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A note from the Faculty Advisor, 2018-2019
Dr. Carol Dell'Amico

A few “firsts™ must be mentioned with respect to this Volume 36 of Orpheus: It's the
first volume of the journal to be put together by students enrolled in the course, Editing
Fiction for the CSUB Journal Orpheus (English 4740), and it's the first volume to be
published under the auspices of a new CSUB president, Dr. Lynnette Zelezny. The
student-editors of Orphews thank Dr, Charles MacQuarrie for creating the new course,
English 4740. Responding to the eall from students for spaces for the gaining of
practical experience, Dr. MacQuarrie created English 4740 and English 4750, Editing
Fiction for the CSUB Journal Calliope. While Orpheus publishes creative writing by
CSUB students—and by students from our partner campus, Porterville College—Calliope
publishes scholarly writing and other nonfiction. The editors of Orpheus also send their
greetings and best wishes to California State University, Bakersfield's new president!

I congratulate the student editors and producers of this volume, who are outstanding:
Armando Estrada-Rodriguez, Christian Harrington, Emerald Guthrie, Evan Martines,
Hana Qwian, Jessica Guillen, Julia Edith Rios, Kerstin Stokes, Marc Perez, and Shawn
Chundagal. As a team, these students ushered the journal through every step of the
publication process, from the acquisition phase all the way through to the publication
and marketing phases. Furthermore, Evan, Julia, and Hana, as members of last vear's
editorial team, met even before the academic vear began to decide on when to begin
soliciting submissions, and Julia ereated the flvers we needed.

For more kinds of help that can be listed, we heartily thank Kathy Hafler, the
Department of English’s Administrative Support Coordinator.

We also thank Brittany Conner, our Reprographics Specialist. Brittany, you answer our
questions promptly and are a wealth of knowledge.

Rachel Tatro-Duarte, thank you for working with us and for fostering the creativity of
students at Porterville College,

Dean Curt Asher, we extend our gratitude to you for allowing us to use the lovely
Dezember Reading Room for our Release Party. Thank yvou for vour support and
generosity.

Dean Robert Frakes (Arts and Humanities) and Interim Provost Vernon Harper, we
thank vou for yvour gracious funding of this volume of Orphens. While the journal
appears online through the Department of English’s website, nothing can replace a
tangible copy to bring home, admire, and show off.

Dir. Steven Frve, Chair, Department of English, we thank vou for willingly parting with
department funds every time we need a bit of cash.

Kudos to all contributors to this volume—creative writers and visual artists alike! Long
live your ereative spirit!
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YOUR CROP

Clerrizen Aldergte

With weey decimals of dewy drops and calcwlated end of days
There is no mercy that will ease you in your coming haze

Vivianite mixed with ebullience and gold
You have not earned this jubilance but rather mald

Green monsters and grassy havens of paralleled Eden’s, frolicking in the dusk
You will be nothing, but retwrn o dust

RESTDUUM
Clarissa Alderete

Vivacious veeal chords ripping cheruses of chaos and nothing short of soreness
1t is a shame heard by fTowers and the open ocean breeze
There is no shaded sureness that will bring you to your knees
Except the sound of thunder thrumming up the seas

SYNTEHSIS

Clarizsza Aldercte

This is where the sunflowers come to cry.

Where muddy perspective desecrates trollops.

Where dwindling leaves find no mothering pistil to

their drooping, bruised, and purpled tulips.

Mo fathering stamen nor parenting duo to reign the namely
bumhbling humble of bees,

This is where the sun comes to flourish his anxiety.

Blasting sunshine into chloroplasts and milky green chlorophyil,
This is where the birds and the bees sing.

From shining rays to wanting stems.

This is where incandescence rains red and vellow hlares of new.
Where ethereal bombinates blasting woes of goodness

Into a lively hue.
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la

Jorge Lopeg

money green trees springing above concrete,
surrounded by bowls of copper mountains;
covered by the soft fabric of sunlight.

15 drenched by drips of dusk pigment,
Slowly freezing into cold glass stars

With light only found through reflection.

A Sun

Jorge Lopei
I
cannot Live
you

A Crimson leaf.
Jorge Lopez
West the wind comes to me
West the wind comes to switch me
West the wind comes to push me towards the east
West the wind comes to push me towards the east water well
Is that the ocean or the sky?
West the wind comes to pull me out of the 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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I
Jorge Lopez
1am 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 except me.
My watch is two seconds off
My heart is missing one beat
My scale is average +5 and 5 more
My ears never work and
My eyesight is blurring,.
My name is not my own
My pictures have less people
My memory is skipping

This is not me either.

In time

Jorge Lopez

In my sockets I have

ice. My head is then
wrapped. In invisible
boiled eloth.

In time I find that

teeth are made of

Wax. And my skin begins



to prune. Boiling water fills
my mouth. And I drown
in unspoken words.

Ocean’s Gold

Jorge Lopez

Our boat waddled through the sun filled waves,
as pale paint chips peeled off our ship.

