’s all you 
ever do is lecture me on how I’m never going to amount to shit.” 

He lifted his hand to point at me and the argument began. 
“Because you don’t understand how difficult the real world is, you think 
it’s all one big game. One day you’re gonna wake up and realize that you 
don’t have any choices anymore.” 

“Dad!” I barked. “I’m fine.” 
“The hell you are! You have no idea what you want to do, you 

can’t hold a job, and your grades suck,” he contested. He picked up his 
beer, took a drink, set it down and picked up the still burning cigarette. 

“I’m joining the Marines,” I confessed. “I’ve been talking with the 
recruiters at school and I’m going to take the ASVAB with them.” His 
mouth fell open a bit and his dark grey eyes narrowed as he fixed his glare 
on me. 

“Why the fuck would you do that? Are you stupid?” he shouted. 
“You have no idea what you’re getting yourself into. There’s a real war 
going on right now and it would eat you alive.” 

“It’s what I want to do! I’ll be 18 in a couple months and then you 
can’t stop me!” I shouted with confidence as I backed away from him and 
started toward the front door. 

“You’re not going anywhere.” He stood up in protest. “You’re a 
loser,” he professed as he put his fingers to his forehead in the shape of an 
L. 

“Fuck you dad!” I’d never told my dad this before and I 
immediately had an “oh shit” moment in my head. I knew you weren’t 
supposed to say that to your parents, but I was young and certain about 
my decision. I wasn’t going to let anyone stand in my way. 

“You think you’re a tough guy?” he growled. He picked up his 
arm and with a flick of his fingers sent his lit cigarette careening into my 
chest. Ashes burst into the air, I flinched back, and was running out of the 
front door before it hit the ground. I don’t even think he left the front 
door, but I’ll never know. I never looked back. 

It was March, I had been 18 for a couple months now, and my 
ego was bigger than James Dean. An adult in my mind, I could no longer 
be controlled by my parents. My decision to join the Marine Corp after 
graduation did not sit well with my father and it became one of our most 
profound arguments. Due to the consistent conflict, I ended up staying 
with my friend Risto on and off for a couple weeks, avoiding my dad as 
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much as possible. His mom would buy us liquor and let us smoke pot, plus 
she was rarely home, so my brother and four or five of us residentially-
challenged juveniles were always there, trying to cut loose.  

The relationship between me and my father had been 
deteriorating for several years. I was seeking my right of passage to 
manhood. I felt as though I was ready to set out on my own and make my 
way in the world. The Marine Corp was, what I thought to be, a perfect 
opportunity for me to do just that. However, at the time, I felt like my 
father was trying to stand in my way. Alcohol abuse and a plethora of 
prescription psychiatric drugs had made him a shell of the man I knew and 
respected growing up. He was difficult to talk to and we were rarely 
harmonious. I was a loose cannon filled with hormones and teenage angst. 
He was a ticking time bomb filled with drugs and alcohol. We were the 
worst mixture imaginable.  

 Spring was in full effect and at that point I had been evading my 
dad’s phone calls for several days. Finally, on a Saturday morning, with 
some reluctance, I answered it. He wasn’t drunk, but he wasn’t sober 
either, and he began criticizing me on how I wasn’t smart enough to join 
the Air Force because I was a loser. I could feel his hand on his forehead 
in the shape of an “L” through the phone. Without restraint I lost my 
temper.  

“How can you call me a loser?” I shouted into the phone. “All 
you have done is regret your life, your dying career, your failing marriage, 
and you use alcohol to forget everything and everyone!” My blood boiled 
at his hypocrisy, and so with no thought I uttered my last words to my 
father, “If this family ever had to stay together based strictly on love, it 
wouldn’t work, because of you!” He hung up.  

Nerves, anger, fear, and confusion filled my head, so I grabbed my 
skateboard and went to the mini-mart down the road to clear my mind. 
Skating there all I could think about was how I didn’t want to be 
controlled, by anyone. I refused to put my father’s views and opinions into 
perspective, I hated him. Once at the mini-mart, I bought a pack of 
cigarettes, pulled one out, and headed back to Risto’s house. Just over half 
way there my cellphone rang and screams I will never forget echoed in the 
background of my neighbor’s message,  

“Wes, you need to get home, bud.” He said with an eerily somber 
tone. 

