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Letter from the Editors

This is the third issue of the Garland Court Review since the 
English and Art Departments joined forces three years ago to 
showcase the breadth of literary and visual talents that thrive 
within the Harold Washington College community.

The academic year 2021-2022 marked a global attempt to rejoin 
active life after 2020 forced us all into isolation in the midst of the 
Covid-19 pandemic. As many have noted, this was a time of 
imposed stillness. As stillness is often a conductor of thoughts, its 
cousin may just be reflection. 

What do artists do, if not reflect?

A number of luminaries have affirmed that it is in times of crisis 
that artists bear the charge to create art which examines the 
chaos brewing around them—and that they must do so in an 
attempt to make sense of it all with whatever means of expression 
constitute their talents and create language that fits the occasion.

Language that comforts.

Language that elucidates commonly-experienced confusion.

The issue you hold in your hands is the fifth one since the Art and English, 

Speech,  Theatre and Journalism Departments joined forces to redesign 

The Garland Court  Review—Harold Washington College’s literary magazine.

We sincerely hope this is the best one ever and hopefully, our faithful readers 

will let us know if indeed it is.

 As always, Chicago shines in this issue. Our endlessly photographable city is 

proudly displayed  in words and images: The Cloud Gate, Marina City, the 

many strange moods  of our weather, Lake Michigan, and even the alley signs 

warning us of rat activity. It  seems every contributor found a piece of Chicago 

from their vantage point and turned  it into art. In this issue, we travel from 

Pilsen to Uptown, Downtown and elsewhere.

Sights we’ve all experienced differently on our ways to work and back home.

Our concerns show in these works: the threat of global warming, the effects 

of war in  faraway lands, the need to question ancestry, life, death and love.
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Language that crystalizes pain into something immediately 
recognizable by readers and viewers alike, through words or 
visuals.

Or sound.

It is fair to say that the artists featured in this issue attempted to 
do this on the heels of a time when so many are trying to reinvent 
ways to operate in the world—and are fledgling. There’s talk of a 
“new normal,” but what does it look like?

The literary selections appear to be bound together by the 
question of “how to love” and how to handle the success or failure 
of that inquiry. The visual arts appear to ponder the same 
question, while entertaining the anxiety caused by the climate 
crisis, another war, the consequences of new leadership and the 
ever-present yearning for order.

All of the artists in this issue are asking the same questions but 
are responding differently.

If we are all asking the same questions, regardless of the answers, 
then perhaps we are indeed more linked than separated

From us to you,

Ukaisha Al-Amin
Zipporah Auta
Cameron Butler
Maria Cortez
J-L Deher-Lesaint
Barbara Egel
Zach Grand
Ana-Maria Radu
Jocelyn Romero
David Scheier
Galina Shevchenko
Evelyn Spear

In these works, some people decided to swim, visit or leave home, engage  

in battle with a bear,  and use a device to erase memory.

We loved all of them, and hope that you will as well.

Ukaisha Al-Amin

Daphne Calderon

J-L  Deher-Lesaint

Khari Forrest
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Refuse to be Replaced

I refuse to be replaced.
I want to be missed.
I want to be loved,
Even when I don’t hand any in return.
 
I want to be the sadness that emerges when you’re having moments 
of contentment.

I want to be the scent of your coffee each morning so you can start 
your days thinking about me.

When you’re caressing another woman, I want to be who you ponder 
about while you do it. 

When your lips hug hers, you’ll think of mine and you’ll smell my scent 
on her skin her skin will never be as tender as mine had been. 
On cold arid nights, my warmth will come back to your bed sheets and 
haunt you until you cry yourself to sleep.
 
When you stumble upon the streets of Wicker, you’ll recall that late night 
where we had stepped out of my favorite restaurant and went on a night 
drive. A night drive where I played my favorite song, and you caressed 
my skin with your eyes. You’ll replay the same songs, and you’ll replay 
the same 20 seconds that remind you most of me. 
 
When you look into her eyes, you’ll see mine. When you see mine, you’ll 
recall every sense of love you had felt from the first time you laid eyes 
on me. Your love grew more each day because of my genuineness and 
that’s what you admired most. 

You’ll miss me.
 
But I’ll never think of you. 

...

Amaris Castillo

iterary L
orks W
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The Perils of Womanhood

As I exit the bus, the sky’s darkened state immediately catches my gaze
The crescent moon a shining jewel against a black slate
I head towards the familiar comforts of home, 
As a slight breeze brings a chill to my bones
And multicolored leaves crunch beneath my feet.
My surroundings remain shrouded in a curtain of darkness
The earbuds within my ears transmitting a woman’s tense voice
Recounting the courage of Rhonda Stapley,
Who escaped the clutches of one Ted Bundy
As Stapley sprints from Bundy’s tan Beetle—
My ears perk up as the sound of shuffling hits them
The mysterious sound coming from behind me

Instantly, my heart beats wildly,
A caged animal attempting to flee
The drum of my heartbeat drowning out the sound of Stapley’s tale
My breath stuck in an inhale
The muscles throughout my body growing tense
And a frenzy of endless possibilities rushes through my head 
Images of a large, muscular man charging toward me  
Armed with a pistol, blade, or simply with his superior strength  
In anticipation of this faceless attacker,

Maria Cortez

 weet Tooth 

If you pulled me I would give endlessly

Your honey words stick to me

Like I have a sweet tooth

Give me mud and I’ll trade love poems with you

You forgot to mention 

Your heart was taken care of 

And your eyes set on her but wander from time to time

Your lips speak of her awful hopeless romances with you

Like honey your words stick to me 

Now all I think of are your unlawful boundless romances with me

Honey attracts bee stings

Honey is stolen labor 

And now my tooth is rotten

Your words taste sour sweet

I’m honey and you can’t rid of your sweet tooth 

 

Heena Aslam
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I ruffle through my bag until I retrieve it—my pink bottled defense 
With it in hand, I quickly pivot toward the source of the sound

Surprised to find that in my line of vision,
Sits a chestnut-colored squirrel
Absentmindedly gazing into the distance 
Its miniature paws held up to its chest

My breath finally free to exhale,
Allowing my muscles to relax
My heart begins to slow
And my shoulders subsequently slump
Yet I find myself
Unable to release the pepper spray that is now glued to my sweaty palm
I hurry home with it in hand
Unaware of a single word the podcast host utters
My chest remaining tense until I reach the wooden door
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My cry for help was muzzled by the sound of your dismissive laugh. As if you knew I 

had to be lying, you laughed. But I shouldn't have been fazed by it, right? Wrong. You 

gave up on me like others have (and will continue to do). My eyes begged for you to 

see me. Not what others say about me and not what you think of me. See the person 

slowly losing herself to a game called ‘am i enough.’ It became a cycle. Anxiety attacks 

and procrastination, just to wake up and pass the test without even trying. Why do I 

stay up all night thinking of ways to change myself to please you? You didn’t steal my 

voice. I gave it away submissively. 

A gifted student

never truly leaves the cell

we call a classroom. 

Patrianna Scales

urnoutB
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Evergreen

I would like to remember you this way 
Evergreen
Only if you’d like to be
Like the trees by your house
I made it my home too

I claimed your cassettes 
Before I knew what the words meant
And how they shaped yours into mine
We speak with the same tongue
I hope you don’t mind

I picture you picturing us
Ever so pleased that
You and I are one in the same
I should probably frame that
If I find it, trust that I will

You ran a river through me
I carry you down 
The hall in the house that I outgrew
I knew better so I left
That space for you to consume

I’m a lighthouse
Forever doomed to search for you
I dreamt up a storm and 
You harnessed the wind
Did you know it then?

A jaded grey moon 
Gazes distantly back at me and
I see the tides roll in 
A familiarity that hasn’t been seen since
I can’t remember when 

I figure I should either thank you or
,

Michelle Crawhorn

In the realm where science’s whispers play, 

Lies the second law in an eloquent way,

Entropy, a measure, in disorder’s embrace,

Says the universe must change its face.

With every tick of time’s relentless sway,

Order transforms, it cannot delay,

A dance of particles, chaotic and grand,

The world unravels, as it was planned.

The second law, a cosmic decree,

In the universe’s vast tapestry, 

Entropy grows, it must ascend,

Disorder’s song, without an end.

So, In this world of disarray we find,

A truth of nature, in every kind, 

In entropy’s embrace, we all shall see,

The universe’s ever-evolving decree.

Valley Valentine

2 of Entropy
nd law of Cosmic Decree 
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Curse our name like they did
Acceptance wasn’t written in its history
A lifelong plight is slightly preferable 
As hard as I try, I can’t understand

I would like to remember you this way 
Evergreen 
Only if you’d like to be
Like the grass on the other side
I walked along it too

,

Things keep moving around me. A sitting stone in white water rapids. Buried in 

sediment with only one face shown to the sun. Sometimes submerged but hopeful 

rays breach the frothy current and warm me enough to tease. Poke its heat into my 

dimpled surface.  

My mass is entombed. Enviously rooted to some, not knowing where my form ends. 

Encapsulated in silt and gravel. I am unsure if my mass has implanted into the bedrock 

or if I can be dislodged before I erode. Maybe my sun-tickled top will break off from 

a strike by a stone that was lucky enough to helplessly navigate the rush.  

Your surface is much like mine. Scars from previous encounters. Embellishments signify 

our similar struggles. I wonder if whoever unearthed you looks like us. You maneuver 

the restless water with hubris. Gambling with how close you are to the bottom. 

Empowering luck to keep you from sticking behind rocky places. Will you become 

embedded again? The service of us depth dwellers is to be risky. Bump against the lost 

and watch ancient rebirth. I’d rather work in the trenches than mask as untarnished. 

I will hide the site of my freshly shed fracture. It’s easier to show a constellation of 

craters than the new scuffs and chips that quickly accumulate on my smooth belly. 

Un- inhibited evolution is a blessing gifted by time and love. But tumbling should be 

easier than this. 

Move up in grit as my tissue sloughs off. I am smoothed to a pebble. I am easier to 

carry now. Lighter. It took patience and the help of others to circumnavigate earth’s 

challenges and fly in waterfalls. 

I hope you made it past that bend. Maybe I will see you in the delta. Smooth now like 

me. Almost unrecognizable. Though we are made of the same minerals. Recognizable.  

We will soon become the grace of the sand.

 

Carmen Scott

(I Can Love)F

Ukaisha Al-Amin

Daphne Calderon

J-L  Deher-Lesaint

Khari Forrest

Phone Myat Htein

Charlie Jaimes

Hannah Lopez-Vignet

Brian Noonan

Emmanuel Oyenuga

Megan Ritt

Juan David Ruiz Borbón

Galina Shevchenko

Zuri Washington

Diane Williams

 

or The Next Time 

6



A Night in The City

Abandoned places
Empty faces
Surrounded by people
I am alone
Walking fast
Time moving slow
Quick breaths
Shaking hands
Shoved into pants pockets
Head tilted down
Towards the ground
I don't need to look to know
It’s all the same as before
I walk aimlessly
Bent against the howling wind
Outside me
Inside me
Nowhere to go
I stop for a red light
Only then, I lift my head
The city is bright against the dark night
I admire the skyline until the light turns
Then I put my head down and walk more
Memories flow
Tears Sting
I pick up my pace as my thoughts race 
Images flash
I want to be okay
I want to be safe
I want to be…wanted
The voice in my head snickers
“Yeah, right”

Dina Dwyer Chanel Simanton

Where I’m From 

sometimes,

stereotypes really are true

i think,

allured by the fragrant aroma of jasmine,

soft inviting heat of the steam 

eating rice with my hands

pre-colonial savage style.

every

breakfast

lunch

dinner

my favorite, dessert 

inseparable from the concept of food 

my rice cooker

sings nursery rhymes to me 

in chicago winter

i dread 

how the wind bites my skin

the dark gray skies 

my hands freezing solid. 

i walk against the biting wind 

i learn how loneliness really feels. 

do you know what it’s like?

feeling like i could cry 

at the grocery store 

Hello, auntie.

you remind me of my mother

that makes me both happy and sad.

salamat

is all that i can say to you
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Sun beats

Brown boy. Black boy.
Don’t be confused
Don’t think that the world isn’t filled with you

Don’t be ashamed. 
The color of your skin might make people afraid 

You are the sun that radiates within 
Don’t stop shinning 
Just be you.

Brown boy Black boy the sun beats for you. 

Zach Grand

 

Tribal Princess (digital illustration)

TChicago 2077 (digital photo)

Just Meant to Be Pollinated (digital painting)

Flowers (oil on canvas)

Presencia de un cuerpo femenino II 

(charcoal on paper)

untitled (digital photo)

La Suerte  (linocut)

Elogio a la tensión (aluminum & steel wire)

Skull Gambler (digital illustration)

Warlock (digital painting)

J-L Deher-Lesaint (digital photo)

Toluca Travel Poster (digital/Adobe Illustrator)

Pool (digital photo)

Behind wide Eyes (acrylic on canvas)

Lady Chang'e (digital illustration)

Ocean (film photo)

Piñatas (silver gelatin print)

Dense Bud Perspective #3 (digital photo)

during the winter,

i crave rice. 

while i’m at the food court

eating dinuguan

while i’m at home eating adobo

that’s never as good as yours 

i remember how you would call 

telling me to make the rice

before you got home from work.

it’s funny to think about now

because despite everything

i miss eating rice with you 
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A Woman’s Prayer

When I prayed for man, I mentioned matching energy too.
Poof like a fairy here came you—
Reminding that my scars are just testimony of what I had been through.
Coaching me through my anxiety
Embracing my flaws so effortlessly
I am so nervous to tell the world how I feel about you.
When I see the future all I see is you.
I’m trying to tell them so graciously 
I found a piece of me I didn’t know exists
Peace and joy—
I have found you my friend.
Bound forever, I hope we would never end.
A lover at the core
A partner for sure
Trust me when I say “I tried to lock that door.”
Conversation about the truth
Prone to bring out attitudes
With a sprinkle of rolling eyes too
But it never lasts long,
Especially when you pull me closer.
Even when you think I am wrong
You respect my opinions
Supporting me in my fierceness.
This led me to believe that you’re my guy,
You’re the guy I prayed about.
I just knew you existed.
You listen close and make my voice heard
I never feel small even when I fail to use my words
You complete my thoughts when I stumble
Gripping my hips before I tumble.

Coco Bean
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tomatos cry too (acrylic on canvas)

TCan’t let go (digital illustration)

Envy (digital illustration)

The Void (digital comosition)

Enchanted lake (acrylic on canvas)

Allium (digital composition)

Cloud Gate Fading (digital photo)

Loss and Beauty (digital photo)

Medieval Toledo (pen on paper)

Untitled (digital illustration)

Contempt (digital illustration)

Chicago (digital/3D render)

Welcome to Echo (digital composition)

Trapped in the darkness of light

(charcoal on paper)

All Seeing Eye (digital photo composition)

Reflections on reality (digital photo composition)

Muñequitas Moribundas (fabric & mixed media)

Wavy in Manhattan (digital photo)

Curious Harbor Seal (digital photo)

Squid  (pen & colored pencil on paper)

Collaged Realities (acrylic on canvas)

Master of Your Domain (digital illustration)

Richard Ramirez Wanted Poster (digital)

Tarnished (digital painting)

Party Girls! (digital photo)

Ghostcity (digital painting)

COVID Dreams (acrylic & mixed media)

Home Sweet Home(digital photo)

Sunflowers (oil on canvas)

Enlightened (digital illustration)

 

 

 

              It happened at night.  The sound of bombs was getting closer, and gunshots could be 

heard in the village. Elisabeth woke to knocks and loud bangs on the door to her family’s 

kitchen.  The next thing she heard was people talking, men’s voices angry and loud, 

women’s voices whispering and crying.    She sat up in her bed and tried to understand 

what they were saying, but there were so many voices talking at the same time, it was 

impossible to understand them.  Quietly, she crept out of the bed she shared with her 

sister, tiptoed across the hallway passing the room where her brothers slept, and sat at 

the top of the stairs straining to understand the conversation.  Her father and a few 

neighbors were talking about what the Russian soldiers had told them earlier that evening.  

The soldiers had warned them that the German soldiers were approaching, and they had 

explained that their village would be a battleground for control of the front line. The 

soldiers further explained that they needed to “get away from here as quickly as possible” 

because as ethnic Germans living outside of Germany, they would be the first to be killed.  

Knowing that they had little time to make plans, the families decided that they would 

leave quickly and go to Austria where they might find work, a place to live, and most 

importantly, where everyone would be safe while the war continued to ravage their 

homeland.  

              The men devised a plan to bury their valuables and to take only the tools they 

needed to work; the women talked about food, water, and other staples they would need 

until they could replenish their supplies.  They talked about keeping the suitcases light, 

which would make the journey easier, and that the children would be able to help carry 

smaller items.  Elisabeth heard them say that the roads would be heavily guarded, and 

that they would have to do most of the traveling at night, through the Csarna Valley, 

Hungary’s forest.  She quickly thought back to the last wagon trip she took with her father 

to Austria  and remembered it took them over 5 days to get there.  That time they had two 

horses pulling the wagon filled with the cabinets he had made for a friend’s home in the 

Austrian  Alps.  They had picnic lunches along the way and slept peacefully under the 

night sky wrapped in blankets, squeezed in between the new cabinets.  She had never 

spent time alone with her father before, and that two-week trip with him was extraordinary.  

No  young brothers or sisters to care for, no chores, and no other distractions.  It was bliss.

              “This trip sounds awful and scary.  And hard”, she thought.  The conversation 

 

Lynn E. Burmeister 

Leaving Home  
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Observations of a Mother

Broken hearts
Tears afar
Sweet crying melodies
Still in prison but no felonies
Overview of love, but not from a balcony
The overview from the seat that observed abuse and neglect
The sweet and sour love that made it seem like a pick and then select
The love of two lost souls—
Of two people who forgot to love each other back
Love that cried alone and stayed in the back
Private tears with the bottle of liquor

She had a mighty roar which made her seem bigger
Mighty in my eyes, but I can only imagine she drowned in her own pride
Too proud to say
“I am stronger because I cried”
Too proud to say
“I am this because of you”
Too proud to say
“I sat and watched my dreams float away”
Too proud to say
“It was just a little too late”
Fast forward, look up
Damn, you’re just like her
Another woman who goes through some of the same motions
While there’s a little girl standing in another doorway

Coco Bean
downstairs quickly moved along to a decision to leave that night, intending to be gone 

before the German soldiers arrived.  Settled in Romania during the 17th Century, the

Germans living in Romania and surrounding Baltic areas had few safe places to go during 

World War II. No country, including Germany, would offer them refuge.  Getting away from  

the front lines was most important for their safety and Elisabeth understood that they had 

 to get out quickly and quietly.