A brass bell clanged

and the zipping sound of fish 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 arms bending

Into h's and v's,

I pulled when the ocean pulled me.

I pulled its shadow throngh golden skin.

I had never seen something so dark.

So dark that light refused to touch it.

So dark its face staved hidden in the daylight
Horrid hands speared the creature unknown.
Until vile violet blood mixed the ocean brown.
I had never seen something so horrendous up close.

And had never seen a creature so beautiful.

15
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Destruction - Three Different
Fabiola Madrigal

Majada

mama's dying

ha estado muriendo
since before she found
herself here

four times drowned

four times feared

llorando 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

cuarto veces emboscado
four times released
erying for His grace

but his ghost isn't coming
erying for His fleece

mama’s drving;

ha estado secando

sinee before she last saw
her father

four times drenched

four times blessed

gritando por paz

but her ghost can'’t find a landing
screaming for sand and—

the type of heat that eracks

her eyes into four, and burns
her sole into floor

dying
mama’s been drying;

Ways



the sun burned 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

mamd 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
seratch, bruise
lacerate and smear

They run striations down my lips,
bussing susurrations into my ear.

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

The sounds of someone being eaten.
The Chewing and Bursting of 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."

17



At a Cellular Level

I'm self obsessed

and quivering with the aftershock
of a well said "missus”

of a well meant razing

of the 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-walled, expanding,

a colorful cosmos of

heat death related aceidents.

And I'm heaving, naked and shivering, velling,
"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
in my
arms.
a
persistent
retrograde
spiraling
on
and
on
and
on.



LIGHT
Austin Yi



At the Met

Austin ¥i

receding roar of city streets
as up steps to glass doors under
hushing arches for an urn

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

melodies unheard an urn
hear, here  fall petals
into my hands of asphodel out
of ages past an urn

In the Gloaming

Austin ¥Yi
eradled entwined
in necks and knees
our brightest stars knocked
loose
glistening in dens
of throat and teeth
a peat] of rolling tomb
outstretched
shadows
resurrecting
expectant poached in

gentle drippings
of smouldering underglow
a mislaid sun slow to rise



Jungles in the Dead of Night

Austin ¥i

arrhythmical like  disease it slips

alimp
inyour step  anda
crook
in your hack
luring lurid
Wears upon
the nervous system and produces that
fecling we call
tired
too much eould cause
mewrastheniaoran aordep sty
ression or
head
aches or fatigue ete
nervous and fidpety
perpetually Jjerking jaws
whatever it’s doing
it's hazardous  its
hot sweat
into sweet
lea—
bt the remedy for more is more
unless interpreted by mainly paler pigments
to appeal to a wider commercial audience so don't
with that inferior slush don't forget about your country
TIEAT
and square dancing
in public schools
&5 Weapons aghinst

Jazz in the twenties
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ha
* FOUR FLOWERS PLUCKED
Alexandria E. Thomas




22 Days

Brit Melson

I haven't blinked in 22 days for fear that the ocean swell
forming in the murky grayness of my eves will spill out currents sucking me under.
Cause from this lighthouse [ see your waters raging; your eyes the storm;

cue the sun that burns my irises black when darkness cannot shine without the moon =
or ¥ou.

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

1 am the wreckage of your torrential devastation.

Stop-motion-memories scattered like shells on a shape-shifting shoreline
heavily laden with broken glass and every time 1 pass that spot on my heart
where your name is carved; the X on my treasure map;

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

the way our crumbling foundation was strong enough

only for a temporary castle of sand.

Autumn Leaves
Brit Melson

A piece of me was lost that day/
stripped away like the leaves of trees in Autumn/

And you know, it's funny how [ lost my voice in the exact moment that [ should have
sereamed/

silent pleas lodged in my throat like summer tourists at Tahoe and 1 swore to myself/
1 SWORE that those I love will never know the brokenness inside of me/
that I will bleach these blood-stained sheets until every memory [ see is cleansed of you/

I'll suture my own wounds so that the pain cast upon me by your emasculate attempt at
power will be nothing but scars left as a reminder/

that imperfection is beauty and pain/
well, pain is beauty, too.

23



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 tryving 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 ean't make sense of this mess inside my head;

the bady eount’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 [ begin or who is me.

A poet.

A person whose worlds flow freely with no effect from gravity

floating away from emotional instability using these words to bandage
everywhere I bleed and planting seeds of hope in my gaping wounds

where self-care can heal, and flowers will bloom.

X

Brit Melzon

I realized that God is real when I met you.
Naot because of your heavenly beanty or your divine intellect,
but because 1 know vou'll be my greatest sin —



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

I'll never love another

25



Caitlin Wolf




Creed
By: Caitlin Wolf
I have invoked you

In morning prayers;
Split my sleep-stuck lips

With your hallowed name.

I have sacrificed

My newhorn thoughts
As a burnt offering

In unbidden praise.

I have demanded
Your divinity

And bid my bones,
“Awake! Proclaim!”

