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The Sun Sets in Dannevoux 
Bryan Barnes 
 

The Diggers’ first experience in combat was Dannevoux. 
On the morning the roar of the guns petered out, they marched 

towards the town for miles on a muddy road that ran through an old pine 
forest. It churned into a heavy cement that pulled on the Diggers’ feet. 
They smelled the tree bursts a hundred yards before they saw mulch 
sprayed around gnarled stumps of trees that peeled in every direction. The 
road began arching through the pines, curving around mortar holes in the 
road. 

The Diggers saw pillars of black smoke when they walked into the 
fields beyond the forest. The town could have been a forgotten empire 
etched into one of Sargent Harris’ books; the streets covered in mounds of 
plaster and stone where homes once stood.  A 15-inch Austrian howitzer 
sat on one corner in a twisted heap of iron, its 21-foot barrel mangled and 
silent. The walls of the church stood tall behind the ruins, peppered with 
holes, like a cornfield after a hailstorm – the roof smoldered on the empty 
floor; everything inside was gone. Eddie thought the pews and statues that 
left their shadows on the floor were far beyond the German lines by now. 

There were 1,402 German corpses beneath wooden crosses in 
Dannevoux. No one counted the dead civilians, though there were six 
graves. Big graves, as it was. 

Eddie had never seen white men do such horrible things to other 
white men. And the things their women did to the Diggers. The French 
girls called them their guerrier au chocolat – chocolate warriors—and there 
was a house full of them. They pulled the men into an open room and laid 
them over couches. The windows were open and dark, lace curtains 
swayed in a breeze he couldn’t feel while classical music drifted from a 
gramophone.  Eddie remembered the girl that whispered to him, how her 
white breasts disappeared beneath his hands, her body engulfed under his. 
He remembered the power in the unseen fingers that played the piano, 
drifting from the record that seemed to play forever… he nodded at the 
gramophone and then pointed to his ear, asking with a look on his face, 
What is this? 

Her lips followed his fingertip. C’est Saint-Saens mon amour, she 
whispered, baise-moi l’amour, and her body spoke in tongues that every 
creature knows. 

The women there were good to the men. The French even gave one 
of the Diggers a medal for bravery after he saved one of their messengers 
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with blood shooting six feet into the air from a hole in his neck. Two 
months later he stepped on a land mine. Some real Billy shit, Eddie thought. 
They found some of him and off he went with his dress blues. His family 
never heard of his award, as it was. 

Beyond Dannevoux lied the trenches of Meuse-Argonne. 
Eddie was in the trenches the day that Billy jumped for that watch. 

The Diggers were fixing a tunnel off the front line to an observation post 
that was obliterated by German artillery when they heard the screaming 
mortars rip the air and Harris ran down the line, hitting each soldier’s 
helmet with a closed fist like a sledgehammer and shoving them into the 
thick mud – COVER! – whack – COVER! – whack – COVER! – whack. 

The mud was dark and the blood and the shit and the bandages 
disappeared into it, like mixing black paint into a wet palette, but the 
stench of kids with treasonous bowels and melted flesh would only 
disappear in death. 

The mud sucked Eddie down, filling his pockets as the mortars toiled 
the ground. He watched waves of earth leap into the air, cutting through 
the smoke that only left the air above the trenches when it stormed. Eddie 
looked at the dark mud on his hands and how his skin shined through it. 
He didn’t notice the splintered remnants of a walkway that pierced into his 
upper leg – right where the ass ends – only the spraying dirt that looked 
like flocks of thousands dark doves twisting around white clouds and 
claiming the sky, for a moment. 

He watched the severed arm spin into existence, trailed briefly by a 
disc of spinning smoke and then by a wailing Billy. He thought the severed 
arm was Billy’s before he saw Billy clutching his ass, and then he felt the 
plank of wood shift inside his own leg, scraping his femur, and he thought 
it was entirely the fault of Harris. 

The Diggers were stuck in that valley for months. Every few days, 
miles of trenches would vanish under the barrage of German artillery. 
They would guess where the old trenches lay buried and dig new ones 
between, avoiding the bodies that were hard to dig through. The bodies 
below who were lucky enough to have a mortar pick them off directly 
were easy to dig aronund—shovels know their way through shards of 
flesh—but most below were buried whole. 

Their shovels wore out constantly, but the French Army replaced their 
splintered oak handles with ones of yew, nearly indestructible. Since most 
of the men couldn’t write home, they carved their war stories into the 
handles. If they died, the other men would burn their handles at night, 
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collecting the blades to replace their own, etching the man’s name into his 
steel. Eddie came home with dozens of etched blades. 

The winter beyond the trenches was particularly fierce. There was 
nothing racist about the cold, they knew, only the shit gear the Army 
dropped on the Diggers, but they suffered in dignity. At sunset, Harris 
would read to the men his favorite passages on Rome’s history before 
ripping the pages out to start the night’s fire. 

One page spoke of a plot to murder a ruler named Cicero. Harris held 
a lighter close to the book and the men huddled around a heap of scrap 
wood. Harris said, “the people were poor; they were powerless; tired; the 
system was never meant for them.” The plotters were arrested, and Harris 
read from their trial: They are discontented with their own circumstances, and desire 
a general alteration; they can support themselves amidst revolt and sedition, without 
anxiety, since poverty does not easily suffer loss. The only sounds came from the 
boards that split and twisted in the flames, but the last line echoed through 
Eddie’s mind: since poverty does not easily suffer loss. 
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La Chola 
Patrick Gomez 
 
El Azteca y el español clash,  
Histories of Indigenous and Spanish begins. 
Xoloitzcuintlil becomes Xolo. 
Colonization and assimilation becomes 
more rational marginalization. 
this offensive brand evolves to a label of pride. 
 
Generations spawn individuals.  
Las Pachucas arrive with bouffant hair and zoot suit  
Culture. The torch passes to the next gang, 
Toughness with appeal, distinct style, a youth rebellion. 
Symbols of loyalty and defiance, 
A conversion of personality and spirit. 
 
La Chola emerges, más girl power! 
Unwelcome targets of negative stereotypes, 
pay no mind! They honor their descendants. 
Flair with attitude, fashion on a budget, loud 
blush, arching eyebrows, winged eyeliner with 
color bandanas, flannel shirts, and big hoop earrings. 
 
La Chola moves beyond race, color or  
Sex. These homegirls welcome all people and walks of life. 
The spurned have rewritten their histories. 
Snub racial, gender, and economic narratives; 
Fresh thinking, new respect, the merging of  
los Indios y los Conquistadores continues. 
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t-r-a-n-s-f-o-r-m-a-t-i-o-n 
Halla Hughes 
 
aimless nights spent in messy cars, streetlights 
blurring by, driving through 
cotton candy skies until  
dawn nips at our heels.  
evening drives turn into chasing the sunrise, music blaring through the 

speakers, 
fast food wrappers discarded in empty backseats.  
 
gravity cannot touch us, cannot 
hold us down as we spend our days in  
idyllic peace, running from life or death or  
just… something in between.  
 
kaleidoscopic views grace us from the tops of 
lonely mountains, those blurry streetlights 
minuscule beneath our feet. 
never have we felt so free as we disappear into the trunks of trees,  
our minds racing, neurons exploding with the excitement of something 
heavier than simple 
philosophies. the ground  
 
quakes beneath us, and no longer are we  
restricting ourselves in our lives,  
struggling with first loves, or 
the lack thereof, exploring every single 
 
undiscovered thing about who we are, searching for 
value in ourselves as commodities 
waiting to be consumed.  
‘xactly how are we meant to  
yearn for, strive for our futures, chase the sunrise,  

become something more, when 
zealots demand we comply, fit into the boxes of what  

they view as normalcy?  
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Emergency & Language Barrier & Beyond 
Annabel Hermosillo 
 