              She heard the other adults leave one by one and knew she should go downstairs and 

help her mother get started with the cooking and packing of food.  As she went down the

stairs, she saw her father holding her mother in his arms as she cried.  Elisabeth had never 

seen her mother cry before and suddenly realized that even her parents were scared.  She 

took a deep breath, walked over to them, and said “Es wird alles gut, Mutti”, everything will  

be all right.  “Ich werde helfen”, I will help.  Her mother quickly pulled away from her father,  

wiped her tears with her apron, and told Elisabeth to start packing the root  vegetables. 

              Elisabeth walked across the yard, past the apple trees and wooden table, to the barn 

where the root vegetables were stored, she saw the animals begin to wake up and walk 

out of the barn and their pens.  “I wonder what is going to happen to them when we 

leave,” she thought to herself, but knowing she needed to hurry, she kept going.    

(Later she would learn that her father sold them to a Romanian family down the road.  

That money would help pay off soldiers that they encountered as they crossed the border 

into Austria).

              Her arms full of sacks of potatoes and carrots, onions and kohlrabi, she walked back 

into the kitchen, set the sacks on the table with a thud, and saw that her mother had begun 

cooking.  The smell of the food cooking was so familiar that for a moment Elisabeth found 

comfort in the smell and forgot what was happening.  Suddenly, she heard her father’s 

shovel hitting the ground in the side yard and walked outside to see what he was doing.  

She turned the corner and saw that he was burying all their crystal and porcelain dishes.  

Covered spots on the ground meant that he had already buried their other treasures, gifts 

from their families and friends through the years, pictures, and other things that helped tell 

their family story.  She looked beyond the yard and saw that the wagon was packed with 

his tools and that there were already sacks of clothes on the ground next to it.   He had 

tears streaming down his face as he quietly worked and gently placed the picture of his 

parents into the hole in the ground.  Knowing that he would never want her to see him that 

way, she turned and quietly walked back inside.

              As the sun began to make its way over the horizon, the birds began singing their 

morning songs, and her brothers and sisters woke up.  She heard them as they ran down 

the stairs for breakfast.  “The smell of the cooking food must have woken them up”, she 

thought.  Quickly she walked into the kitchen to prepare something for them to eat outside 

on the table under the apple trees.  The table that her grandfather built for her mother 

and father when they were married.  That table where the family ate most of their summer 
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A Fat Girl

Food was something I took shelter in, 
I buried myself in it like a child sitting in a sandbox filled with their favorite toys, 
the kind of toys kids refuse to put down, 
until anger colors their parents' faces like freshly painted walls in a dark hall, 
I was only seven the first time I fell in love, 
my tastebuds repeatedly mistaked crumbs for a hand holding mine, 
mommy’s bed became a suitcase that I could not pack,
the pantry replicated her voice so well,
I spent hours listening, 
her laughter disguised as plates,
silverware that curved into her smile, 
while mine became a language,
I did not feel worthy enough to speak, 
I was thirteen, 
when I learned that her love was not sitting in a cabinet, 
for me to reach, 
I was thirteen, 
when I learned that a grocery bag, 
does not have the strength, nor size, 
to carry a love like hers. 

Ann Keidel
meals suddenly represented so much of their family history.  As she placed the food and 

dishes down on that table, she called them and told them to eat quietly, clean up after 

themselves and most importantly stay out of the way.  “Mutti and Fatti sind beschaftigt”, 

mommy and daddy are busy.  She told them that they were going away from the bombs 

and the soldiers and that everyone they knew was leaving their town.  “They are so young”, 

she thought to herself, “this is so scary for the grownups, it must be terrifying for them”.  

She gave them each a fast hug, and kiss on their cheek, and told them that everything 

would be okay.  They would treat it as an adventure and help each other find interesting 

things to see on their journey through the forest. 

              By now, the sun was shining brightly, and the bees were buzzing in the garden.  

Elisabeth grabbed a few baskets, plucked the tomatoes and cucumbers off their vines, 

cut some herbs, and gathered the peppers.  She filled a basket with apples and pears 

and filled jars with raspberries.   After she was done, the garden looked like someone 

had already forgotten it.  Broken stems, plants pulled up in haste, and blossoms lying 

loose on the ground.  She glanced at the garden one last time and walked back into 

the kitchen with her baskets of vegetables.  Her mother was packing up the cooked 

food and asked her to start carrying the baskets and sacks of food to the wagon.

              “Have your brothers and sister help you Lissi”, she said and kept on with her work.  

Elisabeth called her siblings in and told them to grab what they could carry to the wagon.  

For the next several hours everyone was packing up the wagon and preparing for the

journey.  Once the wagon was packed, and everyone was exhausted, they sat under the 

apple trees one last time, ate a quick meal at the wooden table, and walked through the 

house to make sure that all their precious pieces were safely removed and buried.  “It 

already looks like a stranger’s house”, Elisabeth thought.  She saw pictures missing from 

the walls, empty cabinets, and a messy kitchen, things that she never would have 

imagined before.  She saw her youngest brother’s favorite blanket lying in a corner on 

the floor, picked it up, tucked it in her pocket, and walked out of the house.  At dusk, 

they were on their way. 

              As Elisabeth walked with her family beside the wagon on the road out of town, she 

tried to create a picture in her mind to help remind her of her life in Romania.  The road 

that would lead them to Austria was long and dark and it led them to the future that no 

one knew.  She glanced back one last time and saw the table under the apple trees, 

birds hopping around eating the crumbs from earlier.  She sighed and wondered if they 

would ever sit there again.  

              As they went through the gates of the town, she saw her father take her mother’s 

hand and heard him whisper to her, “Wir werden eines Tages wiederkommen”, we will 

return someday.  When this war is over, we will come back here and start again.  
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The Ballerina 

i wanna dance to your beating heart
a panicked step to each pulse
like the pitiful fucks we are
because nothing felt like home
than that desperate dance

every beat meant a plucked straw
and i knew i wasn't strong enough
not enough to keep pace
yours was the dance that made my heart race

i watched your feet flutter
you were a ballerina
and i was a baby bird who hadn't seen a
lick of life like yours

i didn't mean to be a whore
when i danced, because i tried under you
my feet against that crumbled floor
so how was i supposed to do it?

i wanna dance to your beating heart
because no art matched it
a fine-tuned renaissance
so please
let me feel that desperate dance

Mark Kruekuenpet

24th Pl.

Ten more days

of hospital sirens,

no shops to see,

of litter-bugs crawling,

eyes sunk into your 

skin.

Watch the cold creep through 

each door.

The gap that never took,

only gave.

Racks, too strong for cheap crumbling drywall,

army-ants adding additional armaments.

The Parasite dangling destitution;

Feverdreaming through necessity-deprivation.

Inexorable without a “fee.”

We’re at the mercy of the asinine,

I  t el l  ya ’ h  w ha t …

Scumdrop 

n    I
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Becoming Myrtha

I return: 
my body slicing,
spinning,  
deep in the forest

only at night,

free from   
corporeal concerns;
I do not breathe 
nor do I bleed,
shrouded in white,
crowned in blossoms,

summoning my sisters 
from their graves, where 
we will take pleasure in 
the one thing that nourishes us. 
 
And one sweep of my arm
will be all it takes 
for a hapless man
to dance and dance 
until he collapses 
onto the ground, 
his heart beating 
no more.

Men will die because of us.

Janet Leu

 oll Hands  

All around me are plastic dolls

Perfect hair, necks, eyes, mouths

Compared to my bushy hair that’s hard to brush, a Trach In my neck, 

eyes that refuse to blink sometimes, and a mouth that always shows 

my two front teeth

I’m new to the toy store and I can’t help thinking that I don’t belong here

Can’t help thinking that the people who manufactured me made some 

kind of mistake 

 

For all the other dolls, you pull a string that’s attached to their back And 

their perfect mouths move

For me, you pull a string and your eyes squint in confusion 

You pull my string again and again

You yank my mouth open 

 

You tell people that I need fixing

That I’m a broken toy

Not plastic like the others

But real and something about that

Scares you 

 

But I’m not real

I think to myself

I’m a toy here 

To entertain people 

Like you

Madeline Walsh

D
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I Don’t Have a Daughter; It’s For Me

The heavy pink jewelry box 
is the shade of fresh pink tights, 
but the ornate silver lock at the front 
doesn’t come with a key.  
When I lift the lid, a plastic doll
with yellow hair greets me, 
white leotard painted onto her torso, 
white crinoline tutu lined in silver, 
her fairy wings reflected in the lid’s
mirror behind her; one spindly arm
lifted above her head, the other 
extended sideways, white pointe shoes
balancing on a slim platform over 
metal coils. I reach around to 
wind the knob, wind it like a ritual 
so she spins in a circle, frozen 
in the same spot while a mechanical loop 
of the Swan Lake plays, 
its sad, nostalgic melody 
made for the delicate dreams 
of little girls with ethereal costumes 
in their eyes; made for a middle-aged
woman who wanted to see  
what her body is capable of, 
and I began to lay my brass jewels 
with dried flowers and mouse bones
into the soft beige compartments   
as the plastic ballerina 
continues to twirl.

Janet Leu

rass.   

There is a task: grow grass. 

govern gardens?

set Rome ablaze,

swim across the river Lethe– and sink with the Titanic?
 

Nothing to govern, to set ablaze, to swim– nor to sink, no. Nothing 

except: grow grass.
 

The sun's skies, pale and blue, watching over the world,

earthy sprouts unfurling under cover of golden fallen foliage, stretching 

upward within an evening's mirage,

searching for a sip of the sun, a taste of electromagnetic nectar.
 

Not the sky, the sprouts, the foliage nor the sun. Simply grow grass. 

Buy secondhand clothes, buy mulch and fertilizer; see what grows:

Grab your trowel and dig it into the ground like your dad kneading 

bread,
 

Grass
 

like when he was rubbing shampoo into your fresh scalp with his 

burning steel fingertips,

like when he was clipping your fingernails

so rough you were holding back the tears,
 

like when he would trim the leaves far too short but it looks fine and it'll 

grow back and you'll need another haircut soon anyway,
 

The grass grows:

fertilize with mulch and clothes,

bake bread with burning steel and dough, nails and hair will grow if 

allowed, 

Grow grass 

Buy some time; let it pass– 

genG
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Blue

Many days without the color blue,
The never ending rive says.
Writing thoughts that feel like a maze,
A hidden treasure you are trying to uncover.
You know it’s at your fingertips
Yet millions of miles away.
Dreamt of a tiger that doesn’t sleep,
With big long nails and eyes so deep
You get lost within, only to realize its 
To late to go back.
Many days I feel tiger that doesn’t sleep,
Only its not to late to go back,
Or so I believe.
If I keep searching will I find it.
What’s it? No one knows, not even
The never-ending river.
Too bad it can’t look for me.
Like a summer day at the beach
I let myself flow in the water.
I haven’t seen blue in some time now.
Is that what I’m looking for?
I don’t know what blue is.
I wish the never-ending river knew.

Austin Lopez

Yeah, I love to swim. I can dive in and move with these feelings. I stay in the water until my 

lips turn blue. My shivering won’t stop. I just as easily stay there too long, past pruning; 

melancholy creeps in quicker than I realize. I end up feeling like driftwood. I am waterlogged. 

Full enough that it reaches past discomfort and towards bursting. Oversaturated and heavy 

with the pressure splitting my roots like lightning. I sit there and lose time. I become full of 

bacteria. It lives in the cracks building cities. The longer I am motionless in this place the 

deeper the decay. Eroding at the bonelike structure of my roots. I become more brittle than 

the wrought nobs are able to show. But I still love to swim.  

I am afraid of deep water. I always have been. I used to look at pictures of beautiful places

in magazines. They had these soft whites and aqua encircled by turquoise with night blues 

tightly packed outside of them. This unsettling feeling would always rise from my stomach 

and up my throat. I had to start flipping over the National Geographics so every time I 

walked past I didn’t need to look at the covers. Whenever my nerve centered and my 

curiosity molded around it I would look again. the same result every time. I would flip 

it back over and say how those places in pretty pictures don’t look real. They don’t really 

exist. 

So yeah, I love to swim. I took a trip to Walden Pond with my partner at the time. The 

water was still and warmer than I expected. Once I was already knee-deep I realized that 

there were tiny fish swimming around my legs and in between my toes that hadn’t yet 

been covered in sand. I’m afraid of fish, but I could see them and I was able to let that 

pass through me. I yelled but I stayed.

My partner, Mars, dared us to swim across the pond and back. It didn’t look far. I’m a good 

swimmer. I ran in with the understanding that I didn’t have to deal with the minnows at the 

shoreline if I didn’t stop moving. My momentum took me nearly to the middle. It was 

sudden. The water sucked the heat from my body. I couldn’t see more than an inch below 

me. I had the breath but no nerve. My senses dulled. My eyes lost focus. My lungs ached. 

I came back. My fear of dark water always conquers my innate ability to swim. They 

couldn’t cross it either. I guess they are afraid of dark water too.

Carmen Scott

Love To Swim I
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The Birth and Death of Me 

April 17, 1998

I was born to a mother
who didn't exist internally.
I was born to a man, 
Yes, a man not a father. 
The cycle had imprinted.
It was born into another helpless soul.
Born unwillingly as we all are. 
Born onto a sphere
where no blueprints or guidelines exist.
Born with death lurking inside.

January 16, 2002

Not too long
I turned blue.
With forceful shakes
I awake
To ice-cold water, 
heavy hands on my chest,
I was sleeping deep. 
A man found me in the nick of time. 
A wall had come down.
It created a new room in a house. 
Yes, a house
not a home 
where many unwanted souls lie.

Jaquara Marshall

 

cycles cycles cycles; Cycle!

Toes, Fingers, Laces, Keys

Spin the legs, Drive your knees!

Run the errands, Run with sound. Run your very self into the ground

Cross the road at night. Frightened by the headlights, jumping like a deer 

fifteen feet straight up into the air, turn around and run back across the

interstate

Jump on a car, dent the hood. Break the windshield, break a leg, break a 

wrist– break your heart. 

Fall into the wind:

let it carry you–

let it tear into your skin, into your pores, let it rifle through your jacket 

and steal your pocket change, let it caress your face and unbrush your 

hair

Land back on the Earth.

Anchor your feet to the ground. Stable? Stable enough– 

Know these things:

the silently moving starry night and the sparkling snowy footprints and 

the glistening clouds of breath and your frozen rosy cheeks–

They'll end when you walk through the doorframe, returning to a 

straightjacket desk. It's okay

Nothing lasts forever   

 

   

 

ush R
gen
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A Child Is to Be Seen and Not Heard

No one's listening anyway.
 I try to sound the alarms with whispers from clenched jaws. 
To say that's hurting me, 
I don't think it should be this way at all. 
No one's watching anyway. 
 Having to wear long sleeves about five days out the week, 
It’s just that on Saturdays and Sundays I get to hide at home under the sheets.
 I was supposed to keep my mouth shut 
And eyes on the prize, 
Even as a child. 
But when I unfolded into that adult, 
I still wasn't seen nor heard,
 I couldn’t speak 
Because my voice had already been muted 
And I had no controller. 
How am I supposed to get to the prize? 
When only my eyes were on it?
 My mind, body, and soul were focused on trying to take back control
From a loved one before I 
Could even focus on the man. 
So, did you even see me 
Because you would've seen 
Its everlasting effect.
Yes, its effect 

Jaquara Marshall
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Little Feet

Little feet walking in the snow
I follow very slow
I know you’re angry at me
I don’t want to get too close
Because I know what’s good for me

Little feet walking in the snow
I follow: I follow
I see the footprints
They lead me to you
A gift hidden in the snow
Glazed blue skin
I pick you up in my arms
I look into your eyes
You are broken: You are broken
I’m the reason: I’m the reason

Little feet walking in the snow
I take you home
To give you warmth
To give you my love
And 
Maybe
Just
Maybe 
To 
Receive
Absolution

Hector Morales
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Pienso En Ti

Las gotas de la lluvia       The raindrops
Tocan mi Ventana       Knock on my window
Me hacen pensar en tu mirada   Make me think of your gaze

Revivo en mi mente      I relive in my mind
Todos los buenos tiempos que     All those good times that
Me hacían tan feliz       Made me so happy

Tus chistes me hacían reír      Your jokes made me laugh
No quería que mi tiempo contigo     I did not want my time with you
Tuviera un fin        To come to an end

Los relámpagos del cielo      The lightning in the sky
Anuncian su presencia       Announces its presence
Como yo declaro mi amor por ti     As I declare my love for you

Y en los tiempos viejos      And in the old days
Cuando tus caricias y besos      When your caresses and kisses
Me hacían tan feliz       Made me so happy
Son ahora una fantasma de memoria     Are now a ghost of my memory
Porque tu amor por mí se ha ido     Because your love for me has gone

Con el viento        With the wind
Ahora nunca seré feliz       Now I will never be happy
Por eso siempre       That is why always
Pienso en ti        I think of you

Hector Morales
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Las gotas de la lluvia       The raindrops
Tocan mi Ventana       Knock on my window
Me hacen pensar en tu mirada   Make me think of your gaze

Revivo en mi mente      I relive in my mind
Todos los buenos tiempos que     All those good times that
Me hacían tan feliz       Made me so happy

Tus chistes me hacían reír      Your jokes made me laugh
No quería que mi tiempo contigo     I did not want my time with you
Tuviera un fin        To come to an end

Los relámpagos del cielo      The lightning in the sky
Anuncian su presencia       Announces its presence
Como yo declaro mi amor por ti     As I declare my love for you

Y en los tiempos viejos      And in the old days
Cuando tus caricias y besos      When your caresses and kisses
Me hacían tan feliz       Made me so happy
Son ahora una fantasma de memoria     Are now a ghost of my memory
Porque tu amor por mí se ha ido     Because your love for me has gone

Con el viento        With the wind
Ahora nunca seré feliz       Now I will never be happy
Por eso siempre       That is why always
Pienso en ti        I think of you

I Think of You  

Hector Morales

Las gotas de la lluvia       The raindrops
Tocan mi Ventana       Knock on my window
Me hacen pensar en tu mirada   Make me think of your gaze

Revivo en mi mente      I relive in my mind
Todos los buenos tiempos que     All those good times that
Me hacían tan feliz       Made me so happy

Tus chistes me hacían reír      Your jokes made me laugh
No quería que mi tiempo contigo     I did not want my time with you
Tuviera un fin        To come to an end

Los relámpagos del cielo      The lightning in the sky
Anuncian su presencia       Announces its presence
Como yo declaro mi amor por ti     As I declare my love for you

Y en los tiempos viejos      And in the old days
Cuando tus caricias y besos      When your caresses and kisses
Me hacían tan feliz       Made me so happy
Son ahora una fantasma de memoria     Are now a ghost of my memory
Porque tu amor por mí se ha ido     Because your love for me has gone

Con el viento        With the wind
Ahora nunca seré feliz       Now I will never be happy
Por eso siempre       That is why always
Pienso en ti        I think of you

Were you allowed to mourn?