I have feared

The implication

(Of the silence

In which they remain.

1 have refused

The limit of humanity
Written in lines

On your faultless face.
1 have believed,

To your detriment,
That you were something
Better than born in sin.

I have blamed You,
With novice's fervency,
For being blood-filled
As all others have been.

7



Los Angeles; My Oddity

Gerald Horowitz

i. mirror winks

i headed east with you out around

the mural you painted as a kid

we spent 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 vallevs breezy
sleeping on my side again, and feeling icy sweats
and then on to the volcano.

you were projecting me
mirrors delivered me

passershy observing
selfies on mt. whitney.

you beam a full smile
as vour insides seream rage

but someone embarrassed you in middle school
iwasn't your lover then

50 i1l always be fascinated

by how you could just trade games of tag

and play pretend

our “last night” on the 405

when vou demanded i change the track
because he wished you could get

that bar tab back,

you were sereening mirror winks
non-judgmental god eyes
digesting italian in san diego

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



first last name on an email thread

i let sleeping beagles lie

they awoke blue butterflies
tomorrow is a blank vellow page
vesterday is 3rd class passage on
the titanic

i'm at the tip of a ball point pen
diving into the plankton.

ii. truth or dare

trving to; play truth or dare
when it comes to your turn
yvou always have the nerve

vou'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'll 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 sunshine on a mirrored lens,
in the electric auction i'll keep my head on a swivel

next time i sit cross-legged with vou,
vou'll teach me a trillion various names
and final, wrinkled terms.

lo and behold

i'm a hole hoop of sunrises, a loop hole
like light in a pitcher;

when you open the garage i'll be dancing.

29
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iii. where did the streetlights go?

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

tearing up flush on my face
longing for a kiss.

they told me everything runs on electricity.

i have this girl who approaches a jury in downtown;
she’s friends with 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 with their backs up straight,
riding on a seat of lighting

full of commercial business currents
through a bullet proof glass.

i've truly never loved anything, not even myself.

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

otherwise i feel the stiffness
otherwise i lay there motionless,
maybe kiss vour pillow,

and roll back to my side

to stare at your lips

on the ceiling.



Beat

Katia MeEvoy-Holguin

I beat myself to the ground
One more round

As if everything would change
By replaying what's unchanged
[ wish I could stop

But it's too late in the game

[ beat myself

With words I don’t see

But, clearly, [ can hear

They cut deep

They run in my blood

They eruise through me

And take control

I believe what 1 hear

Even if unspoken

Because at the end

[ can’t stop beating myself
One more time

Around and around

[ am left bleeding on the ground.
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UNTITLED
Katia McEvoy-Holguin




Carvings: Desk #5
Carla Chacon

Haha

That's OK!

Smile!

'l just kill vou.

Why?

Because Einstein,

we are all

destroyed by watching.

But fuck,

Nobody can drag me down,
for everyone but me

be Too short;

Too busy.

Can [ have you?
nah.

God know:
Hate the People.

But hey,
“Smile!"

“Be interesting!”
Yuck!

Fuck 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

33
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Relaxing
Andrei Closs
Hard day's work done.
Here 1 lie relaxing on
the back porch steps
gazing at the blueish
shy.

Its filled with
action. The clouds
sailing, the planes
gliding, and the
birds soaring.

Far above them,

the moon sound
asleep,

For it works night shifts,
and soon it'll light up.

Lay here watching

the sky turn different
colors and the stars
appear.

Like a million fireflies.

All kinds of adventures

shoot above me.

While I lie here
filled with awe.



The Qak Tree and the Flower
Andrei Closs
By the old Oak tree,
is nothing but barren fields.
No life of any kind,
just the old Oak tree.

The dark clouds ery,
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,
the new friends exchange melodies.
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,

35



BIG BAD
Kelly Dozier

36



Obsidian and Caramel

San Juanita Baldwin

You lay there with such grace
Much like the queen...Nzinga
Your satin skin glowed
As beads of sweat forms
I laid my body over yours
The intensity of our heat rose
Higher and higher
Looking over my shoulder, into a mirror [ see
The beauty of you and me...
Entwined together
You a precious obsidian gem

Me caramel

37



Delusions
Kelly Dozier

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

is forcing a “love” emotion inside of you; however, it's such a farce
madly for you.

