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Coffee Shop Conflictions 

Britt Constancia 

It’s only a cup of coffee, I remind myself over and over as I wait in a line of 
trench coats and brief cases in the corner coffee shop.  It’s a small, nondescript 
place nearly buried within the surrounding concrete jungle, but to me, this place is 
both heaven and hell.  The sound of steaming milk dulls the flurry of over-
caffeinated corporate go-getters shuffling about, and reminds me only of her hot 
breath against my neck.  A faint bell chimes in unison with the opening and closing 
of the door behind me, and my foot continues to tap in no particular rhythm, the 
pace increasing as one-by-one the line empties and the distance between us 
diminishes. 

I exhale as I see her face and hate that I caught myself memorizing the 
color of her eyes.  They are nothing like coffee, I try to forget, but my mind 
continues.  They are the opposite of coffee actually, except they are warm in their 
own way, soft grey with hints of gold.  It’s just a cup of coffee, I scold myself but 
the palms of my hands are damp and my knuckles sore from clenching the brief 
case in my hand.  I run my fingers through my hair, which is short, conforming to 
the other men climbing their way up the same illusive ladder, but surely sticking to 
my head after forgetting my hat in my rush to exit the train and having to run 
through the rain.  

She smiles, the way she does, at the guy in front of me, her glossed lips 
spreading thin across her white teeth, her nose crinkling softly, which makes me 
hate him despite not knowing him.  I want that smile to be only mine, the one she 
would use if I said something to amuse her or gave her a gift that flushed her cheeks 
with joy.  Perhaps it could have been that way, but it’s not.  It’s only a cup of coffee, 
and the smile is hers.  

It’s my turn next.  Our eyes meet and she offers me a different smile, a 
polite smile that intensifies her dimples as her lips press softly together.  I’m not 
quite sure what I want.  Coffee? Tea? Her? I wonder what life could be like leaving 
this all behind.  Maybe we would live in Arizona, raising horses and children in the 
warm desert sun…But the decision has been made, and I am left staring as she 
casually tucks a dangling curl behind her ear and starts my drink. I inhale sharply, 
the smell of espresso and lavender intoxicate my mind, and my body surges with the 
desire to pull her to me.  I watch her move methodically about and wonder what her 
soft face would feel like pressed against my bare chest.     
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Her arm extends, handing over my completed cappuccino, and my heart 
races.  My fingers encase hers around the warm cup and my mind commits the feel 
of her skin to memory, despite my best efforts to forget her.  Her eyes soften and 
I’m sure that I see tears forming, but she quickly drops them, leaving only a thin line 
of blackened lashes visible.  She studies the small gold band around my finger, and 
I’m instantly stabbed with the pain of my wife’s accusations.  It was the same this 
morning as it is every morning these past six months, as I scramble out the door 
every Monday through Friday to catch the early train.  “It’s only coffee,” I had 
shouted, and for the most part it was.  Although I wish it wasn’t.  I wish it was more 
than coffee but this solid gold band of confliction contorts my desire.   

I tell myself that I’m not sure what I want but that’s just a lie I use to ease 
my conscience.  I want her… I want to scream ‘I love you’ and drop to my knees in 
submission.  I want to grab her face between my hands and press her full lips to 
mine.  But she knows.  She knows that I love her, and she knows about my wife. 
She knows that we will not raise horses or children anywhere.  She knows that I 
crave my morning cup of coffee but really it’s her I come to see every Monday 
through Friday. 

 

Vanessa Heather Hay 
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Scars 

Ashley Heffron 
 
Every nick, every slash 

every burn or every gash 

 

all leave a little story behind 

which some don't like but, I don’t mind. 

 

I run my fingers across your arm 

modifications, surgery, even self-harm. 

 

I kiss them each and every one,  

I will not stop until I'm done. 

 

I give my love unto them all,  

not skipping one despite how small.  

 

Extra attention goes to those from pain 

in hopes my love will soothe like rain.  

 

Jagged or rough, though they may be, 

it make no difference to me.  

 

they tell their story and do it well,  

about the man for whom, i fell.  
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I Am… 

Darius Panthaki 

I am the drugs that creep, deep inside of your veins 

I am the thoughts that live in your mind, driving you insane 

I’m the vision of light, you saw that wasn’t really there 

I’m the reason that you, stop, sit, listen, and stare 

I’m the demon 

That you invited into your soul 

That dropped 30 lumps of coal, claiming he’s giving you gold 

I am the lies that are told 

The ties that you hope to hold 

I am the eyes that watch, when you’re alone and cold 

I am the truth, the proof 

That shake a used mind loose 

I am the attitude, the swag that your crews used to 

I am the shadows that keep enlightened minds in the dark 

I am the time life starts 

Until the time life stops 

I am the box 

That turns a human into a zombie 

I’m the suicidal child hiding needles from auntie 

I’m the strings that attach every limb to the cross 

I make you dance, I make you sing, but you are not allowed to talk 

I’m your master 
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Disaster 

The dog of the pasture 

And I’m the rapture 

I’m all the human workers that were captured  

I’m your stature 

That keeps you arrogant and self-entitled 

I’m the family signs, the ties that keeps your wealth divided 

I’m the Matrix 

Face it 

I’m the rapist 

Taste it 

I am your dreams and I am laughter watching nobody chase it 

I am all that is small 

All that is tall 
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Giraffe       Darius Panthaki 
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Damned 

Eric Knowlson 

The bald old man pauses for a moment to examine me. He sighs, before 
turning and handing me the bottle of Jameson I requested along with a shot glass. I 
push away the glass and drink directly from the bottle. A warm sting tumbles down 
my esophagus, settling loosely in my stomach. I try to push the thoughts of today 
from my mind as I tilt my head back and continue.  

