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A note from the Faculty Advisor. 2018-2019 
0,. Carot Oell'Am~ 

A fe'\'l "firsts• must be mentioned with respect to this Volume 36 ofOrpheus: It's the 
first volume of the journal to be put together by st1.1dents enrolled in the course, Editing 
Fictionfor the CSUB Journal Orpheus (English 4740), and it's the first volume to be 
published under the aus1>ices ofa new CSUB president, Or. Lynnette Zelezny. The 
s tudent-editors of Orpheus thank Dr. Charles MacQuarrie for creating the new course, 
English 4740. Responding to the call from students for spaces for the gaining of 
practical experience, Or. MacQuarrie created English 4740 <,me/ English 4750, Editing 
Fiction/or the CSU8 Journal Calliope. While Orpheus publishes creative writing by 
CSUB students-and by students from our I>an:ner campus, Porte1'Ville College-Calliope 
publishes scholarly writing and 01he.r nonfiction. TI,e e.ditors of Orpheus also send their 
greetings and best wishes to California State University, Bakersfield's new president! 
I 0011gratulate the student editors ;rnd producers ofthis volume, who are outstanding: 
Armando E.strada-Rodriguei, Christian Harrington, Emerald Cut,hrie, Evan Martines, 
Hana Qwfan, Jessica Guillen, Julia Edith Rios, Kerstin Stokes, Marc Perez, and Shawn 
Chundagal. As a team, these students t1shered the journal through every step ofthe 
publication process, from the acquisition phase all the way through to the publication 
and marketing phases. Furthermore, £\Ian, Julia, and Hana, as members oflast year's 
editorial team, met e\'el\ before the academic year began to decide on when to beg.in 
soliciting submissions, and Julia created the flyers we needed. 
For more kinds of help that can be listed. we heartily thank Kathy Hafler, the 
Department of English's Administrative Sup1>0rt Coordinator. 
We also thank Brittany Conner, our Reprog.raphics Specialist. .Brittany, you answer our 
questions promptly and are a wealth ofknowledge. 
Rachel Tatro-Duarte., thank you for working with us and for fostering the creativity of 
s tudents at PorterviUe College. 
Dean Curt Asher, we ex-tend our gratitude to you fo r allowing us to use the lovely 
Oezember Reading Room for our Release Party. Thank you for your support and 
generosity. 
Dean Robert 1:-rakes (Arts a.nd Humanities) a nd Interim Provost Vernon Har,>er, we 
thank you for your gracious funding of this volume ofOrpheus. \\lhile the journal 
appears online through the Oepa1tment of English·s website, nothing can replace a 
tangible copy to bring home, admire, and show off. 
Or. Steven Frye, Chair, Department of Eng,lish, we thank you for willingly parting with 
department funds every time we need a bit ofcash. 
Kudos to all contributors to this ,•olume-creative writers and visu,a.l artists alike! Long 
live your creative spirit! 
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YOUR CROP 
C1oriuo Aldt.retc 

With uxwy decimals ofdewy dropsand cckulated e.nd ofdays 
'f1?"e is no mercy that willease you in yourcoming haze 

Vivfonite mixed with ebullienceandgold 
You haven01 earned thisjubilance but rather mold 

Green monsters andgrassy hauensQjparolleled &Jen's,jrolicking in thedusk 
You willbe nothing, but return to dust 

RESIDUUM 
Cfori.uaAlderete 

Viuocious VO(;(Jl chords rippi,19 thorumofchaos. aridnothing short ofsoreness 
Jt is a shame hoo.rd byjlOU..'trfond tlieopen oct<m b1'tt?.t 

Th~,-c is no shaded surtrtC$$ rhot will bring y<Ju to your kntts 
F.xoopt thesoundofthunder thrumming up thesoos 

SYNTEHSIS 
Clarissa Aldtrete 

'Mlis is where thesunflowers oome to cry. 
Where muddy perspcc:tl\'e deseaates trollops. 
Where dhindling lea\'CS find no mothering pistil to 
their drooping, bruised, and purpled tulips. 
No fatheringstamen nor pa.rentingduo to reign the namely 
bumblingbumble ofbees. 
T11is is where thesun oomes to flourish his anxiety. 
SiastingSUl\$hine into chloroplasts and milkygreen chlorophyU. 
'lllis is where thebirds and the bees sing, 
From shining rays to wantingstems. 
·n-.is is where incandesoe.noe rains red and )-ellow blares of new. 
Where ethereal bombinates bla.5ting woesofgoodness 
Into a li\'elyhue. 
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la 
Jorge Lopez 

money green trees springing above concrete, 

surrounded by bowls of copper mountai11s; 

covered by the soft fabric of sunlight. 

ls drenched by drips of dusk pigment, 

Slowly freezing into cold glass s tars 

With light only found through reflection. 

A Sun 
Jorge Lopez 

cannot Live 

you 

A Crimson l eaf . 
Jo,-gc Lopez 

West the wind comes to me 

West the wind comes to s,vitch me 
West the wind comes to push me towards the east 

West the wind comes to J)ush me towards the east water well 

Is that the ocean or the sky? 

West the wind comes to J)ull me out ofthe east water well 

West the wind comes to pull me out of the east 

West the wind comes to switch me 
West the wind comes to me. 
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In time 
Jorge l<>ix,i 

In my sockets Ihave 
ice. My head is then 
wrapped. hl i1wisible 

boiled cloth. 

ln time I find that 

te<:th are made of 

Wax. And my skin begins 

I 
Jorgcl<>pei 

I am not who you think I am 

I am not what I think I am 
I am not who my mother thinks I am 

I am the wrong note 

I am the silent syllable 

I am the key that barely fits. 

I am the tilted painting 

I am so many things exc.-ept me. 

My watch is two seoonds off 

My heart is missing one beat 

My scale is average +5 and 5 more 
My ears never work and 

My eyesight is blurring. 

Myname is not my own 

My pictures have less people 

Mymemory is skipping 

This is not me either. 
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to prune. Boiling water fiHs 

my mouth. And I drown 
in unspoken words. 

Ocean ' s Gold 
Jorge Lopez 

Our boat waddled through the sun filled waves, 
as 1>aie paint chips peeled off our ship. 
A brass bell clanged 
and the t ipping sound offish hooks sang. 
Sinking with lead on their ankles 
and rising with fish in their hands. 

Orange fish with strange faces. 
Eyes popped out of places, 
and bellies hanging like tongues. 

Black backs beginning to crack 
Took the shape of coat racks 
Fiber glass anns bending 
Into h's and v's, 
I pulled when the ocean pulled me. 
I pulled its shadow through golden skin. 
I had never seen something so dark. 

So dark that light refused to touch it. 
So dark its face stayed hidden in the daylight 
Horrid hands speared the creature unknown. 
Until vile violet blood mixed theocean brown, 

I had never seen something so horrendous up close. 

And had never seen a creature so beautiful. 



Destruction - Three Different Ways 
Fobiola Madrigal 

Mojada 

mama's dying 
ha estado muriendo 
s ince before she found 
herself here 

four times drowned 
four times feared 
Horando por sus hijos 
but her ghost keeps on turning 
crying for her years 

mama's dying 
ha estado muriendo 
since before she found 
me here 

euarto veces emboscado 
four times released 
crying for His grace 
but his ghost isn't coming 
crying for His neecc 

mama's drying; 
ha estado secando 
since before she last saw 
her father 

four times drenched 
four times blessed 
g.ritando por paz 
but her ghost can't find a landing 
sereami11g for sand and-

the type of heat that cracks 
her eyes into four, and burns 
her sole into floor 

dying 

mama's been drying; 
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the sun b urned her clean 
from her Body 

mama's been crying~ 
the wails burned her clean 
from her Family 

mama's been dying; 
the water burned her clean 
from this Country 

mama se ha estado ahogando 
drip- drip- dripping, 

Mojada. 

Brujeria 
Hazy, soft voices 
cradle, grip 
dig and claw 
They burrow in my throat, 
teething on my tongue. 

Halting, harsh voices 
scratch. bruise 
lace.rate and smear 
They run striations down my lips, 
bussing susurrations into my ear. 

"what's left?" 
"what's this?" 

The sounds ofsomeone being eaten. 
The Chewing and Burstingof flesh. 

A visceral pomology taking root 
in the ruin, buzzing above the din. 

a little death in the garden. 

"a little snap of the hips: 



At a Cellular Level 
I'm self obsessed 
and quivering with the aftershock 
of a well said "missus" 
of a well meant razing 
ofthe edifice (nucleus). 

For it's obvious, 
a definite, infinite. 
Content Warning; 
Read: DO NOT EAT. 
Cause I'm poisonous as well as venomous, 
Asymptomatic, 
get rid of this. 

It's white-waHed, e.xpanding, 
acolorful cosmos of 
heat death related accidents. 
And I'm heaving, naked and shivering, yelling, 
"Leave!.. 
The definition of anachronism 
hung by the door. 

And I'm happiness, warm. 
That kind of flame resistant burning. 
It's boring like a nail into your skull, 
cause apparently pain is a sign of losing small. 

And it's a lack of air, 
a pooling of lactic acid 
inmy 
arms. 

a 
persistent 

retrograde 
spiraling 

Oil 
and 

on 
and 

on. 
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LIGHT 
Austin Yi 



At the Met 
Austin Yi 

receding roar ofcity streets 
as up steps to glass doors under 

hushing arches for an urn 

hustling pennies off Langston whose 
joys concerning Keats' verses sweeter than 

melodies unheard an urn 

hear, here fall petals 
into my hands of asphodel out 

of ages past an um 

In the Gloaming 
Austin Yi 

cradled entwined 
in necks and knees 

our brightest stars knocked 
loose 

glistening in dens 
of throat and teeth 

a pearl of rolling tomb 
outstretched 
shadows 

resurrecting 
expectant poached in 

gentle drippings 
of smouldering underglow 

a mislaid sun slow to rise 
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Jung l es in the Dead of Night 
,tm,i,i Yi 

arrhythmical like disease it slips 
a limp 

in yourstep and a 
crook 

in )'Our back 
luring lurid 

wears up0n 
the nen-ous S)'Stcm and produces th.at 

feeling we call 
tired 

100 much could CIIUSC 
n c u r a s t h c n i aoran ordep xiet)' 

rts:sion or 
head 

aches or fatigue etc 
nervous ,nd fidgety 
perpctw,lly jerking jaws 
whatC\'CJ' it's doing 

it's hazardous ;,. 
hot sweat 

into swett 
1ca-

bu1 the remedy for more is more 
unless interprcied by mainly paler pigments 
to appeal to a wider oommercial audience so don't 
\\ilh that inferiorslush don't forget about your country 

music 
and sqi1are dancing 
in pul)Jteschools 
a.~weapons~in.'il 
ja,,. in the twenties 
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"' "' FOUR FLOWERS PLUCKED 
A)exandria R. Thomas 



22 Days 
Brit Melson 

I haven't blinked in 22 days (or fear that the ocean swell 

fonning in the ,nurky grayne.$S of my eyes will spill out currents sucking me under. 

Cause from this lighthouse J sec your waters raging; your eyes the storm; 
cue the sun that burns my irises black when darkness cannot shine without the moon -
or you. 

The gravity of us ceased. We were the tsunami that ripped me apart. 

I am the wreckage ofyour torrential devastation. 

Stop•motion•memories scattered like shells on a shape•shifting shore)ine 

heavily laden with broken glass and every time ( pass that spot on my heart 

where your name. is carved; the Xon my treasure map; 

I am reminded of the way the sand shifts under me; 

the way our crumbling foundation was st:rong enough 

only for a temporary castle ofsand. 

Autumn Leaves 
Bric Melson 

A piece ofme was lost that day/ 
stripped away like the leaves of trees in Autumn/ 
And you know. it's funny how I lost my "oict in the exact moment that I should have 
screamed/ 
silent picas lodged in my throat like summer tourists at Tahoe and I swore to myself/ 
I SWORE that those I love " ill ne"er know the brokenness inside of me/ 

that l wiU bleach these blood-stained sheets until every memory I see is cleansed ofyou/ 
I'll suture my own wounds so that the pain cast upon me by your emascnlate attempt at 
power will be nothing but scars left as a reminder/ 
that imperfection is beauty and pain/ 
well, pain is beauty, too. 
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Gridlock 
Brit Melson 

The thoughts in my head are a Los Angeles traffic jam 

going everywhere and nowhere at the same time. 
Gridlock. Standstill. Endless lines of cars trying to penetrate my heart -

then out of nowhere you came flying at 110 through the canyon of my mind. 
42 CAR PILE UP - leaving only flames behind. 

And now I can't make sense of this mess inside my head; 
the body count's not in, but my love for you is dead. 

The Poet 
Brit Melson 

A poet. 

That's what they call me. but these lines of words do poetry no justice 
when the unfathomable becomes reality and I can't clearly see 

where Ibegin or who is me. 
A poet. 

A person whose worlds flow freely ,vith no effect from gravity 
floating away from emotional instability using these words to bandage 

evel'),vherc I bleed and planting seeds ofhope in my gaping wounds 
where self-care can heal, and flowers will bloom. 