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



Tremor
Mateo Lara

stoke flame stoke shame out of a smoke-filled room
listen: a no-nathing is pulsing underneath division

there is vou there is us

they separated enough
lingers and promises these empty fields will emerge with bloom.
come 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 future

future
reference boy
boy
is not boy
is jewelis juniper berry is crushed  into wel.
not white not yet not  ripe
tension ig flame between a devastation such as Papa dying
such as field-work and triumph such as calloused hands
rotting rotten such as this  grief-gut gouging
comfort into  split  particles of anger & ether.
there is you there is us
right between fissure

a crack in the surface made way for a broken promise

a relapse a tremor in an aching throat.
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MAUSOLEUM

Mateo Lara

“While Grindr is not befmg challenged or in danger of being challenged by governmental
requilatory bodies, T offer these o examples to shoee that the drive for profit of tech
companies aften seen as a shining example of ingenuity and profitability in the contemporary
American economy can be guestioned and challenged.” Bryee J. Renninger (2048)

Time of Death: a balm in your hand—show me the money. glistening. they want our money

1 [ ] YOU petrified rolting hey
wail

Not Us [ 1 Hot We

[ 1 someone said bodies as in governed bodies as in desired

These moments wepe real Fight right? Thevwere, |1 am  loved,
‘They want us dead. Or they want us spending. Not time with each other, but with static.

Not You [ ] Not1
You have one new notification tap tap tap tap  tap  tap
Fire devil hi wnent? How hung? What are vou into what do you need?
12 AM We [ ] We
We
[ 1 please find me here  1've not gone bang without
They [ 1 Them

& bodies & bodies & bodies & bodies - [ am trving 1o fill in gaps  gazing out of my attempt
& fuck & love & sex & body—he he lunges forward in despair his diamonds my god
& death & bodies & debt & department my god his diamonds are everywhere.

[ 1 free  pluz  xtra  indeed fimd
sparkling en want voii [ ]

[ | shivering at night  running out
how about now a sound worth repeating come through my window lay me down in your beeping
Us [ 1 WE Us WE
Mot 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 flame was a
statue, my glittering nails dictated me now as jewel as as as

40



Mi Culpa

Mateo Lara
yvou're never his favorite
a guillotine acts as embrace
right at your back, he licks
& vou think as blood drips
my foult my foult my foult.

your effort is never enough

one brown boy to another

he takes you by the hand
kisses or bites, you never recall
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 bright
light that neither shadow or hell
could completely consume.

vou know, vou repeat.
iy feult my foult my foult.

you are not safe out here
you abide by vour own rules
you crack and erinkle this
thin ego you've worked

so delicately to form

but in one moment, you tear
it all up and can only go:

my foult my foult my foult.
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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 if i'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-"we"/

We can be so powerfully

especially if we grow from the ground up like roots, then the tree/
Then if we branch off and spread love like a warm quilt

we'll stand tall overall as if we'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 voung, until the end back to the beginning/
As long as we're winning but not like Charlie Sheen

you don't have to drink "tiger's blood" if vou know what 1 mean/
Life isn't perfect but living is worth it

and suceess is always searching for that certain person/

Who will it be, is it vou or is it me?

who ever it chooses, i hope that it chooses to set us all free.



American Youth Too (2018)
Sam Underwood
Hey Jack! Let's go to 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 vinyl at the record store.
No more tunes like that, Record store s'thing of the past.
Well we can go roller skatin’ at the rink!
Sorry pal, eity taxes forced them to raise their prices till none went no
maore, out of business 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?
Mlegal.
Let’s go play video games at the arcade.
It's gone, they say it was desensitizing us towards violence,
We can sit around play on our tablets...
Parents say that'll rot our brains...we need to get outside and do
something.
What about those new fixie bikes, let's go ride!
Grownups complain about’em being a traffic hazard.
So what are we supposed to do?
I dunno...
Fuck ‘em then. Let's go to the liquor store, steal a bottle of whiskey, smoke
some weed on the canal bank behind the grove,
1 guess that's all we ean do...till time catches us.
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Today
Sam Underwood

“In my California, you can wateh the sun go down”
- Lee Hervick

Today, summer breeze clears the air,
so the moon stays bright,

lighting up the night sky. Teens commit sins
in cars parked among trees full of citrus,

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 serving 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...
vet neither side knows why.
Today chapters and verses

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

Today our 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 of laughter,
smiling faces and hearts that can't resent
that life keeps us moving faster.

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

And the days seemed to get busier
when our energy was all but spent,
we just had to keep moving faster.

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

Hard times came, but even in a disaster
when our spirit had not a dent,
the time flew by much faster.

Looking back now years after

as the good and bad came and went,
our hearts were always full of laughter
and still our lives keep moving faster.
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The Narcissist and Her

bwv: Priseilla 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 vour cheap replication of love and affection into her heart and soul,
and she fought for vou 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.
Mot a single fault, vou've just always been so pristine.

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

She condemned herself,
Believed every knife inflicted brought by your misuse of delight
was an accurate reflection of her own light.

Well, now 1 refuse.