“Ok,” I stammered. “I’ll be right there.” My throat began to 
throb, and I could feel my face turning red. Somehow I already knew what 
had happened. The phone clicked and rain began to fall. I picked up my 
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board and ran the rest of the way. Scared, soaking wet, and out of breath, I 
burst into my friend’s house and began hysterically packing my bag.  

“Get your stuff together, dude, we have to go home right now!” I 
tell my younger brother. He didn’t say a word. He didn’t even have to ask. 
He already knew what had transpired.  

The drive home is frantic, blurry, and dangerous. I look over at 
my little brother and tell him, “Don’t ever drive like this!” As though I’m a 
role model.  

I screech to a halt in front of an EMS crew that is already at our 
house. Blood paints the picture window on the front of our home a 
chunky crimson color and it floods the little rivers of grout that outline the 
mosaics on our porch. In the middle of all the chaos I see a man lying on 
the porch, he is frozen, stiff, and motionless, he’s wearing an old, plaid 
dress shirt, a pair of blue jeans, and clutching my dad’s revolver. There is 
no way that’s him, he was too proud, too stubborn, to do something this 
stupid, this permanent. I fall back on the curb speechless and emotionless; 
I forget how to cry. The most numbing shock I have ever felt washes over 
my entire body, it is a sensation I have not felt since. A detachment I can 
never replicate. The man I had known as invincible was gone. It was 
blurry, that what was happening in front of me was an event that would 
change my life forever. Time pronounced dead, 3:27 P.M., April 1st, 2006. 
I think to myself, April fool’s right? 
 A police chaplain escorts my brother, my mother, and me to a 
neighbor’s house for counseling. I still can’t think straight. I don’t really 
want to know what just happened, much less talk about it. I hug my 
sobbing mother and tell her things will all work out. As soon as my 
mother calms down enough to speak I go straight back to my friend’s 
place. Risto’s mom is devastated; she had lost her husband 8 years before, 
so I could appreciate the empathy. She takes us out to one of those 
Japanese places where they cook the food right in front of you. As they 
eat, she sneaks me shots of sake. I can’t remember hearing anything. I 
wasn’t convinced that this was reality. Without asking, she buys me a fifth 
of E&J Brandy and as soon as I get through the door I head straight into 
the garage with the bottle. Consumed by guilt, grief, rage and every other 
emotion that comes with a life sentence like this, I drink the entire thing as 
fast as I can without puking. It is then, all alone in a garage full of 
misplaced knick-knacks and junk piled up to the ceiling, that I break down. 
I sob mercilessly for hours until I can no longer stay awake. I spend the 
first night after the loss of my father on a garage floor. 
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The next year of my life is spent losing control of my emotions no 
matter where I am. It cost me jobs, friends, sobriety, and my sanity; I even 
did a stint in county jail. I will spend all of my father’s life insurance 
money, lose all of my dignity, attempt to take my own life and hit rock 
bottom. I tried forgetting what had happened as quickly as possible, but 
there was no number of drugs, fistfights, or promiscuous women that 
would allow me to move on. My thought process on the matter was that it 
takes a million memories to forget one. Nonetheless, as the years faded I 
had to come to terms with the fact that only time and forgiveness would 
give me the strength to put my life back together. It took several years for 
the pain to fade. I see now that I was doing all of these terrible acts in an 
effort to move on as quickly as possible, but I became my own worst 
enemy in the process. Only after joining the Army, doing a combat 
deployment in Iraq, and having a child of my own was I able to come to 
terms with what happened that day. And, unfortunately, an emotional scar 
will be mine to bear for life. 
 I lost my dad while we were on bad terms, and I will never feel the 
relief of reconciliation. Guilt will come and go as it pleases, like waves 
eroding the rocks of a shoreline. Even though I have forgiven myself for 
not being there, I will never escape these waves. As the years move 
forward with no sign of yielding, I heal. I try to gain a better understanding 
of the significance of love. From time to time, I find myself aimlessly 
thinking about the intricacy of our relationship. How will I let my 
connection with my father in all of its complexity define my character? 
How am I going to choose which of his characteristics will, or will not, 
shape my life? I know I will never get those words I want to hear from 
him. I will never hear him express his approval of my life choices or his 
pride in my life successes. Fortunately, I can use what has lacerated my 
core as a reminder of what kind of man I want to be. I must not forget 
entirely the pain which has caused me so much sorrow, but rather keep it 
ready to use as a catalyst in times of need in order to carry a strong 
conviction for my family, the rest of my life.  
 My brother and I have never had a more resilient relationship than 
we have now. We can finally confide in one another in our times of need 
with genuine emotion. I am once again close to my mother, and I have a 
prevailing dedication to ensure I am always there for her in her time of 
need. More importantly, I am a devoted father with an almost instinctual 
commitment to protect and love my daughter, my son and my wife. I will 
do everything within my means to remain the man they look to for 
strength. The famed revolutionary and founding father Thomas Paine 
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once said, “The real man smiles in trouble, gathers strength from distress, 
and grows brave by reflection.” Although I still have times when I feel the 
depth of the guilt and the grief which had once plagued me relentlessly, I 
do not succumb to the rabid emotion it carries with it. I am confident that 
I have become a stronger man by acknowledging my suffering and in turn 
my realizations through these reflections have made me a kinder and more 
courageous person. When I am at fault, I have the humility to admit that I 
am wrong, but the resolve necessary to apologize and make a determined 
attempt to rebuild that which I have tarnished. I make a persistent and 
cognizant effort to be a better man. I will be only the good I remember in 
my father. 
 