X 
Brit Melson 

I realized that God is real when I met you. 

Not because of your heavenly beauty or your divine intellect, 
but because I know you'll be my greatest sin -
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and I cannot deny a God 
when the devil has consumed me. 

Life Sentence 
Brit Melson 

rib cage sits like 

prison bars around 
your heart 

like bones serving 
as guards 

turning your skin into 
impenetrable walls 

and I wonder if this 
is my life sentence 

The World is Clock 
Brit Melson 

The world is a clock and sitting upon its face 
are beautiful colors of nature and race 

the hour marker rests at the dawn of new love 
your eyes meeting mine was a sign from above 

the clock struck twelve and 

our arms reached each other 
staying frozen in time 
l'll never love another 
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Creed 
By: Caitlin Wolf 

l have invoked you 
In morning prayers; 
Split my sleep-stuck li1>s 
With your hallowed name. 
l ha"e sacrificed 
My newborn thoughts 
Asa burnt offering 
In unbidden praise. 
I have demanded 
Your divinity 
And bid my bones, 
..Awake! Proclaim!~ 

Ihave feared 
The implication 
Of the silence 
In which they remain. 
I have refused 
The limit of humanity 
Written in lines 
On your fault less face. 
I have believed, 
To )'our detriment, 
thatyou were something 
Better than born in sin. 

I have blamed You, 
With novice's fervency, 
For being blood-filled 
As all others have been. 
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Los Angeles; My Oddity 
Gerald Horowitz 

i . mirror winks 

i headed east with y0\1out aro\lod 
the mural you painted as a kid 
we spe,nt all weekend in that heat 
the right time to 
"'pride and prejudice'" this valley with you-

a second later, and i would have changed my mind 
watching "'mrs, doubtfire'" after robin 
williams died-

but these roots stay planted, the vallO)'S breezy 
sleeping on my side again, and feeling icy sweats 
and then on to the volcano. 

you were projecting me 
mirrors delivered me 
passersby obsenfog 
selfies on mt. whitney. 

you beam a full smile 
as your insides scream rage 

but someone embarrassed you in middle school 
iwasn't your lover then 
so i'll always be fascinated 
by how you oould just trade games oftag 
and play pretend 

our "last night'" on the 405 
when you demanded i change the track 
because he wished you could get 
that bar tab back. 

you were screening mirror winks 
non-judgmental god eyes 
digesting italian ins.an diego 

you were watching re-runs 
mirror winks interpreted 
big foot's penis size revealed 



first last name on an email thread 

i Jet sleeping beagles lie 
they awoke blue butterflies 
tomorrow is a blank yellow page 
yesterday is 3rdclass passage on 
the titanic 
i'm at the t ip of a ball point pen 
di\fog into the plank~on. 

ii . t ru th or dare 

trying to; play tmth or dare 
when it comes to your turn 
you always have the nerve 

you're the lady who tried to clean us out 

look and see 
through pinky promise inheritances from our grandparents 
and besties 
in the checkout line i'II be patient 

we have similar smiles 
i experimented with styles 
thin as splinters 
and you're three miles as thick 

look and see 
i'm sunshineo1\ a mirrored lens. 
in the electric auction i'll keep my head on a swivel 

next time isit cross•legged with you, 
you'll teach me a trillion various names 
and final, wrinkled terms. 

lo and behold 
i'm a hole hoop ofsunrises, a loop hole 
like light in a pitchcri 

when )'Ou open the garage i'II be dancing. 
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i i i. wher e d i d the s treetl i gh t s go? 

my photography, it doesn't have your panache. 
if it did, i'd take a selfie 
record my sutf sessions, 

tearing up flush on my face 
longing for a kiss. 

they told me evel)rthing runs on electrie,ity. 

i have this girl who approaches ajury in downtown; 
she's friends \\~th the patsy ramsey documentaries, 
classic comedies, weirdness, too much space 
and too many depositions to be drafted. 

where did the streetlights go? 

they're sitting "ith their backs up straight, 
riding on a seat of lighting 
full of<:ommercial business currents 
through a bullet proof glass. 

i'\'e truly never loved anything, not even myself. 

but to get out ofbed 
i need to touch the wall behind me; 

othe,"i 5<' i feel the stiffness 
otherwise i Jay there motionless, 
maybe kiss your pillow, 
and roll back to my side 
to stare at your lips 
on the ceiling. 
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Beat 
Kotia McEvoy•Holguin 

I beat myself to the ground 
One more round 
As if everything would change 
By replaying what's unchanged 
I wish I could stop 
8111 it's too late in the game 
I beat myself 
With words I don't see 
But, clearly, I can hear 
They cut deep 
They run in my blood 
They cn1ise through me 
And take control 
I believe what I hear 
Even if unspoken 
Because at the end 
I can't stop beating myself 
One more time 
Around and around 
I am left bleeding on the ground. 
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UNTITLED 
Katia McEvoy-Holguin 
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Carvings: Desk #5 
Carla Chacon 

Haha 
That's OK! 
$'mile! 
I'll j ust kill you. 
Why? 
Because Einstein, 
we are an 
destroyed by watching. 

But fuck, 
Nobody can drag me down, 
for everyone but me 
be Too short; 
Too busy. 

Can I have you? 
nah. 
God know: 
Hate the People. 

But hey, 
"Smile!" 
«13e interesting!" 
Yuck! 
f\,ck this. 
I ain't no log. 

Haha 
love me over, 
then watch me do evil. 
Can I have you? 
Nah. 
It's me: 
RIP 
Bitch 
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Relax i ng 
Andrei Closs 

Hard day's work done. 
Here I lie relaxing on 
the back porch steps 
gazing at the blueish 
sky. 

It's filled with 
action. The clouds 
sailing, the planes 
gliding, and the 
birds soaring. 

Farabove them. 
the moon sound 
asleep. 
For it works night shifts, 
and soon it'll light up. 

Lay here watching 
the sky turn d ifferent 
colors and the stars 
appear. 
Like a million fireflies. 

All kinds of adventures 
shoot above me. 
While I lie here 
filled with awe. 
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The Oak Tree and the Flower 
A,rdre.iCloss 

By the old Oak tree, 
is nothing but barren fields. 

No life or any kind, 
just the old Oak tree. 

The dark clouds cry, 
for the lonely tree. 
The tears improve the 
soil, for up comes a 
flower. 

The old Oak tree blooms, 
it hasn't bloomed in years. 
The flower's scarlet face, 
completes the isolated 
beauty. 

As the light breezes pass by, 
thenew friends exchange melodics. 
Songs that bring joy, 
and tunes that show 
love. 

The old Oak free has a companion, 
the companion has a friend. 
They are side by side, 
no matter the season. 
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8IG8AD 
Kelly Dozier 



Obsidian and Caramel 
San Juanita Baldwin 

You lay there with such grace 

Much like the queen ... Nzinga 

Your satin skin glowed 

As beads ofsweat fo11ns 

I laid my body over yours 

The intensity of our heat rose 

Higher and higher 

Looking over my shoulder, into a mirror 1 see 

The beauty ofyou and me ... 

Entwined together 

You a precious obsidian gem 

Me caramel 
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Delusions 
Kelly Dozie,-

Guilt sneaks into my lips as I've kissed these stranger's lips. 

How often have we danced this dance? 

How often have I had pleasures from his tender kiss? 

In my daily, they've become a familiarity I've embraced all too \villi 

This delusion is soothing to the palate of this naive native who is w 

is forcing a "love" emotion inside ofyou; however, it's such a farce 
madly for you. 

he only thing that should be on our minds but why does guilt soak i 
won't escape my mind? 



Tremor 
Mateo Lara 

stoke namestoke shame out ofa smoke-filled room 

listen: a no•nothing is pulsing underneath divis-ion 

there is you ________________ there is us 

they separated enough 

lingers and promises these empty fields will emerge with bloom. 

oome along ramshackle house is filled with wasps is divided 
with wings and webs. 

that fracture in your ribs another bone: for sacrifice tell me these lies 

will make sense in the foture 
future 

refo.rcnce boy 

boy 
is not boy 

is jewclisju1tipc.r berry is crushed 

not white not yet not ripe 

tension is flame between a devastation such as Papa dying 

such as fiel<l•work Md trimnph such as calloused hands 

rotting rotten such as this grief•gut gouging 

comfort into split particles of anger &ether. 
there isyou _________________thcrc is us 

right fissure 

a crack in the surface made way for a broken promise 

arelapse a tremor in an aching throat. 
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MAUSOLEUM 
MaleoLora 

.,While Grfodr is not being chaflMgedor it1 dange,. ofbefog t.haller19ed by gouernm<mtal 
1-egulotory bodies, 1 offer these tu.-o examples toshow that the dri1,,-efor profit oftech 
companies often seen as a shini,~ example ofi11gen11ity and profitability in the contempora,.y 
American toonomy can be ques.tioned011d challenged."' Bryce.!. Re,mi11gtr (2018) 

Time or Death: a balm inyour ha.nd- show me the money. glistening. theywant our money 
YOU petrified rolling hey 

wait 

Not Us Not We 

someone st1id bodies as in go\'emed bodies as in desired 
n,ese momMts were real right right? They were. lovtd. 

Titey want us de-ad. Or they want us spending, Not time with each other, but with st.alit. 

NOi You Notl 

You ha\'e one ne-i.,. notification tap tap tap tap tap tap 

Fire devil hi uncut? How hung? What arc you into what do you need? 
12AM We )We 

We 

please find me here I've not gone long without 

They Them 
& bodies & bodiM & bodies & bodi(-s - l am trying to fill in gaps ga,.ing out of my attempt 

& fu ck & love & sex & body- he he lunges forward in despair his diamonds my god 

& death & bodies & debt & department mygod hisdiamonds are e\'erywhere. 
free plus xtra indeed find 

sparkling men want you 

shiveringat night running out 

how about now a sound worth repeating come through mywindow lay me down in your beeping 

us WE us WE 

Not me not me not me not me he does not love you 

Spoke to the times, the only time someone let crackling mean mending through name was a 
statue. myglittering nails dictated me now as jewel as as as 
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Mi Cul pa 
Mateo Lara 

you're i1evcr his favorite 

a guillotine acts as embrace 
right at your back, he licks 
&you think as blood drips 

myfault myfault myfault. 

rour effort is never enough 
one brown boy to another 
he takes you by the hand 
kisses or bites, you never recaU 

but you stall in the dim-lit hall 

and press against him, what a tease 
for a beast and his prey, now 

what was it again about a weak 
need or lusting after a brig.ht 

light that neither shadow or hell 

could completely consume. 

you know, you repeat. 

myfault myfault myfault. 

you are not safe out here 
you abide by your o,vn rules 
you crack and crinkle this 
thin ego youtvc worked 

so delicately to form 
but in one moment, you tear 

it all up and can 01\ly go: 

myfault myfault myfault. 
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SOUL OF A SINNER 
John Hunter 

The old me died, the new me has arrived 
new mind, new soul, new ears, new eyes/ 
I view lives as if mine. I view time as ifi'm 
free to be like a breeze over the sea/ 
It's no longer about me ya' see 
if i turn the"m" upside down, then it is easily-'\ve"/ 
We can be so powerfully 
especially if we grow from the ground up like roots, then the tree/ 
Then ifwe branch offand spread love like a warm quilt 
we'll stand tall overall as ifwe're on stilts/ 
We'll be able to see all that we've built 
pull the people together making the world tilt/ 
Us grinning will keep the earth spinning 
from the old to the young, until the end back to the beginning/ 
As long as we're "foning but not like Charlie Sheen 
you don't have to drink "tiger's blood" if you know what i mean/ 
Life isn't perfect but living is worth it 
and success is always searching for that certain person/ 
\"/ho will it be, is it you or is- it me? 
who ever it chooses, i hope that it chooses to set us an free. 
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Amer ican Yout h Too (2018) 
Sam Undemood 

Hey Jack! Let's goto the soda shop on first street n'get us a malt. 
Can't Dave. City shut it down, lack of p'rental supervision. 

How about the sock hop on Friday night? 
Cops broke it up, judge said we're leading a dissolute and immoral life. 

Let's go listen to some ,inyl at the record store. 
No more tunes like that. Record store s'thing of the past. 

wen we can go roHer ska.tin' at the rink! 
Sorry pal, city taxes forced them to raise their prices till none went no 

more, out ofbusiness now. 
Pool hall? 

Gone. 
But all we ever did was shoot pool and cuss! 

They say it was a den of iniquity. 
How about skate boarding? 

111egal. 
Let's go play video games at the arcade. 

It's gone, they say it was desensitizing us towards violence. 
Vle can sit around play on our tablets... 

Parents say that'll rot our brains...we need to get outside and do 
something. 
Vlhat about those new fixie bikes, let's go ride! 

Grownups complainabout'em being a traffic hazard. 
So what are we supposed to do? 

[ dunno ... 
Fuck 'em then. Let's go to the liquor store, steal a bottle of whiskey, smoke 
some weed on the t-anal bank behind the grove. 