 I remember being in the 
emergency room fall 2017, I was 
surrounded by Cinderella stickers 
and 30 to 50 tubs along with lots of 
bright blue and red lights flashing in 
my face. There were 10 to 15 
doctors in my room. 
 My neck felt broken, there were 
tears pouring down my face. 
 I observed my doctor examine me 
and was looking back at my 
mother’s face of worry and tears. I 
was wondering what was going on. I 
had to translate for my mother while 
being ill, the stage of crucial pain 
and not being able to move around. 
On top, I was trying to translate 
English words back to Spanish, 
which was very difficult for me 
because I didn’t even know what 
was happening. The next couple of 
weeks and months, I spent trying to 
reflect on me, going back to the 
kindergarten classroom where I was 
in a dual language program trying to 
learn English and balance my 
primary language which is Spanish. 

~~~ 
 I remember walking into my 
kindergarten classroom, which was 
probably a year before the accident, 
to be exact the summer after 
kindergarten; which was full of kids 
who only spoke English. This was a 
language I felt completely clueless 
about and didn’t know anything 
about. I was walking by my mother’s 

side, and she was just as confused as 
me when it came to understanding 
my teachers. She was always in need 
of a translator everywhere she went. 
The brown and blue walls with 
brown mini tables and chairs of the 
classroom were very frightening to 
me because I never knew how to 
communicate with anyone who was 
not my family. 
 As a result of me not 
understanding English, I was 
enrolled in a dual language program; 
I would spend half of the day with 
an English teacher and the other 
half with a Spanish teacher. This was 
so I could familiarize myself with 
English words, and at the same time, 
not forget my primary language. 
Being placed in the dual language 
program made it so that both of my 
classes had children that were of my 
culture and to show me some 
comfort that I was not alone, but I 
felt alone. 
 I come from an immigrant family 
who migrated to the United States 
from Cuauhtémoc, Chihuahua. Even 
though Albuquerque is a city that 
has a big Spanish population, it was 
difficult for my family to 
communicate and get around the 
city because they were only familiar 
with their Spanish language at the 
time. Once my brothers were 
enrolled in school, they started 
adapting to the English language. 
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They attempted to help and teach 
my parents the basics of English, so 
they would be able to get around 
more and not have as much 
difficulty. As my brothers grew 
older, they both took their own 
paths and moved along with life, 
which took them to their new 
homes, and I, the little one, am the 
last one at home with my parents. 

~~~ 
 I came in and out of the hospital it 
seemed like… I was anxious to leave 
the hospital. It was taking forever 
for everything, it seemed like I had 
been there for like 5 days. The 
cinderella stickers stopped being 
cool and I was stuck in a place that I 
literally started to hate, I guess this 
was because I felt so confused and 
was in a lot of pain. Who doesn’t 
hate hospitals?  
 My parents have been trying to 
learn English over the past two years 
due to the fact that I am growing up, 
I am in college and have a new job, 
which leaves me with little time 
spent at home. My father goes into 
work very early in the morning while 
I go to school and after, I go to 
work and spend most of my 
afternoon there. If this is all 
happening I can’t go to any 
appointments or run any errands 
because I am busy. This can be hard 
to understand because things change 
and priorities change too! As time 
passed, it became more evident and 
my parents started to do errands on 
their own and only looked for me 

when they were absolutely confused. 
This sometimes happened often, but 
it was fine because it wasn’t the 
same as before when I felt that I was 
needed for everything! And now it is 
not very often, only sometimes. 
 My parents have lots of 
appreciation towards the help that I 
give them. My mother and father 
always thank me for all that I do; 
they have always supported me 
financially, emotionally, and 
physically. They have showed me 
proper Spanish and, thanks to them, 
I have not forgotten about my 
origins or my primary language. 
They have also shown me lots of 
support through my high school 
career by encouraging me to take 
Spanish courses that would help me 
in the long run to advance in any 
career that I choose to pursue; I am 
fully bilingual. 
 I remember when my parents used 
to say and still say that I am one of 
their biggest blessings! It truly feels 
that way because of their actions and 
appreciations towards me… I feel 
that nobody knows what this feels 
like until you're living the moment! 
 I came eleven years later to help 
them along this American path. 
They have come to understand the 
importance of learning the native 
language, and this is something I’ve 
come to understand as well. 

~~~ 
 Neither my mom nor dad 
understood how important it was to 
be able to understand the native 
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language of the country where they 
live in… this didn’t happen until 
after my car accident. 

~~~ 
 The importance of the English 
language became clear due to a 
simple yet conflicting event when I 
was hospitalized. This 
hospitalization turned into 
something more, beyond than it 
needed to be. Because my parents 
and I were all in a situation where 
we didn’t know English and the 
English that we all knew was not the 
same that healthcare providers 
knew. It was totally different. It was 
a different level of English that not 
many will understand. When you are 
only able to get around with simple 

English skills and not advanced, 
then healthcare providers English 
was for sure an advanced level of 
English. 
 I can say that this event helped 
not one of us but all of us to realize 
how important it is to know English 
and know English well… Really, you 
may think that you know English or 
know how to get around with no 
problems, but sometimes the ride is 
not always smooth. 
 I hope this story helps you if your 
native language is not English!  I feel 
that this not only opened our eyes, 
but has potential to open many 
other eyes and make us all realize 
how important a native language is 
to your country and lives. 

 

 
I Hope Allsups Survives the Pandemic Jocelyn Fuentes Sotelo 
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Bilingual Battles 
Isabela Ortega 
 
 Cold, thick, bright, crimson red spills onto my delicate skin. During my 
early childhood, wounds on my knees and elbows would frequently revive 
just when they had finally begun to heal.  “Sana sana colita de rana. Si no sana 
hoy, sanará mañana,” my mom would say “Heal, heal, little frog’s behind. If 
it doesn’t heal today, it will heal tomorrow.” Hearing those words in 
English makes the magic disappear. It erases the enchanting thought that 
those few words held an even more powerful effect than any healing 
medicine. Navigating this experience of being bilingual as a young woman 
of color has left the most significant impact on me and my life.  
 For thousands of years, countless communities have faced the 
suppression of their language in multiple forms. This is a complete 
disregard for someone’s safety and comfort in a space. It is the 
suppression of our ancestors, our descendants, and our individuality. 
Insufficient language access is something that I see to this day. As a child, I 
often witnessed my peers having to translate for their parents in various 
settings, often dealing with important documents and subject matters, such 
as doctor’s appointments, filing taxes, applying for college, and much 
more. During my internship in the summer of 2019 at the Second Judicial 
District Attorney’s Office here in New Mexico, I saw this every day. 
Witnesses and victims were often dismissed or pushed aside because they 
did not speak English. I was put in the position of interpreting between 
attorneys and their clients, defendants, and more as a mere intern. I saw 
these cases as people’s suffering, traumatic experiences, and an 
opportunity for them to receive the justice and closure they deserve. I 
couldn’t help feeling like the District Attorney's Office was committing a 
huge injustice to these people by not providing a professional interpreter 
to complete this task. These experiences were pivotal in my recognition 
and awareness of the lack of language access. I have frequently 
experienced the censorship of my language in institutional settings. In 
school, I was told not to speak Spanish on multiple occasions. I saw this as 
much more than our teacher making sure we were only talking about the 
classwork at hand. 
 I explicitly remember my seventh-grade English teacher instructing my 
classmates and me not to speak Spanish in class. At the time, this was an 
ordinary occurrence and I was not aware of the impact this control would 
have. This oppression of my identity created a huge insecurity and 
internalized oppression in my community. We felt as if we were not fully 
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welcome in this space of learning. Throughout my life, I have had a 
constant internal battle with the idea that I was too Mexican to be white 
and vice versa. I find myself isolated from both groups because I don’t 
fully fit into either. This has created a reluctancy for me to portray myself 
in a certain light with regards to my art, writing, and other forms of 
expression. However, as I was educated by my peers, family, and others, I 
decided to resist and challenge these rules. I involved my parents, 
administration, and my classmates to make sure these teachers knew that 
this rule in unacceptable and extremely harmful.  
  Language access or the lack thereof has taught me that to allow yourself 
to be censored is to surrender to the oppressive culture that has been the 
root of so many issues in society. I refuse to be suppressed because this is 
what my people have ingrained in me so deeply. However, Spanish has 
always served me as a bridge between my family and friends. The most 
influential person in my life and the one that instilled all of these values in 
me is my mother. Not only did she flee political corruption in Mexico at 
the young age of 21, and take me to my first protest in a stroller before I 
even had the capacity to walk, but I have also watched her do community 
organizing for as long as I can remember. She taught me an aphorism 
passed down through generations that I will cease to ever forget. “No me se 
rajar,” or “I know not how to give up.” It is precisely this mindset and 
resiliency that I see in the people of my Latinx community, that which 
drives me to continue working hard and seeking discomfort because that is 
when progress is made. My Mexican family holds high expectations of me 
not because they are strict but because they see a potential and a spark in 
me that I have yet to fully discover. As a result of this, I developed a love 
for learning at a very young age and have lived life this way ever since. My 
mother is the reason for my curiosity in the study of expression through 
art and so much more. Despite my hardships, I truly would not have it any 
other way because at the end of the day, I know I can always go to my 
mom, and she will never hesitate to kiss my wounds and tell me, “Sana, 
sana, colita de rana. Si no sana hoy, sanará mañana.” 
  



 

 14 

Forgotten Ponds 
Bryan Barnes 
 
Remember mottled leaves on our shady ponds? 
How thrashing bass kicked up muddy 
clouds when they would strike, 
strike so hard that they’d snap our lines 
if we dazed off in the warm light, 
on those rolling seas of grass. 
 