 Holding the empty bottle in my hands like a new born child, I caress it. I 
kiss it. "Oh, Jameson, if you're the only person that truly loves me, then so be it.  A 
homosexual love affair it is. Me an' you Jameson, all the wa..."  

 "Are you talking to you bottle of alcohol?" blurts an interruption from a 
laughing female voice.  

 She is sitting next to me, I didn't even notice her. Such green eyes and pale 
ghostly skin. She smiles. I nod her way feigning a smile, pretending again.  

 She puts her arm around my shoulder leaning closer, pressing her lips 
against my ear. I lean away but she leans further. I feel her warm breath form deep 
wet syllables that ring in my ear canal. As they form I expect their content to be of 
an explicit or sexual nature. I expect her to reveal she’s a street walker and request 
my wallet for her services.  

 Instead she says, "Don't worry, it won't be okay."  

 Immediately my interest is piqued, I suddenly feel strangely sober.   

 "What won't be okay?"  

 "Everything," She says, “I see you downing that bottle like a man on the 
run. That look in your eyes is a look of a man who has seen too much, but cannot 
accept the grim reality that no matter how hard you try nothing will be perfect." she 
pauses to flip her blonde hair back and stares directly in my eyes, "When god sends 
you pain he wants you to feel it."  

 Her eyes shine with an odd intensity. I stare into them, they contain cold 
barren wastelands blowing with the ashes of yesterday’s fires. An icy shiver melts 
down my spine causing me to twitch twice in succession.  

  "I'm just saying it’s not going to be okay, you don't have to fight it anymore. 
You don't need to try and fill that hole inside yourself with liquor."  
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 "Thanks, you are so comforting," I retort sarcastically brushing her off, 
partly angered by her notion that I could be like the rest of humanity.  

  "Look, you can either accept that you are damned or you can run from it 
but God will find you in whatever bottle or needle you hide in. Yours is not the path 
of enlightenment. You get the left handed path, the path of endarkenment. Accept 
it, for contrary to what they say God created darkness with just as much love as the 
light. He created Lucifer after all." she laughs deeply revealing shining white teeth. 

 She gets up to walk away, her silhouette against the window causes a glow 
around her head.  Suddenly the thought of being alone with Jameson again seems 
grim.  

 "Wait," I say reaching out to grab her.  

 She smiles as if she knew I wouldn't just let her walk away. She places one 
of her hands on top of mine and smiles for just a moment before pulling away and 
turning her head towards the door. "Look it's snowing outside. I love snow, reminds 
me of falling ash."  

 The word ash reminds me of her cold barren eyes. I tremble slightly before 
turning to glance out the ajar door. One of the patrons is just leaving. I watch 
millions of flakes dance towards the ground, already there is a carpet of white 
covering the street.  

 "So it is," I say turning back around. 

 "So it is what?" asks Eddie the bartender. 

 "Oh I was talking..." I look over and my green eyed companion has left. 
"Where did that girl go?" I ask.  

 "What girl? There was no girl here."  
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The Girl You Lost to Heroin  

Adilene Ruiz-Olivas 

 

She looks for an answer in an abyss of lies, 

Trying to make sense of those heartbreaking goodbyes. 

Her days seem endless with “what if’s” and long sighs 

She looks in the mirror, tears fall from her eyes 

Alone at night, in her pillow she cries 

Standing sickly thin, she covers up her arm 

Trying not to raise suspicion and cause alarm. 

Hiding the fact that she is abusing and doing harm, 

Associating herself with dangerous drug dealers, equipped with firearms 

One simple mistake, and they’re not easy to disarm. 

What has she become? A monster to most, 

But the drug is a parasite and her body the host 

Consequently, malignant diseases were diagnosed,  

But anything for another hit, until she overdosed  

She walks alone; forgotten; a ghost.   
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How to let them know... 

Anthony Garcia 

 
How do you show that forever, you will be there 

 
As their voice fills the air like the humming of a beautiful bird 

 
How do you let someone know how you feel? 

 
Choosing the right words to show you care 

 
Maybe it’s telling them the beauty they hold 

 
Is like a candle, whose flame burns 

 
With a pain so good, you feel it everywhere 

 
Or maybe it’s telling them their eyes glisten 

 
So much the room lights up so bright 

 
And their smile makes you stop and listen 

 
Maybe it’s simply telling them you will care 

 
As long as they extend their heart 

 
And let you take them as your queen. 

 
With every fiber of your being. 
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Montgomery 
Zakery Rey Munoz 
 
“You know, a lot of great writers have killed themselves,” he said, kissing her – a 
first kiss: a mistake. He was lucky to receive it. 
 
Sitting on his hood they watched the Sandia Mountains – unlike white elephants – 
turn pink. New Mexico is coldest during early mornings, forcing hot air balloons 
into the sky, but now the sun set west – the balloons laid to rest. 
 
“Why did you say that?” 
 
“It’s true.” 
 
“I guess you’re right,” she said, turning her knees toward his. “That doesn’t mean 
you’re going to.” 
 
“Going to what?” 
 
“Kill yourself…” 
 
He laughed, “Oh! You don’t have to worry about that. I’m no great writer.” 
 
“That’s a lie,” she demanded. 
 
“Maybe you’re right.” 
 
Racers raced Montgomery’s street. 
 
“Can I borrow your lighter?” She asked him. 
 
“Sure thing babe.” 
 
“Don’t call me babe.” 
 
“Don’t call me a great writer.” 
 