I guess that's all we can do...till time catches us. 
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Today 
Sam Uudem:ood 

-in my California, you can watch the sun go down,. 
- Lee flc1-rick 

Today, summer breem clears the a ir, 
so the moon stays bright, 

1ighting up the night sky. Teens commit sins 
in ears parked among trees full ofcitnis. 

Today, the ground is hot, blistering 
the soul, agitating families 

till they snap at each other. 
Petty arguments~meaningless, they are 

still family. Today, families of immigrants 
are afraid of tomorrow, because of the box 

on the wall. Today, global warming 
feels real at one hundred and ten degrees, radiance 

dripping from the sun. Today a 
man sen~ng elotes and ice cream 

on my street is a criminal, and 
conniving politicians are revered. 

Today, things need to change, 
in order for it all to be 

the same. One plus one equals one... 
yet neither side knows why. 
Today chapters and verses 

bring more pain than redemption. 
People are who we are. 

Todayour vision shouldn't judge. 
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Today the book should stay silent. 

Today the thumping of my heart 
beats out of my chest, 

with love and hope for tomorrow. 

Together 
Sam Underwood 

Our home was always full oflaughter. 
smiling faces and hearts that can't resent 
that Jife keeps us moving faster. 

When the daily-days got tougher 
and we couldn't pay our rent, 
even broke our house was full oflaughter. 

And the days seemed to get busier 
when our energy was all but spent, 
wejust had to keep mo\1'ing faster. 

If anger almost closed a chapter 
and we thought we said what we meant, 
our sweet tears after were filled "ith laughter. 

f-lard ti1ncs came, but even in a disaster 
when our spirithad not a dent, 
the time flew by much foster. 

Looking back now years after 
as the good and bad came and went, 
our hearts were always full oflaughter 
and still our lives keep mo,;ng faster. 
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The Na rcissist and Her 
by: Priscj/Ja Huerta 

She loved so effortlessly, gracefully, and wholeheartedly. 
She spoke so eloquently, pleasantly, and purposely. 
She had all the love in the world to give and you did not hesitate to take a grip. 

You poured your cheap replication oflove and affection into her heart and soul, 
and she fought for you with no hesitation. 
You left handprints and scars on a body, and she fought every day to stay 
afloat. 

And where are you now? 

Mr. I love you. 
Mr. You're too much, you're not enough. 
Mr. You've brought it upon yourself. 

You're nowhere to be seen. 
Not a sing.le fault, you'vejust always been so pristine. 

She crumbles and cries, 
Knowing there's no clearer reply. 
She questions herself, hates herself, takes the blame. 

She condemned herself, 
Believed eve11• knife inflicted brought by your misuse ofdelight 
was an accurate reflection ofher own light. 

Vlcll, now Irefuse.. 

l refuse to hand over that power. 
I will not accept anything less than breathtaking, intoxicating, pulsating 
devotion. 
And I don't need you for that, I have me. 

It starts with me. 
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Summerland 
'faylor Clark 

In August, honey, you were mine 
Tongue of tequila, lips of wine 
Sunlight warm in bones, on skin 
Drenching in yellow, bathing of sin 

In August, honey, you were mine 
Pour the hot tea, dull the shine 
Saying goodbye, goosebum1,s on skin 
Like we'll never see the heat again 

68 MPH 
Taylor Clark 

It almost feels criminal to be able to fly this fas t 
After s tanding still for so long 
Here on the pavement is where the speed of light exists 
And I won't go into the darkness a.gain 

And you, ne.xt to me, the sweat of 3 am dripping from your lips 
You roll my heart around with your tongue 
Contemplating it, savoring it, 
And whisper honey into my ear: 
"'Faster." 



Exeunt . 
To.ylorOark 

Here's goodbye to you, 
And your out of character kisses 
Playing hide-and-seek behind the curtains, 
Backstage: hushed, soft, dark 
Melting between the lines of music and lights like the rising sun1 

Never quite reaching either one 

Here's goodbye to you, 
In the back seat ofyour car 
Where you whispered promises into my mouth 
And where they almost reached my heart, 
E.xistiog between the lines ofstreetlights and radio hum 
Never quite reaching either one 

So here's goodbye to you, 
And your backstage, your back seat, your background 
I want to share the spotlight "'th someone 
And burn with the thrill ofbeing onstage, unapologetic 
So goodbye to you, to our last nm 
I won't settle for the darkness when I deserve the sun 
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Avenida Pennsyl vania 
Poema . po l l t lca 

San Juanita Baldwin 

El Cucuy vive por la avenida 1600 Pennsylvania 

Espero que no ,,vin\ alli mucho mas tiempo 

El Cucuy dijo que mi gente es de mala honda 

Yquiere mandar a mi gente de vuelta 

Pero pregunto, Gde vuelta a d6nde? iNo te das cuenta Cucuy... los Soiiadores 

Han vivido aqu, la mayor parte de su vida 

Y este es el \mico pals que conocen 

El Cucuy ha traldo mochas pesadillas para los indocumentados 

Ynos sigue amenazando... con la construcci6n de un rnuro 

Ademas. quiere que yo o Mexico paguemos por el muro 

Digo yo... Cucuy si quieres el muro... p3.galo tu 

Con toda la ganancia del sudor de mi gente 

Constr6yalo con tus propias manos mientras el sol te golpea la espalda 

Y te quema la cara 

El Cucuy vive en la casa blanca 

Es1>ero que no vivira alll mucho mas tiempo 

Les digo a mis amigos, vecinos, estudiantes y todos los votantes ... por aqui 

Voten. ejerciten su derecho ... voten el 6 de noviembre 

Yvamos a la lucha de sacar el Cucuy... de la Avenida Penn~-ylvania 
Saoj;(V.t'.t... Ab Sl.ln Ju.n.nita Bald"'in 

18-10-18 
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Pennsylvania Avenue 
Poem . po l itical 

San Juanita Baldwtn 

1Cucuy is Boogeyman) 

The ..cucuy" lives on 1600 Pennsylvania Avenue 

I hope he won't live there much longer 

The •cucuy" says my poople are bad 

And he wants to send them back 

I ask, where do you want to send them? 

Don't you realize "Cucuy'' the DREAMERS 

Have lived here most oftheir life 

And this is the only country they know 

The •cucuy" has brought nightmares to the undocumented 

The"cucuy'' threaten to build a wan 

Furthennore... he wants me or Me.xico to pay for it 
Isay, "Cucuy" if you want the wall you pay for it 

With all your financial gain from the sweat of my people 

Build it...with your own hands, while the sun beats your back, andburns your face 
The ,;cucuy,., lives in the White House 

l hope he won't live there much longer 

I say to all my friends, neighbors, sh1dents and all voters 

Vote! E.xercise yourright to vote on November 61h 

Let's fight to remove the "cucuy" from Pennsylvania Avenue 



Eagle Feathers 
Brit /Helson 

(Author's Note: The F-15 Eagle, c,·eated by McDonnell Douglass, 
has been the most commonly used fighter jet and intercept platform 
by the U.S. Air Force for decades. This is a poem about the struggles 
faced by the victims of these attacks, but also about hope, as we 
recognize that American's hold a power to create social change by 
perpetually projecting strong voices of love and acceptance.) 

ifhome is where the heart is 

then where is my home when I am 
disheartened 

and where is 1ny heart 
wl1en I have no home 

my bones ache to sing the folk songs 

of my long-gone motherland 

they ache to hold my mother's calloused hands 

and to see the rich fields of the lands that my father would tend 

but never again - no, no never again 

cause our roots \.,·ere ripped and our soil lay stripped 

from the terror-laden night of the Eagle 

whose tn,culent talons gripped our branches and 

baleful beaks stripped the ancient leaves 

ofour quickly decaying family tree 

we were root-rotti1tg refugees 
searching for the light in the samesun that burnt US -

praying to our God(s) to take US home 

seeking comfort in alone 
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we roamed our New \.Yorld 

but alone never came 

as the wind sang battle cries echoing voices ofchange 

and the rain washed away the dirt 

and the hurt began to fade as we swayed 

to the songs of our new tribe - our new family -

the theme song of our new life 

we found hope in the breaths that filled our lungs 
to the chants of "'I stand with you; You are one of US; 

&You are not alone" -
and in this once foreign land allies embraced our hands 

outpouring their love and holding new friends 

solidarity and strength, they were born in this scene 

as we plucked out the feathers from the old Eagle's wings 
and we used his sharp beak to correct his hate speech 

'til formed were these an·ows ofbold unity 

then tishtly we cocked them at failed policy 
fiercely piercing the injustice of inequality 
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Your Poem 
Julieta Ortiz 

My heart is filled ,\1th contempt for those who had murdered your spirit. 

I've felt your pain every Sunday o,,er soft spoken prayer 

I've watched you silently weep before God 

begging for mercy, 

But sometimes I sense death 

1watch as you sit outside after another day under the suns forceful kisses, 

a ghost of achild who used to yearn for more 

your eyes filled with the red ofyour own blood 

your heart strangled with a ball and chain 

Amechanism thatcarries the weight ofyour mothers pleas to not leave your home 

You reassured yourself this was rig.ht 

But today the reassurance is a lingering question that only the end of a bottle can 

answer, 

You play with your fingers, 

a habit I've picked up 

I long to reach to you 

and yet I falter 

you told me on the drive home one night from school that I am not made of stone 

and as I watch the red streetlight illuminate your weary face, 

I know that neither are you. 
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UNTITLED 
Chelsea Jasmine Geronimo 

56 





By Rachel Ann Stratemeier 

A Sten sounded in the mid400tning ot a Moy day. and the sound of the 

screech shook o young man srn osieep. He sot vp. his eye:1,wide ond now fully 

owoke. bvt not completely aware ot the 100nd thoI woke t'Wn. When ms mind 

finolly stretched itself to reolity. he begon lo reolize lhe reosons for his sleepy 

state. A look of mi$erobSe lrvstrotiOn Aooded hiS face. ond he rol'ed hi$ eyes ot 
himself. 

"Why did YoU do thot AGAIN?" he IO<l to hi~lf. "YO<J REALLY Me<I to 

SIOP dOing thot, yOu know!" he procticolly yded. 

He wo, speoking of his penchonl for possing the long hOuB of the night 

watching meoring)e'ss documentaries on Nelfb. This one in porticulor wos ol 
about Wood Wot Two, commemo,oting the one-OOndtedth onniversory of the 
ale's' victory. He hod vnconveotb'lo1 obsessions. 

He looked cwound further al tis:ivilg place, with books and popetS strewn 

here ond there and everywtiere. so much so that one cO\Ad not Md o way ool if 

the builcing happened to cotch r .. e. His face mode the some look as before: o 

look that suggested W'lner scrutiny, and inner ;.iogemenl, 
"If Lvno happens to wont to get something from YoVl oPQrtment todoy. 

$he-~ve-o-fil! Yov need to Cleon this Pk>Ce up!" 

Bui by no tneOf"IS WO$ it dl"ty. it wos (l(lly disorgoni2ed. luno holed 

disoc'gonized. 
His k>lldlirte ,oog, 

ti wos o st,ooge tlwlg for o kmdline toring, no-one hod them onymo,e. He 

hod one, for eme1gency reosons. The small blod olien k>olong thing rong 

onolhef fi'ne.11 wos so strange he questioned whether or not if wos si'npty o 

fluke. ond just one, it rang o ltwd trne o voice llc:e steel soid, 
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"Gfoss is not transparent. There is a wood behind ii. Si'ens screech 
everywhere. oOO there is nothing but silver .steel. Slue fie is the doom of society. 
Time iS o clock. OOt time connol mok,e vp for pas! w,-ongctoings. Oon't bok to 
either r.e. blue°' red. Both will mo.ke YO'J donee wi1hovt oslcing. The Ori-/ woy to 
sove yoursetf is to k>Ok to the svn and the moon fOt' they ore reol ond will nevet 
fodeowey." 

ll1e col ended. 
He k>oked over the phone. ooo sow the number displayed on the caller 

ID. The number wos certainty not one he recognized. 000 certainly not from a 

moble phooe. 

Albert ,eolized he was otamica11y late for WOik. and if he was not there in 
ten nwlutes, he wo\Ad most certairl-/ be reprimanded bysoo,eone. so he lit off 
like bkle lightning into the d"rstonce.... 

"You're very lote," soid luno ul)Ot\ his onivOI. She hOd on <:it ot,out het 

1h01she wos going somewhere but woiling impotientty t0< het IOfdyco-worker. 
"Yo' think I didn't olreOdy know tho1·i'" wos hG r&SPQnse. 

"Repo<ten Ofld thei' thetorical queS:tiont" she said...Arr,woys. we hove to 
get on that interview'Nith Amadeus Mood from silver city conslrvction." 