I 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
Taylor Clark

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

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

68 MPH

Taylor Clark

It almost feels eriminal to be able to fly this fast

After standing still for so long

Here on the pavement is where the speed of light exists
And I won't go into the darkness again

And you, next 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.
Taylor Clark

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 sun,
Mever quite reaching either one

Here's goodbye ta you,

In the back seat of your car

Where you whispered promises into my mouth

And where they almost reached my heart,

Existing between the lines of streetlights and radio hum
Never quite reaching either one

S0 here's goodbye 1o you,

And your backstage, vour back seat, your background

1 want to share the spotlight with someone

And burn with the thrill of being onstage, unapologetic
So goodbye to you, to our last run

1 won't settle for the darkness when [ deserve the sun
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Avenida Pennsylvania
Poema, politica
San Juanita Baldwin

El Cucuy vive por la avenida 1600 Pennsylvania
Espero que no vivird alli mucho més tiempo
El Cucuy dijo que mi gente es de mala honda

Y quiere mandar a mi gente de vuelta
Pero pregunto, dde vuelta a donde? éNo te das cuenta Cucuy... los Sohadores
Han vivido aqui la mayor parte de su vida
Y este es el iinico pais que conocen
El Cucuy ha traido muchas pesadillas para los indocumentados
Y nos sigee amenazando... con la construccion de un muro
Ademis, quiere que vo o México paguemos por el muro
Digo yo... Cucuy si quieres el muro... pigalo tu
Con toda la ganancia del sudor de mi gente
Constriyalo con tus propias manos mientras el sol te golpea la espalda
¥ te quema la cara
El Cucuy vive en la casa blanca
Espero que no vivird alll mucho més tiempo
Les digo a mis amigos, vecinos, estudiantes y todos los votantes... por aqui
Voten, ejerciten su derecho... voten el 6 de noviembre

Y vamos a la lucha de sacar el Cucuy... de la Avenida Pennsylvania

Sanjgoven... Aka San Juanita Baldwin
18-10-18



Pennsylvania Avenue

Poem, political
SanJuanita Baldwin

iCucuy is Boogeyman)
The “cucuy” lives on 1600 Pennsylvania Avenue
1 hope he won't live there much longer
The “cucuy” sayvs my people are bad
And he wants to send them back
1 ask, where do you want to send them?
Don't you realize “Cucuy” the DREAMERS
Have lived here most of their life
And this is the only country they know
The “eucuy” has brought nightmares to the undocumented
The “cucuy” threaten to build a wall
Furthermore... he wants me or Mexico to pay for it
I say, “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, and burns vour face
The “cucuy” lives in the White House
I hope he won't live there much longer
I say to all my friends, neighbors, students and all voters
Vate! Exercise your right to vote on November 6%

Let's fight to remove the “cucuy” from Pennsylvania Avenue
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Eagle Feathers

Brit Melson

(Author’s Note: The F-15 Eagle, created 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.)

if home is where the heart is

then where is my home when L am
disheartened

and where is my heart

when 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 were ripped and our soil lay stripped
from the terror-laden flight of the Eagle

whose truculent talons gripped our branches and
baleful beaks stripped the ancient leaves

of our quickly decaying family tree

we were rool-rotting refugees
searching for the light in the same sun that burnt US -
praying to our God(s) to take US home

secking comfort in alone



we roamed our New Waorld

but alone never came

as the wind sang battle cries echoing voices of change
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 onee 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

‘il formed were these arrows of bold unity

then tightly we cocked them at failed policy

fiercely piercing the injustice of inequality



Your Poem
Julieta Otz

My heart is filled with contempt for those who had murdered your spirit,
I've felt your pain every Sunday over soft spoken prayer

I've watched you silently weep hefore God

begging for mercy,

But sometimes I sense death

I watch as you sit outside after another day under the suns foreeful kisses,
a ghost of a child who used to yearn for more

your eves filled with the red of your own blood

vour heart strangled with a ball and chain

A mechanism that carries the weight of your mothers pleas to not leave your home

You reassured yourself this was right

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

1 long to reach to you

and yet I falter

yvou told me on the drive home one night from school that T am not made of stone
and as I watch the red streetlight illuminate vour weary face,

I know that neither are you.
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PLUSH
Alexandria B. Thomas
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THE MESSAGE

By Rachel Ann Stratemeier

A siren sounded in the mid-moming of a May day. and the sound of the
screech shook a young man shill odeep. He sat up. his eves wide and now fully
owake, but not completely awore of the sound that woke him., When his mind
finally stretched itself to reality, he began fo reglize the reasons for his sleepy
state. A look of miserable frustration flooded his foce, and he rolled his eyes at
hirmsedf,

"Wy did you do that AGAINE" he said to himsell, “You REALLY need to
stop doing thal, you knaw!" he practically yeled.

He waos speaking of his penchant for passing the long hours of the night
watching meaningless documentanes on Netfib. This one in particular was all
about World Wer Two., commemeornating the one-hundredih anniversary of the
alées' victory. He had unconventional obsessions,

He looked oround furiher af his Bving ploce, with books and popers strewn
here and there and evenywhere, so much so that one could not find o way out it
fhe building hoppened fo catch fre. His foce made the some look as before: g
look thot suggested inner scrutiny, ond inner udgement,

“If Luna happens to want to get something from your cpartment today,
she-will-have-a-fit! You need to clean this place up!”

But by nd reans was it dirty, i was only disorganized. Luna hated
discrgonized,

His kzndfine rang.