And how we winced as blades of grass 
sliced our legs when we walked to our ponds. 
Somedays we fished until only the light 
of stars guided us, dragging those muddy 
cats home (we carved long lines 
through quiet meadows) as they would strike 
 
the dark wheat tops, whip and strike 
in protest. Now though, the grass 
isn’t how I remember; wisps of faint lines –  
black locust thorns shore forgotten ponds. 
Cracked and shattered memories of muddy 
waters gone dry in this blinding light. 
 
The winds smell of storms in fading light, 
and the torrents will strike 
long canyons, cut deep through the muddy 
plains, washing away all that rotten grass 
and faded trash, save what I stashed by our ponds. 
Tangled high in tattered power lines 
 
and twisting oaks: your old knotted fishing lines. 
Once I followed their threads, far past the light. 
Friend, I fear they’ve poisoned your ponds, 
it was their final strike, 
they set fire to your fields of grass, 
leaving only burnt, muddy 
 
earth. And it was a muddy  
trek to there and back, I lost the lines 
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countless times between, in the tallest, heavy grass.  
There is something unsettling about this light 
out here—I wish darkness would strike 
it from the sky so I could remember those ponds. 
 
These ponds are lonely, so I flee from light, 
to strike in dark night, to strike 
the bright light from your frail ponds. 
 
 
 
 

 
A Cycle Between Your Hands Alan Lopez Figueroa  
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Questions are a shameful act 
Angel Morningstar 
 
Stained glass windows, framed by pale walls, 
A murdered figure hangs from a cross,  
A curious child and aroma of benzoin incense, 
Questions are a shameful act. 
 
The introduction of sacraments, 
Religious passages spoken, 
The killing of the first born, 
Questions are a shameful act. 
 
Children stay attentive, 
Passages recommence, commandment of divinity, 
Knife wielding: a murderous father obtained blind obedience, 
Questions are a shameful act. 
 
A query brought to authority figure: the glaring of peers,  
Silence claims the room, as the feasting of flesh and the drinking of 

blood commence, 
A teacher speaks no flaws only truth, as I fearfully raise my hand, 
Questions are a shameful act. 
 
 
 
A Day with Grandma  
Jasmine Quandelacy 
 
 Naomy jumped out of her mother’s moving white Ford car 
before it stopped. She ran down an inclined hill towards her 
grandmother, whom she loved tremendously. 
 “Hi gramma!!  I missed you!” She screamed at the top of her 
lungs while her little feet tried to move faster than they could. Her 
brown curly hair bounced as she took each stride. 
 When she reached grandma, she stopped so fast and her little 
brown face turned pale. Instantly, her jaw dropped, and the right 
side of her lip curled up. Her eyes widened, filled with tears, and 
instantly they started to flow down her cheeks. 
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 “WHAT ARE YOU DOING??”  She yelled. Her heart felt like it 
was going to burst from beating so fast. 
 Grandma Wilma turned around with a knife in her hand. Blood 
slowly trickled down the blade of the knife. Wilma saw her 
granddaughter’s-stricken face and placed the knife on the little 
round wooden table that stood beside her. And she immediately 
walked toward Naomy to console her. 
 But Naomy backed away as Wilma stepped toward her. “NO 
Gramma. I don’t love you anymore. You're. A. Murderer.” Naomy 
said in a low stern voice with tears falling down her cheeks. 
 “Baby girl, let me explain. It’s not what ya think. Come sit down 
on the bench underneath the shade, you're gonna burn standin in 
the sun.” Wilma said as she sat down on the old brown bench. 
 “John! Hold Caesar there for a bit while I talk to Nae, then we’ll 
get back to it!” Wilma yelled as she wiped sweat from her brown 
wrinkly forehead. The wrinkles in her skin resembled small 
canyons. As the sun shinned high in the sky, her sweat caused her 
long white hair to stick to the side of her face. The ponytail that 
held her hair back was now, practically nonexistent. Grandma 
Wilma was the strongest woman in town, her figure was short but 
muscular. She could haul hay, barrels of water, and herd sheep all 
by herself. 
 “Yes...ma’am” He struggled to reply. 
 Naomy walked over and put both of her little hands on each side 
of her hips and demanded an explanation. 
 “Okay, now I know you're so upset. I can see your nostrils 
flaring out. But what you see happening isn’t just for fun, things are 
being done because they have to. Long ago, we didn’t have stores 
or restaurants like McDonald’s where you get those chicken 
nuggets. We had to then and still gotta do now. We raise and take 
care of sheep. Once they’re big enough, we butcher and eat them.” 
 Naomy was quiet. She said nothing. Her face was no longer 
covered in tears, maybe that was a good sign. Then she spoke “So, 
Caesar is a sheep and not a person??” 
 Wilma stood up and she said, “come with me and see for 
yourself, I’m letting your Uncle John do things today, so you can 
watch and see.”  She grabbed Naomy’s hand and led her to where 
John had Caesar tied up. 
 John was sitting on the fence of the red corral while he 
sharpened his knives. Meanwhile Caesar was tied up and laying on 
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his side in the dirt of the corral; he was not making noise or 
moving, just laying there. He had a long rope wrapped around all 
four of his hooves and his nose, they were all tied together. He 
looked sad. A swift breeze pushed the hanging black cowbell to 
clang against the corral; the unexpected clash caused the herd of 
sheep to cry in a synchronized, “baaahhh!” 
 “Okay, Johnny. Let’s take Caesar to the big oak tree so Nae can 
watch from the bench. And no she’s not too young, she needs to 
know. Her momma hasn’t explained anything to her.” She shook 
her head in disbelief while walking away. 
 John was tall and lanky. His bald head shined brighter than the 
sun itself. His black sunglasses hung on the bridge of his nose, with 
his index finger, he pushed slightly upward covering his deep 
brown eyes. He wore a white cotton t-shirt with dark blue wrangler 
jeans that were tightened with a brown belt. He jumped off the 
fence and quickly slid his sharpened knife into its case. With both 
hands he picked up Caesar, as if he weren’t heavy at all. 
 Then he put him down right below a thick branch that was 
growing horizontal on the oak tree.  He picked up a shovel, then 
started to dig a hole in the ground.  
 Once he finished, he warned, “If you're not ready to see this, you 
can go back to the house and do somethin else till we’re done.” 
 Naomy nodded her head slowly. She closed her eyes and took a 
deep breath. She inhaled fresh air- It was a musky scent of pine and 
oak trees mixed with dirt. She exhaled and replied calmly, “Yes. I'm 
okay. I can do it.” 
 Wilma returned with an old tablecloth, a big green plastic bowl, 
and cloth rags for wiping their hands. 
 “Can I help, Uncle John?” Naomy asked with a hopeful look in 
her dark brown eyes. 
 “Well sure, you little city girl” he smiled crookedly. 
 “Nae, you’ll be learning from the best. He’s one of the guys who 
knows how to butcher correctly. He can be done with the whole 
sheep in thirty minutes, while the guys in town take an hour and a 
half” Wilma reassured her. 
 John dragged Caesar to the hole he had just dug. 
 “Alrighty, now I have this hole so whenever I cut his throat, the 
blood will drain into it. Now, he’s already tied so all you're gonna 
do is just hold him down at his stomach, so he doesn’t squirm too 
much when I cut into him. But I don’t think he will, he didn’t fight 
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me when I roped him together in the corral. I think he knows it’s 
his time.” 
 John counted down from five “5, 4, 3, 2, 1, now!” 
 “Blaaaughhhh” was Caesar's last sound and was more brutal than 
Naomy thought it would be, but she pushed down as Caesar 
wiggled more than expected. 
 Everyone was quiet while they watched Caesar’s blood drip into 
the hole. Once all the blood was gone, John hung the body on the 
oak branch, head side up. “He cleared his throat. Okay baby 
rookie, if I have a lot of blood on me after I’m done, that means I 
did a sloppy job. But if I only have a few drops, that means I’m a 
true Navajo butcherer” 
 Naomy laughed “Yea okay, let’s see Mr. Big head with a big 
mouth.” 
 John's face turned red, and he scrunched his eyebrows together 
“For being three feet tall, you mean!” 
 His shiny knife gently ripped through the skin starting at the left 
arm and slid down the abdomen. He skinned the wool off and 
hung it beside the body, to dry. Then he started on the stomach 
cutting straight down. 
 Naomy was standing less than five feet away and the smell of 
steaming organs hit her so fast, “Ughh that’s so gross!” she thought 
to herself. 
 Wilma handed her the big green bowl and told her to take out 
the intestines and put it inside the bowl. So, she did. The intestines 
felt warm and squishy, almost like dough but slippery, like the 
texture of fat. The bowl weighed at least five pounds when she was 
done. She wanted to pinch her nostrils shut but she would get 
nasty intestine juice all over her face. 
 Wilma praised her for doing a good job, then she took the bowl 
from her before Naomy dropped it. “Come on baby, let’s go to the 
house, I’ll teach you how to make telephone wires.” 
 “Gramma, how do you know how to make a telephone when 
you don’t know what WIFI is???” 
 Both Wilma and Uncle John howled with laughter. “Man, yo 
mama turned you into a city girl. Here take this and go with your 
gramma,” John said while handing Naomy a leg that he cut off. 
 Naomy grabbed it quickly and ran after her grandma. 
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 Once they were both inside the house, they washed their hands. 
Wilma had a bucket by the table, and she handed Naomy a pair of 
latex gloves. 
 “Change the weird face you’ve got on your little face. Now we’re 
gonna make those telephone wires I told ya about. I’m going to cut 
pieces of meat off this leg, while you learn how to clean the 
intestines yourself,” she said while pointing at the smelly green 
bowl. 
 “Gramma, it’s stinky! Why are you gonna eat something that 
stinks like poo?” 
 “Because my dear I’m trying to teach you about your culture. 
And if you do like I tell you, it won’t stink when your done with it. 
AND it’ll taste good!” 
 Naomy quickly changed her mind and responded with 
enthusiasm, 
 “Okay, gramma, tell me what to do. I’ve got the power today!” 
 Wilma explained, “Now, put the end of the intestines over the 
bucket and push everything that’s inside into the bucket, starting 
from the top. Then we use the turkey baster to run water through, 
to clean it. The water should be run through, until there’s nothing 
inside and the intestine itself is a white color. After you're done 
with that little lady, tell me and I’ll help you cut it into five-inch 
pieces.” 
 She finished her first task, her grandmother told her to wrap the 
intestine around the pieces of meat she had cut. After she washed 
her hands and drank a glass of cold water. She placed them neatly 
into a baking pan so Wilma could cook them for her. 
 Naomy ran outside, after she helped her grandma make dough 
for her favorite thing her grandma made: Fresh flour tortillas. 
 She found Uncle John singing along with a song playing on his 
old portable radio that still took batteries and was not Bluetooth. 
“You’re going to give her all your heart, then she’ll tear it apart. 
You're gonna cry a little while. Still she’ll leave you with a smile!” 
 He had his eyes closed while turning the head of the sheep, while 
it cooked on the fire pit. He quickly opened his eyes and showed 
his crooked smile. 
 “So, baby rookie, do ya see any blood on my clothes?” 
 “Yeah, yeah, yeah, you're a true Navajo butcher blah blah blah!” She 
mocked while she made funny faces at him. 
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 “Keep on talkin little girl, you’ll be hanging with the sheep skin 
on the tree!” 
 They both laughed together. 
 She looked down and asked, “Did you cut off the ears?” 
 “Nahh, once I got the fire going pretty well, I threw that sucker 
on there and let it roast. The trick is to keep turnin it while it cooks, 
so the wool can burn off” 
 “Okay Uncle have fun. I’m gonna go play before dinner” Naomy 
said as she skipped away. 
 Twenty minutes passed by and Wilma called Naomy inside to 
wash her hands and get ready to eat. She sat down at the table, she 
looked right to left at what was prepared for dinner. There was a 
bowl of green beans, fresh tortillas, and a plate of fresh cut 
jalapeños from Wilma’s garden. Then she came in and brought the 
hot pans and set them down on potholders. One was full of 
Naomy’s work, the ‘telephone wires’ she had made and the other 
was a pan full of ribs. 
 Wilma asked Naomy and John to stand, while she said a prayer 
before they ate their food. They all held hands, closed their eyes 
and bowed their heads. 
 Wilma spoke softly, “Father, thank you for bringing us together 
today, for blessing us with the food that you provide for us and 
thank you for the time we get to spend together here on Earth. 
Thank you for watching over us and I pray for your provision and 
protection for each of our lives. Thank you, amen.” 
 They all sat down in unison and slowly began filling their plates 
with a little bit of everything that was laid out on the table. 
 Naomy happily placed a telephone wire in a little piece of a 
tortilla and shoved it in her mouth. As she chewed what she put 
inside her mouth, she began to taste the intestines and didn’t like 
the rubbery texture or the strong taste. But she could not spit it out 
into her napkin, her mother had reminded her once, that was rude 
and unladylike. So, she chewed until she could swallow without 
choking. She quickly drank water to mellow the taste that lingered 
in her mouth. 
 Uncle John asked her, “So whatcha think?” 
 She grinned wide and replied, “It was so good!” 
 Yes, she just lied right after she prayed that she was thankful for 
the food on table. But if her grandma knew how she really felt 
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about the food she spent so much time cooking and teaching her 
about today, it would break her heart. 
 That is a ruthless lie she let grandma believe until she died, stuck 
between honesty and respect.  
 