 

 

 

 

 
We Were Only Ever Rushed Moments Jocelyn Ware 
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Being Weird 
Tureygua  
 
I was born of pain 
from the moment my mother’s screams 
reverberated across whiteness 
and she pushed me into this world. 
 
No—I lied. 
The legends say that my progenitor 
reaped what she sought soundlessly... 
that she lay down in a lonely wheat field 
and made me exist 
as silent tears seared across her eyes. 
 
They used to say I was like her 
with my set jaw, dead-fish stare 
and weird habits. 
 
As I spread my wings 
they came at me with pitchforks 
so I fled from town after town 
before realizing 
they could see my silhouette in the sky. 
 
And like my mother 
who, in later years, 
thought the pain of procreation 
afforded her cruelty 
so in pain have I become pretentious. 
Now they say I hold my weird chin too high. 
 
I’m done trying to convince them 
that I’m a noble savage. 
My demons are enlightened. 
I've built myself a temple of self-love 
stronger than the songs of angry cannons. 
I don’t need Mom to tell me 
I’m beautiful.
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For Brown Girls 

Rosanna Samudio 
 
I wanted to wrap her silk skin  
Around my arms like a Christmas gift 
And glue her plastic face on to mine. 
Maybe then, he would finally see me, 
Behind the blue eyes I scooped out of her sockets, 
And embroidered the blood vessels of my eyeballs 
With the ends of her ripped ones. 
They tangled like branching rivers wandering on an Ariel fan. 
You’d think they were vines in winter 
But you are mistaken, 
For they were grapes grown in my vineyard in summer 
And extracted into wine.  
Advertisement of a free world taught me this,  
To glorify everything you’re not, and attach your vulnerability to it. 
Thus, they were veins intertwined by desire, 
Like a doll sewed together by a red thread and dirty needle 

And all because I wanted to be beautiful  
 
I wanted her sculpted body 
The way an American society 
Discovers scraps of red clay  
Buried beneath wet soils of Indigenous land. 
Once, this clay was made into ceramic,  
That depicted paintings of my ancestors’ bruised feet,  
And auctioned off from their starving backs to the conquerors  
Now here I was, wanting to be molded into one, 
A child’s play thing, sculpted out of sugar loaf white 
For boys that are easily amused  

And all because I wanted him to notice me 
 
At last, I would begin my transition 
Oh how! The pain conquered my appetite.  
I had two meals that year, 
And I will never forget how the world undressed me each day 
Like cotton spilling out from a thrown away doll  
Unraveling from its loose thread.  
I was shown the teeth of my ribs  
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Eating their way through my skin, like a hunter feasting on its prey 
I touched the base of my body 
Where the dirty needle used to stab into my stomach, 
And all that was left now were bones 
The thickness and fragile version of me was finally gone! 
Yet, one touch from a human being  
And I’d break into a million pieces… 
I couldn’t help but to let go, 
And drown in the pool of my tears 
How can this be?  
I had become less than what I intended to be, 

All because I wanted him to love me 
 
 
 
 

 
Unknown Destiny Jovana Ferraris 
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Bilingual 
Eric Nguyen 
 
What is it feel like? 
Speaking two languages 
They identified me 
As “broken English.” 
  