It was a stronge thing for a landline to ring. no-one had them anymore. He
had one. for emergency reasons. The small block olien looking thing rang
another fime. I was so strange he questioned whether or not it was simply o
fluke, and just affer it rang o third time o voice like steel soid,
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“Gloss i not fransparent. There s o wordd behind it. Sirens screech
everywhera, ond fhere is nothing but siver steel, Blue fire is the doom of sociaty,
Time is a clock, but time cannol moke up for post wrongdaoings. Don't book fo
either fire, blue or red, Both will make you dance withaut asking. The only way to
save yoursell is 1o look 1o the sun and the moon lor they ore real and will never
tade aweay.”

The coll ended.

He leoked over tha phone, and sow the nrumber displayed on the caller
1. The number was cerfginly not one he recognized, and certainly not from a
mobde phone.

Albert realized he was atomically late for werk, and if he was not there in
fen minutes, he would most certainly be repimanded by somaone, 5o he it off
like Bhue lightning into the distance....

“You're very late,” soid Luna upen his arivel, She hod an oif about her
Ihat she weas going somewhare bul wailing impatiently for her tordy coawarker.

“¥a' think | didn't already know that?™ wos his response.

“Reporters and their thetarcal questions.” she said. “Anyways, we have 1o
get on that inlerview with Amadeus Mond fromn silver city construction.”

Albert, this ey in the moming, wos drowing a Blank,

“Who?" he soid.

"“Ya' know, that guy who got hit by the ombulance kast week, We have to
show his side of the story, the boss says. He savs it'll be g hit story, and maybe
you won' gel fired for being late three fimes this month,”

Albert rolled his eyes and they continued, grabbing cofles, popers, pers,
and their gloss panes.

Luno suddenly stopped in the commation and said, “Wait, Albert, | have
to coll my cal.” A pause, "No senously, he gets arious if | don't call him before
I"'m out.”



Lunga fook her cleor, rectangulor gloss pane, and blue numbers shone on its
surface, The binding Biue light wos eye-piercing 1o some, to ofhers it was a
source of constant interest, Ifs sheen would hove been considered strange and
unnaiural, and its frensparent surface a mirocle only a few yeors bafore, but it
wits o ubiquitous as an object could be. She dialed and put it up to her ear.

“Mow, Mittens, you be a good kitty fedoy. 1 be home soon, den't
wormy.... Who's o good kitty® Who's a good kitty3"

Intemed in the steel of o tax cob, Albert 1. Joks asked, “Tell me what
wi're doing again, | don’t watch the news.”

"The iromy,” Luna soid.

“Wel Ihis guy obviouwsly was crossing the street, just o normal cifizen
camying out his ight-of-way, and an ambulonce running a red just hit him!™

“And how i he not dead?”

"It wasn't gaing that fast. Amyway, the really ironic thing about this is that
the ambulance was fronsporting someone with minor injuries from another
eccident. lsn't thal waind?”

Albert could not call that weind, for weird spoke into his ear on his londine,
and he poused to reflect on the cryplic message, now saved on his answering
maching, He contemploted whether or not he should divulige the secrets to
Luna, and after a few moments of steely sfence he soid, “I got a really... strange
call on my kandline this moming.”

"Landine, nobody has those cnymore,”

"I do for emengency reasons.”

"What did he say?"” Luna asked. o tone of cunosity pervading her words,

The air became stil, and the silver walls of the cab fedt only the suspense
of curiosity

“Is this important?™ albert asked.

“It depends on how weird that call was.”



“Nery.”
“Then I'd say it"s... supremely finvial.”
Albert redirected the cob fo his oporiment....

The pai 3ot in the only clear floor space in the apartment, both situated
on either side of the glien black phone. They listened to the message:

“Gloss i nol frarspanent. Thene is  wodd behind if. Sirens scraech
averywhere, and thena s nothing but siver steel, Blue fre is the doom of sociaty,
Time is a clock, but time cannot maoke up for past wrongdoings. Don't ook to
either fire, blue o red. Both will moke you dance without asking. The only way to
save yoursell is to book to the sun and the moon for they are real and will never
fode away.”

Luna's lack developed into the kind of shock reserved for suprame
miystery, and Albert sow Luna's look of wonder,

“You weran't lying. Whal are we going to do aboul itF”

“We're going to figure it out,” Albert said....

“Well, what co we know?e™ Luna soid, pocing where possible. “We know
he colled you for o recson. Somebaody doesn'l employ an extremely antiquated
piece of technobogy for no reason. He had o specific purpose.”

Albert, thinking that cbvious, soid. “And why is that importani?”

"Because he's rying to tell you something. @ message.”

“Why did he call me?™ he said, "Maybe becouse I'm the only personin
1he world who still has a landline "

“Wail. 50 you howe caller ID on that thing don't you?" Luna said.

“That won't help, Luna. | didn'l recognize the number and | don't
reremier it All | know i that it had 1o be another landine and thal really
doen't do us any good either.”