Albert. this eorty in lhe morning, wos drawing o blank. 
"Who1" he soid. 
"Yo' know. !hot guywhogo! tw! by the ombvlonce lost week. We hove lo 

show his side of the story. the boss soys. He soys it'll be o l'it s!OfY. and moybe 

you won't gel rired '°' being lole three times this month." 
Albett roled his eyes ond ll>ey confinved. grobbing coffee. pcper,, pens, 

Ond thei'gloss Pone~ 
luoo suddel'iy stopped in the commorion or'K:I soid, "Woi:t. Albert. IhOve 

to col my col." A povse. ''Nose.riously,he getsonxious if I don'tc:ollhi'n before 
l'moui." 
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Luna tool: her cleet. rectongub gtoss pone, and bkle numbers shone on its 
surtoce. the binding blue lighl wos eye-piercing lo some. to others ii wos o 
source of constont illeresl, Its sheen would hove been conasidefed stronge ond 
unnolurot ond its tronspcrent surfoce o mirocle only o few yeors before. b\11 it 
wos os ubiQuitous os o.n Ob;ect COUid t)e. She diored ond pu1 it up to her eor. 

"NOW, Mi1tens, yOu be Ogood killy !OdOy.11 be hOme soon, Ckl<l'I 
wo«y .... WhO'! O good kit!y? Who's O good kill)'?" 

Interned in the steel of a taxicab. Albertl.Soisosked, "Tel mewhot 
we're doingogoin.. I don't watch the news." 

"the tony." Luna soid. 
"Wei this g,.,y obvioustywos crossing the street. jusl o normal citizen 

corrying out his right-ol-woy. o.nd on ombUlonce n,inning o red just hit him!" 
"An<lhowis he not <leodi" 
"II wosn·1 goiog thOI fost. Mywoy. lhe reony ironic thing obOut this is thOt 

the ombuiOnee wos tronsporting $0f"l'le0f"I$ with minor injuries from onother 
occident. Isn't thot wei'di" 

Albert could not coll that weird, for weird s.poke i'lto his eor on tis londl'ine. 
ond he paused to reflect on lhe cryptic message. r'tOW saved on his answering 
moctwie. He contemplated whether or not he should cfMJlge the secrets to 
lvno. ond otter o few moments of sleety stence he soid. "I goto reolly... strange 
coU on mv k>ndline this morning." 

"londlne. nobody hos those onymofe," 
"I do for emergency reosons." 
"Whot di<! he ,oyi" lvno olkeo. o tone of cvriosity pe,vO<ling her wocds. 
The oibec:ome stl. onct the silve, wolls of the cob fell only the suspense 

o! cvriosity 
"b this importonli" Al!)M O!ked. 
"ti depends on how we<d tho! con wos." 
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"Very," 

"Then I'd soy it's ... svpiemety trivial." 
Albeit redirected the cob to his opartment..., 

The p0ir sot in the only cJeor floor spoce in the oPQrtment. bOth situOted 
on eithe< side ol the otien b!Ock phone. They listene<! to the me,,oge: 

"Gloss is not tronspotenl. The<e is o WOtk:f behind ii.Sirens screech 
everywhere. and there is nothing but siver steel. Blue r,e is the doom of society. 

Time is o clock. bot time cannot make up for post wrongdo.lg.s. Don't k>ok to 

either fi'e. blue°' red. Both will mclce yoo dance without osking. The orly way to 
sove yourself is to look to the svn and the moon fa they ore real and wiQ never 
fodeowoy." 

tuno·, took c!evetope<I n to the kind of shock re,e,ved for supreme 

mystery. ono Aa>ert sow tune·, tool: of wonder. 

"You weren 'I lying. WllOt ore we going to de obOut iti" 

"We're goir')9 to figure it out," Alber1 soid .... 

"Well. what do we k~" Luna said. pacing whefe pos.sible. "We know 
he co!led yoo f0< o reason. Somebody doesn't employ en extremely ontiquoled 
piece of ledinotogy fOf no reoson. He hod o specific purpose." 

Albert. thinking that obviovs. soid. "And why is that impo,tont?" 
"Secouse he's trying to tell you something. o meooge. • 
"Whydid he coll mei.. he soid. "Maybe becovse I'm the only person in 

the WQf1d who stiH hos o lond~ne1" 
''Woit. so YoU hove coller ID on 1h01 thing don't your Lvno soid. 
''ThOI won·t help, Luno. I Cidn't recognize the nvmbet ond I don'I 

remember it. All I tt'IOw is 1h01 it hOd 10 be ooothel londliM O()CI 1h01 reolly 
doesn't do vs onygood elthe<." 

"How de you know lhe otherlide wos o tonciloe?" 



Albert got up from his cross tegged position. "'If you bother to buy one ol 
these things.· Albert soid. "You better team something oboul !hem. Numbers 
where the tirst digrl is o three is otwoys o k>ndline," 

"So you remember lhol.bvlyou don't remember the number." 
"I supp()Se so. SUCh is file." 
Luoo poced wider orovnd the oportment. stepping over the dutter, ..So. 

thecolwos fromo londli'le toolo.ndlnie. Tho1 ho$ tomeonsomething.Ke 
coned yov on the londine for o reason. oot just because ifs o loncf'ine." 

Albert wos ilurrinoted and k>oked ot nothing at ol. "Maybe because 
londlines ... ore not os avoioble to wrvelonce." 

"Yes. likehe'so spy or something ondwcnts toreoch you without 
triggering any 'ted flogs.•• 

"8vt why would o spy coll me? I'm not o spy."' 
"Bvt you ore o rePQfler," Lvno soid. 
"He wonts to send o mes:soge." 
"Not ju$t to you but to the WO<ld," luno finished his sentence .... 

lhey were bock in another cob on their woy to the engogement they 
were distracted from earlier. 001 the conversotOO stl strongly tended to the 
enigmo they just witnessed. 

··rime." Albert soid. "He said something obovt time- " 
"Ano many other things." soid lvno. 

"8vt something tells me lhot's the beginning, lhof's whefe he wonts us to 
Slort.· 

Albert pVlled ovl hi$ gl0$S pane ond involunlorily cheeked the time. 
After thot. the cob pVled to their destinotion ond both reoched the dOOf 

of the lorge goy bl,jcling of Silver Constn.,crion. 
Once tolkiog to Mt. Monet he oooeo to the strooge events of the cloy. 
"The weird thing is. I don't think I sow anybody driwlg it." 
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lvno's notebook wos un•looked at and unwri1ten in, Both sot on the red 

couch in the lounge with lheimouths gaping. 

"lke. it wos driving itself. And it knew I wos there, twos certcin, and it ;ust 

kept coming. It knew it wos going to hit me, like i1 did i1 on purpQSe." 

"ThOnk yoo tor vovt fi'ne.~ Luno soid. 

"Hey. o,epeople going to come to my h()u,e ond toke piclu<es of me 

ond slvlfi Tho! would be cOQI." 

Luno turned to herintetY'iewee, "'That is o real possibnity." 
And they left for another cob. 

Both we,e slent in the cob. but neither was silent in their rrinds. they were 

ml.Ali"lg over the strange events of the post hoors. Wos this merely o stmg of neat 

coincidences? It wos more Z:e Albert's oI)Of'tment; o compicoted. 

interconnected mess. disorgorized, but not in the leost bit dirty. ond not in the 

1eos1 bil o coi"lck:Ser\Ce. 8orh Albeit ond Luno mew this. and it wos lhe reoson 

fo, their steely sience; they co~ not help but feet o ,ense of impending <IOOm 
encosed in the silver prison. 

8efore loog they were bock in Alber1's apartment sitting cross-legged on 
the floor. contemplating the message. They listelled lo it fa, o third lime: 

"Gloss is not transparent. Thefe is o wood behind ii. Si-ens screech 

evef)'Where. ond there i:s noth:ng btJ'I silversteel. Blue fre is the doom of society. 

Time i:s o clock. bvt lime cannot make up for post 'Wfongdoilgs. Oon'I Sook to 

either fi'e. blue or red. Both will meke you donee without asking,The ort-, woy to 

sove yc,vrseJf is to look ro the svn and the moon !or they ore reol and will neve, 

fodeowoy.· 

They SIOOd up. 

"nme." Alben said 
' 

0Whot Oboe.JI time1" 



"Yovr ncme. my nome. Albert Solis." 

"Moon ond Sun... lono soid, 
"Andmyfrsl nomeH" 
"Albert B:_e Albert Einstein ... 

"Yes. OM lime." 
They IOOked 01 eoch Olher. A ,..nIOUnded '"' owoy. They ~<>wty !OOkOu! 

their gloss pones ....,lh o stronge severity, ond they both lurhed on ond Shene in 

lhe den light wilh bl.Je fre illun-ilo!ing lhei' foces. 

"Slue fire." Luna soid. 

"Gloss," Albert soid. 
The thing sipped out of M hand. ond it fel. poinfuly quick. The siren-&e 

sound cou"ld be heard otter it shoHeted into o rrillion pieces. 



AGift 
By CoiHin Wolf 

"It's her bi thdoy. Edith. She con tog olong." 
Morie sol siefltty in the kitchen. listel'Wlg ond wondering if the coaxing of 

her mother's mon•of·lhe•moment. Jesse. would hove ony effect. 

Some yeors ogo. ,emembered Morie. oftero porticulorty viole.nl outburst over o 

s.poiled dres.s. she heord for the first time the strongeness of her odopfive 

mother's ,eosontlg. from o slroightforworc:I odmonishmenl to cleanliness too 

confvsi:lg d"t0lr"ibe on the ,e1o1ion between dirty girls ond demon pC>SSeS$ion, 
olOng lhe pitle<l 011(1 tongenlk>! pOlhwOY, of E(jilh'$ P>'/Che, if ShlJCk Morie lhol 

the vQice ot outhOrity in her li:e, togethet with her sel\Se of safety, resled on the 

questionable and capricious mentol scolfOlding of the saeoming womon 

bef0<e her, who quaked and ,ottted and threotel'M!d to cove i'l on herself ooo 

crush Morie al any moment. It wos around ttis: time that Jesse entered their lives, 

ot first o peripheral adornment to her mother's carousel of dvbiovs suitors. but 
now a fixture W1 thei small hcMe. Morie couldn't help corw'lg for him; he seemed 

to be os. much ot Edith's mercy os she wos. 

"Oo you tlink you ought to do something nice fOf her oftergiving hel !hot 
shsier1" Jesse questiOned. 

"She doesn't deserve anything! YOY know thot $he wos ot thot boy's 

house ogoW'I klst nighti •Jil who knows'lo'hen! Qvile o i ttle ietebel this one·s 

lurnir'\Q OVI lo be. The •111e slut! I shOVld've done worse to her. If I C:OIC:h her 

ogoin. l'Ikl her. l'I kl het. Jesse! You think I won'ti-

"She'II heor yOY! Hush. Just ~rs toke herwith us. She oi'l't got to sit with us 

oronything. You won't even notice she's there. and it's hef bi1hdoy, Edith! For 
Ctvist's sake." 
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"Yov do os you like. spoiling that childJ I con't beot no sense into her if you 
ere otwoys going to be treating her lo this ond thotl" 

"Oh. f<e hell rm QQ<19 lo go let her,he con come," 
The bedroom door QPened ond dosed ogoin, the ciek ond thud froming 

Edith's wor<:Js. lhOugh 0 murmuted vii~ COUid Sl~I be heerd see~g through the 
wclS. Morie jumped 10 her feel, !hen h0$1ily IOI bOCk d<>wn. !hen stood ego;,,. 
She Sll'Vggled 10 find on occupotioo. ond merely ; uered unnoturonyos Jesse 
rounded the comer of the hot,,,,oy ond -wolked into the srnonkitchen. 

"Ah.MCl'ie-l got ii alworked outwithyo..xmothef-" 
"She oin'tmy mothef."" 
"Now. tolk Ike that is ;.,st making it more difficult for yoo. git." 
"I ain't no gi1. I'm 16 todoy. I'm o womon." 
"Aw. hell. Now listen-.. Jesse paused. Edith's muffled vOice ond the 

slomming of dresser dl'Owets emonoted from the house. 
"Wei. I guess you could heoc it onywoy. Bvl you're coming to thie shOw 

with us." 
"I don't even-wont toga. I don't went tospendmybirthdoywithher." 
"Look tid. you're coming. And sl'k.lt up and put oo o happy face oboul it. 

got ii? It's my bithdoy present to you. And there's something e:se too. but. uh," 
he paused os !he ongy muttering coming from the bedroom storted to subside. 
•c'moo. 1'11 tel you out boct." 

Jesse escorted Morie out the kitchen's bocli::door ond oround the comer 
of the house. His hand wos clenched in his pocket one! he looked bock O'O\Kld 
behind them os they wo!ked. Morie eyed him with disdoin and suspicion.01 oll 
Edith's bOyfriends. Jesse was lhe yoongest oriy maybe firteen yeors older thon 
Morie hetsetl. He hod been the kindest lo het os wet. Edith was oboul five veOr'S 
Okier then JeSS(t in tum. ond Morie wos confused ond, frol\kly, disgusted by their 
relOtionship. She could not unders-tond why men wete so drown to E-dith, 'Wtio 
could be so violenl ood cruet. Of course me hod the copocity lo be o, genlfe 
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and sweet as anyone could wish. yet. in o moment. without obvious 

provocotion. one might be dodging dishwore. flung with venomous- inwl1s. 