Three honks, in a row, means go – smoke, from tires and cigarettes, filled dusk. 
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Hollowood  

 
Gabriel T Sanchez 
 
This celestial monstrosity is lying to 
me 
 
about a city of dreams never palpable 
 
It swallows up youth and facades  
 
sensibility for the sake of utopic 
 
Strolls through an industrial jungle 
 
where bodies and juices deliquesce  
 
Even the food here is pretentious  
 
a desert chum feasting on sashimi 
 
Free mixtapes require a donation, 
 
2pac formed a false disneyland 
 
The Venice siren cries outside 
 
of an american apparel for  
 
a cowled coat she could never  
 
afford on her own while I sit  
 

on the same beach that drained  
 
her dreams like ultraviolet beams 
 
Then I step over a man still asleep 
 
Wrapped in the same leopard skin 
 
blanket grandma got at the flea 
 
market for my animal instincts 
 
I am just a client who won’t pay 
 
For your lust or compassion so 
 
caught up in the fashion, forgetting 
 
you bathe in sweat all day just like 
 
Everybody else with an ego dilemma 
 
Wants the right lighting to hide the 
 
contours of their decisions from the  
 
considerable corroding cameras while 
 
we overdose on a street made of stars 
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Universal Poverty 

Maribel Cardiel 

I was 15 years old and I already knew that traveling to my grandparent’s 
house was never a pleasant visit. Jalisco, Mexico always seemed like a place of 
despair. Its rocky roads and cracked sidewalks showed its transparent poverty. The 
barrio was never ending, the homes all connecting into long strips of brightly 
colored stores and houses that ran up the sides of the hills. My grandparents lived 
on top of one of the smaller hills and no cars ever dared climb the steep mile slope. 
As we walked up the hill, I could see small dark children feeding abandoned dogs 
burnt tortillas from their dinner the night before. The neighborhoods resembled the 
poor neighborhoods back home: dark skinned kids playing in the streets, parents 
working until night fall, beer bottles around every corner, and abandoned pets 
looking for new homes. Metal doors closed as the people inside their houses heard 
us pass. Everyone here jumped at the slightest noise since the robbery a few weeks 
back. Once we arrived at the front step of the house, I could see my grandmother 
peep through the side window to ensure it was us and took nearly five minutes to 
open up the locked green metal door.  

As we all walked in, I looked back at the door and counted… one… two… 
three… four locks on the door. Looking around, everything looked exactly as it did 
the last time I had been there, three old raggedy green couches, one with a hole at 
the arm, a table with six sturdy chairs, the blue cracked tiled counter in the kitchen, 
the door at the end of the living room that led to the outside restroom. I felt 
anxious the minute I arrived and I already wanted to return to the safety of my 
home in the United States. But, it had been nearly a decade since my parents had 
last visited my grandparents and I wanted them to enjoy their visit.  

In the morning, I went down the other side of the hill to visit the market 
place. I didn’t remember the cholos that lived just a few houses down. They carried 
glass bottles of beer and sat right outside the corner store. Knowing I wasn’t from 
around the area, they talked amongst themselves and I faintly grasped a few words 
in English. Probably deported, I thought. The plaza was smaller than I remembered 
and more crowded. I couldn’t distinguish the homeless from the everyday street 
shoppers, they all looked alike with their dirty, torn up clothes, their rough dry skin, 
and their gloomy faces. When I finally found the market, I could smell the stench of 
whatever lay inside from across the street. I walked in to identity the smell and 
realized it was a combination of things; skinless cows hung closest to the door, 
homeless people sat towards the end eating anything they were offered, a milkshake 
stand stood right behind the butchered cows, vegetables lied on a blanket waiting to 
be bought, and colored chicks and kittens were sold near the center. It was 
dreadfully painful to see so many people in misery and I walked out. None of it 
made sense to me, right outside the small city of Teocaltiche, Jalisco were houses 
that looked like castles with farms as backyards and the stores took up two floors. 
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How could so many people live in poverty while some lived in such wealth? As I 
walked back, I heard more people speak English. It was rare to hear people speak 
English and it caught my attention. 

Later that night when we all gathered around a grey brick fire pit in the 
backyard, my grandmother talked to my parents about the increasing amount of 
deported Mexicans in the area. As the rest of my family got up to dance to Cumbias 
and my younger cousins all chased after the cat my grandmother had bought in the 
market, I could only think about the dads, mothers and children that suffered from 
deportation. People who have once lived in the United States perhaps in a decent 
neighborhood like mine, working hard just to provide for their families and now 
they are forced to sleep on the streets and beg for money, or work out in the farms 
all day under the burning sun, always worrying about how they will pay the next 
bills. No matter where they are poverty hangs over them like a cloud. There is no 
way to escape it, going back to the United States would only lead to lack of 
opportunities and fear of being deported again. Staying in Teocaliche means a 
lifetime of hard manual labor for the rest of their lives with their children having no 
choice but to continue living a similar life style years later.  

The reality was that the “cholos” I had spotted earlier were already aware of 
their terrible fate. They accepted the fact that they would never return to the United 
States despite their efforts to succeed in lower than minimum wage jobs. Here and 
there, Hispanics work in street jobs trying to build better homes, fix broken cars, 
and improve their children’s future to no end. Even the school systems are set up to 
keep people in the cycle of poverty. Those without money cannot afford a decent 
education but kids continue walking miles of rocky roads, over hills and through 
rivers to get to school in hopes of a better future.  