“How dio you know the olher side was a landlines™
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Albert got up from his cross legged posifion, “If you bother fo buy one of
these things.” Albert said, “You betler leam something about them. Numbers
where the first digit is o three is aheays @ landline.”

“So you rememier that, but you don't remember the number.”

"l suppose 50, Such s lite.”

Lurg poced wider around the apartment, stepping over the clutter, “So,
the coll wos from o londiing 1o 0 londiing. That has to mean something. He
called you on the landine for o reason, not just bacause it's a londine.”

Afbert was lluminated and loocked of nothing ot oll, “Maybe becaouse
landiines.. .are not as availoble o survelionce.”

"Yes, like he's a spy or something and wonis to reach you without
tiggering any ‘red flogs."”

"But why would o spy call me® I'm not @ spy.”

"But you are a repoder.” Luna said.

"He wants 1o send o message.”

Mot just to you but 1o the world," Luna finished his sentance.. .

They were back in another cab on their way to fhe engogement they
were distracted from earlier, but the conversation still strongly tended to the
enigma they just witnessed.

“Time." aAlbert said. “He soid something about time--"

"And many other things.” said Luna.

“But something fells me that's the beginning, That's where he wanls us to
stawt.”

Albert pulled oul his glass pane and invaluntarnty checked the fime,

After that, the cab pulled fo their destination and both reached the door
of the large gray building of Sitver Construction.

Once talking to Mr. Mond, he added lo the sirange events of the day.

"The weird thing s, | don't think | sow anybody diving it."
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Luna's notebook was un-looked ab and urvwritten in. Both sat on the red
couch in the lounge with their mouths goping.

“Like, it was driving itsell, And it knew | was there, was certain, and if just
kept coming. It knew it was going fo hit me, ke it did it on purpose.”

“Thank you for your time.” Luna said,

"Hey, are people going fo come fo my house and take pictures of me
and stulf? That would be cool.”

Luna furmad to har interiewee, “That & a recl possibility,”

And they left for another cakb.

Both were silent in the cab. but neither was silent in fheir mands. They were
miuling over the sirange events of the past hours. Was this merely o sting of neat
coincidences? I was more fke Albert’s apartment: o complicated,
interconnected mess, dsorganized, but not in the least bit dirtty, and not in the
lecst bit @ coincidence. Both Albert and Luna knew this, and it was the regson
for their staaly stence; they could not help but leal o serse of impanding doom
encased in the silver prison,

Before long they were back in Albert's apariment, sitting crossdegged on
the ficor, conternplating the message. They listened fo it for o third lime:

“Ghoss s not fronsparent, There is o world behind it, Sirens screech
everywhera, and there is nothing but siver steel, Blue fire is the doom of sociaty.
Time is @ clock. but time cannot make up for post wiongdaoings. Don't lock fo
either fire, blue or red, Both will make you dance without asking, The only way to
save yoursell is to book 1o the sun and the moon lor they are real and will never

tode awey.”

They stood up.
“Time." Albert said
“What about fimag"
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“Your name, my name, Albert Jofis.”

“Moon and Sun,” luna said.

*And my fisst nome-"

"Albert ke Albert Einstein.”

“Yes, and fime.”

They looked al each ofher. A siren sounded far away. They slowly ook out
their gloss panes with 4 strange severity, ond they both luned on and shone in
the diim fight with blue fire illuminating thei faces.

“Blue fire," Luma soid.

"Glass,” allert said.

The thing sipped out of his hand. and it fell, painfully quick. The siren-ike
sound could be heord ofter it shottered into o million pieces.



A Gift

By Caitlin Waol

“I's her birthday, Edith. She caon tag clong.”

Marie sat slently in the kilchen, listening ond wondering if the cooxing of
her mother's man-of-the-moment, Jesse, woukd have any effecl.

Some yvears ogo. remembered mMane. afler o particulory vidlent outburst over a
spoiled dress. she heard for the first fime the strangeness of her adopiive
mother’s reasoning, from a straightforward admonishment fo cleaniiness fo g
canfusing dialritie on the relation batween dirty girls and demaon possession,
along the pitted and tangenfial pothways of Edith’s psyche, it struck Marne that
the voice of authority in her ife, together with her sense of safety, rested on the
questionoble and copricious mental scalfolding of the screaming woman
before her, who quoked and rattled and threatened 1o cove in an hersell and
crush Manie al any rmoment. It was around this fime that Jesse enfered their lives,
at first a peripheral cdomment to her molher's carousel of dubious sultors, but
now a fixture in their small house. Mare couldn't help coning for himg he seemed
to be o5 much ot BEdith's mercy of she was.

“Do you fhenk you ought 1o do something rice for her offer giving her theat
shinerd" Jesse questioned.