Tears and tequila, like me? Was it public?

Was he there for you?

Did he shame you?

Did he use your body without protection from a mother’s loss?

Was he a good man?

Maybe you were reckless too, but do “good men” put you through the repeated 

trauma of loss?

You are a figment that I weigh my values against. An unfair foil. You are my perfect 

fraught ephemera. All of my unseen parts. Just as unknown as you, yet still embodied. 

Beloved.

Does my invested grief strip you of your personhood? Did your people see you as a 

fable too? The chimera holed up in the castle in the sky? Stripped into a character.

— The Monster —

     The woman without a care. Okay with repeated consequences. Full, Empty. Full, 

Empty. Your womb was a factory of loss. How many babies did you deal this hand to? 

Birthed into a void. You became the creature of my nightmares. The looming figure 

made up of the shadows. You are the lack of light. The demon crushing my chest 

while I fell asleep. Staring. Clenched and unmoving. Stuck and motionless. Darker than 

closing your eyes. Darker than my drawn blackout curtains. The darkness of a 

temperature drop.  How are shadows cast in a still dark room? Unmoving space. Now 

shrunken but highlighted by the day’s illumination. There has never been a room bright 

enough that shadows don’t exist.

— The Maiden —

     The woman the vanguard of my personhood. I wouldn’t exist without your 

decisions. Not only do I have life, but I have my life. The sacrifice of nine months 

turned now into the loss of thirty years; your vision of happiness. Of potential. 

Of potential happiness. 

     The orphanage gave me matriarchs. The nuns gave me to my father. He gave

me the United States. This country gave me a new family, my first confusions. My 

dislocation calcified through an unknown language and unfamiliar faces. But that can’t 

be your fault. Having glasses to see, the privilege to eat, a bed, and a roof covering 

more than a dirt floor; that’s what you gave me. The realm of possibility.

      The women around me told me that a strong woman is built upon sacrifice. 

 

   

 

Carmen Scott

ablaP
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Las gotas de la lluvia       The raindrops
Tocan mi Ventana       Knock on my window
Me hacen pensar en tu mirada   Make me think of your gaze

Revivo en mi mente      I relive in my mind
Todos los buenos tiempos que     All those good times that
Me hacían tan feliz       Made me so happy

Tus chistes me hacían reír      Your jokes made me laugh
No quería que mi tiempo contigo     I did not want my time with you
Tuviera un fin        To come to an end

Los relámpagos del cielo      The lightning in the sky
Anuncian su presencia       Announces its presence
Como yo declaro mi amor por ti     As I declare my love for you

Y en los tiempos viejos      And in the old days
Cuando tus caricias y besos      When your caresses and kisses
Me hacían tan feliz       Made me so happy
Son ahora una fantasma de memoria     Are now a ghost of my memory
Porque tu amor por mí se ha ido     Because your love for me has gone

Con el viento        With the wind
Ahora nunca seré feliz       Now I will never be happy
Por eso siempre       That is why always
Pienso en ti        I think of you

The Bus

Bus carrying
People 
Pain 
Suffering
Expectations
I can see it on their faces
Wrinkled
Jaundiced eyes
Blank stares
Memories of despair
Accumulated over time
Tattered layers of clothes
Winter in Chicago is not for the
Weak
This transitory vessel
Carries them
To their destination
Of happiness and joy
Or destruction
Nothing Left

Hector Morales
That motherhood grapples with the loss of autonomy and the loss of motherhood 

contends with shame. A strong woman is the warrior of kindness. Not niceness, 

kindness. The kindest act was to try and give me better. Even if it would have been 

nicer to hold me.

— The Crisis —

     My home after you wasn’t what The Monster nor The Maiden would want. Even a 

monster wouldn’t want their kin to experience hunger. The Maiden would never ask 

for physical abuse to be left unattended. 

     A child sold, or stolen, for nothing. Promised everything and given a few. What a 

conundrum of modernity. What a figment of colonization that tells us that hope is 

more valuable than life with you. A life without history for a life plagued by one. 

— The Ancestral —

Torture? Sometimes I think in nothing but our pain.

Carving skin across muscle. Force, butter, glide, into, out of, absolution, fear. My 

ancestors felt fear. What else? A people subjected to genocide. What does joy look 

like? Is the root of our joy something that I grew into this being without.

Is it the meals shared with generational familiarity? It’s wet air, glowing brown skin, 

and the proof of perseverance. It’s arrogance to the value of a mother’s touch. A history 

of care triumphing over hardship. Celebration. A tribute to my loss. 

I mimic the paths drawn through our bodies. Mine now as yours once was. Standing 

on a bridge for reasons different than you. Although loss feels the same. You had me 

and I have always chosen to continue. We chose to continue. Only now without 

you and without me. 

What is me without you? Someone in a perpetual state of waking dream. What is you 

without me? A question I will likely never know the answer to. What is me? A fantasy. 

Only dreamt of with unnamed parties reminisced. Only a fetal dream without memory. 

Moved along by a forced promise. Dreams.

— The Reality — 

You’re always harder to find here.

You’ve never existed in this place.

We have never walked the same streets.

The reality is I never will.

The reality of our story is loss.

 No resolution. No pretty bow on top. No celebrations spent hearing the annoying 

details of my birth. No shrugging off your wisdom. No watching myself slowly 

become just like you. No resilience through our differences. No triumphs. No held 

mourning.
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The Forest of Eden 

As I walk through your enchanted forest, 
Your petals touch me as if I might break. 
Cut the weeds therefore I am your florist. 
The fairies dance, singing across your lake. 
 
My love for you never dies; we are one. 
Prayed for your love on lonely summer nights. 
Your beauty glows under the sparkling sun. 
I sing our songs and our love ignites. 
 
Laying on your grass, you feel what I feel. 
 Stare into my eyes and see right through me. 
The love that we share is stronger than steel. 
Your voice like a siren in the sea. 
 
Years pass; your beauty grows as I grow old. 
Reborn, loving thou turns my petals gold 

Jazmine Quinones
Only my imaginary mother. Only deprivation. Only blind hope. Only mystery. Only 

thanking loss for my reality.

— The Truth —

It’s what I avoid. I use my words to talk circles around it. The loss of my birth 

mother shrouds much of my life. Her name is Pabla Baez. At least I think it is. Is? 

Was? Stolen? Given?

I am an international adoptee from South America, Paraguay. I have a birth 

brother raised somewhere in the Chicagoland area that my family has lost touch 

with. I have not seen him since I was two. Back when our little faces still made 

the same expressions. Awe. Fear. Understanding. Mostly awe. Showcased by our 

big brown eyes and framed by our thick, curly, black hair.

We were deprived by oversight. Then further pulled apart by time. I wonder 

if we ever shared streets. Has your name changed as many times as mine? Did 

you ever learn our native tongue? Do you write about our loss? Maybe our story 

won’t be grief.

The truth is my reality is made of ghosts. Not satisfying but good enough.
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Spirits of a Bruja 
I sit alone, so my spirit connects. 
With the universe is where I belong. 
My elder's spiritual connection reflects
Worshipping Yemaya in tribal songs. 
 
                                                    My hair is like African goddesses. 
I serve the Yah-Weh and other saints. 
Where I leave my ancestors’ promises. 
Covering my body in tribal paint. 
 
Don’t push me or my magic may turn bad. 
They shall fall in love with my bruja ways. 
When my spirit connects, it leaves me glad. 
Where my ancestors are, my spirit stays. 
 
          You will love the spirits of a bruja.  
        Get on our bad side; you shouldn’t do that. 

Jazmine Quinones

meals suddenly represented so much of their family history.  As she placed the food and 

dishes down on that table, she called them and told them to eat quietly, clean up after 

themselves and most importantly stay out of the way.  “Mutti and Fatti sind beschaftigt”, 

mommy and daddy are busy.  She told them that they were going away from the bombs 

and the soldiers and that everyone they knew was leaving their town.  “They are so young”, 

she thought to herself, “this is so scary for the grownups, it must be terrifying for them”.  

She gave them each a fast hug, and kiss on their cheek, and told them that everything 

would be okay.  They would treat it as an adventure and help each other find interesting 

things to see on their journey through the forest. 

              By now, the sun was shining brightly, and the bees were buzzing in the garden.  

Elisabeth grabbed a few baskets, plucked the tomatoes and cucumbers off their vines, 

cut some herbs, and gathered the peppers.  She filled a basket with apples and pears 

and filled jars with raspberries.   After she was done, the garden looked like someone 

had already forgotten it.  Broken stems, plants pulled up in haste, and blossoms lying 

loose on the ground.  She glanced at the garden one last time and walked back into 

the kitchen with her baskets of vegetables.  Her mother was packing up the cooked 

food and asked her to start carrying the baskets and sacks of food to the wagon.

              “Have your brothers and sister help you Lissi”, she said and kept on with her work.  

Elisabeth called her siblings in and told them to grab what they could carry to the wagon.  

For the next several hours everyone was packing up the wagon and preparing for the

journey.  Once the wagon was packed, and everyone was exhausted, they sat under the 

apple trees one last time, ate a quick meal at the wooden table, and walked through the 

house to make sure that all their precious pieces were safely removed and buried.  “It 

already looks like a stranger’s house”, Elisabeth thought.  She saw pictures missing from 

the walls, empty cabinets, and a messy kitchen, things that she never would have 

imagined before.  She saw her youngest brother’s favorite blanket lying in a corner on 

the floor, picked it up, tucked it in her pocket, and walked out of the house.  At dusk, 

they were on their way. 

              As Elisabeth walked with her family beside the wagon on the road out of town, she 

tried to create a picture in her mind to help remind her of her life in Romania.  The road 

that would lead them to Austria was long and dark and it led them to the future that no 

one knew.  She glanced back one last time and saw the table under the apple trees, 

birds hopping around eating the crumbs from earlier.  She sighed and wondered if they 

would ever sit there again.  

              As they went through the gates of the town, she saw her father take her mother’s 

hand and heard him whisper to her, “Wir werden eines Tages wiederkommen”, we will 

return someday.  When this war is over, we will come back here and start again.  

  

 

 

  

 

              I cut my hair. One act of courage changed the course of my life. I let it all loose, 
drinking from the cup of past wounds. But now, I free myself — I cut my hair. It was 
bushy, at times pushy, never allowing me to truly be me. With sadness in my heart, I 
let go of the thing I held onto the most. Forget the women and gold; this is the reason 
why I gloat. Yesterday, I cut my hair, freeing myself from 19 years of shackles and grip.

              I untied the knot with my crown. The one person who was lost was found. 
Immanuel, an identity hidden for so long, was discovered beneath the bundles of black 
woven hair and stranded thoughts. He had been searching for a way to emerge from the 
darkness. For years unending, he sought an escape, but truth wouldn’t release him until an 
unfortunate incident with the barber led me to cut my hair. My precious baby was gone. 
Yet, in losing the thing I treasured the most, I found the person I would now love the most.

              And no, this isn’t about the black strands of beauty that lie upon our heads. This isn’t 
about a man pretending. This is about love finally found at the end — a love that involves 
embracing oneself and challenging the king and queen within your spirit. This is self-
discovery — letting go of every ribbon tied to the hip, removing that heavy crown so you 
can finally breathe. Believe that in the end, you will sincerely see the reasons why you 
should cut your hair. Cut it all off, my friend — those people who bring no benefit to your 
growth, the lover who inhibits your true self, the family who fails to act like family, and 
those who stifle your authenticity. Cut them all off, and yes, it will hurt. You will cry,
pain will linger, but I promise it’s only temporary, for underneath the darkness comes the 
light. You will find yourself laughing more, singing tunes of freedom, and dancing to the 
melody of your expression. Now, you can finally be free. Nothing holds you back anymore. 
They no longer have a say in how you live your life. You can climb the highest mountains 
and cross the deepest valleys because you decided to cut your hair.

Be Free.

              Today, I went to another barber, and he asked me if I wanted to grow my hair back 
out. I laughed in clarity, for I understood that the person who once craved an afro now 
embraces a low cut. That old man has been put to bed. I no longer seek to look trendy or 
hip. I embrace the simplicity of my new hairstyle and accentuate it with some waves. This 
is the new me — a royal priesthood, a holy nation, a chosen generation set apart from the 
rest to do profoundly impactful things in the world. So, with a smile on my face, I replied 
to my barber, “No, I’m enjoying my new cut.” And for the first time in my life, I blessed the 
barber who messed up my hair.

              Growth is a painful process. Sometimes, you must let go of certain things to 
become a distinct being. Don’t let anybody fool you — it’s never easy. But just as I rock 
this new hairstyle with glowing skin, you will emerge from that drastic change shining 
like never before.

Immanuel Oyenuga

Cut My Hair.I “Unshackled: The Liberation of Cutting My Hair”
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¿Quiere Café ?

I am from the womb of Spaniard, African and Taino descent.
The ones whose elders fought to keep sacred traditions alive
Elders who practice magic, using nature's gifts with rituals that those resent.
Ancestors were forced to work in the plantations and used as experiments to survive.

I am from the Windy City where you care for streets that don’t care for you.
Where my family knew violence before education.
Running to the candy lady, the change in my pocket shall do
I am the product of Chicago's foundation

I was made from the tradition of asking “¿Quiere Café�” before you sit
Playing dominos in the park with a cigar in one hand.
Drinking tequila and dancing salsa shall do it.
Speaking and dreaming about going back to our motherland.

I am a product of an abusive and absent father.
The product of a nurturing and independent mother.
Product of a hardworking and tough grandfather.
The product of a loving and sweet grandmother.

If you look at my family tree, you'll see the trauma inflicted on the branches and leaves,
But look past those and you will find the love and traditions that kept us alive.
The power and strength my family receives

Jazmine Quinones

Fear hits first. Cold.

Shifting from a new end to a ominous beginning— renewed in a period of 

mourning. 

Leaving the light for the darkness. 

Hoping that the void you’re facing is just cast by your own silhouetted shadow.

Treading gently on the first creaky step into the unlit basement.

Running down the stairs so the despair can’t catch you.

Every footfall taking you closer to the pull string at the bottom.

The bulb’s out.

The fear of loss is permanent. Hope ambitiously tags along.

Always a tastebud away from the bitter flow of harsh words. 

Moments away from catching your breath. 

You’re in the eye of grief now.

Does security conquer fear? 

or define your shadow?  

Accentuating how loss permeates. The desperation of a silver lining wishing 

to capture darkness in her calming grasp. 

How does it feel knowing your whole life could be happiness 

but you’re still embodying fear’s sickness. Guaranteeing that fear remains held. 

Swaddled in camouflage, hidden in plain sight, invisible to predators, cocooned, 

ready to emerge.

 

   

 

Carmen Scott

 hape of FearS
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I am from the womb of Spaniard, African and Taino descent.
The ones whose elders fought to keep sacred traditions alive
Elders who practice magic, using nature's gifts with rituals that those resent.
Ancestors were forced to work in the plantations and used as experiments to survive.

I am from the Windy City where you care for streets that don’t care for you.
Where my family knew violence before education.
Running to the candy lady, the change in my pocket shall do
I am the product of Chicago's foundation

I was made from the tradition of asking “¿Quiere Café�” before you sit
Playing dominos in the park with a cigar in one hand.
Drinking tequila and dancing salsa shall do it.
Speaking and dreaming about going back to our motherland.

I am a product of an abusive and absent father.
The product of a nurturing and independent mother.
Product of a hardworking and tough grandfather.
The product of a loving and sweet grandmother.

If you look at my family tree, you'll see the trauma inflicted on the branches and leaves,
But look past those and you will find the love and traditions that kept us alive.
The power and strength my family receives

Nothing Left

wasted my youth
trying to better myself for you
I behaved perfectly
so you would deem me as worthy 
of your love and approval 
had all the correct answers
but what I said never mattered
all the mistakes I’ve made
you threw them back in my face 
telling me to be more like her
it took every part of me 
to love you wholeheartedly 
I convinced myself to stay 
when you loved her more anyway
and that you were what I deserved

Patrianna Scales

so far from sweet real things my thoughts had strayed, I had forgotten wide 

fields and clear brown streams. 

 

the herons were no longer safe in the sky,

they fly with a single prayer, then fell to us like gray angels. It's already cold. 

 

What do we do with this unfinished prayer? I say, 

 

decades after the war, we enter the sniper’s hole again, sewing

the sandbags that drown our feet, surely this is where we fall cold too. On the 

wall we write,  

“I see a florists' shops, around us perfumed papers, bows, pins,

and garish lights, cabarets and soaps, and older than time wine...”

 

in this museum of memory, the missing begin to accumulate, they shoot out of  

the tiles like grass blades,

damp with unfinished prayers.  

Do you see it now? the photo of two lovers gifted with a burning desire.  

now—unwittingly, I dream

of violets growing in my hands, and there something shines  

this soul's forgotten gleam.  

 Valentine Solis 

iolet Prayers V
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Joy Comes in the Morning

it takes courage
to feel the sun on your face
it takes tears
to realize that you’re okay
it takes vulnerability
to walk with grace
it takes failure
to succeed
it takes pain
to recognize peace
feeling complete
isn’t about emotions
it’s realizing your destiny
is beyond this one moment

Patrianna Scales

Even when I’m dead, I’ll swim through the earth, like a mermaid of the soil, just to be next to 

your bones 

               The Archipelago Of Kisses | Jeffrey McDaniel

              There are an uncountable number of dead bodies buried in the earth. No one is 

certain how many have been buried, and even fewer are certain of how many have 

been cremated or had their bodies taken care of in a different way. But rest assured, 

most of them have been there long enough for even the earth to forget them.

              Most of them have become the dirt you walk on. A million-million people you walk  

on every day, and neither you or they know it, because the dead forget they're  alive.

              But one skeleton, buried in a shallow grave in a dark forest, remembers. She  doesn't 

remember much, but she remembers enough.

              The skeleton isn’t exactly alive. Certainly not. She's been buried in the ground  for

 longer than you've been alive, but she's not exactly dead either.

              She's stuck in a promise she made when she was alive. So, she sits, the dirt piled 

higher and higher on her, as the tree roots curl between her ribs tighter and tighter.