 
 

St. John’s Wort 
Eric Lucero 

 
it was springtime, & everything was yellow and baby blue. 

so much of my time was spent at vitamin stores 
buying supplements as a substitute for love, 

love that I was longing for so sweetly. 
 

I had just gone vegan; I needed extra B12; 
I vowed to quit xanax the summer before, 

and zoloft too that same spring. 
my doctor told me of st. john’s wort, 

 
& magnesium powder to soothe the nerves. 

it tasted rancid, but I choked it down. 
a sleep aid too, with marshmallow root. 

certainly, a safer choice than xanax, 
 

but addictive all the same. 
not physiological, but psychological. 
I sought validation through plant-based capsules, 
and fancy canned soft drinks. 
 
there was a lady at the vitamin store. 
she told me of the supplements that were safe, 
and those that were worthless. 
to her, a simple job; to me, a heroic gesture. 
 
I came to know her as a friend, 
when friends were in scarce supply. 
she sold things to calm me, 
a calm so fleeting, yet so profound. 
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the last bastion of hope, 
during a time hope was so urgently needed. 
I don’t take supplements anymore. 
I sometimes want to start taking them again, 
 
and frequent the shops I used to dwell in 
not for the mild help the vitamins offer, 
but for the familiar comfort of that same place. 
I step inside, and it feels like that spring again. 
 

 
Sitting with the Moon Cassandra Dailey 
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The Button Fern 
Cass McMain 
 

When the tall woman opened the door of the greenhouse, the 
swirl of leaves at her feet startled her. She glanced up at the girl 
who had been sweeping there. Her apology was met with a shrug, 
and the girl began sweeping again. The tall woman turned away and 
began browsing among the plants. Her aunt had given her a table, a 
long, low table which she had placed under her bedroom window, 
where it sat, long and low and empty, needing something on it. A 
plant, the woman thought, would be exactly the thing. 

One of the plants caught her eye and she drew towards it, ran 
her fingers over the leaves. It felt papery, almost fake. She held it 
up and waved toward the girl, who was still hovering near the 
front, sweeping her leaves into a pile. Was this easy to grow? No, 
she was told, it was not. Very hard. In somewhat broken and quiet 
English, the girl informed her that the plant was a Button Fern, and 
that it needed filtered light, high humidity and lots of care. The 
trick, said the girl, was to keep the temperature cool and the air 
fresh and moist, like a high cliff in a rainforest. 

Sadly, the tall woman set the fern back on the table. Fresh and 
moist, cool… these words did not describe her house. But the fern 
would have been ideal for her table, just so exactly what she had in 
mind. And how striking it was with those leaves, dark and so 
perfectly round, each leaf like a little pill, a string of green pills, a 
pile of them. 

The door opened again, causing the girl’s sweeping to fly 
around once more, and a man in a suit stepped in. Another 
apologetic glance, another shrug, another sweeping. 

The tall woman wondered why the girl kept putting her pile of 
leaves right there to be tossed with every new opening of the door. 

She looked at a few other plants, picturing them on her table, 
but not able to get the little fern out of her mind. She could mist it, 
she thought. Maybe, if she got a misting bottle, and misted it every 
day, it would survive. Twice a day, even. Or she could get a 
humidifier. There was an outlet right under the table, she could put 
a humidifier there, and leave the window cracked for fresh air, and 
maybe then the little fern would thrive. 

Encouraged by this thought, she turned back to where she had 
left the fern. She would take it, and get a humidifier, and she would 
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crack the window for cool, fresh air, and the plant with the little 
black-green button-like leaves would... would… 

But it was gone! She turned around in a circle, then looked 
quizzically at the girl with the broom. Where had the fern gone? 
The girl pointed out the door, toward the man in the suit. 
Crestfallen, the woman looked after him. Had he known about the 
special care? Had he known about the rainforest and the humidity 
and the trick about the cool, fresh air? No, the girl told her, with a 
laugh. The man had not asked. 