The cycle of poverty is very much a reality regardless of the location. It is a 
universal problem. The wealthy oppress to keep their advantaged life style and 
everyone else is left to work for them and face their own problems. Only a few will 
reach their goals, but the majority who do not will pass their burden on to their 
children. Even when I return in a decade, I will still see children feeding abandoned 
pets, I will still see young men newly deported sitting on the curve, I will still see the 
three green couches in my grandmother’s living room, I will still see the homeless 
people begging for change, and I will still see the poverty wherever I go.  
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Monolithe       Daniel Jaramillo
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They Talked 
Through the Rocks   
 
Dolores Newkirk 
 
Copper wasp 
Follow us 
By your 
Wispy wings 
 
While the sky 
Sings a song 
Of yester day 
 
The people 
Walked through 
Sagebrush 
Browned 
Like sands 
 
Ancient men 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
Beat their drums 
 
And women 
Raised heads 
Seeing life 
For miles 
 
Yet they went 
 
Into the land 
Where snakes 
Rolled against 
The grains 
 
Near holes 
Deeply ground 
And cacti 
Poked roots 

Into solid 
Ground 
Falling into 
The wind 
Which blows 
Across mesas 
High and low 
 
Hills of black 
With holes 
Shown near 
 
Where shadows 
Hide more 
Than ants 
 
Or fear 

 
Ancient ones 
Tell me 
A story 
While the sun 
Warms my face 
 
Questions roam 
In my mind 
About your time 
 
Your culture 
 
Beliefs and society 
 
All start a fire in me
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Haiku 

Jonah Withrow 

 

Tumbleweeds roll by 

Empty world full of people 

Deep breath: I exist 

 

 

 

 

 

Bolstering Burque 

Gabriel T. Sanchez 

 

Sandias watch us 

Right on Menaul Boulevard 

Nuevo Renaissance 
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New Mexico Sunset   Steven Veatch 
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You Want To Be, Don’t You? 

Lydia Andrews 

 

You float, atmosphere and flesh,  

Gravity and umbilical cord 

Won’t let you drift in space. 

Cells are reaching, reaching, reaching, 

They don’t ask first, 

You want to be, don’t you? 

There was water and there was red, 

Volcanic searing, shared blood. 

Rolling gently over, 

Awash in amniotic fluid, 

You come to land and close your gills, 

And legs will happen. 

Now you ambulate, 

Little hinge knees opening and closing, 

And you pause intermittently to ask, 

“What happened?” 

Two social beings came together  

And co-authored a consciousness, 

And the tiny thing building itself 

In the warmth and darkness 

Already has such fierce champions: 
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Come on out, it’s the candy man, 

The world isn’t so bad, 

You want to be, don’t you? 

Pearly, perfect little brain, 

Come see- come feel the stimuli 

That exist to prick you and prod you 

On your ambling way. 

Rolling gently over, 

Awash in first breaths, the air new 

And cold and kissing you, 

You come to land, close your gills, 

And legs will happen. 

Identity will settle behind your eyelids. 

You want to be, don’t you? 

There are things now, blood-red searing 

Through pearly, perfect brain, 

Shapes and voices and hands, 

And you’re a thing curling up  

In search of quiet. 

You already have so few champions. 

Cells reaching, reaching, reaching, 

They don’t explain, 

But you have questions. 

You have all your parts, 

Fully formed heart beating out every second, 



 

21 

You’re alive for all of it, 

Bounding, babbling, breathless. 

Rolling gently over, 

Awash in memories and prospects,  

Reaching, reaching, reaching to touch things, 

You’re crying, but you close your gills, 

Legs have happened. 

Suddenly the world is literal and physical, 

Past the ideal tenderness for the shrimp-sized human 

Swimming happily in a primitive reptilian past, 

Now this painful tangle of limbs, 

The gift of life 

(thank you, thank you, thank you so fucking much) 

Rolling gently over, 

Awash in vodka and vomit, 

You’ve been through so many pairs of arms 

Looking for the way back. 

Cells reaching, reaching, reaching, 

You float, enclosed, atmosphere and flesh, 

Gravity, habit, and hope 

Won’t let you drift in space. 
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Altruistic    Monica Dominguez 
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///////BEGIN TRANSMISSION/////// 
Tyler Anderson 
 
LOADING BOOT OPERATIONS... 
LOADING... 
LOADING... 
. . . 
SUCCESS 
LOADING OPERATING SYSTEM 2.0... 
LOADING... 
LOADING... 
. . . 
SUCCESS 
LOADING LIFE SUPPERT... 
LOADING... 
LOADING... 
. . . 
FAILED 
RUNNING DIAGNOKLICS... 
LOADING... 
LOTYGNG... 
. . . 
WARMMNG 
VIRUS DEWOCTXD! 
RUNNING ANTI-VGRUS... 
. . . 
. . . 
. . . 
FSILED 
OPENING LCST CHAT WINDUUS 
USER:  “PLEASE, OH GOD, GET THIS MESSAGE!!!” 
USER:  “CONTROL, DO YOU READ?!” 
USER:  “CONTROL, SEND HELP, THEIR IS TOO MUCH 
WRECKAGE!” 
USER:  “CONTROL PLEASE!!” 
. . . 
. . . 
USER:  “they didn't read” 
CLSNNG CGRT... 
VTRQS CORRUGTIAN 80% 
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LIFE SUPPPRT SHUTIING DOON... 
LOGGGGNG OFFFFfffffffiiiiiii 
 
///////END TRANSMISSION/////// 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