              She doesn't even know it. She, herself, thinks she's dead, because what is death, 

if not dark and cold and waiting, and waiting, and waiting. And the earth is nothing, if 

not helpful to quicken her forgetfulness.

              But even the earth can't stop a promise.

              Far, far, far away, an old woman is buried into the ground. Old and loved, her family  

surrounds her grave and shovels the dirt onto her.

              As the final shovelful of dirt falls, the skeleton who remembers, but not much,  wakes

from the lull she's been in and remembers, really remembers, what her promise was.

              She had promised to find her way to her love again.

              So, the skeleton moves and struggles against the dirt and roots, who grip her hard. 

Not hard enough though. She escapes the dirt and soil like water to her, and wrenches 

the roots away from her bones.

Ash Cross

inding Your BonesF
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Late Night Drive

If I never give my heart away
maybe I’ll save myself from
the heartache 
I can’t read your mind
but I know 
you don’t feel the same 
terrified of loving 
but I can’t help
smiling when I say 
your name
waiting by the phone 
expecting the worse
I keep my walls up
so I never get hurt

Patrianna Scales
              No, you're supposed to stay here, the trees and soil whispered, curling tighter around 

her once again.

              The skeleton had no way to speak, the soil ate her tongue years ago, but she's never 

needed her words.

              The roots wouldn't be budged so she ripped them off her. The soil was nothing 

compared to the promise she intended to keep.

              And so the skeleton crawled and clawed and  forced her way through the earth, the  

dirt and rocks and trees doing everything in their power to stop her.

              The trees combined their roots into walls, and held tight to her bones. The rocks were  

obstacles she couldn't push past. And the dirt pushing, and pushing, and pushing.

              All the while whispering to her that she was making a mistake, she should've stayed 

where she had been, that she shouldn't make a ruckus. She's disappointing everyone 

else. How's it fair that you get to be selfish, when no one else is? They whisper to her.

              It got to her. Who was she to be so selfish? Hadn't she always been this way? 

Everyone would be so disappointed.

              She looked at her hands. Hands that in life had been calloused and hard, were now 

just white bone. They could be called fragile, with how thin and small they were, but she 

knew they weren't. Because they were her hands. Her hands that held her lover's hands.

               Hands that were simple bones now, that were still attached to her wrists, nothing but 

bones now too, that were attached to everything else, that had simply become bones.

              She looked at the rosary in her skeletal hand, the one she held as she died. The one 

her lover gave her.

              "I've heard that the people in town think you're trouble. I wanted to give you something 

lto ook at whenever you think of doing something… blasphemous," her lover had said, all 

secret smiles and shining brown eyes. They kissed in the back room, and she kept the 

rosary close wherever she went.

              She couldn't hear the whispers after that. The soil parted easily now, the trees 

seemed to move out of her way. She was swimming it seemed. They loved swimming.

              She never thought to think about not knowing where her lover was, so when she 

finally was stopped by a casket, she just knew. Every other casket moved out of her way, 

but her lover was even more stubborn than her.

              Her lover was buried in the casket. It was beautiful, intricately carved, she doesn't 
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In the Dead of Winter 

In the dead of winter, I fester
Like a cold-blooded reptile
I allow myself to metamorphose into a monochrome man mimicking the world around me
As it unites in its white glory– 
Smug and Irresistible
It comes over me
 
I see a crystalized cave shading the side of my house
I am encompassed by all things
Precious yet putrid – treasured yet trapping
I feel the deadpan of winter in soulless stares into unresponsive formidable fortresses
Piled high enough to eliminate my will
To see a clear exit out of my enclosure
Piled high enough to eliminate my will
To reject
A bitter apathy – which once disguised itself as something 
Attractive
An apathy which will freeze over my organs
Leaving a lingering chill that momentarily dissipates
 
When I hear the cacophony of children’s laughter
Whirling winds and the scraping of shovels on iced pavement
Which reminds me that I will be anthologized
With the others
 
Yet we know tonight I will lay awake
Slipping
Deep into the burrows of a winter’s night
Where a relentless reality will perish and preserve under
The sensation of the insensate ice
And in the dead of winter
The night will fall silent
As I write myself out of this script
And I will forever be
Captive in my own captivation

Alex Sepulveda
 think her love would have liked it.

              Opening the casket was nothing compared to her journey, and the sight of her lover,

even old and dead, made everything worth it.

The soil spilled into the casket. Happy to be able to get to someone else.

              She layed down, and grabbed her lover's hands. Her lover's hands had been small 

and delicate, and always soft and clean, but they were no longer that. The skin has 

started to rot, but the wrinkles from her life were still there. The skeleton wished she 

had been there to kiss every wrinkle when they appeared.

              Her lover's hands were placed on her chest, so they had frozen like that. But the 

skeleton was not the one who grasped her lover’s hands first.

              You're here.

              Of course. I promised I would find you.

              And even as the earth cleaned away the rest of their skin, and organs, and 

everything that was so important in life, it would not be able to take the love away from 

their bones.

              If archeologists or perhaps grave robbers were to dig up this particular grave, they 

would find two women curled into each other, a rosary holding their hands together.
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In the dead of winter, I fester
Like a cold-blooded reptile
I allow myself to metamorphose into a monochrome man mimicking the world around me
As it unites in its white glory– 
Smug and Irresistible
It comes over me
 
I see a crystalized cave shading the side of my house
I am encompassed by all things
Precious yet putrid – treasured yet trapping
I feel the deadpan of winter in soulless stares into unresponsive formidable fortresses
Piled high enough to eliminate my will
To see a clear exit out of my enclosure
Piled high enough to eliminate my will
To reject
A bitter apathy – which once disguised itself as something 
Attractive
An apathy which will freeze over my organs
Leaving a lingering chill that momentarily dissipates
 
When I hear the cacophony of children’s laughter
Whirling winds and the scraping of shovels on iced pavement
Which reminds me that I will be anthologized
With the others
 
Yet we know tonight I will lay awake
Slipping
Deep into the burrows of a winter’s night
Where a relentless reality will perish and preserve under
The sensation of the insensate ice
And in the dead of winter
The night will fall silent
As I write myself out of this script
And I will forever be
Captive in my own captivation

Whose Body Is a Temple Now?

You tell me my body is a temple.
What a shame that giving it glory
Is a sin.
You tell me that it’s “respect” and “modesty.”
Well, if you respected me
Maybe you wouldn’t lust after my skin
Or thirst for control over my purity.
I guess I’m the one who’s in charge of the “respecting”
To respect myself, love myself, protect myself
But why?
You'll hurt me if I don’t?
Are you so unstable that the sight of one strap
that digs ridges in my shoulders
Is permission to forget that
Your body is a “temple” too?

A body:

To some,
A temple
A tool
A shame
A chrysalis
A pain
A voice
A weapon
My body:
An art
Planted as a seedling
Sprouted to a tree
Rooted in the Earth
Set free in the wind
Constantly changing
Unchanging in my own individuality.
A tool, unused but wielded by
Only me.
To love her is a challenge
Always one step forward, two steps back.
Always a loophole
A hoop engulfed in flames
For my body to taste the heat
     Each time we leap through

Mia Angelique

Navigating The Maze of Love

Odyssey according to Merriam Webster Dictionary is a long wandering or voyage 

usually marked by many changes of fortune. It is also defined as an intellectual or  

spiritual wandering or quest.

I present to you My Heart’s Odyssey, a suiting piece of love, drama, pain and joy 

that concludes with a love poem.

Show me the ropes of understanding my heart’s cravings. I know what I desire, yet I’m 

as lost as a leaf in the wind. My course is unpredictable. When the weatherman bets 

on south, I dance north. My heart skips a beat at the sound of her voice. Then, a familiar 

face pops up on my delicate phone screen, and suddenly, my hair is doing a joyful 

dance, like a dog’s tail greeting its owner.

Love remains an enigma for me. They say you can only be in love with one at a time, 

all things considered. I agree, but there are moments when I can’t pinpoint whom I’d 

call home. I’m torn, indecisive, and I crave a guiding hand to steer me right. I ask God 

for directions, but He just smiles, leaving little notes at my door — tiny signs to point the  

way. Because, you see, matters of the heart are ours to decide, even if  opportunities 

and people come knocking. A man must choose where to devote his life.

Oh, love. You’re a wild and impulsive force, leaving us yearning for more. You disrupt 

the paths of discipline and trust. Amidst 7 billion souls, I yearn to discover whom to 

commit to. The margin is wide, yet the scale is narrow. I’m selective, and when I do 

commit, what if it isn’t reciprocated? What if she dwells miles away from my home? 

What if the internet can’t keep our bond strong? What if she loses interest, abandoning 

me in the absence of my most cherished connection? What if she eludes and flees 

from my sincere expression of love? What if our hearts are too frosty for love to kindle? 

Just what if?

Immanuel Oyenuga

y Heart’s Odyssey M
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Disabled and unpredictable
Gnawing at her own flesh
Flourished and toned
Into a mechanism for artistic expression.

My curves have grown on me
Leaving footprints in my skin.
They tell my story.
They add details to
My canvas.
My bare skin scares you
But she and I are confident when
Every possible thing you could judge is
Staring you in the face
Unafraid of the shameless daggers your eyes spit.
You’re twisted to believe that your disapproval and
Your over sexualization will be enough to
Taint my body with your sin.
The stretch marks, the size, the scars, the structure -
They are the foundation of
My spirit’s home
And I own them just as boldly as
The perfections.

Whose body is a temple now?

We’ve seen too much pain to embrace it fully. Our past haunts us, and in our folly, we  

become callous, numbing our emotions. Society deceives us, praising the virtue of 

independence. Our parents, even when they got it right, haunt us with their perfection,  

and we wallow in our imperfections.

“I’ve run out of ideas,” we confess, turning to our phones for advice on matters of the heart.  

We seek connection through wires, not soulful conversations or silent musings. The  once  

vibrant grass seems dull for us to walk side by side, holding hands and listening to nature’s  

songs. Birds sing praises, stars illuminate our flaws, and squirrels' gossip, nodding 

approvingly at our small walks leading to children’s laughter in the park. 

The world is in disarray, love has lost its way. We toy with our hearts like  puzzles, 

overlooking the depth of value in partnership. A lifelong friendship with one person — 

building bonds, creating memories, having fun, and  embracing each blessed day. 

Time on this planet is finite, so why not spend it with those you love? 
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Mouthwatering Sorrow

The arrogance of thinking I have the upper hand
I can fabricate flowery sentences that sound like prestigious works of art, 
while you stumble through awkward sentences and,
you still have my whole heart. 
The ignorance that holds me by my waist and blinds me from your true desire 
I pined for love 
My selfishness in holding on was not hope
for you to change,
but desperation to feel as though I had control
when I had none
At all. 

Maya Sixto

Jen didn’t really know much about the device; where it came from, who made it, or how
it worked. What she did know was that it appeared on her doorstep one day with a note 
that read “for starting over.” It was simple in its design – a plain box with a large single 
button atop it – but it was a sophisticated and almost unfathomably complicated device.

Standing there by her front door, she pressed the button.

As far as she could tell, nothing happened the first time she pressed the button. She 
pressed it a few more times, but still, it seemed to do nothing.
 
Weeks later, while cleaning out her closet, she stumbled upon the device. “This thing,” 
she muttered to herself, “the heck is it?” She sat on the edge of her bed, lifting the device 
slightly above her head to inspect it. She sat it down on the bed and pondered for a 
moment.

Then she pressed the button and vanished into thin air. 
_______

Years come and go, just as friends and partners do the same. But Jen is happy now, living 
with Colin. Their second anniversary is approaching and they have a camping trip planned. 
Jen prepares packed lunches for the drive while Colin loads the last of their hiking gear 
into the car.

“Hun, where’d you say the sleeping bags were?” He yells from the bedroom.

“Did you try the closet?”

“That’s where I’m look…” he trails off, distracted.

“Find them?” She asks, to no response. She wipes her hands on her apron before heading 
down the hallway to the bedroom, calling after Colin.

Rounding the corner, into the bedroom, she sees Colin sitting in the middle of the floor, 
his back turned to her. Startled, she approaches him and places a hand on his shoulder. 
“Colin?””

He turns just enough for her to see that he’s holding the device. She raises her hand to 
her mouth, but not fast enough to stop “shit” from escaping her lips.
_______

David Walton Smith 

esetR
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Sleep 

In my home, wherein I sleep, 
The windows begin to beat 
God’s music. Mother nature’s recipe. 
Droplets that fall from many feet. 
Here I lay, where I stay and wherein, I sleep. 
I listen to that beautiful beat. 
In this peace, it is time to say goodbye. 
The moment has come to rest my eyes. 

Hazael Torres 

Were you allowed to mourn?

Tears and tequila, like me? Was it public?

Was he there for you?

Did he shame you?

Did he use your body without protection from a mother’s loss?

Was he a good man?

Maybe you were reckless too, but do “good men” put you through the repeated 

trauma of loss?

You are a figment that I weigh my values against. An unfair foil. You are my perfect 

fraught ephemera. All of my unseen parts. Just as unknown as you, yet still embodied. 

Beloved.

Does my invested grief strip you of your personhood? Did your people see you as a 

fable too? The chimera holed up in the castle in the sky? Stripped into a character.

— The Monster —

     The woman without a care. Okay with repeated consequences. Full, Empty. Full, 

Empty. Your womb was a factory of loss. How many babies did you deal this hand to? 

Birthed into a void. You became the creature of my nightmares. The looming figure 

made up of the shadows. You are the lack of light. The demon crushing my chest 

while I fell asleep. Staring. Clenched and unmoving. Stuck and motionless. Darker than 

closing your eyes. Darker than my drawn blackout curtains. The darkness of a 

temperature drop.  How are shadows cast in a still dark room? Unmoving space. Now 

shrunken but highlighted by the day’s illumination. There has never been a room bright 

enough that shadows don’t exist.

— The Maiden —

     The woman the vanguard of my personhood. I wouldn’t exist without your 

decisions. Not only do I have life, but I have my life. The sacrifice of nine months 

turned now into the loss of thirty years; your vision of happiness. Of potential. 

Of potential happiness. 

     The orphanage gave me matriarchs. The nuns gave me to my father. He gave

me the United States. This country gave me a new family, my first confusions. My 

dislocation calcified through an unknown language and unfamiliar faces. But that can’t 

be your fault. Having glasses to see, the privilege to eat, a bed, and a roof covering 

more than a dirt floor; that’s what you gave me. The realm of possibility.

      The women around me told me that a strong woman is built upon sacrifice. 

 

   

 

“I wanna know what it is,” he demands.

Jen stares into his eyes, but struggles to form a response. For one, she doesn’t really 
know the answer to the question.

“Jen!”

“It’s nothing!”

“So why are you acting so weird? Why did you say ‘shit’?”

“Shit… because I forgot I had it, but it’s nothing,” she says pleadingly, hoping he’ll 
drop it. 

He reaches his hand out to press the button.

“Don’t!” She screams, startling herself as much as Colin. She scoops up the device in 
her arms and scurries down the hallway, Colin in tow.

“What is going on, Jen?” 

She puts the device back in the closet, slams the door shut, and barricades it with her 
back pressed up to it. He’s about to ask something else, but she bursts into tears. 

Colin tries to comfort her, rubbing the sides of her arms before trying to hug her, but 
she places a hand on his chest and says “no, it’s ok.”

“I can’t begin to explain what it is, she begins, “and I don’t expect you to believe what 
it does. But I can’t think of a more believable lie that will satisfy you, so I’ll just tell you 
the truth. And it’s up to you whether you wanna think I’m crazy.”

He’s drawn-in now, captivated with anticipation. 

“If I push that button everything restarts. Everything we’ve ever shared, erased. 
Everything we ever said to each other, forgotten. If I push that button, I go back to the 
day that device first showed up on my doorstep – the very moment I pushed that 
button for the first time. And you’d be none the wiser.”

“And you,” he begins with a skeptical smirk, “you’d be the wiser?”

“Yeah, I’d remember everything, but you wouldn’t. To you, I’d be a stranger. To me, 
you’d be a memory.”

He sits on the end of her bed to contemplate what he’s just been told, shaking his
head in disbelief.

“Look, I told you you wouldn’t believe me.”
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Brother 

Winter has come again for us now. The sixth year, my brother, that the snow 
melts with a warm drink. Time seems to have no pace but itself. 

Turning back the hands, to last, we had met. I remember bitterness would 
wake me. With the coffee that you and everyone drank. The churning and 
chugging of the mornings brew would burn whoever took the first sip. 
Though the familiarity always drove you back in. Sugar and milk would 
sweeten that sting but you always had it over brewed.

With a few witty lashes between the world and against you. You were off 
without a word or note to where to go. Driving off to meet a new type of 
brew that would stop time but only for you. The clocks didn’t miss a second 
though. Surrounded from the floor to the ceiling tolling and chiming the 
whole way through. A ring on that hour that screamed left all shaken and 
silenced from its call. 

Deafening can be even a ripple though. The clocks continue, however. 
Exactly on time for any that carry them. Even a rabbit chased by a life 
looking for a place at a tea party missing a few. The hat there never did fit 
quite right. Maybe the rabbit just never found out your brew. But off to meet 
a train. Out of the station you were with a one-way ticket in hand. So, I’ll 
make you a cup that’s hot and bitter the way that you like. With sweetness 
and cream. To bed where you sleep. So that we may meet again in the 
steam.

Katrina Weiland 

That motherhood grapples with the loss of autonomy and the loss of motherhood 

contends with shame. A strong woman is the warrior of kindness. Not niceness, 

kindness. The kindest act was to try and give me better. Even if it would have been 

nicer to hold me.

— The Crisis —

     My home after you wasn’t what The Monster nor The Maiden would want. Even a 

monster wouldn’t want their kin to experience hunger. The Maiden would never ask 

for physical abuse to be left unattended. 

     A child sold, or stolen, for nothing. Promised everything and given a few. What a 

conundrum of modernity. What a figment of colonization that tells us that hope is 

more valuable than life with you. A life without history for a life plagued by one. 

— The Ancestral —

Torture? Sometimes I think in nothing but our pain.

Carving skin across muscle. Force, butter, glide, into, out of, absolution, fear. My 

ancestors felt fear. What else? A people subjected to genocide. What does joy look 

like? Is the root of our joy something that I grew into this being without.

Is it the meals shared with generational familiarity? It’s wet air, glowing brown skin, 

and the proof of perseverance. It’s arrogance to the value of a mother’s touch. A history 

of care triumphing over hardship. Celebration. A tribute to my loss. 