What is it feel like? 
Speaking in public 
When they stare at 
Your natural accents. 
  
What is it feel like? 
Translating the words 
You already read 
Millions of time. 
  
What is it feel like? 
Being an outsider 
What is it feel like? 
Sounding like none other. 
  
Do you know, too, 
What it is feel like 
To be twice as large 
Two words for everything? 
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Top of The Hill 
Howard Griego 
 
 Being brought up by my great aunt and uncle, I did not 
really understand the racial boundaries that existed in the small 
village where we lived. However, at four years old that would 
change, and these boundaries would be made clear to me. Any 
place we traveled within the small village consisted of people who 
spoke Spanish and lived in specific geographical locations inside 
the village. The valley and downtown were where the land owners 
and city officials resided, and old town and top of the hill was 
where the Hispanos lived along with a few poor white families. 
Having spoken Spanish as our first language in my aunt and uncle’s 
home, I presumed everyone spoke Spanish even on my first day of 
school. My aunt took me to school that first day and directed me to 
a teacher who was standing near the door keeping an observant eye 
over the children on the playground. I slowly approached the 
teacher with a fear that I had never experienced and was unable to 
explain at that time. She spoke in English to the other children, and 
I was unsure what I needed to do. I spoke to her in Spanish in a 
low tone as if I were in trouble. The teacher scanned our 
immediate surroundings and spoke to me in Spanish in a low voice 
as one would when telling a secret. She told me that here I would 
have to speak English only and that I was not to speak to any other 
teacher in Spanish or I would be in trouble. For the first time, I felt 
shame for not knowing much English. She told me to stay close to 
her and several other children who were talking and playing apart 
from the other kids. Most of them were dressed like me except for 
two or three others.  

Most of the children on the playground played and spoke 
English, except for the few I noticed that were apart from the 
majority. I knew some of the language, but could only articulate a 
few words and manage to put a sentence together at best. Many of 
the children wore new clothes and shoes. I felt different because 
my clothes were different. My jeans were faded and my shirt was a 
dingy blue from too many washings and my shoes were not in the 
best condition. I remember the kids stopping and looking at me. 
They covered their mouths while whispering to one another and 
laughing and then ran away. I was not sure what it was that I was 
feeling at that moment but now know that it was humiliation. As 
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the day went on I had found others to talk to, but we remained 
apart from the other children and close to the teacher I had met 
earlier. We all spoke Spanish and found a sense of belonging 
through each other. I believe this is when I became embarrassed 
about who I was and how poor we were. Why did we live the way 
we did? Who made the rules that Hispanos lived on top of the hill 
and the white people lived in the green valley and the nice homes 
downtown? Social class and inequality began to shape my way of 
thinking. 

One of the kids kept looking at me in a way I was not 
familiar with. He demonstrated his aggression by balling his fists 
and bumping his chest against me. I was not a very big child and 
was not known to be a fighter amongst the children where I lived, 
but I knew that this guy meant business. He tried pronouncing my 
name in a broken English accent that made the other children 
around us laugh. He could not believe that my name was Howard 
since I spoke Spanish as well as he or any of the other kids present 
did. Because of my name and how light my skin was, he insulted 
me: “Eres un gringo y hijo de la chingada!” (Gringo is a slur for a 
white man, and the rest is equivalent to being called a mother 
fucker.) I had been provoked by many of my cousins before and 
knew enough about fighting and my size to punch first and on the 
nose. Being bigger than I, he pinned me down and pummeled me. 
Because I stood my ground and showed no fear, I earned some 
respect and made a friend. We talked about a lot of things, but 
mostly he told me how he had been held back a year for not being 
able to speak any English. He explained to me that the teachers 
would separate him from the white kids and single him out in front 
of the entire class, who would mock him. He shared with me how 
fights with the white kids were a daily ritual and that I should 
expect the same. What made people treat others in this manner? I 
had no perception of the differences in skin color and language and 
was robbed of my innocence. I felt fear throughout my body and 
for the first time hated the fact that I even spoke Spanish at all. I 
wanted to fit in and wanted the other kids to like me. The racial 
boundaries had been set, and this affected my identity. All that I 
had been taught before was gone, and the ugly truth of racism 
exposed itself. 