Morie hod borne this once "1e wos o toddler. tell ot Edith's door by h<l< 
birth pc1ents- vnder Cl'c-.imstonces tho! remained uncleor and filled w.arie 'Nith 

imPOtent fury. WhOt kind of porents, she thought, would obOnek>n their ehild to 

svch c womoni And what kind of mon would come bOck. again ond ogoin, 10 

the bed of womon so unkind. so wllhe<ed unc:le< the weight of "IMn9 hOrd"? 

Morie wos dtopped there. bot Je~hod hobbled to Edith's d()()( on his OW't'I 

steam. 

Jesse welted in front of her. craning tis heod to check that Ecftth 

remained fuming fl hef room. ond wosn'I spying tlYoogh the WW'ldow. He 

wolked slowty. with o i mp. on occident with o hone when he wos o boy, his 

bOck wos crooked one! he wos olwc,ys in Poin. He WO$n't very vsefvl as o 

farmhand in nmJI IOWO. and .V.Orie imoginect that he depended mostly on her 

mother foe money, and $he knew he relied on Edith fOt ..medication", the kind 

the doctor cOUldn't provide. "Look kid," Je"8 hod told h<l< once. "your momo 
ain't ol bod.She's got troubles.She's not heneU sometimes. It ain't her foutl. She 

hos- moods." Morie woodeted how much this medication influenced Jesse's 

understaOCWlg compassion'°' Edith. bot this wos no sort of juslifteolion. It wos on 
inexc-.isob!e weokness. 

Morie couidn'I help hef weakness: she wos diminutive. the natural chik:I of o 

•fithy Me,ocon forrmond." "1e borety c,.,.100 the live-foot mork ol 16. ond 

weighed,.,., thOn 90 l)Ollnds. Ml the night before. "1e hOd come home to find 

Edth on the cooch, woiting. on,gry, dr\Jnt ond '"in o moocr. Morie paused at 

the door. ond fOOk in the imoge of o wild-eyed Edith. perched on the couch. 

sc.i«ounc:led byclipped-up co101ogues. sci:s:son s-11 in hOnd. Marie wos reoc:ty tor 

o fighl. lhe hod known it wo, coning ol night. She'd been out lot er thon 

v~ celeb<oting her bi1hdoy with o few friends from school and she knew the 
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g,eeting tho1...,'0utd oltend her uoosuol tarefaness. 8u1 Ecith wos o lorge woman. 

ond armed as she was. with lhe scissors and with the mood. it was going to be a 

sorely tilled motch, Sile hcd been Cipping lhe pictures out ol cotologu.. the 

church lodies hod dropped off. os she often did when Mo,ie was out. Edith 

IOved to cut siOwlY ond coreMly 01on9 lhe edges of the ilustroted women in 

IOvely IIO<ol gowns. She'd trim them dOwn so penecliy lhct one might be IOOled 
into thinking they wete reol miniotvre women. very slghtty COl'toonish, with glossy 

red lips split in perrnonent, 'Mcie stniles. These ideoized women were st°'ed 
away in on old hot box, and when Morie was o child she once mode the 

misto~e of pulling the hotbox out of the doset and ploying dolls with the 

women. She ood to stoy home f°' o week. until the welts we.nt down and the 

bruising dissipated from her foce. No one noticed. Morie wos often cbsenl. 

But Jesse wos there lo$I night, woking up from o nop in the bedroom he 

come just il time 10 snotch the $CissC>rs from Ed"rth's hand$, bv1 in o stvpor. he 

wos not lost enough 10 pin heJ dOwn ond Morie now bore o blOCk eye ond 

seve<ol btuises on her IOf'SO. 

Jes-se stopped out of eol'Shot of the kitchen. though he wos continuously 

checking the boctdoof f0t movement. 

He tumed to Morie end bent down so their eyes me! and his foce wos only 

inches owoy. 

"look. kid. I've got this gilt f°' yoo." 

His clenched fist come out of his pocket $Iii in o boll: he hefd it out to Morie. 

"C'mon now. apen vour hoods!" 

She pul bOlh heJ hcnds in o bOWI under hisc lenched list. He oPened his hcnd 

ond two cn.,mpled twenly dOllor bills ond live let into Molie's oPOn pelms. Ker 

stomoch dtopped. She'd nevet held thct much money clot once. u 1011 

11rongely light. lor o1I ill import. M t some greo,y peper, olteroll. 

"Don't osk." 
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Jesw preempted ony i'lterrogolion on !he origin ol such o fom,ne. though 
Morie wos more concerned obout whet she might be osked to do in exchonge 
for$1JChosum. 

"look.. it's o gift. o!:'? Um. but you do hove to do one thing. When we get 
to the show IOdOy. I'm 9onoo moice you sit owoy from us. by the out door. ok? 
Listen. Woit o rew minutes. ond IOOI::: 01 me ond your mothe<. I'll be kissing het 0< 

something. cfistrocting, o~when you see thot jus-t ge1 the helout ond don't 
stop. You unders:tond?'" 

"Jesse. wllot...whot do you mean? Whe<e do I go?" 
"I don't know kid. but you're old enough to fiQI.Xe some sMf out on your 

own. Thot's enough money to toke you la, away from here ond you better ride 
ii os for os it.,... stretch. The movie theoter is reol close lo the bus depot. So if 
you hvnyyou'D be on o bus ond out of here bef0te the show's over.· 

"Jes$e, Icon·1. I eson·1 hove onyt)ody.'" 
"Gi~. you on't 901 on'/bOdvhe<e either." 
Morie IOOl:ed 01 the money. she looked 01 Jes,e. she trembled. She 

couldn't cry. !hough she wonted to. !hough she fell it mighl be expected. 
"C'mon. kid. I know it's scary but I can't hetp you mote than this. I'm not 

on angel right? I'm in too deep with yolJl mother, and ...weLond I'm stud 
here. tklt you don't hove lo be, got it? You're o bright girt Something wilWOtk 
out for you. And if you stay here ... She w1I kl you. Morie. She's not herself 
sometimes. more new thon before. and she's got you in Iler head os the SOtXce 
al he< trouble. So go. you got ii?" 

Morie nodded. though she wos loily wre she did not "gel ;r·. !he 
conspirotOfS retvrned to the hovse. ond ofter some b0r90il'Wl9 on Je»e's part, 
were Obie to convi"lce Edth 10 come out or he, bedroom. 

!he three loaded into Jesse·, picio,p. p,e,sed into unwll6ng. Slicky 
intimocy.11 wos o hol doy. Marie felt lhe weight of ll'le l"l"00eY in hef smoll p1.X1e, 
it seemed hl::e o stone.°' maybe o licking bomb. Morie stored out the window 
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over the fields ond ecrrth gk>wered 01 hef ond ot times ot Jesse. distrust ond on 
vneo-sy mind bl.iding o whole conspirocy. 11 wos o Song way into the town ond 
to the theoter. neorty 30 miles, ond they rode in silence the whole woy there. 
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The church bels chmed. Wos it hef funeral, or her weddilg? Colope wos 
on the lk>or ond hod no intention ol getting up, She cftd not even look up wflen 
she heord the hotel room door open, os she knew by the heovy sovnd 0, the 
heels I hot it wos her moid of honor. Onty Ptesfey wolked bl::e o morovdet ond 
wovl<I weor heel, thot h;gi, before she obsolutely hoc! to. 

Presleydid no! immediOtety spe,ok when she sow Cok>Pe. The coom wos 
orninousty silent. 

"Colliope? Whot's go;ng on bobe? IS eve,ythN'lg 01 right?" Bobe. Pt&1ley 
hod decided to be nice. 

"lcon'lgo t1Youghwi1h it...· 
But maybe she wosn't going to be so nice. "You can't bock out now! You 

know !hot. We need that money!"' Colope lcnew thot she wos the one who hod 
creoted the mes-s.so she wos the one who hod to cleon ii up. ti jvst wos eosier 
said thon done when it wos ot the e~nse of her k>Ve ife. Who wonts to 
PllfPO$ef'uly monyo fool you're not in k>ve with. even if he's rici11 He hod even 
sugge$led that offive in o ~e-drown eorrioge! She would hove s,Jefe«ed 
0 Poir of 00C M()(M$! 

"I jvst eon·t do it Pr'es. 1rs eosy tor you to o~ee with this wedeing when 
you don't hove onythlng to bse from ii. The mooey would be boiling you oot 0, 

V<xJf p(ooe&ms. not mine." 
Presley's face lwis-led in fury. · You croshed the coo You ron the man over! 

You were the one that got us caught! You could have jvsl moved on ond felt 
him there." She contiooed in her speciol. meone1t snort "lnsteod. you tottled to 
the poice like the ittle gil yov ore. You hove 901 to stop living in the fontosy 
world 01 yow!.. 
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As she listened. something sncpped in Calliope, The man hcd hod o 
family. She hod hod to loce lhemclincoort, Presleydidn't even gel punished 
0-S horshlyOS she did, All she hod hod 1o do WOS poy f()( port of the poin ond 
wllen"lg ond serve one yeor for the coke that the cc,ps found on her. Co!iope 
hO(S hod IO do lwO yeM. lwo veM She WOVld never, ever IO<gel. And she 
would oover fetget thOt She killed o mon. 

"'I can't help 1h01 you jus-t wcnted to leOve him the<e! I con·t help !hot yo,., 
decided to deal drugs! I can't he'? 1h01 you brought yOl# friend's stuff with us! 

··Kov,, could I wom you? You're o rot!" 
Coliope didn't even reoize that she hod gotten up Ol moved towarm 

Presley untf her fist was corviecting with hef nose. Anger surged through her, 
insatiobie no matter how many times she punched. 

Orogging her honds ocros, lhe floor O<OU<ld her. Presley scrot>bled f0t 
anything thol could serve os o weop0n. Culliog herself on some unidenli1ioble 
Shorp ~1.Presley ligureel the smov 1001 wos os900d os onv when She 
couldn't see. So. she bl'oughl the blode•llke item dOwn with the intent al hilli()Q 
whatevet she COUid. 

Whol CcAope idenlilieel os o loten Jette< opene< plJnged ttvoush !he 
tissue in her ttjgh, She belowed in pain. There was no amount of odrenotine lhal 
could make hef numb to thol. SIi. reacting quickly out of reflex. she ycnked the 
shorp blooe lrom her leg on(I wilhoul ll"inking brought ii bocl: down. wedging 
the tetter opener in between Presley•s third ond fourth rib. 

ti took o moment ol Presley fighting to gel air for Col.,ope to realize whol 
she hod just done. She could tell by the exp,~ion on her loce thol the blade 
ho<S pun<:lv<ed o •.ing. meonu,g she most likely hod irriled lime 10 f,g'"e oul 
whaltodO. 

frying 10 move quickly, Coroope grobt>e(l lhe thickest plow She COUid 
!ind. There wos only one thing lell f0< he< to do. 



Smashing the plow ove< her best friend's face. she hos thought ol Whal 
to soy os Presley's breotlw'lg begcn to ceose. 

"I'm sorry. I'm sony lhis is how ii hod to end. I didn't wont to do ttis twice. I 
wonted to move on. Iwonted to live life with my best friend. I just don't wont to 

sign my whOle ife owoy to thOt idiot in the Chl.l'Ch ove< one occident. rm $00Y." 

HeropolOgies to the corpse were not insince<e. Ptesley hOd been her best 
friend. 

Coliope slowly stood up olld heard more cllime< of mo,e bell. She mode 
herway to Presley's feet. Grabbing hold. feeling Mf wol'mlh for the lost time. she 

dragged hel into the suite connected to her room. No. the bottvoom wos not o 

permanent solution, but itwould have to do since ffle hod no other option. 
Umping her way bock into her bed'oom. she went f0< the nightstand. She 

knew there wos o boekvp trovel sewing !cit in it. os the styisl hod- left it in cose 
onything went w<ong with the dress. 111¢1 big. prince5'-like wedcf;ng Cl'e5' lhol 
she hOd never even wonted. Pulll'\g out o need'le o~ SOtne of threod. she 
ptepo<ed henelt fOf the poin she knew WOUid CO!'l'\8 next. With oothing to numb 
the bloody oreo, she b&gon the sfiches and ~eomed bloody murder with 
evety stitch. 

Not ,eolizing that Presley hod left the dOOf unlod::ed. Coliope hecn the 

door boot open. Thomes. her groom, is stomg at herW'ith o gopi'lg mouth. 

"Whot the heU?I" 
"n isn't really a big deol.1 figured I CQUld sove time byjust hondiig it 

myself ... " She quietly t1ciled oll. She sees his eye$ drcp to study her hends. as she 
hod already finished her stitching. 

"Jews. !here's o ton ol bloOd!" Before she could resperld. he wos hurrying 
IOWOrds the bOlhroom, l)l'ObObly in S&Ol'Ch Of medic:ol supplies Of something 10 

clean up her wound. 