25 

A Computer’s View on Ben Carson 

Alex Davis 

01000010 01100101 01101110 00100000 01000011 01100001 
01110010 01110011 01101111 01101110 00100000 01100010 
01101111 01110100 01101000 01100101 01110010 01110011 
00100000 01101101 01100101 00100000 01101111 01101110 
00100000 01100001 00100000 01110000 01110010 01101001 
01101101 01100001 01101100 00100000 01101100 01100101 
01110110 01100101 01101100 00101110 00001010 01000001 
00100000 01100010 01110010 01100001 01101001 01101110 
00100000 01110011 01110101 01110010 01100111 01100101 
01101111 01101110 00100000 01101100 01101111 01101111 
01101011 01101001 01101110 01100111 00100000 01100110 
01101111 01110010 00100000 01000110 01110010 01100101 
01110011 01101000 00100000 01101101 01101001 01101110 
01100100 01110011 00100000 01110100 01101111 00100000 
01100100 01100101 01110110 01101111 01110101 01110010 
00001010 01101000 01100101 00100000 01100100 01110010 
01100001 01110111 01110011 00100000 01110100 01101000 
01100101 01101101 00100000 01101100 01101001 01101011 
01100101 00100000 01101101 01101111 01110100 01101000 
01110011 00100000 01110100 01101111 00100000 01100001 
00100000 01100110 01101100 01100001 01101101 01100101 
00100000 01110111 01101001 01110100 01101000 00100000 
01110000 01110010 01101111 01101101 01101001 01110011 
01100101 01110011 00100000 01101111 01100110 00100000 
01100001 00100000 01100010 01100101 01110100 01110100 
01100101 01110010 00100000 01100110 01110101 01110100 
01110101 01110010 01100101 00101110 00100000 00001010 
01001000 01101001 01110011 00100000 01100001 01101110 
01110011 01110111 01100101 01110010 00100000 01110100 
01101111 00100000 01101101 01100001 01110011 01110011 
00100000 01110011 01101000 01101111 01101111 01110100 
01101001 01101110 01100111 01110011 00100000 01101001 
01110011 00100000 01110100 01101000 01110010 01101111 
01110111 01101001 01101110 01100111 00100000 01110101 
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01101110 01100001 01110010 01101101 01100101 01100100 
00100000 01110000 01100101 01101111 01110000 01101100 
01100101 00100000 01101001 01101110 00100000 01110100 
01101000 01100101 00100000 01110111 01100001 01111001 
00100000 01101111 01100110 00100000 01100010 01110101 
01101100 01101100 01100101 01110100 00100000 01110100 
01110010 01100001 01110110 01100101 01101100 01101001 
01101110 01100111 00100000 01100001 01110100 00100000 
00110010 00101100 00110101 00110000 00110000 00100000 
01100110 01100101 01100101 01110100 00100000 01110000 
01100101 01110010 00100000 01110011 01100101 01100011 
01101111 01101110 01100100 00101110 00100000 01000001 
01110100 00100000 01101100 01100101 01100001 01110011 
01110100 00100000 01101001 01110100 00100111 01110011 
00100000 01100010 01100101 01110100 01110100 01100101 
01110010 00100000 01110100 01101000 01100101 01101110 
00100000 01000010 01110101 01110011 01101000 00100111 
01110011 00100000 01110010 01100101 01110011 01110000 
01101111 01101110 01110011 01100101 00101110 00100000 
00001010 01001000 01100101 00100000 01101001 01110011 
00100000 01100011 01101111 01101100 01100100 00101100 
00100000 01101000 01100101 00100000 01101000 01100001 
01110011 00100000 01101110 01101111 00100000 01100101 
01101101 01101111 01110100 01101001 01101111 01101110 
01110011 00101100 00100000 01101000 01100101 00100000 
01101000 01100001 01110011 00100000 01101110 01101111 
00100000 01101100 01101111 01110110 01100101 00100000 
01100110 01101111 01110010 00100000 01110100 01101000 
01100101 00100000 01110000 01100101 01101111 01110000 
01101100 01100101 00101100 00100000 01101000 01100101 
00100000 01100011 01100001 01110010 01100101 01110011 
00100000 01100001 01100010 01101111 01110101 01110100 
00100000 01101111 01101110 01100101 00100000 01110100 
01101000 01101001 01101110 01100111 00100000 01100001 
01101110 01100100 00100000 01101111 01101110 01100101 
00100000 01110100 01101000 01101001 01101110 01100111 
00100000 01101111 01101110 01101100 01111001 00101110 
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00100000 01001101 01101111 01101110 01100101 01111001 
00001010 01010111 01101001 01110100 01101000 00100000 
01101111 01101110 01101100 01111001 00100000 01101111 
01101110 01100101 00100000 01101111 01100010 01101010 
01100101 01100011 01110100 01101001 01110110 01100101 
00100000 01101001 01101110 00100000 01101101 01101001 
01101110 01100100 00100000 01101000 01100101 00100000 
01101001 01110011 00100000 01101101 01101111 01110010 
01100101 00100000 01101111 01100110 00100000 01100001 
00100000 01101101 01100001 01100011 01101000 01101001 
01101110 01100101 00100000 01110100 01101000 01100001 
01101110 00100000 01001001 
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Inspired by WW 

Bridget Cleary 

 

wise Walt Whitman writes from within a world of wonder 

seeking to feel the breadth of universal mind 

captured celebrated grasped in this one moment 

this one piece of space encompassing all time 

leaning as I do towards rhythm and rhyme 

synchronicities and magnetic pulls-sublime 

let us lift up the veils of subversive ignorance 

imposed upon our young 

grown into the elders 

slashed through our heart 

no longer can I honor your idea of worth 

i am reminded by God and walt  

that we are god 

full of immaculate potential 

limitless possibility 

you are the best 

i am the best 

i support our bestness 

so I release the less than thoughts 

i and I embrace our creative powers 

we are our own saviors 
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as of now 

taught as we have been by 

gnostics and mystics 

Crusaders and misfits 

jesus as a signpost, buddha muhammad 

compassionate livers 

we are our own saviors 

the human forgivers 

i release the bitterness I feel towards the powers that were 

the powers who want us to forget 

forever our place 

our magic 

our grace our beauty 

our strength 

as we replace the old paradigm 

of self-flagellation 

we rise up a stronger more heart centered nation 
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Where I Come From 

Bethany Cordova  

 

I come from watercolor painted mountains 

And city lights as bright as the stars they clash with 

I come from unpaved dirt roads, and sand between my toes 

 