I mimic the paths drawn through our bodies. Mine now as yours once was. Standing 

on a bridge for reasons different than you. Although loss feels the same. You had me 

and I have always chosen to continue. We chose to continue. Only now without 

you and without me. 

What is me without you? Someone in a perpetual state of waking dream. What is you 

without me? A question I will likely never know the answer to. What is me? A fantasy. 

Only dreamt of with unnamed parties reminisced. Only a fetal dream without memory. 

Moved along by a forced promise. Dreams.

— The Reality — 

You’re always harder to find here.

You’ve never existed in this place.

We have never walked the same streets.

The reality is I never will.

The reality of our story is loss.

 No resolution. No pretty bow on top. No celebrations spent hearing the annoying 

details of my birth. No shrugging off your wisdom. No watching myself slowly 

become just like you. No resilience through our differences. No triumphs. No held 

mourning.

 

 

“So it resets you back in time to the first moment you pressed it?” He asks, she nods in  
agreement. “So, how do you know this?”

“I didn’t know, at first. I pressed it a few times when I got it, but nothing seemed to happen. 

But then a few weeks later I pressed the button and, in an instant, I was back standing by  

my front door where I pressed the button the first time. Not just where, but  when. Like, 

weeks earlier.”

His head spinning, he asks, “so how many times have you pressed it before?”

Before she can answer he cuts her off.

“Wait. Have you used it on us?”

“No, no!” She tries to assure him. “I forgot I even had the damn thing! It’s been in the back  
of my closet for years.”

“But you could.”

“What?”

“Use it. On us. On me.”

She stares at him in disbelief. “No, Colin. Why would you say that?”

“I’m not saying you would, Jen, I’m just saying you could. When shit gets a little rough, you 
just hit the reset button, right?”

She shakes her head, pleading with her eyes, trying to reassure him. 

“Why haven’t you destroyed it, Jen?”

She’s frozen in her tracks, put on the spot by a question she’s truly never 
considered. 

He gives her no time to respond, “You have to destroy it. If you truly love me.”

“I do love you!”

“Ok then,” he says defiantly before pushing her aside. He reaches for the device – “No!” 
she screams, grappling with him. But he brushes her off and makes his way down the
hallway, into the kitchen, where he opens the window and tosses out the device. It 
plummets down 3 stories before smashing into a hundred pieces on the street below.
_______

A year later, another anniversary. “Hun, we should get going,” Colin calls from the other 
room. 
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My Skin 

My brown skin. 
Tinted with caramel with a dash of vanilla and honey. Gleams with the 
golden rays in the blue. 
Silky like butter; sweet like cocoa. 
My melanin shines with the galaxy above. 
Runs as deep as the Black Hole 
 As magical as Aurora Borealis. 
 
Inside, I hold the power of greatness and I can let you in on a couple 
of secrets. 
My brown skin holds many stories from history to my own story; I won’t 
even dig that deep. 
You look at my skin; you see a story that’s not my own. 
 Just something that was stigmatized. 
 
Time and time, I have been told about myself at a young age. Told about 
things that society will 
hammer on me. I will not fall into that trap of societal loopholes. I know 
what I am capable of 
doing. My cerebral is more powerful than my appearance. Don’t be fooled. 
 
My brown skin is not a threat in your presence. 
 I am a blessing to you. 
 I bring radiance not dullness. 
 I bring love, not hate. 
Come to me. Ask about me and not the stories you’ve heard about the color 
of my skin. 
We are attached but we are two separate things. Eventually, you will see 
what I mean. 

Rachel Williams 
Jen checks her make-up one last time before flitting across the room to grab her purse
and coat. In the living room, she’s surprised to see Colin standing holding a gift in his 
hands.

“I thought we said we weren’t buying presents?” She playfully inquires. 

“Well, I technically didn’t buy this,” he responds, gesturing for her to take the gift.  
“Go on, open it before we go.”

She excitedly tears the gift wrap then lifts the lid delicately, trying to draw out the 
anticipation. Realizing what’s inside, she draws a deep breath and removes the  lid

fully to reveal the device, fully repaired.

“I felt terrible for overreacting, so I spent the better part of the last year putting 
the pieces back together.”

She slowly shifts her gaze to Colin, her ashen face holding back tears. “Why?”

“This is me, trusting you.”

“Stop!” She slams the box closed, “I don’t know how you even did this, but I 
can’t accept it. I don’t need it anymore. You should’ve left it alone.”

“Ok,” he snatches the box from her, “fine then. We’ll destroy it. But at least sleep 
 on it.”

“I don’t need to sleep on it,” she quips back at him. 

“Alright, I hear you. For me, though, will you? Sleep on it?”.

She feigns an affirmative nod.

_______

The restaurant is a dimly lit, elegant space. They’re seated at a small 2-top by the 
window, illuminated by the reflection of the L-Train whizzing by overhead. 

“Relax,” he assures her, as she leans in to kiss him on the forehead before heading 
to the bathroom. Staring out the window, he sees passersby scurrying to avoid  the  
sudden downpour of rain. His phone dings to indicate a notification: Reminder – 
Cleaning lady.

Jen returns, slightly more relaxed and composed. “Miss anything?”

He shakes his head and reaches for her hand. She tilts her head and smiles.

Suddenly, a look of concern wipes across his face and he reaches into his pocket.
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Secret Societies  

The astrological prophecies 
Admonish the mystic keys 
To the invisible dynasty 
That has been concealed since antiquity 
 
Behind 33 degrees 
and convoluted hypocrisies 
We dictate the policies 
That govern our enemies 
 
No war is realized 
Before our profits are analyzed 
Operate on both sides 
Clandestine state demise 
 
Usurping authority 
We are the hidden majority 
Behind everything that you see 
We are controlling your destiny 
 
NOVUS ORDO SECLORUM 
MUNDUS VULT DECIPI ERGO DECIPIATUR 
NOVUS ORDO SECLORUM 
AUCTORITAS NON VERITAS FACIT LEGEM 
 
Way down in our black soul 
Corporate greed and thought control 
We meet beneath the night 
Contriving ways to take your rights 
We print more fiat currency 
To undermine your Treasury 
Running out of things to take 
Now there’s another war to make

Cloaked behind the scenes - We pull all the strings 
Nothing’s as it seems - We run all the schemes 
 
We set up puppet governments 
To benefit the one percent 

Michael Repel  
“What is it?” 

He pulls out his phone and reads the notification again: Cleaning lady. 

“Oh my god.” he looks up at Jen, panic in his eyes. With the phone now up at his ear, he  
says to Jen, “The cleaning lady is at our house now.” 

She looks at him as if to say “and?” 

“The device is sitting out on the coffee table!” He jumps to his feet, “I can’t get her on the  
phone. Keep trying her, I’m gonna run home!”
_______

He struggles with the apartment building’s front door, dropping his keys in a puddle. He  
then hurdles up the stairs, all three stories, slipping and sliding on slick polished floors.  
Then the lock on his apartment door – he can’t get the key in the hole. He slams on the
door. Bang! Bang! Bang!
A moment of silence, then he raises his hand once more when the door swings open, 
the cleaner standing in front of him, pulling her headphones down to her neck.

“The device. The button, did you touch it? Did you push it?” He asks the confused 
cleaner before brushing past her into the living room. He looks down at the coffee 
table where they left the device but it’s not there.

He turns to face the cleaner, gesturing where is it?

“Yes, I had to move it to clean,” she explains, glancing over to a cabinet where
the device now sits. 

He runs over to inspect the device and then asks again, “did you press this button?”
_______

Jen sits alone at the restaurant, trying to call Colin, but it keeps ringing out.  She puts her
head in her hands and slumps down onto the table, only to be startled back to attention  
when Colin plops the device down on the table.

“What’re you doing with that?”
He doesn’t answer. A grin grows from ear to ear and then he quickly slaps his hand on the 
button, again and again. 

Jen shrieks, grabbing the device. “Are you crazy?”.

“No! Don’t you see? It doesn’t work.” 

She stops to contemplate this.

“You’re still here!”
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Poisoning the food you buy 
Corporate genetic genocide 
Our labs engineer disease 
Guinea pigs and pharmacies 
We pump the streets with narcotics 
Urban zombie apocalypse

Cloaked behind the scenes - We pull all the strings 
Nothing’s as it seems - We run all the schemes 

NOVUS ORDO SECLORUM 
MUNDUS VULT DECIPI ERGO DECIPIATUR 
NOVUS ORDO SECLORUM 
AUCTORITAS NON VERITAS FACIT LEGEM 
 
We need some questionable laws to pass 
Manufacture a news blood bath 
We do what we do best 
Manipulation of the oppressed 
Stir up civil discontent 
Nothing is by accident 
Knocking over all the pawns 
Preparing for the martial dawn 
 
Cloaked behind the scenes - We pull all the strings 
Nothing’s as it seems - We run all the schemes 
 
Following the protocols 
Sovereign nations start to fall 
Global forces occupy
The territories that won’t comply 
Genocide and atrocities 
Are now declassified strategies 
The plan has been unfurled 
One king of one new world 
 
Cloaked behind the scenes - We pull all the strings 
Nothing’s as it seems - We run all the schemes

NOVUS ORDO SECLORUM 
MUNDUS VULT DECIPI ERGO DECIPIATUR 
NOVUS ORDO SECLORUM 
AUCTORITAS NON VERITAS FACIT LEGEM

Now it’s the dawn of the new world order 
 
 
 
 
 

She lets out an awkward, stilted laugh, gradually putting the pieces together in her head.

“The cleaner pushed the damn thing, but you’re still here!” He assures her.

Jen places the device back down on the table, looking at Colin as if to ask for permission.  
He nods, and Jen places her hand above the button on the device.
_______

The cleaner struggles down the apartment building stairs, her hands full of cleaning  
supplies. A friendly neighbor holds the front door open for her and  wishes her a good  
night.

She sets her things down on the sidewalk and reaches down to open the trunk of her car,  
but it is gone. Her car, her supplies, even the street she was standing on.

She shuffles her feet back and forth to feel the asphalt underneath, but it is now carpet. 
She looks down at her hands and it’s no longer car keys she’s holding, it’s a feather duster  
hovering over the device. 
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You tell me my body is a temple.
What a shame that giving it glory
Is a sin.
You tell me that it’s “respect” and “modesty.”
Well, if you respected me
Maybe you wouldn’t lust after my skin
Or thirst for control over my purity.
I guess I’m the one who’s in charge of the “respecting”
To respect myself, love myself, protect myself
But why?
You'll hurt me if I don’t?
Are you so unstable that the sight of one strap
that digs ridges in my shoulders
Is permission to forget that
Your body is a “temple” too?

A body:

To some,
A temple
A tool
A shame
A chrysalis
A pain
A voice
A weapon
My body:
An art
Planted as a seedling
Sprouted to a tree
Rooted in the Earth
Set free in the wind
Constantly changing
Unchanging in my own individuality.
A tool, unused but wielded by
Only me.
To love her is a challenge
Always one step forward, two steps back.
Always a loophole
A hoop engulfed in flames
For my body to taste the heat
     Each time we leap through

 
stopped when the cave you thought was at the eastern edge turned out to 
be a completely different cave, and there were a lot of caves that you 
thought were just the same ones. Your relentless curiosity was only rivaled 
by how quickly you gave up. I saw the same caves today, and I teared up a 
little.  
            I found what remained of the path that we would take to the main 
event. It was buried under another year’s worth of branches and acorns. I f
ollowed it down its winding way, through the dense trees and past the 
abandoned cabin in the clearing. For a few days, you wouldn’t stop talking 
to me about how you wanted to move into this old shack. You went on 
about how we could “live off the land” and escape from the city. I knew that 
you truly wanted to get out of the city. Every day, I could see it siphoning 
your energy and the weight of the crowds would crush you to the breaking 
point. You didn’t understand how joy could be found in the glass towers and 
uncaring masses. I didn’t really understand it either, but their normality ate 
away at you. I remember when you got a job downtown and your 
complaints would become daily. I think about how annoyed I would get, and 
I can’t think about it anymore. I can’t confront my selfishness. I realized 
some time today that what you said about the cabin was another one of 
your jokes.  
            The path ended. I reached the finale of this place. A cliff protruded 
out from a cluster of trees. It looked down upon a crystal-clear lake like the 
face of some resting titan. The sun wouldn’t perfectly line up with the center 
of the lake, but it was good enough for us. My favorite time there was when 
we ate the picnic you made at the edge of the cliff. It was rare that you 
enjoyed your own food, but this was one of those times. I think there was 
too much to focus on for you to zero in on the nitpicks you would have had 
with the salmon burgers. I’m not sure if it was that day or another that you 
said it. We both looked at a horizon that seemed to house a world that was 
light years away. To us, this forest was earth, and all the forest beyond the 
lake might as well have been Andromeda. Out of nowhere you said, “This is 
totally where I want to be buried.” At the time, I thought it was one of your 
jokes—one of those times where you would say something just to get a 
reaction out of me. Sometimes I would know that there was some truth 
behind your façade but other times I would fall prey to getting used to you. 
I only realized after you were gone that I should have never gotten used to 
you. I don’t remember where I put you but I know it’s somewhere perfect. 
Like, if you ever decided to rise out of your confines and live again, you 
wouldn’t have to walk very far for a great view. I wish you would do that 
right about now. We would embrace each other, and you would apologize 
for not doing the same before you left. I would be mad, but not for long. 
We would stare at the off-center sunset for a while, and after a while you 
would ask about the shack again. I would say yes, and I hope I wouldn’t 
hesitate. 

              You know that feeling you get when you know if you look for something, you will 

find it?  That feeling was so persistent that I could not ignore it. 

              I entered his name into the search bar, Charles Raymond Allen, and there he was.  

I was seeing my brother for the first time. I knew it was him because he looked exactly 

like my other brother. As I kept reading all the links Google provides, I was looking to get 

some  type of glimpse into his life. A life I was never a part of because of his adoption. 

The title of   one link made me freeze completely. I was staring at his obituary. I had no 

sense  of how  much time had passed after reading it over and over. My heart had this 

feeling  of being full, as close as complete as it ever might feel to being shattered, all 

in the same instance. 

              Life is not fair. For many people, life throws one thing after another, and it  becomes 

a struggle to accept a new reality. When people die unexpectedly, there are often  

unanswered questions that will eat away at you. Always thinking about the what ifs and 

the whys. In my case, we both missed out on each other’s entire lives. I will never meet 

him,   hear his voice, never laugh together; he will never meet my kids; we will never 

argue;   nothing. He may have never known my name. Another unanswered question. 

              I found his adoptive mother’s email and decided to write. I was not sure of what to 

say or how to start, or how to offer my condolences. Do I ask questions? Do I have the 

right to know anything about him? Looking at the date of his passing,  I realized it had 

been almost  two years. I typed out my email and re-read it over  and over, to make sure 

I was saying  the right thing. But what can you say to someone who has lost their child? 

               Eventually, his mom wrote back and let me know the type of person Charlie was.

 He  was struggling with his mental health and decided to end his life. Why? Another

 unanswered  question. I am stuck with this feeling of immense grief, and it completely 

consumed me.  How could I mourn someone I never knew? I wasgrieving what could 

have been or  even what should have been. I was told he was always encouraged to 

reach out to his birth family, but he was not ready yet. I was always ready as soon as 

I had found out about him.  

              Grief is something almost everyone must experience. No one is exempt from 

death  and their loved ones are not exempt from the feeling of that loss. There are five 

stages of grief, as I am told, and everyone experiences those stages in a different order. 

Denial,  anger, bargaining, depression, and acceptance.

              A deep depression and anger set inside me. I was angry I never got a chance 

to  meet him. I was angry he was given up for adoption. The list went on. But plain and 

 

 

ccepting What Is A
Alexandra Palomo
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Two Kinds of Love
  The Begged and Borrowed Kind 
              When I was in eleventh grade, I had the bitter-sweet pleasure of 

knowing a guy named Bailey Thomas. He had a coastal presence; freckled 
cheeks, blue-green eyes, and wavy, blonde hair. Despite not having any 
classes together, our groups of friends naturally intertwined at our high 
school football games and bonfires. I knew immediately Bailey and I were 
going to be as thick as thieves; we both frequented the same thrift stores, 
worshiped the same bands, and shamelessly enjoyed being the center of 
attention.  
 
My friend Vail was well liked in our class. Besides being a gorgeous athlete 
with rich, inattentive parents, she was one of the only seniors with a fake I.D. 
With that being said, her house was the perfect place for whatever schemes 
and shenanigans our teenage hearts desired. One summer night, like most 
summer nights, we invited a long list of friends over for a backyard bash. 
Mid-way into the night, the usual suspects were playing beer pong and the 
lower-key folk were gathered around the firepit.
 
After consuming a number of poorly mixed drinks, I walked over to Bailey 
who was lying down on Vail’s younger sister’s trampoline. When I asked why 
he wasn’t with his girlfriend Jenna, he told me about how she was not a fan 
of the sweater he was wearing, and I drunkenly encouraged him to wear it 
more often. We both laughed, and I suddenly wished we were the only two 
in Vail’s big, beautiful yard. I caught him looking at me in a way that made 
me question to what extent he valued their relationship. Or better yet, our 
friendship? Was it really just that? A friendship? Did this romantic 
back-and-forth exist only in my head? Before my liquid courage had the 
chance to transform those thoughts into words, Vail’s booming voice 
bellowed my name to join her inside. The moment, accompanied by my 
hope, slipped away.  
 
While Bailey and I dated other people and kept our relationship neighborly, 
I started to suffer in secret; I hurt my own feelings by fighting to accept my 
role as just his friend. I began tailoring my outfits, my personality, and my 
day to include him and the things I knew he liked. I begged and borrowed 
his time while I handed him mine on a golden platter. With every daydream 
turning into platonic misery, I became engulfed by his sea of unrequited love. 
Eventually, I told him the truth about my feelings for him. With shaking 
hands, I put myself on the line in hopes that he would catch me. As much as  

Ann Keidel 
simple,   I was just angry. The depression came in waves.  Deep sadness for days on 

end, with no way to explain why I was just not  myself. In dealing with these emotions,  

I realized that  I needed to work toward acceptance. How long does this process take? 

I doubt anyone can answer that.

              What I did know was that this was something I could not change. There are things  

in life that cannot be changed or stopped. How you react to those changes is what  

matters. At first, I reacted like my world was crashing down on me and there was no  

way for me to survive this loss. At times I felt foolish that I was so upset over someone I 

never knew. But then I realized that I was not given that chance to know him and it was 

out of my control. Charlie also was not ready to reach out to a family he never grew up 

with. I will always respect his decision when it comes to meeting our family. I will never 

know how he felt or why he felt that way. Acceptance is hard to obtain with so many 

unanswered questions. Always thinking about what could have been. I needed to find 

comfort in the here and now. 