The gome wos up.Cofiope's heod sunk to he< chest. She ju,1 wonted 10 
sleep. 



Wrth o gosp she sol up ond looked cwound, She wos oo longer in the 
foncy holel preporing for her wedding, She wos k>oking at the some four-sqvore 
wols she hod been storing ol for olmost two yeors. Then i1 downed on her. she 
never kiled Presley. She hod nevef even felt the Texas stole prison. 
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'1'.flE END IS 11'1 YOUR EYES 
By Kotio McEvoy-Holguin 

I stored down ot the item a"l my hond-o con of point---os the 

desert's cl>illing breeze blew ,....,.,,1y, messing my ho<. ond ovecwhemng 

mewith o sense of impenctin,g dreod. 

"ff you wont 10 o fvll-Aedged member, you need lo <Jtcw oor 

inognio he<e," MOdeline pointed OI C0y01e Roel<, Ou< ,own·,IOndmort:, 

before 11101chin9 my phone ond storting to record. I held lhe con lighter. 
leeling my heort poond ogoiml my chest 

.. Who's thefei"' A shadow osted. climbing down from on odjocent 

hill. and making us flee. I kept rvnl'Wlg. dodging bfonches and creeks until 

we mode it bock to the p,eserve's patking lot. 

"lei's go!'" Madeline hushed os o scream coled my name. The 

shodow rumbled, ond under lhe moori6ght, he oidn't lOok so mysterious 

anymore. 

"He needs help." 

"We can't help everywe.idOwe see." 

"'Oiegoisn'I weird," I bh.Kted. 

MOdefne roised her eyebrow,, stillening her expression. "Reoll\4" 
I !ilood tolef. "I hove to go bock." 

"fwle, bot if you go. you'H need II>!," Modelile threw my phone, 

overestimating OlK <mtonce, olld smashing ii ogcinsl o trashcan. '"Good 

l.ick soving yoor boyfriend.· 

Modeine closed' the car's doo, with o slom and sped down the 

trail leaving me in absolute doO:ness. As I picked my phOne. o shred of 

temone ron throu~ mv body. I vsed to know Diego so weu; ot ieost. vntl 

populO<ily's mognetism ~on to pull me owoy fforn him ond ctose< to 

Modeline. o dying''"'· 



I found Diego sitting against the bose of Coyote Rock. He Wloled 
sharply. wropping his hand oround his (911 ankle. 

"Whot ore you doi~here?" I asked. teoring off o piece 01 my shrf 
ond wropP.,g i1 oround his v.-ovnd. Then. belOfe he covlcl 0O$W81. o 
neon rain painted the sky in o soft. sive< gow.Diego jel'ked tis heod up. 
storing ot the sky with k)ngtng Odmirotion. 

"Yov come fo, ltiis." l!oid. hyl)l1otized by lhe fo<lrlg lighl! of o 
mete<lC' shower. 

"'Yeoh. bot I can't see ii.'' He pointed ot the glosses that hung from 
his hood. Its frames were scuffed and bent, and the lenses we<e os 
shattered os my phone's cose. "I'm glad you come bock though.'" 

"I couldn't leave yov.'' I odtnitted, heaing the leoves rvstte. 
"When wos the lost time we talked?" 
"A,,,,._. , repl'ieo thov9hth,ly, preoog my phone's home button . 

.., miss i1.• 

"Me too," Diego fixed his eyes on mine. moking me yeorn 1hot 
pec'-'or wormth thOt emoooted frotn them. we inched clOWH". i ttle by 

itlte. tiying 10 fl'ld those things we buried down but aoved. Then. o dim 
lighl shone on OU' toces, boll'wlg vs in 0 bluish t..Je. 

We s.rnied. 
"H's kinda txoken. but ... " I offered my phone to him. •we con foe. 

this," 
"Yeah, we con," 
Diego look lhe phone from my hond. bM"'19 his fingeni>s 09oinS1 

my Skin.He wos obnormolly woon. or'ld I found comfort il that. we 
ingered !here. his hond on mine os we famed lhe shower. srow1y fotling 
bOck iito pk,ce. 
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THE ACCO "-D 
(P~OLOCUE) 

By Christion Harrington 
When Alexei wos tittle mote thon o child. o strongercome lo tis home. A 

long. wolfing horn sounded the( arivol, mournfut in the orid oi. The sound 
clewed its woy up the weolhered stooe ol o modest keep, coscoding throvgh 
the thielc C\lrtoins of his window. 11 wrapped long tolons oround him; echoed 
throvgh tis mind. He was drown to it os i1 tethered by o dloin. V1$i1ors were 
uncommon of lote. 

Blood rushing. 00tves sporting in his co,e, he rose from his bed ond 
crossed to the doot. Yoming it open by the burnished hondle, Alexei slipped 
from soft rug to the cold stone of the holwoy. He scompe(ed olong. the 
windowless conidor comfortably lit from the thin veln o1 lumnescent stone set 
into the wolls. Glows-tone: o ro,e. vollcble mport. 

Down the stairs. feel $Ctoping ogoi'lst rounded steps. Into the moin hol 
along deep cm'lson carpets recognizable even in the hozYreoches of his 
eor'8:s1 memories. Into the toyerwtie<e slOOd the 00\en doors inlo lhe courtyord 
Ond I~ sur"9hl. 

Alexei's father wos o.-eody the<e: ron. stoic. Colet His SU"I wos oive ooo 
lined beyond hr$ yeon. !he mork of o mon who hOd eomed his position despite 
o tifel.-rle of hord soo. Alexei's mothe< stood o step behind, soft in vabronl sik. 
8eside the mossive doors stood two gvads draped in sond,,brown ck>oks. 
Kolbefds were held in eosy grips. Alexeiwotched ....,;1h cl.ric:M.Js eyes os they 
piepaed to open the door. 

"Shield your eyes. boy." his fothef soid. Alexei squeezed them st.Jt. felt !he 
cool hands of his mother slip over his foce. With the screech of wood ond sond· 
stricken hinges the doors were pulled cpen. Even throvgh hi$ mother's Polms, 
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Alexei coold sense the powerlvl sunlight. It Sll'ged 01oond the edges of her 

honds. donced itswoy to tis vision. He fell its heol splosh ongily ogoinst his fcce. 

"Remove your honds. Kos"SOndro," come !other's grvll voice. "He's twelve 

now. he need not be coddled like o chid." Alexei wos prepcred for this; he 

spent hOoo peeS:ing tl"tOVQh curtOined windOws with clec'lched eyes. Whef\ his 

mottle<covghl him. She ~eeched he stop. When fothEH cought hin, he 

nodded. 

Still. Alexei fett her,etuctonoe os She pulled h8' ho.n<:k owoy, leltw'lg the fl.I 

force of ighl c,osh upon him. II stung. os it olwoys <fid. ond the heat wos o 

roomg fire. but he opened his eyes. Father nodded. '"Good." 

Alexei smiled despite the pain. 

the stronger ot their d()O( hod said nothing throughout the ritvct but thol 

was cvstornory. Young boys ond git1$were olwoys shown the svn whenever 

PoSSible; ttw°"ghout their ives. the svntight ovtside wovld never yield to the 

dormess of night 

Alexei blinked 090ins1 i1 and struggled to exomW'le rhe slfonger. wreolhed 

in li9hl, they wote o clook of pure while that bcvshed ogOOst the ground. A 

deep hood left thei foce in dotkness: little more than o 1ilhouette against the 
low walls ond reflective cobbles stones or the courtyard behind. 

"Come Sl." his father sold. The stronger swept inside os the guards shut the 

dOOl tightty ogoin. plooging the entry hall into semi-cl<:nfles-s once more. His 

vision restored. the boy took o closer look o t the stronger-· omen. he sow. 

Young. pemops os young os his !other. but ho skin... 
His $\.in WO$ 0$ Pole OS his crook. 

"Oo not store. boy." his fother reprimanded with o hOC$h look. "Our guest 

hos trovefed o Song woy ... The stronQet wove<:! on oshen hOnd. "II is ()()thing," he 

soid. His voic-e wos like the whisper of water. hOkfing none of fott\el'S SOtldy grit. 

"I inogine he's never seen my kind before." the stronger finiShed os he kooll 

bef°'e Alexei. He pl.Ced bed:: the hood, and Alexei cought his breolh ot the 
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sight of him; pale skin. short cok:dess hoi. St.in bom in o sunlessworld. ON)' his 

eyes heSd ony 1ign of ife. dOlk pupis Mged with silver. 

Again. the boy's n>nd boil! o ink . 
..A nightlOnde<!" Alexei gooped. The strange< nodded . ..Indeed." He stood 

ond h.Jmed 10 Mtxei's fother. "'Yoor SOI\ is cievet." he said. 

"JhOnk yov." 

Then come the introduction to Alexei's mother. Alexei remoined silent 

through the foonality. bvt his mind roced. His thoughts S'WWted Ike o mighty 

sandsloon. Curiosity and caution. Poyofl end penance. He puzzled ovei the 

l0tgi19 of his mind . 

..lo oo!iness. thenf' his lothef o,ked the stronger. 

"CertOinly." 

..Come... his lothef soid . ..we con s~kin""' stvdy ... 

Fothef began lo teod !he slronge, 0<11 !he holl, Once more. Alexei lel! thot 

insistent tug deep in his mind. Excusing himsel1 to his mother. he wolked os 

quickly os oppeorooce woold olow until he wos out ol sight: then he sprinted up 

the stoirs. toking them two ot o time. A se,vont gr1 gasped os he new post. 

Bedshee!S let in o whispered heop. 

11 wos the W0<1< 01 o single minute to the stU(fy; Keep Evgenii wos not large 

by ony meosvre. Mode it, Alexei t~twith fierce sotisfoction os he SPotted 

the c>pe.n door. With o rvstle of fabric. he crept inside. Fothef's study wos 

pe,hops the most imposing room in the keep: o ploce of power. Sookshefves 

laden with lome< fr1ed two lull wols. Oireclly opposite lhe d00< stood his lolhe(s 

massive ebot\y desk. Stocked upon it were ttvee mos.-sive books, their covM 

toded ond Clocked with oge. Behind the desk wos another thickly curtoi'led 

window. Unlike the,.,, of the teep. lothef's slvdy wo, not 1;1 by glowstone. 001 

by condtetight. 



Alexei crossed too narrow crock between two comer bookshelves. He 
squeezed through with deliberole motion, thonking Ro fOf the slghtness of his 
frome. Setting into os tight o crouch os he could monoge. he woited, 

Before long come footsteps. Alexei's fother strode into the room. shvlfing 
lhe door behind lhe llronge,. He ge,rured 10 o ch<li' ond sell!«l himself behind 
the desk. A position of conftdenc-e. Power.1n1imidotion. 

His "'est occepted the proffered choir with the smo11est hint of o smile. 
bul his posrure belroyed no meekness. lnlleod he... perched. Pred0IOI'/. 
Alexei's eyes lingered on the stronger ogoin. on the strange controst between 
his pole skin and father's olive feotvres. His: eyes, strimg. The slver coughl the 
candlelight jvsl enough to look molten. 

Alexei's folher leoned fOfWOld ond gestured to the three mossive books 
on lhe desk. "Howdid you come upon !hem?" 1he ,1,onge< o,ked ;,, 1h01 
strange occent ... A colleague, .. his tother soid. " from Hovse Rodek. He is... 
sympothetie." He spreOd !is honds. 

the stron98' took the fnt ot lhe bOOks from the lobSe and opened ii with 
1he sound of srro;n;,,g potchmenl. He ffi>ped th<ough poga< gen11y, nood;ng, 
before settir')Q ii oside. With the secood book he <Id the some. lhefl the ttwd. 

finoHy the pole mon looked up ... These wil do." he said. "The deal is 
struck... 

Alexei wotched his father's posit.Ke soften o fraction. 
"If," the stronger continued. "your body occepts the Bond."' 
His fothet poused. ·ve,y w,,U," he ,oid, "l'I hove o bow1 t)fought in·" 
"No," the stronger intem.,pted. "Bond$ between mankind ore not tested. 

Whot you seek is invoJvobl.e; ffi'f Lody Clemonds lhe risk be eqvolly so. Iom not 
some pod< onimot cheOp ond reproceoble. If you seek 10 bind out lives 
logether. ltOdition will be upheld ... 

The strong,e< withdrew o pct ofornote doggetS from his dook. The blodes. 
1he hondle>. ol were of f,ne,t live< thot glinted in the ighl. Theirlength WOI 
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etched with MingpoItems. The stranger placed both on the deskwith o 
whisper of contoct. one before eoch of lhem. Alexei's folhef seemed lo 
hesitote . ..And if I om not o motch1" 

The stronge, soid nothing. Foro long moment. the men stored ot eoch 
other in s~ence. 

And [Other nodded . 
..verywet·he ogeed. The strongefSmiled once mo<e. Toking up o 

blade. he hefd out o palm crisscrossed with thick scoB. "'8y my Lody·s wilt" he 
soid. Then he s5d the blade caoss tis pcjrn with sovoge precision. The blood 
come nlmediotety, but the stronger did oot blink orhiss in pain. At the sight of it. 
Alexei's breoth hitched. 