As time passed and I continued my schooling, I learned to 
speak better English and became more resentful of the teachers 
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who had punished me and the other children who spoke Spanish. 
Even though we used it on the playground, we were consistently 
called to the principal’s office to be reprimanded. One teacher, 
being new to the school, moved on top of the hill by accident, I 
choose to believe, since there were mostly poor white kids and the 
Hispano community that was the majority. Reflecting on a specific 
time, it was Christmas break that this teacher had returned from 
visiting relatives. A white boy who had moved across the street 
from us and myself were playing catch on the dirt road that 
separated our homes. She waved both of us over and gave us each 
a present. It was a whistler, a homemade object that when twirled 
overhead at a high rate of speed would whistle. We both began 
twirling them and enjoying our new gifts. The other boy accidently 
struck a tree as he was twirling his whistler and broke it. He 
immediately demanded that I give mine up and stated that the 
teacher had given them both to him and I was only allowed to 
borrow it. I quickly gathered my whistler and ran home. The 
neighbor boy told his parents, and his mother appeared on our 
door step demanding that I return the toy that had been given to 
her son and he had so graciously allowed me to play with. My aunt 
agreed to return the toy and demanded that I return it. I was 
devastated and refused to surrender the toy and asked that they 
both walk across the street and ask the teacher how the toys had 
been distributed. My aunt closed the door, slapped me, and told me 
not to make trouble with the new neighbors. She took the toy and 
gave it to the boy’s mother and apologized for us both. I began to 
see that we were considered less than the white people and had a 
place and should remember to stay there even if we were right. My 
aunt lived in fear that if we were not in acquiescence to the white 
people, rich or poor, that she would go without work. 

These conflicts created confusion while I was trying to 
create my cultural identity because they were hurtful and disturbing 
and prevented me from establishing an identity. I was not fully 
accepted by the Hispanos in that school because of my name and 
skin color, and I was shunned by the white students because of my 
heavy accent that was impossible to hide. The separation of races 
and the generation’s racial dominance and discrimination were 
being passed down to another generation. The social construction 
of the village left the Hispanos feeling like the underclass and 
subservient to the white people who owned all the important land 
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and made all the important decisions. While growing up in a small 
community, I was forced to learn the hardships of segregation and 
bigotry which would shape and distort my identity along with my 
perception of what would be best for me in my future. I spent the 
next four decades running from who I did not want to be and 
stopping along the way trying to see if I belonged. It opened a 
Pandora’s box that consumed me until I could recognize that I was 
not responsible for the things that happened to me as a child, but I 
am responsible for changing what becomes of my life now. If 
nothing changes, then nothing will change. Education has opened 
new doors for my future.  

 

 
Water Drop Brandy Leischner 
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Summer Resurrection 
Brandi Martinez 
 
Outside the sky, open, 

endless, azure; 
Stretching toward infinity. 
The desert a riddle without 

answer; 
Creating its own church and 

ministry. 
 
And here I sit all day in 

rooms and walls; 
My mind and heart bound 

here, within, captive. 
For safety and comfort my 

soul enthralled; 
My true purpose bound, 

delayed, distracted. 
 
My spirit longs to walk into 

the sun, 
And burn away ego's restless 

caprice. 
The chaos of my core at last 

undone; 
In this dry and desolate place 

released. 
 
In the fire of desert's 

summer, transformed. 
To rise from ash and flame, 

my soul reborn. 
 

 

 
 
 
A Spirit’s Dawn 

Steven Archuleta 
 
Organs, jars, incense, and 

paint 
Priests recite the magic 

phrase 
My spirit released from my 

corpse 
I journey to the desert’s jewel 
 
Scouring the sea of sand 
The vast shrine stands 

isolated 
A crowned monument of 

antiquity 
Prominently eclipsing stolen 

celestial rays 
 
Climb the mystical 

monolith’s steps 
Throne of onyx and stone 
God of death, balance my 

heart 
Scale the shade of my soul 
 
Flesh light as a feather 
The truth in the balance 

beam 
My core made whole 
A new life awaits me 
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The Soup Incident 
Kristina Seraphin 
 