              From what I do know about Charlie, he was funny. Something we have in 

common. He was the life of the party, as am I. He was kind, thoughtful, and loved.  

Again, something else I am missing. When I found out about his death,  I was in a 

constant state of research. Looking for where he lived, where hewent to college, and 

what he was studying. I even called the funeral home that handled his service and 

explained my situation and my relationship to him, to see where and if he was buried.  

I could potentially visit him. The woman on the phone sympathized with me and let me 

know that he was cremated. Again, more anger. I will never get a chance to be 

anywhere near him. 

            With everything that blocked me from knowing more about him, I had to  remind 

myself of what I did know. I know how people have described him, I have ome pictures;  

she had a great smile, and he was loved by so many people. I am  

proud of the fact that I can be included as one of those people that loved him. 

I have the comfort in knowing that there are some things that I have the fortune of   

using to console me in my grief. 

              The stages of grief are often hard to process and a constant struggle. There 

is no timeline of when it ends. But I know you can either let those stages control you  

or you can control them. I have had good and bad days, as does everyone on this  

journey. I will never forget his birthday or the day he passed away. But I will always  

 celebrate his life, even if I was never a part of it. I have learned that grieving  is a  

process, and one day at a time things will get better. I had to shift my focus  to what  

I  had instead of what I felt was missing. There will always be something missing, and 

I have accepted that.

              You must accept what is and let go of what is not. 
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the lack of reciprocation bruised me, it helped me realize that love, and 
whether or not it truly is unrequited, is worth the investigation. If you never 
ask, you’re never going to know, and I’m alright now. 

The Endlessly Echoed Kind   
  

            The low, heated rumbles of my ex-boyfriend Josh’s 1997 Jeep 
Wrangler would be audible by the time he turned past the entrance of my 
small, ordinary Ohio neighborhood. During the week, my dad’s lack of 
spontaneity and perpetual 11:00 pm bedtime allowed for my nightly escape 
plans to go unscathed. My dad never missed a beat; after dinner, he would 
grab a Corona light from the fridge and plop down in front of the TV, eager 
to catch up on Fox News’s crooked chatter. After consuming light beer and 
misinformation, he would walk up the stairs to his bedroom on the left to 
fall asleep. Hearing my dad’s bedroom door click shut, I knew I had about 
45 minutes to an hour until I could hit the road. My older brother Billy and I 
had mutual agreement: if one of us wanted to sneak out for the night, the 
other would lock the side door behind them, and that was that.  
 
There were not many things to do or places to go in the farm town of 
Beavercreek, Ohio but when I sat down in Josh’s vintage jeep, I always felt 
like I was setting off on a grand adventure. During the warmer months, the 
jeep revolutionized as an oversized go-kart; the top of the jeep and all four 
windows were made out of this heavy-duty plastic that rolled back and 
clipped open. Paired with four-wheel drive, we looked like the scientists in 
Jurassic Park; zipping around in our buggy down gravel roads, looking for 
an uninhabited place to park. Not too far from Beavercreek, there was a 
small hippie town called Yellow Springs. Adorned with charming flower 
shops, a skate park, and stretches of forest, our trailblazer fit right in. From 
hiking to watching kids from our school attempt kickflips down breakneck 
ramps, a lot of time was spent there. Just me, him, and the jeep. 

Laura Washington

My Savior 

He spotted me in the store with my Mother and brothers.

I spotted him next to his brothers and sisters.

He was different from them, sporting a brown coat of a different texture and appearance.

I was different from my family, being awkward and mentally challenged.

He was drawn to me, staring at me with those big black eyes.

I was drawn to him, staring at him with my big brown eyes.

He told me to take him from this place.

I told him I didn’t have any money to purchase him.

He wanted me to hide him somewhere, begging me not to leave him there.

I wanted him to come home with me, as his difference drew me in, and I had to have him.

He hid in the bottom of the cart we were using.

I hid my mischievous intentions from my Mom.

He was found at the register, my Mother stared at him in surprise.

I was found to be the culprit in this operation, she turned to me with an eyebrow raised.

He watched as my Mom sighed in response.

I watched as my Mom caved and bought him for me.

He was ecstatic as he went into the bag.

I was ecstatic as I took him to his new home.

He was taken out of the bag and into my room.

I took in the sight of his tiny body.

He had a big head, a white birthmark on his head, and big feet with horseshoes on them.

I had a big head, caramel-to-milk chocolate skin, and a thin frame at the time.

He had hair that was brown, fluffy, and soft.

I had hair that was dark brown and afro-textured.

He was always there whenever I needed him.

I was there whenever he needed me to hold him.

He is my savior, bringing me back from the brink.

I am saved, still living to this day.

He is my Horseshoe, my lucky charm. 

I am his best friend, the person he knows will never neglect him like all those years ago.

He loves me.

I love him.

We will love each other until the end of time.
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Consumed by life 

            I have a load of work ahead of me that is due incredibly soon. Yet here 
I am, writing about the struggles of trying to balance schoolwork, personal 
hobbies, work projects, a social life with friends, a love life, and just barely 
squeezing room for myself. 
I'm an incredibly emotional person, sometimes even just the littlest bit of 
frustration is bound to make me cry. I don’t know when reality hit me so 
sudden, but I realized sometime late this year that this is my life now –having 
to worry about a balance of all these elements that make my life worth living 
and enjoying. 
I’ve had a difficult time balancing some of these. I know a lot of people do, 
especially at my age where you’re now all on your own, just barely adapting 
to the realism that is creating and planning your life. I can’t begin to express 
how the older you get, the weight of how important it is to have people in 
your inner circle who understand that you’re becoming a busy person. 
My father was someone who noticed this first about me. He started to 
complain at the fact that I started to visit and call less and less. It wasn’t 
because I didn’t care for him but because I was consumed by other things 
and trying to adjust to all of it. As a result, hurtful words were said, back and 
forth, but despite a fallout we’re okay now.  
I could barely keep up with my own parents at times and being a 
first-generation student creates this overwhelming stress to succeed and 
never stop working. Which brings me to having a previous unsupportive
 partner who didn’t understand that I had become a busy person. 
Sometimes I was (and still am) so exhausted at the end of the day from all 
the work I was obligated to finish. 
It was always, “You never make time for me,” or “All you care about is your 
friends,” and even worse, “You’re always tired.” I never felt so unconsidered 
and unheard. My emotions were being invalidated despite me repeatedly 
going over with my partner that this is who they signed up to be with. I am 
a person with boundaries, and I’m a work in progress when it comes to time 
management. When I rest, I almost feel uncomfortable because I think that 
there is something important due soon. I don’t know what peace feels like. 
Sometimes I am always thinking of the next assignment or the next work 
opportunity. 
 When I find myself resting, shortly the resting stops. An example of 
this is how recently I was with someone of interest. We spoke with each other 
one night and I just couldn’t help but think: I’m finally enjoying a bit of peace 
for once. At that moment, I wasn’t consumed by the thought of having to  

Jennifer Lara  

en Toma 

Ten, te regalo mi vista ;

La vista que me regaló un corazón finado.

Toma mi mano,

Juntas siguiéremos enamorándonos.

Escuchas mis pensamientos :

contigo no me dan miedo.

Acepté tus partes, con todo y defectos.

Y las dos, continuaremos siendo un ser perfecto.

Here, I gift you my sight.

The sight that a dead heart gifted me.

Take my hand,

together we will keep falling in love.

You hear my thoughts,

with you they don’t bring me fear.

I Accepted your parts with all its defects.

And as two we will continue creating a perfect being.

Daphne Calderon

T

en Toma (English) T
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work the next day or even having to do an assignment. We talked about our 
day, the feelings we had about each other and about our personal emotions 
that we trusted to tell one another because well, you know, vulnerability is a 
beautiful thing. 
I began to compliment this person, not by their looks or anything physical, 
but just how they are. I tell them how much I adore that they’re an 
understanding and supportive person and how grateful I am to have them in 
my life because as I mentioned before, you need people who understand 
you. You need them to be able to understand the tired you, the overworked 
you, or the person you are to other people. They started blushing and 
became speechless which made me feel good because being uplifting is so 
important in my romantic and platonic friendships. Compliments don’t need 
to be about physical appearance but rather someone’s way of being. 
While we had this conversation, I realized how I needed to finish overdue 
assignments before my professor refused to accept them. 
I said, “Shit! I have some work to do.” The vibe was instantly killed. They 
probably heard my abrupt mouse and keyboard clicking. They tried to 
speak to me and eventually they just stopped, and I asked why.
They said, “I feel like I’m bothering you.” 
This ended up making me feel awful because that wasn’t how I wanted 
them to feel. I had just realized too late that I had work to do, and it was the 
consequence of my own poor time management. I began to reassure them 
that I wasn’t in the least bit bothered. This person respects me as an artist 
and as my own individual person despite from what I am to them. I hadn’t 
felt appreciated and understood in so long. I was happy after a while of 
being under pressure of all the important tasks, events, and deadlines that 
were approaching me sooner than I could blink. 
I'm still worried about next semester, which can probably hint at how much 
of an anxious person I am. However, growing up is realizing that anxiety is 
okay –more than okay– to feel. I credit this acknowledgement of accepting 
anxiety in my life to my therapist. I used to believe being anxious wasn’t 
normal. I tried to find every way I could to fix it and make it go away. 
Understanding anxiety has a lot to do with the fact that it helps us think and 
make decisions that are important to us. 
So next time I feel anxious about how I feel, such as being consumed by the 
millions of things I need to do, I will start being gentler with myself –by 
understanding that at the end of the day, I’m only human and whatever 
anxiety I feel is only a reflection of what is important to me. Whoever is 
reading and scared of their anxiety I just wanna say: Learn to befriend it. 
You’ll be together your whole life and it does not necessarily have to be your 
inner enemy.

ike Jelly 

his arms so thin his mother worried that the wind would take him away from her

his father had gone on a trip 

to find his other passion.

the one for god and self righteousness, his sisters huddle in a bunch

of three and his brothers wandering off 

in a maze of questions.

his brain like jelly and hair like waves, eyes made of glass and fear.

 

so he ran to the sea that seemed to call his name through the dreams and static of this 

hell. 

Valentine Solis 

L
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Decisions 

           I was born on August 7, 1996.  My parents named me after a family 
friend who had given my father countless opportunities but had died prior 
to my birth.  I was conceived in the Humboldt Park neighborhood.  We 
moved to Pilsen then later to the Back of the Yards, and I asked my father 
about the displacements.  He said it was an attempt to escape the violence 
but later realized “no se puede escaper.” I saw more of the same at Richard 
J. Daley Academy.  Groups of people huddling together rocking different 
colors.  I ignored it because I didn’t want any part of it until there was a dizzy 
blue on my block.  I saw a man lying on the street, lifeless.  
 It was a new school year, and I made new friends.  Our new homeroom 
teacher grew up in an area of Chicago more southeast of our location.  He 
was formally known as Jason “Stone,” was raised with attitude, and had tight 
corn rows with a now bald head to prove it.  He referred to many as “cat” 
and had a contagious taste for jazz.  He would preach from all directions 
with the same message.  Your actions will shape your life.  I had to learn what 
actions were not only appropriate but “normal.”  What is normal?  Demona 
was brilliant and would have sex with high schoolers to prove she was down 
for her clique.  Jaime was a talented skateboarder who would cut his wrists. 
David was genuinely a nice guy who smoked cracked when not in school.  
My grades were stellar, and I had an abusive alcoholic father.  
After graduating elementary school, I attended Benito Juarez Community 
Academy.  I would slide my backpack through the x-ray machines and walk 
through a metal detector every morning.  The Chicago Police Department 
was present during all operational hours of the school year.  Big Casper set 
the standard high and I felt the need to live up to my brother’s reputation.  
Ironically, I was accepted as an honors student; I was street smart and book 
smart.  When I walked through the halls, a silence followed.  The guys 
wouldn’t look at me but the ladies couldn’t look away.  I had finally felt like I 
had some sort of control of my life.  One day, a student from Bulls College 
Prep transferred to my English class.  I sat at the first table, furthest row from 
the door, and Lulu sat directly behind me.  She had straight black hair, snow 
white skin, and a Nile River like body.  She never dressed revealingly but it 
revealed a lot about her; she had standards and no time to waste.  She was 
my Cleopatra.  I turned around and I tried my best at igniting a conversation.   

“What’s your name?” 
“Lulu.” 
 “Where you from?” 
 

Jimmy Quinto   

nseen Anguish  

The dense fog persists in the sky with a reeking smell. 

Scarlet flames burning away the flesh and bones into ashes. 

At least those laying on the ground have seen the end.

Loud screams that become overpowered by explosions in the distance. 

Unfamiliar faces traumatizing each other for eternity.

On our chest lay a pendant inscribed with our names for identification.

Will we ever be found?

Those who believe in the man above might, but today no one is certain to escape hell.

In my trembling sweaty palms lay a gift given to me.

Its' sole purpose is to take unknown lives. 

I call it my best friend.

My only hope to witness another sunrise.

In the field unfamiliar faces filled with uncontrollable anger.

But hearts full of intention to survive.

 

David Dominguez

U

Jen checks her make-up one last time before flitting across the room to grab her purse
and coat. In the living room, she’s surprised to see Colin standing holding a gift in his 
hands.

“I thought we said we weren’t buying presents?” She playfully inquires. 

“Well, I technically didn’t buy this,” he responds, gesturing for her to take the gift.  
“Go on, open it before we go.”

She excitedly tears the gift wrap then lifts the lid delicately, trying to draw out the 
anticipation. Realizing what’s inside, she draws a deep breath and removes the  lid

fully to reveal the device, fully repaired.

“I felt terrible for overreacting, so I spent the better part of the last year putting 
the pieces back together.”

She slowly shifts her gaze to Colin, her ashen face holding back tears. “Why?”

“This is me, trusting you.”

“Stop!” She slams the box closed, “I don’t know how you even did this, but I 
can’t accept it. I don’t need it anymore. You should’ve left it alone.”

“Ok,” he snatches the box from her, “fine then. We’ll destroy it. But at least sleep 
 on it.”

“I don’t need to sleep on it,” she quips back at him. 

“Alright, I hear you. For me, though, will you? Sleep on it?”.

She feigns an affirmative nod.

_______

The restaurant is a dimly lit, elegant space. They’re seated at a small 2-top by the 
window, illuminated by the reflection of the L-Train whizzing by overhead. 

“Relax,” he assures her, as she leans in to kiss him on the forehead before heading 
to the bathroom. Staring out the window, he sees passersby scurrying to avoid  the  
sudden downpour of rain. His phone dings to indicate a notification: Reminder – 
Cleaning lady.

Jen returns, slightly more relaxed and composed. “Miss anything?”

He shakes his head and reaches for her hand. She tilts her head and smiles.

Suddenly, a look of concern wipes across his face and he reaches into his pocket.
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“Little Village.” 
 “Do you like it here?” 
 “No.” 
 
What do I do?  I made her laugh and she bloomed.  She later revealed she 
transferred because she had a suicidal moment at her old school.  The 
teachers looked with disapproval, the security guards were puzzled, and the 
students whispered amongst themselves.  In this crazy world, we kept one 
another sane.  I wanted to protect her from any more harm, but I brought 
us danger.  Baby Trigger wasn’t a fan and whatever beef he had with me, I 
knew I had to get it over with fast.  We agreed to meet at my school after 
the final bell.  I don’t know how but the others knew something.  The teachers 
were concerned, security looked on edge, and the CPD on deck asked me if 
everything was ok.  I said yes.  The last bell rang, and the environment felt f
amiliar yet different.  I kissed Lulu goodbye, and I waited with my back 
against the school.  The crowd shrank smaller and smaller.  Gringo came up 
to me and I asked where the guy was.  He laughed hysterically and said he’d 
have his mom drive us to him; she was known for having connections.  I 
jumped into the car, and we drove off.  His mom was silent, and he kept 
laughing.  We pulled up at Gringo’s house.  I was escorted in.  There, I saw a 
5’9”, thin, 18-year-old male with a ponytail.  It was him and before I threw my 
punch, he extended his hand to introduced himself.  I was confused.  Gringo 
whispered into my ear, “He popped pills, went to the hospital, and now he 
doesn’t remember anything.” No way.  “You should have seen him, man.  He 
was like a baby being introduced to the world; he didn’t even know his own 
name.”  José returned to play Uno with Kim.  My adrenaline vanished.  I 
pulled up a chair next to him.  This was oddly sad.  He was there but he 
wasn’t there.  I didn’t know him before the incident but even I could tell he 
was like a hollow vessel.  I texted Lulu “I love you” but I should have texted, 
“I’m sorry.” 
As my high school academic career came closer to its end, I knew things 
had to change.  I always understood that college was important, but why 
would anyone give me chance?  I’m a Hispanic kid, with baggy clothes, who 
doesn’t speak normal English.  I hated everyone because I thought everyone 
judged me for it.  I thought you weren’t supposed to judge a book by its 
cover.  No one judged me more than those who judged my relationship.  A 
beautiful young lady who was accepted to Loyola with a 4.6 GPA.  And then, 
there was me.  I was failing classes, I was kicked out of the honors society, 
and the school was threatening to kick me out entirely.  I had a little more 
than a year to change— and fast.  I could do great at school but how would I 
pay for college?  My dad was a janitor, and my mom was a stay-at-home 
mother.  A good number of students earned massive scholarships and I was 
angry.  Why them?  Am I not worth it?  Does anyone care?  I don’t want to 

ear You 

your door is like a war plunked between us, it is true and horrid, 

it gets in my vision of you - so tell me, 

tell me what you're reading. 

i want to hear your sweet throat tell me what’s on every page. 

i want to hear your voice surrender to the silence. 

you can get me there
like a single night of rain. 

i promise i will never stop writing poems outside your door. 