The tall woman frowned and sighed. Then, surprised by how 
close to a sob that sigh had been, she turned and sprinted out the 
door, across the parking lot, toward the man in the suit. 

 
 
 
 

A Piece of the Sun 
Jessica Jones 

 
As she walks past it in the kitchen 

Its bright neon hue catches her eye 
Like a small sun illuminating the objects around it 

 
The chill startles her hands while she gently picks it up 

Her finger slowly slides across the surface 
Feeling every microscopic groove the eye cannot see 

 
A weak sniff brings back strong memories of childhood 

the scent of Pledge that her mother used obsessively  
As well the stench of it being left in the fridge for a month 

 
Her fingers rip the peel as it clings to every last piece of flesh 

She can tell if she misses the trash can  
By the almost silent thud as gravity does its work 

 
A piece is placed slowly into her mouth 

A rush of sweet succulent divinity floods her taste buds 
The freshness explodes with every salivating bite 
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Self Portrait, April 2020 Sarah Lough  

Mixed media painting on wood. 23 x 16 inches 
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The Window 
Noah Josiah 
 

 The psychological evaluation gave David vague half-answers and 
descriptions about the job he was applying for. It was a part time 
job. It paid better than most people’s careers. He would be working 
alone. All he had to do was pay attention and follow instructions. 
Then there were the ominous questions he was asked. Was he 
easily distracted? Was he easily disturbed? Could he, under intense 
stress, keep the details he knew confidential? Did he have any 
history of paranoia or psychosis? 
 David, after hearing the 10-digit passcode to open the door from 
the inside, walked into the building and was handed a badge with 
his name and picture already on it by a man who introduced 
himself as Jacob. David put this in his front pocket. He was led 
into a small, padded room with a window and a desktop computer 
that was showing video of the adjacent room.  
 As David walked past the computer to look through the window, 
he was pulled back by his arm. Jacob laughed and said, “Whoa 
there, buddy. Let’s calm down. We’re here to watch the monitor 
and record anything noteworthy that happens. We are NOT to 
look through that window, got it?” 
 David nodded and went back to the monitor. He sat down and 
looked at the screen. On it was a younger man, with a clean-shaven 
face and a buzzed haircut. The man was standing in a room 
identical to the room David sat in now, minus the computer 
equipment but with a bed in the corner. The man stared at the wall. 
Jacob said, “The poor guy is all skin and bones, huh? He’s been 
refusing to eat for as long as he’s been here.” David nodded and 
wondered who the man was. 
After five minutes with no movement from the man on the screen, 
David turned around to ask Jacob what exactly he was supposed to 
take note of only to find that Jacob had, without a sound, left the 
room. 
 David’s first day on the job went by in an unremarkable fashion. 
The man in the video did not move once and, after four hours of 
nothing, an alarm on the computer went off signaling the end of 
David’s shift. This repeated for the entirety of David’s first week, 
every day ending with David turning off the lights to his room. 
 Monday came around, and David rolled out of bed and got ready 
for the day. He waited at the unmarked building and heard the 10-
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digit passcode. He was led to his room by Jacob, the only person 
he had seen in this building, and turned on the lights. He sat down 
and began staring at the screen. The man on the other side of the 
window looked shorter than David remembered. His hair was 
longer than it should have been after just one weekend. 
 Before David could write this change down, he was called out of 
his room and down the hallway to a room he had never been in. 
He was told that another employee had broken protocol and 
looked through the window. David was told that this meant that 
there was now a promotion with his name on it. Unbothered by 
the earlier starting time and later leaving time and the vaguely 
threatening reminder to never look into the window, David 
hungrily accepted this new job. 
 The new job came with a new room, this one with a monitor at 
least three times the size of the old one. As he was leaving David to 
his work, Jacob dropped his ID badge. David picked up the 
laminated card and saw a picture along with the name Jason written 
underneath. The man apparently named Jason took the badge with 
an emotionless expression and quickly left the room. David, rattled 
and confused, turned his attention towards the monitor. Through 
the bigger screen, David was able to see details about the man that 
were imperceptible before. 
 Writing down things he thought were noteworthy took most of 
the remaining time in his new schedule. The man had green eyes, 
when previously David had thought they were brown. His hair, 
now shaggy and unkempt, was significantly longer than it was when 
David had last seen him only three days prior. There were other 
things David saw that unsettled him, but that he could not quantify 
into words.  
 As the alarm signaling the end of his shift rang, David was 
startled to find Jason standing behind him looking at the monitor. 
“It’s always a shame when you can see the type of person they used 
to be before they got here, isn’t it? Like this guy must have been a 
beast on the football field, huh? Shame that now he just stands 
here all day.”  
 David, once again confused and unsettled, was about to speak 
when Jason said, “Don’t worry, you’ll catch on, but first you should 
try and take an inventory of his inventory.” With that and nothing 
else, Jason left the room without another sound. David was about 
to follow suit when he took one last look at the screen and noticed 
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that Jason was right: the man on the screen was built like a 
linebacker. Closer inspection saw that the man on the screen had 
something in his front pocket. Initial assessment indicated a playing 
card or something similar. David made a mental note to write that 
down tomorrow and turned off the lights to his room. 
 Another week. Another employee that looked into the window. 
Another promotion. Another schedule shift that stretched earlier 
and later. Another room, this time with a projector mapping the 
image onto the wall directly and a bed in the corner. Another image 
of the man, this time life sized and staring directly into David’s 
eyes. Another reminder that we DO NOT look into the window. 
 David looked at the wall. Looked at the man, whose hair now 
reached his midback. Looked at the jawline, now sharper and more 
defined than it had been before. Looked at the eyes that radiated a 
deep blue, throwing a calmness that washed over David. Looked at 
the projected image and then turned towards the window. Looked 
at the door as it opened to reveal Jason, smiling at him and 
nodding. David, still feeling the hypnotic effect of the man’s blue 
eyes, asked Jason, “Who is he?” 
 “No one here can answer that except you.” 
 “He doesn’t look the same way he used to.” 
 “Neither do you.” 
 “What do you mean?” David asked. 
 “Describe yourself. What color are your eyes? How tall are you? 
Are you skinny? Fat? Muscular? Would you recognize yourself if 
you saw a video of yourself? Would you recognize yourself in a 
mirror? If you looked into the window who would you see? Him or 
your reflection?” 
 “Are you saying I can look? I’m not supposed to.” 
 “Says who?” Jason asked with a cold smile. He pulled his ID 
badge out of his pocket and pointed it at the projector in the room. 
He tossed it to David. 
 The image of the man on the wall morphed into a video. David 
saw a man standing outside of an unmarked building in a strange 
part of town. David watched the man push ten buttons and walk 
into the building. The camera footage changed to security footage 
inside the building. David watched the man go into a room and sit 
in front of a blank computer screen. He watched the man get up 
and leave. The video fast forwarded as the same scene played out 
four more times. The man in the video entered the building and 



 

 30 

now walked into a new room and sat in front of a part of the wall 
that was painted black. Once again, this repeated four times. David 
saw the man enter the code, walk into a new room that was empty, 
and stand and face the blank wall in an empty room with one 
window. 
 David, sure he was watching himself, looked down at the ID 
badge in his hands. He saw a picture of a man he couldn’t 
recognize with the name David written underneath. David turned 
back towards the wall video and waited for Jason to open the door 
to the room. Waited to see Jason throw him his ID badge. Waited 
for the current events to play out the way he had lived them. 
Waited for longer than he could ever remember waiting. The 
longer he waited, the more certain he was that Jason was about to 
enter frame. The longer he looked, the more resolute he became 
that he had to keep watching. 
 He waited. 
 After an amount of time that was impossible for David to 
quantify, the light in the room past the window turned off. David 
didn’t care. He would wait as long as he needed to until he finally 
got answers. Another impossible-to-determine amount of time 
passed, and the lights in the adjacent room came back on.  
Still, he waited. 
 “What does this mean?” David asked to no one. The room was 
quiet as death. David could hear faint voices in the adjacent room. 
The rhythm of a conversation he had experienced on his first day. 
 Still, he waited. 
 The voices in the other room stopped talking. David was sure he 
had just heard the same conversation he had been a part of when 
he started this job. How long ago was that? When was the last time 
he had been outside of this building? Would he ever leave again? 
David knew nothing anymore. Knew nothing but these four walls 
and his own image being shown to him. 
 Still, he waited. 
 The voices in the adjacent room picked up again, and this time 
David heard them. Jason telling someone to never look into the 
window. To never look at David. David knew they would 
eventually come to get him. Someone had to come for him, right? 
 He waited. 
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Rain 
Carmen Garcia 
 