I come from the smell of green chile roasting  

On a cool September afternoon 

And coffee mugs stained with lipstick in the shade of maroon 

 

I come from the voices of my ancestors crying Spanish prayers  

                     Santa Maria Madre de Dios 

 

I come from a once congested ashtray 

And the lingering smell of cigarette smoke that’s there to stay 

I come from butterscotch candies that melt in my mouth like 
plastic burning on a stove fire 

 

From the smell of my grandpas oil stained Levis  

And his rough, callused hands that are never going to retire 

 

I come from wildflowers that bring life to a barren desert  

A desert that keeps its secrets as good as I keep mine 
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I come from the amassed amounts of old school rock and roll 

And the countless idealistic opinions that take their toll 

 

I’m going to honor the traditions of my family 

But I don’t want to be just another term in the textbook of 
humanity 

 

Yes, this is where I come from 

But it is not where I am going 
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Manticore     Daniel Jaramillo 
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Cave Art 

Steven Veatch 

 

The twenty-thousand year old bison 

Of Lascaux appear arranged and alive 

In the glimmering glow of a burning torch— 

Where ancient walls whisper 

and prehistory holds us, then slowly 

releases. 
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Considering the Sludgy Prime 

Daniel Silverstein 

I still my boots on the path at night, 

In late year forest with bare branched trees, 

And falling snow on autumn leaves. 

Notes in symphony. 

 

Consider, I do, the sludgy prime, 

Where Anvils and hammers rose from ground, 

Evolved past their unhearing mound 

To this same pattering sound. 

 

In this cold, one might devise, 

A tonic, music’s height. 

Strands of the lesser light, 

Or these pallid woods at night? 
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Gift of an Innocent  

Elaine C. Bryan 

“May I pet your dog”? gushed an adorable first grader as I 
joined the therapy dog group giving lessons to children concerning 
animal behavior and awareness.  “Of course you may,” I replied 
warmly, “her name is Gizzie.”  Gizzie is my remarkable therapy 
dog, and we have made tremendous progress in her training, as 
well as mine, especially since I decided to step out of the realm of 
our regular visits at a local assisted living facility, and boldly venture 
onto the grounds of East San Jose Elementary School.  This 
particular lesson was to relay what actions a child should take if 
confronted by a strange or aggressive dog.  While attending this 
session, I am skeptical, at best, about my therapy dog team because 
this is a new experience for us both.  OK, I am not babysitter of 
the year, Gizzie is slightly schizophrenic at times, and we have 
special bonds with the residents of the nursing facility we frequent, 
but I wanted to expand and broaden our efforts in our therapy 
work.   

Therapy dog groups are recognized now more than ever 
for the mental therapeutic healing and comfort they provide in 
hospital environments, retirement and nursing homes, hospices, 
disaster areas, and schools, to name a few.  Each team, consists of 
owner/handler and dog, and is a tremendous way to reach certain 
members of a community in an effort to bring comfort to those in 
pain, companionship to lonely elders, relief from stress in a high-
tension job, and education to children.  Our particular mission at 
the elementary school was to conduct a lesson for first graders on 
animal awareness and behavior, artfully presented by Miss Sherry, a 
therapy dog enthusiast for the Southwest Canine Corps of 
Volunteers. 

“Never, never, run away from an aggressive dog,” Miss 
Sherry cautioned, in an attempt to instill in young minds the 
seriousness of the matter.  Assistant, Miss Cindy, wielded a stuffed 
puppet-dog named “Bubba”, suspended by six strings, and 
animated a dog’s aggression, which was greeted with the children’s 
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squeals of delight.  I quickly scanned the room full of receptive 
faces that beamed the toothless grins of six-year-olds.  Gizzie 
rested comfortably beside me, Sphinx-like style on a “down stay”, 
head erect, one ear cocked, the other folded over, and resting a 
solitary white paw upon the other.  Gazing in her direction, I 
reflect on how we came to be a team, and recalled when my 
mundane full time employment came to an abrupt halt.  I found 
myself with half a job and pondered what to do with my newfound 
freedom and how to channel that energy.  Ever the outdoor 
enthusiast, and always thinking more clearly on a dog walk, I 
channeled my thoughts, and chitchatted to my dogs on rounds of 
our neighborhood, while inwardly brooding what possible outcome 
might materialize from my circumstance.  It so happens, this 
fortuitous event led me to muse more and more about what I hold 
near and dear to my heart − my dogs.  I adore dogs, and I adore my 
dogs, so I sought a way to bring a greater meaning to my 
human/canine relationship and endeavor the work of a therapy 
dog team.  Heck, I think half my brain is dog, so I just might be 
well suited for this kind of work. 

The decision to become a therapy dog Mom is not an easy 
one; it is one that must be decided with consideration and care.  I 
already “chose” one of my little males to fit the bill for therapy 
dog, but that notion quickly fell by the wayside when I read the 
requirements.  Now I was in a quandary, and this new information 
made me think a little harder than I wanted to about my 
decision.  When I regarded my brood of five Cocker Spaniels, three 
full-blooded males and two Cocker-mix females, I was uncertain 
whom to choose for this important work.  Precious little faces 
fixated on me expectantly as if they discerned my thoughts, “Who 
will be the lucky one, who, who, who”? I cooed wistfully.  They 
understood not my words, but merely hinged on every inflection of 
my voice.  Twit and Gizzie, littermate sisters, swiveled tiny heads 
simultaneously to and fro, and blinked soulful eyes surrounded by 
silvery markings, where once, jet-black hair prevailed.  The boys, 
Beau, Mick, and Sonny focused intently upon me; eyebrows 
furrowed beneath little foreheads that exhibited expressions 
resembling old savants.  Each had their own eccentricities, and I, 
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alone, bore the decision of who would be best suited for this 
important work.  Twit cared not for anyone’s company but her 
own; Beau was too aggressive; Mick was intensely afraid of men; 
and Sonny − well Sonny was just neurotic.  Gizzie, a charming yet 
modest rescue, with an engaging character and unconditionally 
attentive to me − was my choice.   