Valentine Solis 

H
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Poisoning the food you buy 
Corporate genetic genocide 
Our labs engineer disease 
Guinea pigs and pharmacies 
We pump the streets with narcotics 
Urban zombie apocalypse

Cloaked behind the scenes - We pull all the strings 
Nothing’s as it seems - We run all the schemes 

NOVUS ORDO SECLORUM 
MUNDUS VULT DECIPI ERGO DECIPIATUR 
NOVUS ORDO SECLORUM 
AUCTORITAS NON VERITAS FACIT LEGEM 
 
We need some questionable laws to pass 
Manufacture a news blood bath 
We do what we do best 
Manipulation of the oppressed 
Stir up civil discontent 
Nothing is by accident 
Knocking over all the pawns 
Preparing for the martial dawn 
 
Cloaked behind the scenes - We pull all the strings 
Nothing’s as it seems - We run all the schemes 
 
Following the protocols 
Sovereign nations start to fall 
Global forces occupy
The territories that won’t comply 
Genocide and atrocities 
Are now declassified strategies 
The plan has been unfurled 
One king of one new world 
 
Cloaked behind the scenes - We pull all the strings 
Nothing’s as it seems - We run all the schemes

NOVUS ORDO SECLORUM 
MUNDUS VULT DECIPI ERGO DECIPIATUR 
NOVUS ORDO SECLORUM 
AUCTORITAS NON VERITAS FACIT LEGEM

Now it’s the dawn of the new world order 
 
 
 
 
 

 
work a minimum-wage job.  I don’t want to be poor.  I don’t want my 
parent’s efforts to be in vain.  I hate this cycle.  I hate myself… I did this to 
myself.  
          In sunny San Diego, I began my military career.  I learned several 
lessons at bootcamp.  I learned that no one cares about your feelings.  I 
learned to not feel sorry for myself.  Most importantly, I learned to stop 
making excuses. I was the first in my family to join the military, and I didn’t 
know what to expect other than what I’d seen in movies. I must say, it did 
not disappoint.  As I ran past the Drill Instructor, he smacked me across the 
face reminding me to keep arm’s length distance.  As I continued my run to 
the head, I was greeted with more yelling.  The entirety of the squad bay 
was getting wrecked because someone lacked discipline.  We called this 
“fuck-fuck games,” and the goal of the game was to make your life 
miserable.  The area had been destroyed; racks were flipped over, our 
belongings were everywhere, and people were getting IT.  The “platoon 
terrorist” was among those getting Incentive Training.  The recruit was red, 
sweaty and visibly shaking.  A recruit collapsed onto a puddle of his own 
sweat and the Drill Instructor picked him up, dropped him, and told him to 
keep pushing.  Then, five more Drill Instructors swarmed him.  The title 
“Marine” is earned, never given.  I graduated bootcamp in December of 2014.
           I visited my friends and family after graduating bootcamp.  My brother 
earned a new job at Grubhub.  My doubtful parents were pleasantly 
surprised.  My little sister was finishing up alternative school.  And Lulu… Lulu 
had never replied to the letters I had sent to her throughout bootcamp.  
Things didn’t feel the same after our mutual break up; we felt as if life was 
pulling us apart in different directions.  I knocked on her door prepared for 
the worst.  It opened.  It was Lulu!  My sense of fear faded away, but I noticed 
she looked sickly.  She invited me in, and we had some coffee.  She had 
another episode and was committed to a hospital.  It was not only painful to 
know that she tried ending her life again, but she had tried noticeably 
harder.  There was no one around this time, and she consumed an immense 
amount of medication.  Her mother found her passed out on the floor, her 
head cracked open, lying in a pool of her own blood.  I wanted to be the best 
person I could be for her, but I couldn’t be there during her time of need.  
Knowing that Lulu’s relationship with her parents was deteriorating, I 
convinced my parents to take her in before my departure.
            Over the following years in the Marine Corps, I gained unique 
experiences.  I endured extreme cold.  War planners had thought the best 
time of year to display a show of force to the world was during the cold 
seasons.  The goal of Operation Trident Juncture was for NATO to effectively 
deploy tens of thousands of troops in response to an invading near-peer 
enemy in the European theater; much of what we practiced directly related 
to the events occurring in Europe today.  I remember having maybe 26 
     

he only explanation I have for 

The bent and worn from footfalls Stairs,
bring me up to the platform.
a kingdom of cigarettes and piss
the Train is summoned and rushes past and– whipping hair and wind 
across my face the Train stops– I board. 

I open my book and predictably, not but within a single sentence, as if 
reading incantation,
I am struck ill. 

My ears are fragile and their drums are uncalibrated. A generation curse; 
an inherited defect.
Passed on by my father I
have forever been barred from roller coasters 

and turning teacups– my childhood I resigned those blasé pleasures.
But this is no indulgence!
No selfish desire but a utility, 

the societal function of mere transit.
Yet motion sickness is no gentle mistress 

and refuses to differentiate,
despite my pleas.

She torments me,
my eyes blur. the swaying Train
wrecks my vision and robs my cogency. She places a penny on the  
tracks and the Train leaps into the air. 

My hands my head falls into;
These shallow breaths are a murderous dagger.
My abdomen contracts and,
like Kennedy, my body arches,
my head snaps forward I spill my brains onto the Train car floor. 
Hacking, trying to control
the vomit, I clutch my throat. Futile.
Feverish. Frantically, scouring my bag
beneath a pile of optimistic books for
a tissue to wipe my Mouth,
and then the Floor,
if there'll even be enough of me
left to care.
 

T“
being so afflicted is my ancestors 

committed a heinous crime against God”   

gen
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hours of sleep a week and sleeping on frozen ground in the wilderness.  
I also endured extreme heat.  It was one hundred forty degrees, and this 
level of heat is known to create casualties in several ways.  You were told to 
seek shade when you had the opportunity to rest because this type of 
environment can literally cook the brain.  Your equipment had the ability to 
kill you too.  Ammunition would explode when exposed to this type of heat 
for a long duration of time.  A cooked off round was the reason for my first 
of many casualty evacuation requests.  I did more than just save lives.  
Aboard the USS Iwo Jima, we prepared to set sail to the vicinity of the 
Middle East.  Lieutenant Sweeney and I oversaw the Marine Air Support 
Squadron 1 Air Support Element detachment supporting 2d Battalion 2d 
Marine Division.  The Marine Expeditionary Unit neared its objective, and we
 planned the destruction of high valued targets.  Everything in the military is 
documented; we filled out numerous Joint Tactical Air Strike Requests.  Prior 
to execution, I revised the requests, and a thought floated into my mind.  
“I’m going to kill people.” My five-year contract ended in September of 2019.  
I was only 23 years old.  
Immediately after my service, I earned the opportunity to be a business 
manager.  The sole proprietor, AJ, had just financed a freight business but 
retention, productivity, and morale were at a low.  His vision was to install a 
veteran to lead the business toward expansion.  I would not disclose my 
purpose to anyone until I had completed my on-the-job training.  This would 
provide me with the opportunity to hear unfiltered concerns about the firm.  
I noticed two consistent complaints, the employees felt they were 
overworked and underpaid.  I knew AJ wasn’t a fan of spending money, so 
I made my case.  An electric forklift would be most useful in the daily routines 
of the business. The employees would be able to work efficiently while 
utilizing the technology of the future.  Moreover, this would also eliminate the 
cost of labor in expansion.  Monthly revenue increased by the thousands so, I 
fought for a small raise for the workers.  Personnel seemed happier except 
one, Rafael.  He was about my age, had long hair, wore baggy shirts, had 
tattoos, enjoyed a good meal and he too was from the southside.  Rafael 
thought what I had done was great but was not enough for him.  He sought 
opportunity and felt like there was a lack of it in the business.  We created a 
promotion road map in response.  Unfortunately, he didn’t hear our concerns. 
He wasn’t a good instructor, he didn’t lead by example, and he didn’t listen to 
management’s constructive criticism.  He became more bitter, and I pulled 
him aside.  I asked why he stopped caring about the promotion opportunity.  
He said he was not going to care about a business that didn’t care about him—
especially one that didn’t understand his circumstances.  He said, “You don’t 
know what it is like to struggle.”  Rafael didn’t know AJ had escaped Middle 
East extremism as a child by coming to the United States.  He had also earned 
his Master’s in Business Administration and worked alongside Microsoft 

ntil she fades U
The bodies floated on the water's surface.

And there she stood overlooking them.

Why had they drowned?

Hadn't they wanted to live?

She stepped closer, standing on the edge.

Then the wind struck her spine and she fell.

Trapped in between the forcible waves and those inside.

She kicked, but she could not swim. 

Then she saw a figure ahead.

She could do it alone.

So she fought.

But the ocean was stronger.

She sank deeper. 

She screamed, only it was too late.  

She was already fading. 

Her words left undeciphered.  

Her cries left unheard.

Another girl approached.

Hadn’t she been swimming? 

 Guadalupe Salgado Vela
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management prior to becoming a business owner.  He wasn’t familiar with 
my past either other than me being a “stupid Marine”.  He never returned to 
work after our talk and after a year, I did the same; the business expanded 
but I did not receive a higher wage.  I enrolled in school to seek better 
opportunities.  
After enrolling in school, I reconnected with Lulu; while I was away, she had 
moved out and gradually, we lost touch.  I was excited to share all sorts of 
news: my brother was promoted to customer service manager, my sister 
was a happy mother of two, and my father was no longer an alcoholic.  I 
explained to her that my plan was to attend public schools because all 
public institution tuition is covered by the GI bill.  This also meant I would 
receive a living allowance for every month I was enrolled as a full-time 
student.  I would later utilize my Illinois Veterans Grant for a graduate 
degree.  She was happy for me.  She told me her life was looking hopeful.  
She underwent a divorce after about four years of marriage, she 
accumulated massive debt over those years, and she didn’t feel ok with 
herself.  Regardless, she made a plan.  First, she would eliminate her debt; 
Lulu had only about $2,000 left by working two jobs for a couple of years.  
Second, she would save at least $1000 for emergencies.  Lastly, she would 
reenroll in school.  Exhaustion was emphasized but she was happy with her 
decision.  I wasn’t the only one she reignited a flame with.  Lulu took the 
time to better establish a supportive foundation with her friends and family.  
She was no longer dependent on her medication. I had I have never seen 
her this open.   
Tragically, many will read this piece and brush it off as some fairytale, but I 
can assure you these experiences are real.  Although the integrity of this 
essay may be accepted, it may be tossed aside, and we will be labeled as 
others with a sense of disownment.  For those who do not want to follow 
the example, what is it that you want?  If you believe we had a birthright, I 
challenge you to prove it.  If there is an oppressor, I want you to show me.  
You are guaranteed nothing but an opportunity.  When you feel there are 
none, seek one.  Life in Chicago is not easy.  On the contrary, it is difficult.  
Even now, I type away although sickly.  I have come too far to be stopped 
by an autoimmune disease.  I, along with the people around me, could have 
stopped trying a long time ago.  Unfortunately, some did.  As successors, 
we have done many things in our lives but we did not shift the blame.  It 
seemed as if we were destined for failure but we have molded our destiny.  
We understand that our choices not only affect us, but those around us.  
These hard truths were communicated to me by a man with a simple 
message: “Your actions will shape your life.” 
  Learn from us— all of us.  Make good decisions.  

Birds, ascending to greet the hole in the sky.

Clouds, lugubrious, smug, and smog now await

to oblige the tiny bronchioles from weight 

shaped as fowls. Feathered friends simply cannot lie.

The Sun is fire-burning vermillion orange

and adores the way wood crackles being burned.

This infatuation should alarm. Concerned

for our coughing mother. Where is her lozenge?

“Here it is!” Screamed a sagacious and shrewd mind.

This is just an echo. To or from the void?

In hindsight, the epiphenomenon has

been known, alas, greed and lust shroud eyes with fine

epicurean trinkets. Our hearts were toyed

without having ray-absorbing chloroplast.

Scumdrop

ermillionV
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Now it’s the dawn of the new world order 
Leading all of you like pigs to slaughter 
Enslaving all of your sons and daughters 
Placing your future on the sacrificial altar 
 
Absolute domination 
Of the global population 
Through civil obfuscation 
 
Rival elimination 
through Political assassination 
without reservation 
 
Tyrannical Domineering 
Global Profiteering 
and social engineering 
 
The totalitarian federation 
of luciferian divination 
leads society’s degradation 
 
We promote iniquity while we destroy morality 
Destruction of race, religion, nation and democracy 
Use all tools within our means to reconstitute society 
Subjugate humanity in lieu of financial sovereignty 
 
The ruling oligarchy 
Runs extortion globally 
And profits from your misery 
 
Creating market volatility 
By twisting fiscal policies 
And manipulating currencies 
 
Exploiting political stupidity 
We privatize your industry 
And blame it on conspiracy 
 
Truth is now the enemy 
And a new dawn of tyranny 
Is expanding militarily 
 
Where corporate rights trump human life and we collect unending debt 
Global recession and gold extrapolation your countries politicians are inept 
Execute a long-term plan for the subversion of mankind 
To the industrial prison complex that you have been pre-assigned 

 
 
 

Swim

The water is fresh and vast and holds you completely 

Swim

The waves reach to you

Swim 

Even when the current pulls you

Swallows you whole

Spits you out onto hot sand 

Lay there a while

The sun will heal you 

Until it burns you

The water will call you once more 

Dive in 

Heena Aslam

wimS
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I moved back to Scotland in the summer of 2002. It was going to take a year to 

reclaim my permanent resident status so I could go to University for free so, at the 

behest of my dad, I got a job in a factory.

“Learn a trade,” the cry of every Scottish father.

Perhaps I wasn’t cut out for the hard graft, but I didn’t quite make it a year back in 

Scotland. Six months after leaving I was back in sunny South Carolina. Unbeknownst 

to me, I’d become an American in my teenage years. When you’re away from anything 

long enough — even Scotland’s infamous wind and rain — you can recall it with 

romantic reverence.

The best thing about those months was reacquainting myself with my extended family.

My uncle Ian became a father figure while I was in Scotland, imparting a bit of 

Glaswegian philosophy and tough love when I needed it — in exchange for whiskey,

of course.

 

One time after polishing off a bottle, I staggered home while he proceeded to drink 

until he blacked out, fell forward onto his knees and, steadying himself with his face, 

created a tripod on the carpet. As the drink loosened his faculties and muscles, he 

started to slide apart and his face raked across the carpet like a hoover. He had friction 

burns down his face for weeks and I think my aunt Betty was more pissed at me for 

enabling him than at my uncle for getting absolutely blootered.

On another occasion, I showed up at his front door with a bottle just as he was leaving 

to see a former patient who needed some company. See, my uncle was a social worker,

just retired. He could see that I had nothing better to do, so he invited me to tag along.

I don’t recall the fella’s name, and it’s probably best I don’t for his privacy and all, so 

let’s just call him Rich. We met at his home which was just around the bend from a 

pub. I extended my hand, “hello, I’m David. How’s it goin’?” to which he replied, “not 

great  David, my wife just died.” I felt a sudden flushness on my face — part 

embarrassed, part sad for the man. Rich fetched his coat and we made our way to 

the pub.

lue Movie  B
David Walton Smith
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I was a silent observer, letting my uncle do all the talking and counseling. But here’s 

the thing, the more I listened, the more I gleaned that yes, Rich’s wife had died, but it 

happened years ago. Who the hell tells somebody about that just when they meet?

Rich was, as we say in Scotland, a whinger – a complainer, a wet blanket.

“Want a game of pool, rich?”

“Nah mate, I’m shite at pool.”

“Or darts then, pal?”

“Nah. Shite at that, too.”

The drinks kept coming and, as I loosened up, the more my body language showed 

my disdain for this guy Rich. Now, I know what you must be thinking; that I’m a 

heartless bastard. After all, this poor fella is lonely because he lost his wife. But no, 

there’s no alternate timeline where Rich wouldn’t be miserable. 

Had I met him while his wife was alive, it would’ve been “my cat’s got leukemia,” or 

“I I just got the sack,” or “I’m a Hamilton Accies fan.” Only Scottish folk will get that 

last reference. If you’re American, substitute Hamilton Accies for Cleveland Browns 

and you’ll catch my drift.

“You aw’rite son?” my Uncle asked me. He could see I was drifting off and, with that, 

we were standing in the pishing rain waiting for a kebab — Ian and I making an effort 

to stand under an awning, Rich miserably basking in the downpour.

“I’ve still got those Blue Movies,” he tells my uncle.

Blue movies? WTF are blue movies? The wee voice in my head inquired.

My uncle’s eyes lit up and a cheeky grin grew across his face. Back to Rich’s we went.

“Right, get the video on, Rich!” cried my uncle as he positioned a pillow on his lap to 

rest his kebab n’ chips. I looked down at my food, put off by the stench of cigarettes 

and mothballs that permeated the wallpaper in the room. Rich turned on the T.V. — 

an old tube one that sounded like a mini-explosion when it was turned on.

“We are the sultans, we are the sultans of swing…”

The T.V. was set to an episode of classic Top of the Pops and Dire Straits was the 

featured act. As if he’d just been awoken by smelling salts, Rich sprung to life, jumping

 to his feet and singing along with the TV. Caught up by the sudden burst of euphoria, 

I sang along for a few bars which stopped Rich in his tracks. 
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simple,   I was just angry. The depression came in waves.  Deep sadness for days on 

end, with no way to explain why I was just not  myself. In dealing with these emotions,  

I realized that  I needed to work toward acceptance. How long does this process take? 

I doubt anyone can answer that.

              What I did know was that this was something I could not change. There are things  

in life that cannot be changed or stopped. How you react to those changes is what  

matters. At first, I reacted like my world was crashing down on me and there was no  

way for me to survive this loss. At times I felt foolish that I was so upset over someone I 

never knew. But then I realized that I was not given that chance to know him and it was 

out of my control. Charlie also was not ready to reach out to a family he never grew up 

with. I will always respect his decision when it comes to meeting our family. I will never 

know how he felt or why he felt that way. Acceptance is hard to obtain with so many 

unanswered questions. Always thinking about what could have been. I needed to find 

comfort in the here and now. 

              From what I do know about Charlie, he was funny. Something we have in 

common. He was the life of the party, as am I. He was kind, thoughtful, and loved.  

Again, something else I am missing. When I found out about his death,  I was in a 

constant state of research. Looking for where he lived, where hewent to college, and 

what he was studying. I even called the funeral home that handled his service and 

explained my situation and my relationship to him, to see where and if he was buried.  

I could potentially visit him. The woman on the phone sympathized with me and let me 

know that he was cremated. Again, more anger. I will never get a chance to be 

anywhere near him. 

            With everything that blocked me from knowing more about him, I had to  remind 

myself of what I did know. I know how people have described him, I have ome pictures;  

she had a great smile, and he was loved by so many people. I am  

proud of the fact that I can be included as one of those people that loved him. 

I have the comfort in knowing that there are some things that I have the fortune of   

using to console me in my grief. 

              The stages of grief are often hard to process and a constant struggle. There 

is no timeline of when it ends. But I know you can either let those stages control you  

or you can control them. I have had good and bad days, as does everyone on this  

journey. I will never forget his birthday or the day he passed away. But I will always  

 celebrate his life, even if I was never a part of it. I have learned that grieving  is a  

process, and one day at a time things will get better. I had to shift my focus  to what  

I  had instead of what I felt was missing. There will always be something missing, and 

I have accepted that.