The sadness comes in waves. She doesn’t announce herself. There 
are no signs of her arrival. It’s not like a hurricane or a tornado. It 
starts off slow, creeping in, tiptoeing. It feels like a little pinch; a 
drop of water. Hardly anything. Then it starts spreading and it 
becomes louder. Still not scary, nothing to worry about. So, I keep 
going, I keep walking. Then the drops get bigger. They feel 
stronger. The pinching lasts longer and it starts to hurt. I keep 
walking because I can get through it. I know I’m stronger. I focus 
on each step, trying to ignore the rain. I count the steps, but it’s 
only getting louder and I’m having a hard time hearing myself. I 
start screaming out the numbers hoping I can hear myself. I stop. 
All I can feel are the drops hitting my skin harder, that’s the 
pinching I feel. I turn to see if anyone else can hear me screaming. 
No one is looking at me. No one sees the rain. No one hears me 
scream. I look down again and I’m not wet. There is no rain. I 
haven’t been screaming. I’m just standing. A single tear falls down 
my cheek. It doesn’t hurt like the rain. I start counting my steps 
again so I can get moving. I keep walking and it feels good. The 
sun is out, and it feels so warm on my skin. I look up and the sky is 
such a pretty blue. I’m smiling now because it feels nice to be 
outside. Then I feel it again, but this time it is stronger. It’s angry. 
There is no slow transition into it. It comes down hard and fast. 
My face is cold now from the rain hitting it. It hurts my cheeks and 
I know I’m crying but I can’t tell the difference from my tears and 
the rain. This time I know I’m not the only one that feels the 
storm, that sees the rain and lightning. That hears the thunder. It’s 
so loud it’s deafening. I cover my ears with my hands and close my 
eyes tight hoping it passes fast. It’s not letting up and I can’t hear 
myself, not even my thoughts. The constant berate of the rain has 
left me numb. I can’t feel and I can’t hear. I don’t want to open my 
eyes because I don’t want to see what’s in front of me. So, I sit 
there, paralyzed and deaf. I just want it to stop. I just want to feel 
the warmth of the sun again. 
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Puppy Dreams Brianna Rosemarie Aldridge 

Oil Paint on Wood Panel 
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Kilo 
Sydney Winder 
 
Kilo entered this world not 
knowing where he would end 
up, what his name was going to 
be, who was destined to be his 
owner, and what his life would 
look like. He was a puppy. He 
had golden fur, the only one in 
the litter that came out golden, 
he had blue eyes, and he was 
small. He did not look like his 
mother. She had grey hair, and 
a blue nose, and she was big. 
His mother was rebellious and 
left her yard often to wander 
the streets, and she would 
always return pregnant. This is 
how Kilo came to be. 
 Kilo was given to me as a 
gift, shortly after the man that I 
loved had passed away. Kilo 
was a bright light, a flickering 
flame, that illuminated my 
darkness. He looked like a 
miniature bear, and he fit in the 
palms of my two hands put 
together. His fur was soft, and 
his little body was warm. He 
was so innocent, and his 
innocence intimidated me 
because I was far from 
innocent.  
 My life was dark, filled with 
uncertainty and lost hope. I 
constantly wondered if I would 
live to see better days. How 
was I to take care of this puppy 
when I could not take care of 

myself? I held him close to my 
heart and promised him that I 
would find a way. He looked at 
me, his eyes stared into my 
soul, and I got this overall 
feeling that he was going to 
take care of me.  
 We lived in hotel rooms for 
the first 2 years of his life. We 
changed hotels every couple of 
weeks because I had a warrant 
for my arrest, and I couldn’t 
stay in one place for a long 
time. Kilo didn’t judge me 
though, he just wanted to be 
next to me, no matter what I 
was doing, or where we were 
at.  
 I could tell he did not like 
when I was high, but he didn’t 
make a fuss, and he didn’t act 
out. He would lick my scars, 
almost as if to tell me that it 
was going to be ok. He had this 
way of always making me feel 
better. While the world saw me 
as a piece of shit, he saw me as 
his friend, and he loved me, 
just as much as I love him. 
During the times where the 
drugs were hitting me too hard, 
and I would be close to 
overdosing, he would shake me 
back to life. He would push me 
as hard as he could with his 
front paws, and the jolts would 
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eventually wake me up. He was 
saving me from myself. 
 Kilo wasn’t like a regular 
puppy. He didn’t tear things 
up, he didn’t make messes, and 
he didn’t bark. The first time I 
heard him bark, he was almost 
two years old, and it was 
because I was getting arrested. 
My warrant had finally caught 
up to me, and I knew I was 
going to be gone for a while. 
My priority was Kilo, and I 
wasn’t going to lose him, so the 
officer allowed me to call my 
Dad. My Dad picked Kilo up 
and they both had to watch me 
be taken away in the back seat 
of a cop car. Kilo was barking 
the whole time.  
 Kilo had it made at my Dad’s 
house. He was now king of a 
huge backyard, he had plenty 
of food and treats, and he had 
my Dad. Kilo was growing fast, 
and he was turning into a huge 
dog. He started to get the face 
of a rottweiler, and the muscle 
structure of a pit bull. His tail 
was getting long, and it curled 
up at the end, and had wispy 
hair growing straight out of it. 
His tail resembled a German 
Sheppard’s tail. His paws were 
huge and perfect for the size of 
his body. We still didn’t know 
what dog he was mixed with, 
but we can guess that he was 
mixed with rottweiler. He was 
safe and happy with my dad, 

and that is all that mattered to 
me.  
 I thought about him 
everyday when I was in jail. I 
would talk to my dad on the 
old metal pay phones, cold 
against my ear, and I would 
pray each time that the call 
would not cut out before I 
could say hi to my dog. He was 
like my child. I am thankful 
that I did not have an actual 
child at this time, because the 
pain of leaving a child behind 
would be ten times more than 
the pain of leaving a dog 
behind. I don’t know how my 
mom did it.  
 I had not seen Kilo for two 
and a half long years. I came 
home, to my Dad’s house, after 
a long journey of jail and 
recovery. When I stepped out 
of the truck, Kilo saw me, and 
he stopped in his tracks, frozen 
in the moment, not sure if it 
was really me. Had I really 
returned? I got down on my 
knees, stretched my arms out, 
and said, “Well, come here 
brat, you know it’s me!” 
Instantly he melted and bolted 
towards me, knocking me on 
my back. He licked my whole 
face while jumping back and 
forth with excitement. He gave 
me love nibbles all over my 
arms, and all I could do was 
cry.  
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 Fast forward three years, and 
Kilo is still the king of the 
backyard. I am still here at my 
Dad’s house with him. I am 
engaged to a wonderful man 
who has an even more 
wonderful daughter that I have 
adopted as my own. Kilo loves 
her probably more than he 
loves me now, and life could 
not be any better.  

 Every now and then, I go 
outside and tell Kilo thank you. 
I give him a big hug while he 
sits on top of his doghouse, 
and he leans his head on my 
shoulder, almost like he is 
hugging me back. When he 
looks at me now, he tells me 
with his eyes that he is proud 
of me, and that he always knew 
we would make it out of that 
lifestyle. 

 

 

 

 
Branch Coral Jennifer Klecker  

Photograph taken in Fiji at a depth below 70 feet 
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Toxic Home 
Miriam M Millen 
 
I hate the way they kiss with their fits 
while bleeding by the love they once felt. 
He buys me presents to make us forget, 
to make us forgive. She hugs me and tells 
me everything is fine but they keep  
breaking the picture where we all laid.  
His foot hit the floor with fierce and 
rage, and the photographs on the wall 
fall like my love for him. 
Her lips open, she tries to explain  
but nothing comes out of it like the tears  
I won’t let out in the cold air. 
I hate how they are so used to it, so comfy  
yet so painful at the same time.  
Perhaps that’s why they can’t break the  
habit. It’s so familiar, like being at home. 

Undeserved Words 
Alejandra Legaspy 

 
A darkness in my heart,  

Grew that night. 
My lungs filled with black 

Smoke and empty promises. 
Hot tears rolled down, 

From my blood shot eyes. 
Fears I never had 

Came alive. 
I wish I hadn’t. 

Unfamiliar darkness  
Something unlike the night, 

Who still had the stars to echo hope. 
No 

Something far worse 
Had come inside. 