The bbod wos linged with deepest silver. 
Alexei's fother wotehed qvietly, then look up his own blode. No 

hesitotion. now: he cut OS)en o pristine Polm, Alexei knew his fothef hod 
cOtnl'l"lilted 10 whOtevet this wos. He Mver bOCl:.ed down when he decided on 
o cw,e. When the blood welled lrom his d<n polm the stronger held out o 
hond. 

Aoo his fother took it. 
They held eoch othef with i'on grips, Iheir blood mingling and runr'W'lg 

down their foreorms'. Their eyes met. A heatbeot passed. Another. 
Another. 
Then fother gosped. tightening on the stronger's hond unij his knuckles 

turned while. tis bodycontorted. so rigkt ASexei fe01ed his bones would snop, 
His toce twisted. 

Agcin, Alexei's rrwld screamed to him. 
The.nit wos over. Fother's bO(fy fek)xed: his grip ioosened. The men 

,eieos.ed eoch other. end father ,eoched for o hOndkerchief. This he wtopped 
ljght?y orOI.K'ld his hcnd: watched it tvm from white. 10 rose. 10 critnson. 
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The stronger let his hand rest in his lop. heedless ol lhe blood thot soaked 
into 00 ciook. "'The occord is mel." he soid. With his deon hood. he pvDed o 
heovy leother sock from its folds ond ploced it clinking otop the loble. Fother 
gtonced ot ituntying the string ond dvmping the contents ocross the toble. 
From ir"lside tumbled severol ctozel'I crystots, ooch glOwing with brilliOnt emerold 
light. Alexei wotched. s-t1X1ned. 0$ his fother ifted one with o COfefvt hOnd. "I$ 

this... " he trolled off. 
The s-tror"lger oodded. "G6owstone of the rarest. oldest oge. Gathered 

from the frozen tul'ldros of the Abyss itself. Nol'le hove ever seen the light." 
Father looked ot the stronger woli)t. his feotures lit green by the fortune 

strewn oc,os.s NSdesk. "This wos not port of otK deol... he soid. 
the stronger oodded. "No. it wasn't," he agreed. "but ii is neces.sory. I 

hove r"IO need tor money, ond YoV ore one of o multitude of MinOf HOU$8S. 
teetering oo the very edge of destitution." lhe stronger leoned bOck il'I his choir. 
··oo you 1hin1c me blind, tho1 1conr\01 see it"? 

Your furritvte is plush, bvt the edges hove beQtin 10 ftoy. YOU( wife we-ors 
fiM silk. but il'I o foshion 1h01is long obondoned by the oristoctocy. You bring 
visitors to this room". he spread his otrns, "because the toll bookshelves 
undoubtedly tide the crocks thoI hove begun to dig through yotJtwoUs... 

father scowled. 
''Toke them," the strongersok:I. "Build o keep in the capitol city i1selt 

whispe, in the ting's own eoo. for otK oims to be ful1illed. you must be foremost 
omon~t the greot hovses. not wavering on fhe edge ol destruction." 

Alexei's fother paused. but r\Od<:Jed. "Jhon\: vou." 
The st,onger stOOd. "Send word when yc,.Jt new Position is secured. ond 

we wif proceed.'' WilhOUI Or\Olherwo,d, the srrongec- gathered his bk>des ond 
book> lefl the room. sipping oway with O wllisper ol dOlh. 
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Fothet reloxed. gazing ot weol1h oomotched by ony other Hoose il the 

kingdom. Then. impossibly. he turned and stored dt"ec:tly illo Alexei's eyes. 

"Come ovl. boy." 

To Be Conti,.,,ed .... 
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Empty Vows, Pretty Lies 
By cecaia Tooes 

I wos o dirty lie i1 o clecn wtvte dress.. 

AJ smles ond o bouQvet of gordeniOs in hood, like o fool before the eyes 

01 on oll-knowingGod, lstoodot theol1erreoctv to soy, "ldo," when I never 

even osked. "Do yoo wont to?" 

Yov 901 cJown on one knee ond opened lhe l llle blO<:k tx>x in fronl of me. 

My breath hitched in my throat seeing you. My heort beot quieted my 
lhovghlS. I felt the WO<d forming in my moulh and before t cOIAd ,top myw,11. 

•yes· lel kom my lips. With trembw)g honm, you slid the Mg croond my own 

trembfrlg finger. As yoo stood. you wrapped your ams around me and pulled 

me in close. I smiled ogotlsl yol.K chest as I heo1d the thump-thump of your 

erratic heorlbeot lhot motched my own. II mode me so hoppy to love and be 

loved byyou. 

My sin wos omission, so I hid my foce behind thot thin loce veil so thol yoo 

could not see. For if you looked i11o my eves. in !hot momellt when I took vovr 

hands to soyovc v'1W$, yoo wovk:I see in my eye$whol I hove olwoys known os 

ln;th; I didr'l'I deserve you. You. wtto stood there next to tne srrang so sincerely. 

If I told vov the ttvth - the kind of love I hove to offe,, would you stiD wont i1. 
would anybody won I ii? 

W11te< was porticulaty cruel. The cold oir settled in my heort. The dool' to 

my,oom creok.ed open end my mom poked her heod in. she was checking on 

me. Her worm 'wffllded hond. rough from years of herd W<n. rested on my 

cheek.ond her teor-lilled gossy eyes pteoded with me. 

On cloys fik.e these. whe.n she sot by my side in the eerie stillness ol my 

room, silent for hours. I wondered why she didn't jvst hote me. tor surely thol 
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would hove been eosief. loving me meont woiting. olwoys wetting. t0< me to 
be hoppy becouse sometimes I jusl seemed to t0<gel how" todo this one bosic 

thing. loving me meont holding me even when I <idn' I feel worthy of being 
held. loving me wos like willingly toking the Poison - !he woy o smoker does 
every time he reoc:hes fa' onothef' cigoretre - bec:ovse deptes.sion is des>res:sion 

but il's olSO o concer. COl'lcer-ifs orrnos1 fOOlish to OSk. but would Ol'lyone 

went ii? 
Saying the lost of OVt vowswe officiolty began our~lives together. 'Tl 

deoth do yoo port' revert>etoted off the church wolls and we both smiled. 

hoping this to be ll'Ve. I WOllted to live j) this moment, be tNS hoppy my whole 

entire Gfe. But. os otwoys. my overttinking llWld come to its own cooclusions 
ond fost fo,worded to OVf future. 

A future where oneOOVYoY'lwoke up 1owescomeo newdoy.sinceycv 
hove olwoys been o morning person. The fght will shine in though the parted 
curtains arvmiooting the room in o showerof gold. ff\ the dim l'r"t()ffling light. yoo 

will tum to look ot me: YOVI hond thot hos <:J.woys reoched out fa' mine will stop 

deod in its !rocks ond yoo'II reoliie you no longer recognile this sorry excuse of o 
person. This petSOO that is so hard to love. And. you'll wonder when exoctly it 

wos that you stopped loving her. You'I wonder when she become a stronger. 
And. it will hurt. But, ike the cancerous tvmor she is. you'H decide to OJI her out. 
She won't hole you. She won't even hold it ogOOsl you. Because this type of 
love. would anybody wont it. 



TI1If f~IK\TT 
By Gino MOiing 

tt wos lvrf'W1g into quite o festive occosion. Every yeor the Club hekj o 
porty lo instol the incoming President ond this year seemed to be just o cvt 
ot>ove ol the yeo~. The bcJ" hod been set up in the bol.,oom ond wos doing o 
landslide business. Thefe wos iOvghter. conversotion. the clink of ice. the qvie1 
mvsie coming from the smoH bond. II seemed almost perfect. 

The only ;ormg note in the enlire room wos 8iJI King. His wife wos awoy 
'With her mother who wos grovety iU, That lel1 no one oround who couk:I orwovld 
monitor Bill's behavior in the slghtes:I. Most of the time. he wos on osset to the 
Club. 0$ we• os to the community. If anything needed to be done oc if onyone 
needed het,, 81 wos ot-Noys lhe li'sr to step up. The Oft./ time thOt wos f'M)I true 
wos wt.en t-.swife wos Ow<"J'f. She seemed to hove o stobili?ing effecl on him. 

Tonight yoo could tell he wos in the room by the food. coarse remarks olld 
the too-bJd loughter. He seemed to hove started eorty tonight and wos well on 
his woy to complete Wlebriotion. Soon he would become stvbbom ond wouldn' t 
listen to reoson.. He wos otwoys convinced thot he wos in complete control ood 
there wos not o reoson in the wOl1d why he covldn'I drive himself home. 

Two or tlvee of the Oub Trustees were wotctwig his behavior 'Mlh 
deepening concern, Some doy he wos going to crosh his cor ond kil himself or. 
WOile yet, someone else. As the Trustees tolked omong themselves. ii become 
inaeosingly obvious lhol something would hove to be done ond i1 wol.(d hove 
to be done soon. Who knew when 811 would toke it into his heod to drive oU 
10mewherei No one hOd heor<l ol <l~ote<l<!<iv.., bock then. 
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They ol>solutely hod lo keep him from getting behind the wheel. O<l lap 
of hurting someone if he hod on occident the Ofgonizotioo ond the bortender 
wovld be held m0<oJ1y liable. if not legolly. They noncholontly moved over 10 the 
coot rock by the bor, rvmmoged oround until they found his overcool. ond 
,emoved the keys.. lhot token core of. they proceeded to tiove o good time 
with everyone else. They dOtlCed o ,rne. <:tonk o 1i111e, tolked with thet' friel'K'.:ls, 
ond moved aound the room e~ng themselves. 

Bill 's loughter wosn't drawing m.ich attention right now. In the post. they 
hod fcxmd him sound osleep in the loonge. They COIied it asleep to keep from 
hurting his feelings. but he was prot,obly paS<ed out from ol the alcohol he hod 
consumed. 

Two couples come in sornelime dlfflg the evening. They apologized lo 
everyone for being so late. They hcd known belOfehcnd I hot they woukj miss 
dimer because they hod to woit for their bobysitler. but hodn't plcnned to miss 
so much ol lhe fe1!Mlies dve to the occident they come ocross on their woy lo 
the Porty. There were pcliee cors. ombvtonces ond li'emeri orovnd the cors so 
you couldn't reoty see whot hod happened. but ii seemed to be prelly bod. 

They jumped right into the porty to mote up for lost lime. Everyone hod 
go11en o little louder os the night WQ(e on. but everyone wos hoving such o 
wonderful time. They would hove to remember the nome of this bond for ony 
future par1ies because they ployed just the right mix of songs. 

Toword closing time people slooed ~ng owoy o few ot o lime. Wl>le 
the lost few portygoers were saying good•bye. the Incoming President come up 
lo the goop thot wos left and ost:ed. '"Who the hell took my ccr keys"i 
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UNTl1'LED 
Chelsea Jasmine Geronimo 

92 



•• 
,.... 

• 
• 

fl•• · .,• 
\ 
• 

,. 
·..-.. 



By: Shawn Chundagal 
A{)l<:rf in Ol')e OCI 

"8vZ thot must be worlh $0mething, rightl 8eovf'y 4 ell obovt symmet,y, isn't it?"-
EriJ:o L. Sonct>ez 

Chorocters; 
Antoni Patel - (mJ 27+, business-minded. s-ttong. s-tern. coring, likes to run. 
smokes. likes coffee 

Elio Petet - (m) 24+. aeotive, emorionOI bu1 logicol. points ond wri1es, drink$ o 
lot 
Romona E,ti- ff) 26+. careflA. conside<ote. un<ie~tancing 

seui"lg &. Ploc:e: 
Summer. in o hotel room in o fOfeign country. 

In the oftemoon, into the evening. 

tt' s roi'ling,. 

(Before lights. we hear the soond1 ol cJickets and waves. J'hen Jhe 6ghts 
swerr in o blueish light. Then go to regular fighting. At 6ghts. we see we Ole 
in on odequotery fumi!hed l>Otel room. It hos o bed with two bed-side 
tob'es. One beds.'ide lob#e has o lamp o.nd a book and o smolT coctvs.. 
The other is bole. Thete i$ o table and some choir$ in the room. There ore 
various bollfes and bowfs: on the table. A clgo,etle osh,troy and some 
books Of)d coffee rrnJg$. There is 01'so o huge window. There is o smolJ 
kitchen O(l(I a dOOtJeodin9 into a bathroom. It's o !Ille before surnel. The 
coSooo reflect orange, yefow. red, o:most fte-ike. but not QVite. We heor 
loughter ood some scre(lmN'lg thot they ore $eM'ng Oyslersr A moment 
posses. Ofld two people enter lhe room. OJ"Nt is wolk.ing with o f;mp, W'hire 
the otherperson corries them to the table. They begin exorrwling the fool 
ol the other. ti is ANTONI and ELK). ANTONI begins picking gtas, from the 
loot ofEUO. We wotch them for o moment before they speak./ 

At<!ONt: 
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You can't keep dOOQ 1his. 