 My arms were folded across my chest as I sat quietly at my 
desk. It was first grade and I had already survived a lot of abuse. It 
was as if the bruises were invisible to the doctors—and everyone 
else. The old black and white westerns on TV always had a cavalry 
charging over the hill to save the day. But the cavalry never showed 
up to help me. There were no brave horsemen in white hats; there 
was just me. I didn’t have a horse or a white hat, but I was a 
survivor. 
 It was the day before Thanksgiving vacation and our class 
was going to make soup. Every student brought something to 
contribute. The teacher dumped each ingredient into a large pot 
resting on top of a beat-up portable burner. Everything coalesced 
into a cold, congealed lump. The room was filled with a strange 
scent, metallic and salty, reminiscent of blood. 
 We all watched it cook: pieces of lifeless corn still angry 
for being locked away in a can; limp, pale green beans begging for 
mercy; chunks of mushy tomato floating with grey lumps of 
ground meat that surely came from a science experiment or a 
morgue. My stomach gave a small, sad gurgle at the thought of 
digesting it. Some of the kids were excited to try it. Why would 
they think that it was edible, let along suitable for lunch? Clearly, I 
wasn’t the only one who stared with horror at the bubbling pot of 
noxious fluid; a few other kids looked greener than the pale beans 
drowning in the broth. 
 When it was ready to serve, most of the class ate a bowl 
and went out for recess. They seemed content, running off to play 
with a full belly. Not me, not a few other stubborn souls who clung 
to their desks as if they were life rafts circling the sinking Titanic. 
The teacher’s face was starting to turn red and her nostrils flared a 
little. Her shrill voice tore through the silence, “That’s it! No recess 
for any of you unless you taste this soup!” 
 I did not speak. There were no words left to say. I just 
shook my head in defiance. You could have heard a pin drop. The 
teacher stared at me with a scowl. Her face was beet red. I locked 
eyes with her and furrowed my brow. I didn’t think her voice could 
get any louder. But somehow it was simultaneously a growl and a 
shriek, like the sound of an approaching twister. “No pie unless 
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you take a bite!” I didn’t care. Our adult wardens could not make 
me take a bite, not even one. And that was that. I waited. I didn’t 
care about pie or recess. I had decided I wasn’t going to eat that 
soup, so they could stand there all day it wasn’t going to happen. I 
couldn’t wrap my young mind around this obsession with trying 
the soup. It was just soup. It wasn’t like I was refusing to write an 
essay or take a math quiz. Why was it so critical that we try this 
concoction? Why was it so important for me to refuse? 
 Looking back, I wonder if the teachers, even the other 
kids, thought: that’s the shy girl who always turns in her homework 
on time. What’s she doing here, rebelling against soup? How did 
that little girl in row three, the one who always played alone on the 
monkey bars at recess, wind up in the Great Soup Rebellion of 
Gibbing Elementary? How on earth did that happen? They truly 
had no idea what was burning inside me under that quiet exterior. 
They couldn’t see the fire that I hid so well. I realized, maybe for 
the first time, that I didn’t need a cavalry to save me. I stood up to 
someone big and scary and they didn’t hurt me. I felt like shouting 
to the rooftops, “Hey, did you see what I did? I won’t be stopped! I 
won’t be a victim!” 
 A few weeks passed, or maybe it was just a few minutes, 
and the teachers sent the rest of the dissenters out to the 
playground. We all got pie when we returned. I smiled and enjoyed 
my sweet slice of victory, topped with a generous dollop of 
whipped cream. 
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En Plein Air 
Sydney Johnson 
 
Once I sat in pleasant thought 
As I sat perched upon a rock 
Beneath a crystal sky  
And with the wind  
My thoughts went soaring  
To all that is 
And all that was, 
To all I hold in memory 
And all I know of history 
And that which has no end. 
And from the past my heart looked forward 
From what was, to all that might  
And that future, though uncertain  
Appeared before me, gleaming bright.  
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Finding Magenta 
Jinxia Ren 

 
I went all over the place, 
Sometimes cold-feeted, 

Sometimes rushing forward. 
 

But life is not to be found, 
It is to be created. 

So I stop. 
 

When I close my eyes, 
I see Magenta. 

 

 
We both know I'm not what you're missing 

Haruhian Sakurai 
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