Just as you did, 
With no 
Consent  
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For my mother  
Hannah Edgel 
 
After your wedding day, I blamed my silence on a 
backlog of work I had been putting off for months. 
Candidly, I didn’t get any of it done. I think I gave up when the 
dubious promises he made were somehow enough to  
elude everything I had tried to say to you, our destruction a 
fait accompli in the plans he kept making. Any 
groundwork you tried to lay for us is now torn up in the 
hindsight of everything we lived through, by the 
idealism of your faithful, romantic heart, 
juxtaposed against the hell that house created.  
Kudos to the people who finally pulled us out when you realized 

things were just as bad as I had been saying. I’ve undertaken, 
now we’re here, the 

laborious task of recovery, of  
making a life from the fragments we’re left with. I’ve 
never been a good listener, Mom, but the  
omnipresence of those nights looms over me. 
 And maybe I hold on to too much but you gave me a 
palpable heart and I grew myself a curious mind. 
Questioning the reality you presented to me is  

an unending task, the 
realization that the supposedly irrefutable  
satisfaction promised to you was a mirage made by a world with 
totalitarian instincts but convincingly kind words. It’s  
unsettling to watch what you have become for this, to watch your  
valediction of sanity, of freedom, of independence. 
Watching the  
xylem of 
you, your 
zeal, die. 
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America, We Need to Talk 
Atlantis Lopez 
 
America, we need to talk  
Because I have questions. 
Can I ask you why 
do we sing “land of the free”? 
Even though freedom isn't’ really 
free? Unless it means children locked in cages or 
gunshots fired into the bodies of those deemed less than? 
How is that free in the land of sea to shining sea? 
Is there a reason 
jogging is a crime? resulting in a man being 
killed for exercising while black 
Leaving the people of your land 
mourning and crying, taking to the streets 
night after night, asking you “Why?” 
On roads full of blood and tears because 
protesting is “illegal” even though it’s a constitutional right 
“Quiet down”, the police say, “Go home!” 
Rioters will be sprayed with tear gas 
So stop questioning your country or  
there will be batons hitting your face 
Until I have answers, America, I will be  
vying for justice, freedom and peace 
Will you listen? It’s like Malcom 
X said, “I’m for justice no matter who it is for or against.” 
You know I love you and your rivers and forests that  
zigzag, weaving across this land, that is why I question you 
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Crow 
Matthew Smith 
 
The judge’s gavel lifts 
Like a hammer being raised 
To mold a gold medal 
 
Unfortunately, today 
There are no  
Gold medals 
 
No triumphs for mankind 
And no victories for 
progression 
Just the sound of defeat 
 
The sound heard as the gavel 
Smashes into the hard  
wooden surface 
 
Smashing into it  
Like a meteor crashing into 
earth 
Destroying so many lives 
 
No meteor will be crashing  
Into the earth 
Today 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
But many lives  
Will still be destroyed 
By none other than humanity 
itself 
 
Because that gavel 
Created a new world 
A separated world 
 
A world in which 
A little black boy 
Must look at his mother 
 
And Ask 
 
Why can’t I drink water from 
that fountain? 
Why can’t I sit in that seat? 
Why can’t I 
Why 
 
Why?
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Busy Bee 
Baliegh Weber 
 
Standing in the middle  
of a busy highway  
Being passed by a grey  
undefined cargo train, 
Full of chaotic thoughts.  
Running ten minutes late  
To being ten minutes  
early. The fear of falling  
wakes you up just before  
you hit the ground. Tik Tok, 
times run out. Paralyzed  
by a single drop of  
motivation Simply 
because your navigation 

 is broken And keeps asking  
you to make a U-turn.  
Some days you win the  
marathon and others, you 
fall Victim to the never  
ending barrage. All because  
you lack a chemical that 
comes  
naturally to most.  
Some days even the fear of  
a late assignment can’t  
motivate you to get  
off the highway. 

 

 
A Bump in the Sequence 
Aja Quintana 
 
 BRRRING! BRRRING!  “Hello?” Elena said as she answered 
her outdated flip phone.  It was a quarter till seven and the sun was 
shining through the curtains upon her face. “Thank you. Ay, Voy.” 
Elena said on the phone to the movers as they were letting her 
know they had arrived. When she put her phone down on the 
dilapidated wooden nightstand she could hear the moving van 
wheels against the rugged driveway. Elena was still trying to fathom 
that everything she once knew was going to be jammed packed into 
that van in the next twenty-four hours. Eduardo had woken up 
from the sound of Elena’s voice when she was on the phone. He 
sat in the cozy bed until he had to get up to help Elena get out of 
bed. He proceeded to grab her fragile arms and lift her up, then 
handed her piled terrycloth ruby-colored robe and guided her into 
her rickety wheelchair. They both made their way down the dim 
lighted creaky hallway to the front door and pushing Elena in her 
wheelchair Eduardo stepped out and looked at the massive yellow 
moving van and sighed. 
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 “Is Daniela on her way yet?” asked Eduardo as he took off his 
washed-out blue baseball cap running his leathery hands through 
his gray curly hair. 
 “No, I called her yesterday and she said she would be here at 
nine this morning,” said Elena as she admired the only 
neighborhood she knew as if she was looking at narrow streets 
under the East Los Angeles sky for the first time. The community, 
food, music, and the sunny polluted skies made it feel like home 
under the musky sky. 
 Eduardo put his hand on her bony shoulder and turned her to 
push her back into the house. They both went back to the 
bedroom and Eduardo put on his button-down grey flannel shirt 
and faded blue jeans and then went to the drawer and picked out 
Elena’s floral blouse and nut-brown slacks. There was a knock on 
the door and Daniela walked in with stacks of cardboard boxes in 
her hand. Her long artfully messy black hair caught in the corners 
of the boxes and the knees of her fitted jeans covered in dry gritty 
dirt, she walked towards her parents. 
 “Hey, Mom, Hey Papa. How are you guys feeling, are you ready 
for the big day?” Daniela said as she walked towards Eduardo and 
Elena smiling. 
 “Good Mija, it’s nice to see you. I think we should finish packing 
the living room first,” said Elena as she looked toward her 
childhood home. Half of it in stout brown cardboard boxes and 
the other half in cold half-empty rooms. 
 As they were packing in the silence of the semi-empty house 
Eduardo was busy stacking books that once sat upon the bookshelf 
into boxes. He then brought to light the stack of the old water-
damaged books. He flipped through the pages that were crinkled 
and stuck together and started to reminisce over the flood that 
filled their house like a swimming pool. When he had the book in 
his hand the flood seemed so small and not the stressful chaos that 
happened twenty-eight years ago. He couldn’t help but laugh at that 
situation now looking back on it and the way his trousers looked 
soaked in the water. He remembered running to Elena who was 
outside the house to tell her that their furniture was floating and 
the pillars in the living room were three feet shorter. 
 “Papa can you help me pick up this chair?” said Daniela as she 
was gripping the bottom of the chair. 
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 “Yeah no problem!” said Eduardo as he picked up the other half 
of the chair and they both proceeded to stumble towards the 
moving van. 
 Elena sitting in her wheelchair wishing that she could help but 
she just observed her husband and daughter carry away the chair. 
With tears filling up her eyes she stared at the now empty space 
where the chair had been, next to the angular fireplace and over the 
scarred wooden floor. She remembered the feeling of dragging that 
heavy piece of furniture into the brand new house and feeling an 
abundance of hope. It was the first time she had realized that the 
life she and Eduardo left in Tijuana, Mexico when they were 
nineteen was gone, and although it was going to take a lot of work 
their American dream was just beginning. She knew at even at the 
age of seventy-eight she would never forget that feeling. 
 Eduardo and Daniela walked back into the house to see Elena 
cleaning the broad windows in the living room. 
 “It’s okay Mom, I can clean the windows,” said Daniela as she 
grabbed the rag and started to wipe the window. 
 While she was cleaning the windows that were covered in a layer 
of microscopic dust she turned around and looked at the small sun-
drenched backyard in front of her that she spent summer nights in. 
She cringed at the memory of when she was fifteen and her friend 
convinced her to sneak out at twelve in the morning. She 
remembered the look on her parents’ face when she had finally 
returned to the house at two in the morning. The feeling of fear 
she got when she was apprised to go to her lonely room in guilt. 
She started to laugh and started to feel thankful that even in a time 
like that her parents always cared where she was and stayed up until 
she returned home. 
 “Is anyone hungry?” Eduardo said as he sealed up a box and 
made his way towards the kitchen. 
 “Yes, should we order something?” said Elena as Daniela was 
pushing her towards the kitchen. 
 “Okay sounds good,” Eduardo said as he was picking up the 
phone calling a restaurant. 
 Elena and Daniela sat at the kitchen table surrounded by boxes 
and they started to slowly pack the remaining of the pans. Daniela 
handing the pans to Elena to pack up each one bought up a 
bittersweet memory. It was the still durable steaming pot that made 
both of them emotional; they both remembered spending hours in 
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the kitchen in mid-December evenings making tamales. The 
kitchen cluttered and masa smeared from one wallpaper covered 
wall to the other. They both had their hand on the pot and looked 
at each other being thankful that those memories were made and 
that they were memories they would never forget. 
 When they had finished eating and packing up the kitchen they 
all made their way to Eduardo and Elena’s bedroom to complete 
packing the remaining stuff. There was an old box of photos in 
their small and narrow closet that Eduardo had found himself 
looking through. He stumbled upon a picture of him and Elena 
when they were about thirty-one sitting beside Daniela. She was 
blowing out her candles in excitement at her seventh princess 
themed birthday party. He smiled in a tender manner remembering 
the nights that had turned into mornings. The days when the house 
was packed with friends and family and smiles on everyone’s face 
and their eyes gleaming with celebration. He missed those days 
when Daniela was young and so were they and the city felt 
intimidating but so charming. Sitting there going through photos 
he was reminded of the warm family that he had and the 
unforgettable memories they made. 
 “Hey Papa, what is taking you so long?” asked Daniela as she 
was gathering clothes and putting them into boxes. 
 “Ah, sorry Mija just got distracted that is all,” said Eduardo as he 
started to pack up the rest of the closet. 
 It was now about six in the afternoon and they had mostly 
finished packing leaving the large dresser and the vacant bed for 
the movers to move the heavy furniture that next morning. They 
had made their way over to the kitchen and Eduardo and Daniela 
sat in the remaining kitchen chairs while Elena relaxed in her 
wheelchair. They all sat in the midst of their empty home. The 
wallpaper looked different without the furniture surrounding it and 
the overcrowded kitchen now bare and empty looked much larger. 
They all knew what was next, a new home for Eduardo and Elena. 
Daniela was staring off into the kitchen and her eyes locked onto 
the uneven tile that her mom tripped and fell on last month. She 
remembered the call she got from the hospital hearing that if her 
dad wouldn’t have been there they weren’t sure if she would have 
survived. With her severe arthritis and diabetes, she knew that if a 
fall like that happened again it wouldn’t be good. That 
uncomfortable feeling came back the same uncomfortable feeling 
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that left a lump in her throat feeling she got when they 
recommended her that her parents should move into an assisted 
care home. She then shifted her eyes from that tile and glanced up 
at her parents and was appreciative of them and proud that they 
left their life back in Mexico with such bravery and worked hard 
for this better life for them and her. 
 “Are you guys sure about this? Is this what you want?” Daniela 
asked Eduardo and Elena as her eyes misted over with tears. 
 “This isn’t something we are sure about, it is something that we 
know we have to do, we are getting old and this feels like the next 
right thing. With each other, we know that home is anywhere as 
long as you have the people you love.” Eduardo and Elena said as 
they held hands and comforted Daniela 
 Daniela smiled and went to the moving van to make sure the 
boxes were sealed correctly and that everything was placed 
correctly.  Eduardo and Elena found one last box they forgot to 
pack in the corner of the kitchen. They proceeded to open it up 
and it was their wedding cake topper. 
 Eduardo and Elena looked at their wedding cake topper and 
their hearts were filled up with love and happiness.  They 
remembered their sixteen-year-old selves under the especially 
beautiful tree in the local park talking about everything and nothing 
at all. Knowing that they had found the person they were going to 
spend the rest of their life with. They remembered their life in 
Tijuana and how that act of bravery coming to California not 
knowing a whole lot of English and not even having a full 
education paid off. They remembered that it was scary and all so 
new but with each other, by their side, they knew that nothing 
could be against them. They looked at the empty house and 
thought how blessed they are to have created this beautiful home 
and family. With tears in their eyes, they hugged each other and 
were ready for this new home they were once again stepping into 
together. 
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OCD Soliloquy  
Mara Pahalyants 
 