/f!io ;gno,es Anloni. gels o bollleol Red Slripe from lhe loble. Sips ovl of u. 
Then he puts M lingers to Antoni's mouthJ 

fllO: 
You hove something on yotJt lip. lei me gel it. Hrrm ... Icon shelter this one too. 
if it means yous.toy tlis dose. 

(Antoni picks o shard from Elio's left fool ond he ~nces from the poin. A 
thin red 6ne is drown ocross his toot, one thot slowly keeJ)S widening with 
eoch movement ond each M!COnd.J 

ANlONI: 

Stop. Enough. I said Enough! I didn'I bring you here so you con oct Ike o 
drvnkord. We come so you could hove some peoce and quiet. Just be~. let 
me rie this VJ) before ir geisonvwMe. 

fllO: 
ll hurts. 

ANlONI: 

You're lucky it wosn·t lhai deep. Of course. it hl#'ts, you shattered ii all over your 
foot ond ron through it l<e some foot 

fllO: 
I heord o boby crying. 

ANtONI: 

Thot doesn't meon vou chose otter ii. Stos:, being reckle:5$. (pause} Thot's the lost 
of it. Go sit on the bed. l'I cleon this mess. 

(Eio Nt71ps over lo the bed, AntonilookJ fn,slrated, He deons vp lhe 
shordt deons up the tobie o bil. And goes to the srnoOkitchen to moke 
himself o cup of coffee} 

fllO: 
I wonder if they cleoned the tolet of the fire onts. 

ANtONI: 

They belle< hove by now. they hod on doy lo do tt. I pa;d good money lo, this 
place. 

fllO: 
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Woold yoo i'ke me toread yoo one of my new Ines? 

ANTONI: 

Sll'e. 8u1 don't ge1 up. lel me gel yoor notebook. 

euo: 
Relax. It's under the pillow. I'd been writing lost right. 

ANTONI: 

Before Of ofter yoo vomited everywhere? 

etlO: 
After. Of'rrfWQY, liSten... ""whol it meons to be o mon.. lo be free, to stoke claim to 
/ my O'WTl Identity ood tN1 new land. onother / kle cut°' sewn into o vein. 
purring f01 release & like !hot. I keep feeting ond still don't know what any of it 
meOf'S. 

(Ek flips fhroogh the noteboot recites o Me... we hear some noises out 
Ille window, Elio spi,,gs vp Olld J;mps lo Ille window to look ovl,;,Je. 
Antoni stores ot him. The ighls go from sumet to evening.} 

ANTONI 

IS lhol suppose to be mei 

ELIO 
Thot'syoo. 

A>ITONI: 

Whyoreyousoonl~ Relax. lie down. I'm mokingcoffee. Yoo wont ony? 

euo: 
No. No. I'm good, I jvsl-sony, I feel sometflng • oll. 

ANTONI: 

We'llolkot>out it. ofter my run. 

euo: 
You're gonno leove me here olone? 

ANTONI: 

I've been with yoo oll week. Down by lhe oeeon. Through the streets. You'll be 
fine fo, thi1y rrinutes. l'I come bock. I con trust yoo, right? 



(paw,} 

ELIO: 
Yes.of course. I meo.,.._why wouldn't yoo? I'm be11er. I'm getting better. 

ANIOl'II: 

l'I hove my coffee then oncl I'll get going. 

ELIO: 
Bui il'sroining, 

ANTOl'II: 

Even better. lt'I keep me cool. 

ELIO: 
Whol's wrong~ 

ANIOl'II: 

Whot clo Y<>U meon? 

ELIO: 
1see i1 in ycAJr eyes. y0u·fe being so c:ontempiOtive. 

{Antoni rises from the bed and goes bock to the ~tchen to IWsh making 
tl>ecottee} 

ANIOl'II: 

we·11~obOut it ofter. 

ELIO: 
Oon'l do thot. tolk 10 me obovt ii now. 

ANIOl'II: 

Who! fort It's ;ust moking things even mo<e complicoted. I-we-just-it con 
woit. 

ELIO: 
You're otwoys dOing lhot. 

ANTOl'II: 

I om protecting both ol us from needless 01gument. ll's the end of the h1>, A few 
more houl'S won't hurt onylhir.g. 

97 



ELIO: 
Thi$ i$ ridic\llovs. 

(Eio lums away ond looks ol ll>e bedode loble. He lhinks lo himsell. He 
i:,oce, his f;,,ge, on o prickly needle of ll>e ,moa coctvs. He pricks him$ell. 
He ,aug~ to hlmseff ond then lums bock. we heot o boby crying ond 
then bock to qtiet) 

You didn't hove to be my coretoker. No one osked you to. 

Al'ITONI: 

Just os no one os:ked you to do what yoo did, yet here we c,e. You we,e loved. 
ore loved. I don'I know why you would do thot to anyone, especioly gron. 
your mother. 

fllO: 
You don"t know howony of this feels.. 

ANTONI; 

Thors right. Whal else? I om a hardened heterosexual man. I om ig00<ont. I om 
this. I om that. Keep telling me these ltwlgs.. I'm still here. aren't I? 

(Antoni mokes his cup of c-0lfee oOO sips froro ii. He walks to lhe bathroom 
ond then come bock wilh o rit cigOfette. he $11'lokes it} 

fllO: 
Those ore going to kl yoo. 

A>ITONI: 

A lot 01 thi"lg:s could lciU me. You could, if you wonted. right tv:;tw. You could run 
to the troshcon and pick those stods of gloss 001 and come and gut me with 
them. If you wonted. We're always ptone to death, My1hing con kill vs. (povseJ 
WOUl(ln'I 1h01 be romo.ntici You would IOve 1h01, SI0bbing me with 1hose 
shords,with YOVl bbod on them. Ho. 

fllO: 
Thol's not funny. 

ANTONI: 

It's the fumiest thing I've heord this entfe trip, 

(They5il in silence for o mioule) 

fllO: 
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The night you left. wos not ond I hated it. Tlis rer'l'Wlds me of that time. 

ANTONI: 

Whot do ye,; meon1 

When y0v lef1 to be with her. 
ANTONI: 

Yes. my girlfriend. because she is my griftlend, you ote my friend. I hod to go 
bock to her. 

EUO: 
Never•rrind, Yov're misWlg my meoning. 

ANTONI: 

Pleo$e. enlighten me. 

EUO: 
Don't think I blome YoY or onyone. I blome myself foi leeklg too much. 

ANTONI: 

You $h0uldn't blome vovrrelf either. Yoo jvs1 need10 find some reoty good help. 

EUO: 
The WOdd con s1ill be beouliful without yo,.,. Without me. 

ANTONI: 

Why do ye,; lolk like thol? You ,peok -, negotively. Stop tolking fike 1h01. Just 
enjoy 11-.s. You olwoys ruin it with yovr senseles.s dcrtnes.s.. Jrs l:e you need it. If 
things~•• too good. ye,; po.-:. 

EUO: 
Sometimes I wonl to hook my lingers in you. Reolly send my thought woves to 
you. These dOOC. things. to you. so you know I'm not doing it oo purpos.e. 
sometimes. yes. b\lt not o• the tim,e. 

ANTONI: 

And I wish I COUid peer i'llo !hot mind ot yours Ot'ld see ii OH. tt WOUid help me 
makes sense of ol this. 
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(Antotb looks ol his watch. He downs his coffee. He gels up} 

I'm go;ng to go fe, thot 111n. 

He<e we Ofe. 011 wt'onQ. 

ANTONI: 

Elio.Stop. 

I feel sick. 

ANTONI; 

eat the o,onges on the loble. I·1 be bock. 

EUO: 

Ol:ay, 

(Antoni exits. The J.ights dim jvst obit. El'io's d(Jfk r,g1.11e moves crovrtd the 
room. He sfumblet we heor so/I crying. The lighls tum o so/I violel and 
blve. ti 4 the mi<Jd!e o/ the night now. The ocean·, hi>Sing, ANTONJ enter,. 
He 4 drenched from the rOin ond ti'ed. He turns o,, the lights) 

ANTONI: 

Woke-vp. Elio, I'm bock. 
EUO: 

I'm nol steeping. I've been listening to the rain. 

ANTONI: 

tt's beoutiful oot right f"CW. No OM is by the beach. No one is Wl the streets. Just 
me ond my thovghts orld the roin. I leeJ new. 

EUO: 

Whot ore we doing heret 
ANTONI: 

Whot dO y0u meoni 

Why did y0u bong me here; 
ANTONI; 
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So I could help yoo get better. You needed to get oway from tho1 loxic 
envionment. 

ELIO: 
Oul ol pily. 

No, out ol love. 

ELIO: 
Bvlllhil. 

ANTOl'II: 

Elio. why do you insist on pushing me oway and making it like r m this brute. 
listen, I'm here. This week hasn't been eosy for me ei1he<. I've hod to endure 
everything. Al yovr tontrums. ThOse spels 01 night, not to mention vov C\.11 voo, 
fucloog foot on gloss ond I hod to pick it out. Ale yoo forgetting these !tings? o, 
is it convenient to neglect them when vou·re feeling? 

ELIO: 
Everything is 01 wrong. 

/Antoni sits beside Elio oo the bed. Elio s/are, oil/ 
Al'IIOl'II: 

Whet do you need? I feel out of options. 

ELIO: 
Soy you don'! love me. 

Al'ITOl'II: 

I'd be lying. 

ELIO: 
Bvl you don'! love me. 

Al'ITOl'II: 

Elio... 

ELIO: 
...youco,n. 

ANTOl'II: 
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Not in thewoyyoowont me to. but I doloveyoo. 

EllO: 
Then soy it. 

ANTONI: 

EUO: 
I need to he°' ii. I need to heor i1 again. 

ANTONI: 

Whal fOI'? There's no pur~e. 
fllO: 

Justdott. 

ANTONI: 

fine. Fine. Fine. You wont to hea it? ts thiswhotwl moi<e you better? Yoo 
p,onise not to U"Se it ogoinsl me? I con't hove you hurting yourseU or onyone 
any mo<e, not like this. 

(Pou,e/ 

I don't love you like 1h01. Ok~ You're my friend. I come here to help you. 

fLIO: 
I feel this crocking,. Iolwoys hove. It isn't you. Ifsjust me. 

ANTONI: 

Con I osk you sometlwlg? 
EUO: 

Yes. 

ANTONI: 

Why di<l you do ii? Wtry <fo(l you try to? 

EUO: 
l'I odmit it I wonted the end. I WO$ greedy. The feeWlg:s eveotvoty poned like o 
stem, going through. I jvst...t missed you. t missed everything. The way things 
were pe,'lect before I left. And then I left. Everything seem to shotter. I wonted to 
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let ii ol go. I felt fike I i i flames to my shadow, struggled in my sleep. somettw,g 
tender unfolC11g out of me. I wonted to rip ii out. And now ... now what? I 
survived. II cldn't work. I'm here. Healing and picking up pieces. 

ANTONI: 

Eve,ything wos not perlecl before yoo left. 

EllO: 

Nothing ever wos. I know. 

ANTONI: 

Yov hove top,omise to get belle,, orterwe leovehe<e. Pleose. 

EllO: 

I will-l'l lry. 

(lights dim. E6o ex#t rune~ to PO~ A few moments go by. we ore in 
the S(lme room. The ligl>t, Ofe t)lue. Antoni si~ ot the toeie with o Red 
Stripe in his hon(/. RAMONA WCJ.1($ in, r;, 9r1/rien(1, !he steps OfOUfl(/On(/ >I$ 
be<ideAntoni.J 

RAMONA: 

This is the ,oom. 
ANTONI: 

Ho, yes. I'm glod you mode it It's obit owoy from where we ore staying. 

RAMONA: 

It's nice out tonight. Quiet. No rain. It wos o nice walk. 

ANTONI: 

The lost conversation we held felt so off. Kepi so)'Ylg. we're just os young os it 
started, ~st os young os it ends. Atwoys speok:iig in riddles. Always writing them 
oown. 

RAMONA: 

Moy Ihove or.e too? 

ANTONI: 

Sure. 

(Antoni honds Romona o Red Stripe end they sip in silence} 
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RAMONA: 

We olwoys seem to be studying answers in OlK envionment. li:e. being here. 
Somettw,g yoo may hove miswd. Whal wos missing, o lost moment. I don't 
know. I kept think.-,g about that alter you got the cau. What it d<l to you. Why 
we hod lo come bock. Who! this room meons. What ony spoce means. Its 
hist()(\'. 

ANTONI: 

I r.gvred I hOd to come bOCk 0<1e io,11ime.11 wo, o good lime. despite 
eve,ything.11 slUI feels lhe some.Stil feels. Mokes me feel. The IOsl lime I wos 
piclcing $1><)((» OI lhis OUI ol O foot. Now rm drin"'1g it Whal dO they soy Oboul 
symmetry? 

RAMONA: 

that one true.certain harmony to life. 
(They embtoce. The oceon is heord. Soll "'gon, ore heard. The /igtl~ dim 
slOw/y on the couple unti blockout./ 
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