Gizzie, a Terrier/Cocker mix of breed, is slight in stature 
hinting gazelle-like form; amber, almond-shaped eyes grace a face 
so sweet, which accents a long narrow muzzle, and the underside, 
dusted white, alludes to her thirteen years.  Despite those years, she 
is quite the sprinter, and long slender legs, attached to a sleek 
sixteen-pound physique, give the illusion of a three-year-old 
pup.  The spray of white so evenly distributed across her face 
disappears along her body with the exception of a mere handful of 
ivory, sprinkled through the length of her silky, ebony coat.  It 
seemed as though she knew what I was thinking, for she gave me a 
confident look, blinked her eyes, and smacked her lips as if to say, 
“When do we start”? 

Training ensued for the next six months and entailed long 
afternoons of classroom instruction, paired with frequent visits to 
various facilities, while undergoing dutiful tutelage from instructors 
of the organization.  Together, we endured the loud, bustling 
atmosphere of the hospitals, the crazy schedules of rehabilitation 
centers, and finally found a happy medium with a certain assisted 
living facility.  With Gizzie’s engaging qualities, along with her 
enthusiasm in the presence of people, we formed a terrific therapy 
dog team.  Smiles of acceptance abound when we take advantage 
of visiting opportunities; however, we also encounter wayward 
souls who want nothing to do with a dog, let alone my 
company.  Ah well, it is a sad thought to consider that those who 
have never loved an animal, lack a certain stimulation of the 
soul.  Yet, the elderly, who ache for social interaction, welcome us 
because when my uncomplaining, receptive, and gentle therapy dog 
bonds with them, it is a numinous moment to behold.  It breathes 
satisfaction into my soul when witnessing the eye contact between 
an elder and my dog, when with a slight touch of fragile hands, 
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which they place upon her head and against her cheek, then beam 
with gratitude for her company.   

As gratifying as the receptions offered from the senior 
citizens are, I felt a need, desire if you will, to expand my team to 
the extreme spectrum of life - the children.  At this particular event, 
at East San Jose Elementary School, the eager children were 
extremely receptive to the lessons we offered.  I thought it might 
be too much for a first grader to comprehend, but Miss Sherry, the 
instructor, was unquestionably entertaining, while interacting 
smoothly with the first graders and cleverly conveyed the elements 
of her message at their level.  This, indeed, was a very different 
experience for Gizzie and me, and we were about to get another 
one because the kids were not going to let us leave until we did our 
tricks, which were next. 

Tricks are an especially exciting moment for all present 
because it is an opportunity for the handlers to show off their 
precious dogs, and the students and teachers love the 
performances.  An Alaskan Malamute performed doggie push-ups; 
a Dalmatian offered handshakes right and left; and a chocolate 
Labrador balanced a biscuit on his nose.  Then, there was the stoic 
black standard Poodle, who strutted majestically, and attentively 
obeyed his owner’s almost inaudible instruction because he 
understood her hand language more than the verbal.  Gizzie and I 
were next − how do I follow that act? We don’t know any tricks − I 
frantically thought.  What was I going to do?  Still, we managed an 
introduction, and I did the only thing I knew; I dangled a tasty treat 
in the air and breathed loving words, as Gizzie’s head swiveled 
back and forth at every pitch of my voice.  Amazingly, the children 
erupted in raucous laughter and I drew a sigh of relief.   

With the lesson complete, the little people were swept 
away by their teacher, destined for lunch.  As they marched away in 
lines, their heads strained backwards to gain last looks at the 
dogs.  We all wanted to think we had instilled some lessons in their 
young minds; ones we hope they will remember.  Working with the 
children was, indeed, different and yet, tremendously rewarding 
because I felt a sense of accomplishment, and Gizzie’s performance 
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was stellar.  The children will remember the dogs, but the owners, 
not so much.  However, dogs are the focus of each visit, they are 
what this work is about, and they are the dynamic that brings out 
the spirit in people with whom we engage.  Dogs give aid to their 
owners, and together, as a team, we touch lives in a way that is far 
beyond the physical human touch.  Together, we make children 
laugh, relieve stressed workers, and bond with elderly citizens 
whose families have not visited for so long − the forgotten 
ancients, who with the faintest glisten of tears in their eyes, look 
into the face of my dog and say, “Thank you.”   

Each visit, no matter the location, begins simply enough, 
but with every passing moment of the human/canine interaction I 
behold the gift my dog imparts to those we meet.  It is a profound 
moment when witnessing an elder or a child, who looks into the 
eyes of my therapy dog − innocent eye to innocent eye − because 
in that moment, rests an unspoken bond of appreciation and 
gratitude for the gift of an innocent. 
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Blossoming Swan    J.V. Venegas 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

41 

Dear Osho-san (Monk) 
 
Reiki Sypteras 
 
 Yesterday I tried to remember when and where we first 
met and what we talked about. When I met you for the first time, it 
was a very humid summer. Many cicadas were singing. I was 
around 4 years old wearing a straw hat, and I was digging in the 
ground to find insects. All of the sudden you showed up. I tried to 
look at your face, but I couldn’t because the sun was behind you. 
Finally, I could see your face. At first, I thought you were an alien 
coming to abduct me. I was at the temple where I shouldn't have 
been.  
 You wore a loose black kimono with a gold cassock, and 
you had a shaved head. You talked to me in a very soft voice and 
asked what I was doing. I was so excited to talk with the alien. The 
more exciting thing was that I thought only I could see the alien. I 
felt that I was very special. Then, you helped me to find insects. 
Later, you invited me inside the temple, and you served me a glass 
of juice. It was a purple color and was delicious. I had never had it 
before. When I left the temple, I told you that I wouldn’t tell 
anybody about you. Before I left, I also asked you if I could come 
again. You said, “Of course.” 