To touch the wall three times, and pacify my nerves to rest 
Or succumb to freedom’s lurking? 
Whether ‘tis a wiser choice to live within the rules I have 

empowered 
And scrutinize the seducing shapes, the misleading patterns 
Investigating sequences for implications they might bear 
Or to unlace superstition’s corset, 
Unveil the fleeting notion that I hang by threads, restraining rods 
To puppetry of my own free will 
For if I outwit the unsettled baron for a night,  
Fringe the circling repetitions, 
And bury rituals in the ocean’s expansive bed, 
Change can take a seat at the table of mind’s traps 
Next to always-uninvited Lunacy and Mania, 
Across from Frenzy and Hysteria,  
 Who, since the lid of Pandora’s Box has been opened, 
 Have never been fond of tranquil interludes. 
But change is an anchor whose heaviness we heaved before, 
Through anticipation, or with dread 
Like clock’s gears, it was made to advance time’s stalemates. 
Unwillingly, I rather walk hand in hand on the disorder boardwalk  
With obsessive dames and compulsive dukes, 
Before long, I will couple once more with fear for a pirouette, 
In cadence to Vera Lynn’s “We’ll Meet Again”.    
Our heels touch the floor one, two, three times, then four – 
The numerals must be odd, and if they are not, 
Anxiety is eager to join for accompaniment. 
With liberty locked, I remain imprisoned in the chains of my mind, 
Embraced become the spiraling indecisions by a dead man’s 

solitude 
Ticking sanity, I am led to a blockade built with blocks of 

confusion, 
Plastered with delusion, painted with illusion 
I think of ocean’s refuge and rove my beasts to rest. 
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Sweet Solitude Alan Lopez Figueroa  

Acrylic 
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13 Million Humans 
Allegra Salazar 
 

 Three a.m. wake up, work awaits. Driving the speed limit, 
following the rules, “can’t get pulled over.” Driving is anxiety 
bottled up. Some won’t take the risk so they bike ride, walk and use 
public transportation. State issued identification cards have big 
yellow bands at the top and written in bright red letters reads, Not 
for Federal Purposes. Cops who see this know you are undocumented. 
 A man traveling fourteen hours by plane arrives, border patrol 
officers tell him his visa is wrong. Now waiting in an airport 
holding cell, a ticket back home. The woman practicing her English 
until an accent isn’t detected. Her husband swallowing his pride 
keeps quiet when confronted. Workers never missing work. 
Arriving first, and leaving last. Immigrants working hard. No 
complaints, just compliance. Western Union awaits customers 
sending family members back home money. 
 Undocumented people fighting our wars, yet government courts 
telling them they cannot stay. Not welcome here anymore. His wife 
is American, they have American children but citizenship still isn’t 
granted. “But you’re married,” people say perplexed. One lawyer, 
two lawyers, three lawyers, four, all telling you the same thing, head 
hung, “there is no hope.” 
 A teenage girl writing fake nine-digit numbers so that she can get 
an education. She feels this haunting her. A Best friend keeps her 
status a secret. She desperately needs her friend. Her father left, 
when will she see him? In whom will she confide this pain? So 
young, she experiences such social and emotional hardship. 
 A mother working three jobs needs to provide. She raises kids 
that aren’t hers trusting her kids raise themselves. She wakes up 
early selling tamales she spent all night making. A boy attending 
school, speaking English perfectly, culturally acclimated yet 
classmates make him different. He does his homework where WIFI 
is free. 
 A woman leaves her country walking week after week wearing 
shoes whose soles no longer exist. Grounding her to the earth with 
each step. Raped, beaten, and left almost dead but she must 
continue her journey. America is her last hope. Sacrifice becomes 
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her discipline. Her children are her motivation. She arrives, months 
pass, she saves money so that the Coyote will help cross them. 
Pitch black outside, a scrawny young man picks the group up and 
drives like lightning. Their hearts pounding, everyone holding their 
breath. A tiny white abandoned house in the cold desert awaits 
them. Days pass, the people praying no one finds them, but they 
do. The young mother is separated, her kids now held in cages. She 
awakens in debilitating pain, finding that her reproductive organs 
removed, no consent. Fearful and lonely tears stream down her 
cheeks, she is betrayed by this American dream. It is no better here. 
The uniformed officers laugh and eat while babies scream “mama”. 
Nine hundred parents think “Where are my babies?” Will I ever see 
them again? How can they do this? Bravery and hope their only 
option. 
 A young man’s brother leaves. At his shop, unmarked vehicles 
show up and I.C.E. men with assault rifles shout, “get on your 
knees.” No one asking for identification. No reason and no 
warning, jail bound. A month passes and his brother is seen by a 
judge. No interpreter, he doesn’t understand, but guesses leaving 
voluntarily sounds better than deportation.  Driven and dropped in 
the vast, dry desert. Will you see your brother again? Will he cross 
back over? Is he okay? Every day he also wonders if it’s his last. A 
dark grey cloud looming.  
 A cook pays into the system but he never gets a tax refund like 
his co-workers. A global pandemic trembles the world. After 
months checks are issued, but they exclude anyone filing using 
ITIN. Everyday finding ways to make it and survive. Resilient and 
unwavering. These immigrants have no concept of “relax.” They 
are not free. Thirteen million people in the United States face this 
reality. Time, like sand escaping the hourglass. 
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