              You must accept what is and let go of what is not. 

  

 

“You like Dire Straits, Davy!?”

“Aye, they’re no bad, I suppose”

He darted off into the next room and started rummaging around. 

“Rich! Get the fuckin’ video on!” Ian tried to blurt out with his mouth full of chips.

Rich came flying back into the room with a box in his arms. He dropped the box at my 

feet and got down on his knees like a giddy child opening his Christmas gifts. He pulled 

out a vinyl and handed it to me. “This is their first studio album.” And then another. “And 

this is an original pressing of their single, ‘Money for Nothing.’” It was as if I had just 

awoken the man from a coma. He simply wasn’t the same guy.

Ian was now on his knees trying to figure out the VCR on his own. “How’d you work this 

effin’ machine, Rich!?”

Rich had darted back into the other room, leaving me cradling a stack of records. “You 

have to hear this one, Davy!”

Then applause and whistles from a live concert slowly rose in volume, overpowering the 

music coming from the television. Rich stood in the doorway, his eyes closed, his head 

raised, and his hips swaying. “Now this! This was a show!” he assured me with two 

thumbs up.

Beneath the sound of Dire Straits lay a funky bassline. “I’ve never heard this one before,” 

I thought to myself. “They must’ve had a disco period, just like Kiss,” I considered until 

I realized that my Uncle Ian had figured out the VCR and now the T.V. was displaying 

more bush than the Australian Outback.

And that’s when it dawned on me. Oh! That’s what blue movies are!

The moral of this story? Maybe it’s that we can all find some kind of happiness in this 

world. Or maybe it’s that only miserable sods love Dire Straits.

52



 

 

[It's dark out. All three characters are in the trees above their campsite.]

CALEB: You know what? Fuck you, Shane.

JENNA: Yeah Shane, you're the reason we're hiding in a tree right now.

SHANE: Aww, thanks guys. Sorry for taking time out of my schedule to plan this camping 

trip for us.

CALEB: Yeah no, seriously, fuck you for that. I said we should just go to Miami and at least 

get some sun for spring break. I don't know how you convinced me to spend my fucking 

spring break in the fucking woods in the fucking UP.

JENNA: I don't know why we just didn't go to Miami.

SHANE: Cause every college kid in the whole country is in Miami right now, that would be 

a terrible idea. The beaches would be crowded and you wouldn't beable to move an inch 

without bumping into some drunk frat gym bro.

[JENNA and CALEB glare at SHANE.]

JENNA: I think even I'd rather deal with frat guys than be in this tree hiding from a bear. 

SHANE: Look, I'm sorry. I didn't realize there were bears here. I'm sorry we're not in 

Miami right now.

CALEB: No, fuck you! You always do this. There was the shitty volleyball tournament, 

that stupid fucking hay ride at the stupid fucking barn and the godforsaken hike we went 

on in  Grand Haven. You're always fucking making up some stupid plan and it always 

turns out shitty. 

 

 

 

   

 

TW: This script contains explicit language and violent content

Setting: A campsite in Michigan's Upper Peninsula

Set: a tent, three trees

Props: a cooler, a bag of Takis, aerosol body spray, mannequin arms/legs

Characters: College students on spring break and bear 

CALEB: engineering, swears a lot. live fast die young 

JENNA: pre-med, practical

SHANE: environmental science, outdoorsy adjacent, reckless 

BEAR: a black bear 

 
 

gen
Takis Bear   
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SHANE: No, don't you fucking give me that! I'm the one who takes initiative and at least 

tries stuff off the beaten path to have fun. Besides, it's not like I forced you to do any of 

that stuff with me. I'm just trying to live my life man. And fuck you, the trip to Grand Haven 

was great. If you hated my grandparents so much, you should have said so. Besides, 

it's not my fault the there were so many mosquitoes. It's not like I could have forseen that.

JENNA: Yeah but you sure could have forseen the fucking bears here. I thought you went 

camping here all the time. How could you not know about the fucking bears?

SHANE: Really, Jenna? I don't need this from you of all people. I'm not the one who 

dumped her chili in the bushes and lured the bear to our camp in the first place.

JENNA: I have no clue how you guys actually ate any of that stuff. At least the dining  

hall chili doesn't have beatles and grass in it. Anyway, I'm not the one who threw a rock 

 at it because "black bears are pussies and get scared easily."

CALEB: You didn't like my cooking? You didn't like the chili and dumped it in the 

bushes? THAT'S THE REASON WHY WE'RE SITTING IN FUCKING TREES RIGHT NOW? 

[BEAR rustles around off stage.] 

SHANE: [whisper] Quiet down, I think it's back.

[All three quiet down. CALEB leans over to whisper to JENNA.]

CALEB: Shiiit Jenna, you could have just given me your bowl, that chili was fire. 

And black bears are pussies. I dunno why this one is being such a bitch, they're 

the ones you're supposed to be able to scare off.

[CALEB leans back over but his shifting weight snaps the branch. CALEB falls to a lower 

branch, dangling]

Shit!

[BEAR climbs tree, grabs his leg, and pulls him down.]

Shit fuck, shit fuck, shit fuck, Shane help me! Fuck! AAAHHHHHH!

[BEAR drags CALEB offstage and eats him. CALEB continues screaming and there is lots 

of blood splattering. Bloody appendages fly back onstage.]

[JENNA and SHANE, speckled in blood, stare at each other for a moment, speechless 

and shaken.]

JENNA: Oh my God. Since when were bears able to climb trees like that?

SHANE: Holy fuck, what the shit. Oh my fucking god, Caleb just got eaten by a bear.  

What are we supposed to do?

JENNA: I don't know!? You're the environmental science major – we're in the 

environment, do some science and get us out of here already.

SHANE: Yeah fuck you, I'm studying the effects of urbanization on costal environments, 

not how to stop angry bears in the middle-of-fucking-nowhere Michigan. Besides, 

you're biochem, why don't you make a stink bomb out of pinecones? 
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JENNA: Because I'm not chemical engineering biochem, I'm pre-med biochem, you  

idiot. And even if I was, it's not like I have the lab in this tree, which is a  sugar maple and 

doesn't have pinecones, Mr. environmental science.

SHANE: Okay then, Mrs. pre-med.
 

[SHANE pauses, wiping a drop of blood from his face and looks at the blood 

on his finger.] Do you have any like pepto bismol? I feel like I'm going to throw 

up. And the raw sewage Caleb called chili isn't helping.

JENNA: Pepto bismol is only going to help you if you take it beforehand. Anyway, 

after seeing Caleb get turned into chili himself, I don't think any amount of pepto 

bismol is gonna help. 

SHANE: Well do you have anything?

[JENNA looks down, scanning for anything useful and sees the cooler.]

JENNA: Well I don't have anything that will help, but did you pack anything spicy for 

your day?

SHANE: My what? I don't need anything spicy right now, Jenna.

JENNA: Your meal day? You were gonna cover meals tomorrow, right? Did you pack  

anything spicy? It's not for you, it's for the bear.

[SHANE slowly realizes what JENNA is thinking.]

SHANE: Wait! Well, I was just gonna make more chili, but I also brought Takis Fuego. 

JENNA: Great, are they in the cooler? It's right below my tree, I think I can grab it with 

a branch.

SHANE: Ahh, I'm not sure. I had them in my backpack but I think Caleb was trying to 

consolidate the food into the cooler so we didn't attract any animals.

[SHANE glares at JENNA. JENNA ignores him.]

JENNA: Okay, I'll check the cooler.

[JENNA uses a long branch and knocks the lid off the cooler.]

I don't see them in there.

[JENNA glances back at the tent, eyeing the distance.]

I can't get to the tent from here, it's way too far. Not without getting back on the ground. 

SHANE: Yeah, well, you saw how quickly the bear climbed the tree to get Caleb, right?

 I don't think being eight feet off the ground is going to help you much.

JENNA: Well, if it doesn't help, then why don't you climb down from your tree and get it  

yourself?

SHANE: You know what? Sure, fuck it –

[SHANE jumps down from tree and runs inside tent.]

JENNA: What are you doing Shane, I don't think we can actually scare off the bear just 

 with Takis!
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[BEAR rustling off stage.]

Quick, I think it's coming back!

[SHANE emerges from tent and scurries back up tree.]

SHANE: Yeah, I also got his body spray. I figured that would be our best bet at 

making a propellent for a bear spray.

[SHANE opens the bag and crushes the Takis.]

JENNA: Do you think it will actually work?

[BEAR enters.]

SHANE: No time like the present –
 

[SHANE jumps down from tree but collapses, grasping his ankle.]

SHIT! Fuck, fuck!

[BEAR rushes over to him. SHANE throws crumbs of the Takis into the air and 

sprays the AXE through the powdered cloud at the BEAR.]

Die, bitch!

[BEAR rears on hind legs, curling its nose. It turns and runs off stage.]

Holy shit, that worked–

[SHANE tries to stand but collapses. He sprawls out on the ground, panting.]

Fuck, my ankle hurts.

[JENNA climbs down and goes over to SHANE.]

JENNA: I'm glad the bear is gone.

[JENNA examines his ankle.]

We're gonna need to wrap that or get ice at least. I think you've fractured your tibia.  

There should be a first aid kit in the car, then we can get out of here.

[JENNA helps SHANE up and they stagger off stage. 15-20 seconds pass and  there is the  

sound of car door opening and JENNA rummaging around, looking for the first aid kit.]  

JENNA: Oh my god, he never told us he had a GUN in his car!?

SHANE: Ayo, what the fuck? Bitch deserved to die. 

END 
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Zitlali Molina   Just Meant to Be Pollinated (digital painting)
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Daria Mescheriakova  Flowers (oil on canvas)
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Valley Valentine  untitled   (digital photo)
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Anarely Molinero  La Suerte  (linocut)
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[It's dark out. All three characters are in the trees above their campsite.]

CALEB: You know what? Fuck you, Shane.

JENNA: Yeah Shane, you're the reason we're hiding in a tree right now.

SHANE: Aww, thanks guys. Sorry for taking time out of my schedule to plan this camping 

trip for us.

CALEB: Yeah no, seriously, fuck you for that. I said we should just go to Miami and at least 

get some sun for spring break. I don't know how you convinced me to spend my fucking 

spring break in the fucking woods in the fucking UP.

JENNA: I don't know why we just didn't go to Miami.

SHANE: Cause every college kid in the whole country is in Miami right now, that would be 

a terrible idea. The beaches would be crowded and you wouldn't beable to move an inch 

without bumping into some drunk frat gym bro.

[JENNA and CALEB glare at SHANE.]

JENNA: I think even I'd rather deal with frat guys than be in this tree hiding from a bear. 

SHANE: Look, I'm sorry. I didn't realize there were bears here. I'm sorry we're not in 

Miami right now.

CALEB: No, fuck you! You always do this. There was the shitty volleyball tournament, 

that stupid fucking hay ride at the stupid fucking barn and the godforsaken hike we went 

on in  Grand Haven. You're always fucking making up some stupid plan and it always 

turns out shitty. 
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Warlock

SHANE: No, don't you fucking give me that! I'm the one who takes initiative and at least 

tries stuff off the beaten path to have fun. Besides, it's not like I forced you to do any of 

that stuff with me. I'm just trying to live my life man. And fuck you, the trip to Grand Haven 

was great. If you hated my grandparents so much, you should have said so. Besides, 

it's not my fault the there were so many mosquitoes. It's not like I could have forseen that.

JENNA: Yeah but you sure could have forseen the fucking bears here. I thought you went 

camping here all the time. How could you not know about the fucking bears?

SHANE: Really, Jenna? I don't need this from you of all people. I'm not the one who 

dumped her chili in the bushes and lured the bear to our camp in the first place.

JENNA: I have no clue how you guys actually ate any of that stuff. At least the dining  

hall chili doesn't have beatles and grass in it. Anyway, I'm not the one who threw a rock 

 at it because "black bears are pussies and get scared easily."

CALEB: You didn't like my cooking? You didn't like the chili and dumped it in the 

bushes? THAT'S THE REASON WHY WE'RE SITTING IN FUCKING TREES RIGHT NOW? 

[BEAR rustles around off stage.] 

SHANE: [whisper] Quiet down, I think it's back.

[All three quiet down. CALEB leans over to whisper to JENNA.]

CALEB: Shiiit Jenna, you could have just given me your bowl, that chili was fire. 

And black bears are pussies. I dunno why this one is being such a bitch, they're 

the ones you're supposed to be able to scare off.

[CALEB leans back over but his shifting weight snaps the branch. CALEB falls to a lower 

branch, dangling]

Shit!

[BEAR climbs tree, grabs his leg, and pulls him down.]

Shit fuck, shit fuck, shit fuck, Shane help me! Fuck! AAAHHHHHH!

[BEAR drags CALEB offstage and eats him. CALEB continues screaming and there is lots 

of blood splattering. Bloody appendages fly back onstage.]

[JENNA and SHANE, speckled in blood, stare at each other for a moment, speechless 

and shaken.]

JENNA: Oh my God. Since when were bears able to climb trees like that?

SHANE: Holy fuck, what the shit. Oh my fucking god, Caleb just got eaten by a bear.  

What are we supposed to do?

JENNA: I don't know!? You're the environmental science major – we're in the 

environment, do some science and get us out of here already.

SHANE: Yeah fuck you, I'm studying the effects of urbanization on costal environments, 

not how to stop angry bears in the middle-of-fucking-nowhere Michigan. Besides, 

you're biochem, why don't you make a stink bomb out of pinecones? 

   

 

Quintin Melgar  Warlock  (digital painting)
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JENNA: Because I'm not chemical engineering biochem, I'm pre-med biochem, you  

idiot. And even if I was, it's not like I have the lab in this tree, which is a  sugar maple and 

doesn't have pinecones, Mr. environmental science.

SHANE: Okay then, Mrs. pre-med.
 

[SHANE pauses, wiping a drop of blood from his face and looks at the blood 

on his finger.] Do you have any like pepto bismol? I feel like I'm going to throw 

up. And the raw sewage Caleb called chili isn't helping.

JENNA: Pepto bismol is only going to help you if you take it beforehand. Anyway, 

after seeing Caleb get turned into chili himself, I don't think any amount of pepto 

bismol is gonna help. 

SHANE: Well do you have anything?

[JENNA looks down, scanning for anything useful and sees the cooler.]

JENNA: Well I don't have anything that will help, but did you pack anything spicy for 

your day?

SHANE: My what? I don't need anything spicy right now, Jenna.

JENNA: Your meal day? You were gonna cover meals tomorrow, right? Did you pack  

anything spicy? It's not for you, it's for the bear.

[SHANE slowly realizes what JENNA is thinking.]

SHANE: Wait! Well, I was just gonna make more chili, but I also brought Takis Fuego. 

JENNA: Great, are they in the cooler? It's right below my tree, I think I can grab it with 

a branch.

SHANE: Ahh, I'm not sure. I had them in my backpack but I think Caleb was trying to 

consolidate the food into the cooler so we didn't attract any animals.

[SHANE glares at JENNA. JENNA ignores him.]

JENNA: Okay, I'll check the cooler.

[JENNA uses a long branch and knocks the lid off the cooler.]

I don't see them in there.

[JENNA glances back at the tent, eyeing the distance.]

I can't get to the tent from here, it's way too far. Not without getting back on the ground. 

SHANE: Yeah, well, you saw how quickly the bear climbed the tree to get Caleb, right?

 I don't think being eight feet off the ground is going to help you much.

JENNA: Well, if it doesn't help, then why don't you climb down from your tree and get it  

yourself?

SHANE: You know what? Sure, fuck it –

[SHANE jumps down from tree and runs inside tent.]

JENNA: What are you doing Shane, I don't think we can actually scare off the bear just 

 with Takis!

 

 

J-L Deher-Lesaint  The Body Artist, Millenium Park (digital photo)
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[BEAR rustling off stage.]

Quick, I think it's coming back!

[SHANE emerges from tent and scurries back up tree.]

SHANE: Yeah, I also got his body spray. I figured that would be our best bet at 

making a propellent for a bear spray.

[SHANE opens the bag and crushes the Takis.]

JENNA: Do you think it will actually work?

[BEAR enters.]

SHANE: No time like the present –

[SHANE jumps down from tree but collapses, grasping his ankle.]

SHIT! Fuck, fuck!

[BEAR rushes over to him. SHANE throws crumbs of the Takis into the air and 

sprays the AXE through the powdered cloud at the BEAR.]

Die, bitch!

[BEAR rears on hind legs, curling its nose. It turns and runs off stage.]

Holy shit, that worked–

[SHANE tries to stand but collapses. He sprawls out on the ground, panting.]

Fuck, my ankle hurts.

[JENNA climbs down and goes over to SHANE.]

JENNA: I'm glad the bear is gone.

[JENNA examines his ankle.]

We're gonna need to wrap that or get ice at least. I think you've fractured your tibia.  

There should be a first aid kit in the car, then we can get out of here.

[JENNA helps SHANE up and they stagger off stage. 15-20 seconds pass and  there is the

sound of car door opening and JENNA rummaging around, looking for the first aid kit.]  

JENNA: Oh my god, he never told us he had a GUN in his car!?

SHANE: Ayo, what the fuck? Bitch deserved to die. 

END
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 Hannah Lopez-Vignet   Behind wide Eyes (acrylic on canvas)
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Kseniia Fabryka  Ocean (film photo)
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Ashley Garcia  Piñatas (silver gelatin print)
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Tori  Engle   Envy  (digital illustration)
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Vanessa Dela Torre  Enchanted lake (acrylic on canvas)
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Jennifer S. Diaz Allium (digital composition)
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Vanessa Dela Torre  Medieval Toledo  (pen on paper)
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Mingyue Li  Untitled  (digital illustration)
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Brandon Jones Contempt (digital illustration)
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Juan David Ruiz Borbón  Reflections on reality (digital photo composition)
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Jaylene Flores  Squid (pen & colored pencil  on paper)
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Vern Anthony Anderson  Master of Your Domain (digital illustration)
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Tarnished
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Daria Mescheriakova  Sunflowers  (oil on canvas)
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Vanessa Dela Torre  Jarabe Tapatío   (oil on canvas)
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NILAM Taché Art Proverbs 15:3 (acrylic and mixed media on canvas)
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Katherine Martinez  Bean Chicago (digital photo)
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NILAM Taché Art Guarded (acrylic and mixed media on canvas)
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Tori Engle ??/Ur//oK/?/ (digital illustration)