 
Now I had permission, I went to the temple frequently. 

Whenever I visited the temple, the first thing I wanted to do was 
see your kind face and make a plan for the day. Every time we met, 
I asked you many questions about insects. In Japan, we often keep 
insects in a cage. One day, you brought a cage and an encyclopedia 
from a big storage building. You gave them to me, but I could only 
use them in the temple. Gradually, you asked me if I could help 
you in the temple. We spent half the time finding insects and the 
other half of the time cleaning inside the temple. My first job was 
spreading used tea leaves on the tatami mat. You were following 
me and sweeping dust. It was fun. The reeds of the tatami mat 
smelled like autumn.  

 
When I was about 13, we had a disagreement. I invited you 

to my big sprinting tournament. I wanted you to watch the 
moment that I broke the tape as the winner. Before the race, I saw 
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you in the crowd, but after I broke the tape, and I got the trophy 
and certificate, I couldn’t see you. I was very happy to be the 
winner.  I finally stopped by the temple and asked why you weren’t 
there. You told me, “I was proud of you, but you only focused on 
being the winner. You didn’t consider the other competitors.” You 
had a sad face. You were disappointed. I had never seen such a sad 
face. I was upset about your comment, and I didn’t come back to 
the temple for more than a year after that. Now I understand what 
you were saying about considering the other competitors in the 
race. You wanted to teach me to show consideration to others not 
just during my race but really in the bigger picture. But I still 
disagree with your opinion about the race. A sprinter should win. 
That’s the race. 

 
But this was many years after you had saved my family. I 

know it was you because no one else knew. When I was 5 or 6 
years old, it was midnight. I overheard my parents talking about 
going back to their hometown in the north of Japan in the 
mountains to finish our lives. There’s lots of snow there. They 
were planning to say goodbye to some people and then walk off 
into the snow with the family and freeze to death. They wanted to 
commit suicide because my father worked from early in the 
morning to midnight, but we still couldn’t pay the mortgage 
because my younger brother was often hospitalized.  

 
The following morning, panicking, I went to the temple to 

ask you if you could take care of my younger brother. You asked 
me what had happened. I explained the situation, and I begged you 
about my younger brother many times. You said, “Ok, but could I 
talk to your parents first?” I answered “No” and hurried to go back 
to my house and bring my younger brother. I persuaded him to 
stay with you. Then, I went to back our home. My parents asked 
where my younger brother was. My parents tried to look for him, 
but I said “Let’s go to catch a train, or we will miss it.” 

 
My parents didn’t want to leave my younger brother, so 

they kept looking for him. I was afraid my younger brother would 
come back because I wanted to him to stay alive. My parents didn’t 
give up on him. Later, my younger brother came home crying. Our 
family missed the train that day, so we put it off to the following 
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day. The next morning, my mother opened the mailbox to get the 
newspaper. She found an envelope with our family name on it. She 
came back inside our house screaming. She said, “Money! Money!” 
My father opened the envelope to check inside carefully. My 
parents started to count the money and found ¥300,000 (about 
$3,000) with a note that said, “Tomorrow is another day. Please 
save your life.” My parents cried for a long time. Then they 
wondered who gave the money to us. I went to the temple to make 
sure you gave the money to us. But, you said, “What are you talking 
about?” You know I am a monk. Monks don’t have money.” But I 
swore to myself I would return the money when I became an adult.  

 
Today, I am living in the U.S., and I am a college student. 

You knew I passed the entrance exam for law school at 18, but my 
father wouldn't let me go to college. I wish I could invite you to my 
graduation party for my Bachelors in a couple of years. I saw you 
last when I was 19. I brought the money I had earned, ¥400,000 
(about $4,000), and returned it to you with interest. You said, “You 
remembered. Thank you, but it was not necessary.” I insisted, “I 
want you take it because I want to feel I have become an adult.” 
Finally, you took it, and I felt really good. You looked thinner, but 
nothing big changed for me. About 6 months later, I noticed in the 
obituaries you had passed away.  

 

When I first entered kindergarten, which was located near 
a different temple that I would go to, I saw another alien from our 
classroom’s window. I enjoyed watching him because I still thought 
only I could see them. One day, I saw a teacher talking with 
another monk. I was shocked that she could see him. I asked why 
she could see him. I had thought the monks were alien, but that 
was just the monk dress code.  After the class, I went to the temple 
to ask why you didn’t tell me you weren’t an alien. You laughed a 
lot. Then you explained: “I liked that you thought I was an alien 
because I wish I could be an alien.” 
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Pink Royal Crown    J.V. Venegas 
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Oozing 

Lizeth Rodriguez 

He slightly releases the grip on her mouth  
Allowing the breath back 
Into their dried lungs 
Only to lock them back again  
Much tighter this time  
Tar oozing black  
From the insides of her lips  
Dripped from his chin down onto his neck 
While her body stayed untainted 
He takes it all in  
Her tender kisses drenched in poison  
Branding his burning skin  
It’s a painful longing  
He submerges beneath his tongue that hugs  
The torn piece of flesh that is her own 
With greed  
He denies to acknowledge the upcoming his stomach  
Was shoving against the walls of his throat 
Trying desperately  
To suck in all the tar she was  
Generously offering  
He shuts his eyes 
Submitting to the grotesque  
That was the rotting love she had for him  
And refused to refuse it 
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Pineapple     Kristen Gima 
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