“She doesn't deserve anything! You know fhat she was af that boy's
house again last night? "Til who knows when! GQuite o itfle jezebel this one's
turning out to be. The ittle shut! | should've done wiarse to her, If | catch her
again, I' kil her. ']l her, Jessel You think | won'i2"

“shie’ll hear you! Hush, Just let's take her with us. She oin't golt to sit with us
or anything. You won't even nolice she's there, and it's her bithday. Edith! For
Chris’s sake.”
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“You doas you like, spoling that child! | con’t beal no sense info her if you
are ahlways going to be frealing her fo this and that!”

“Cih, Be helll I'm going to go tel her she con come.”

The bedroom door openad and closed again, the click ond thud framing
Edith's wards, though @ murmured vitdol could still be heard seeping through the
walls. Marie jumped 1o her feel, then hastily sof back down, then stood again,
She struggled to find on occupation, and merely jittered unnaturally os Jesse
rounded the comer of thie halbwoy and walked into the srall kifehen,

“Ah, Mornie-l got it oll worked out with your mother—"

“She qin"t ny mother”

"Mow, talk ke that is just making it more dilficult for you, gid."

“I gin't no girl. I'm 16 todoy, I'm a woman.”

" Ao, el Mow listen—= Jesse poused. Edith"s mulflied voice and the
slamming of dresser drawers emanated from the house,

“Wed, | guess you could hear it anyway, Bul you're coming to the show
with us."

“I don't even want to go. | dan't want fo spend my birfihday with her.”

“Lowok kid, you're coming. And shut up and put on .o hoppy face abaout it
gotit? It's my birthdoy present o you. And there's something ele oo, bul, uh,"
he poused os the ongry muttering coming from the bedroom started fo subsde,
“c"mon. I'll tell you out back.”

Jesse escored Marie out the kitchen's bockdoor and around the comer
of the howse, His hand was clenched in his pocke! and he kecked bock around
behind them as they walked. Marie eyed him with didain and suspicion. Of all
Edith’s boyfiends, Jesse was the youngest, only maybe filtean yeaors older than
Mane herself, He had been the kindest to her a3 wel, Edith was obout five yeors
older than Jesse in furm, and Marie wes confused and, frankly, disgusted by their
refationship, She could not understand why men were so drawn fo Edith, who
could be so violent and cruel. Of course she hod the capocity fo be as gentie



and sweet 05 anyone could wish, yet, in o moment,. without obwviows
provocation, one might be dodging dishware, flung wilh venomous insulls.

Mane hod bome this since she was o toddler, left ot Edith’s door by her
birth parents under circumstances that remained unclear and filled Marie with
impatent fury. What kind of parents, she thought, would abandon thair child to
such a woman? And whot kind of man would come back, again and again, 1o
ihe bed of woman so unkind, so withered under tne weight of “living hard™%
Maitia was driopped there, but Jese hod habbled to Edith's door on his cwn
steam.

Jesse wollked in front of her, croning his heod fo check that Edith
remained fuming in her room, and wasn't spying through the window. He
waolked slowly, with @ imp, an occident with o horse when he was o boy. his
back was crooked and he was abways in pain, He wasn't very useful as o
tormhand in ural lowa, and Marie imagined that he depended mostly on her
mother for money. and she knew he relied on Edith for “medicalion”. the kind
Ihe doctor couldn't provide. “Look kid,” Jesse hod feld her once, “your mama
ain't ol bad, She's got froubles, She's not hesel! sometimes. IF ain't her foult, She
has moods.” Marie wondered how much this medication influenced Jesse's
understonding compassion for Bdith, but this was no sort of justification. It was an
inexcusoble weokness.

Marie couldn’t help her weadkness; she wos diminutive. the natural child of a
“filthy Mexdcan farmhand,” she barely crested the five-foot mark at 14, and
weighed less than 90 pounds, Just the night before, she hod come home to find
Edith on the couch, waiting, angry, drunk, and “in @ mood”, Mare poused at
the doce, and leok in the image of o wild-eyed Edith. perched on the couch,
surrounded by clipped-up catalogues, scissons shll in hand. Marie was ready for
@ fight, she had knewn it i was coming ol night. She'd been outl lster than
usual, celebiating her birthdaoy with o few fiends from school, ond she knew the
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greefing that would attend her unuseal tardiness. But Edith was o lorge woman.
and armed gs she was, with the scissors and with the mood, it was geoing tobe a
sorely tited match, She hod been cipping the pictures out of catalogues the
church lodies had dropped off, s she offen did when Mo was out, Edith
loved 1o cut dowly and carefully along the edges of the Bustrated women in
lovely floral gowns. She'd frim them down so perfectly that one might be fogled
inte thinking hey wena real minioture women, very sightty cartoonish, with glossy
red ips split in pemmcnent, wide smiles. These ideolzed women wans stored
away in an old hat box, and when Marie was o child she once made the
mistake of puling the hatbox out of the closet and playing dolls with the
women. She hod fo stay home for o week, unfil the welts went down and the
bruising dissipoled from her foce. No one noficed, Marie was often cbsent.

But Jesse was fhere last night, waking up from a nap in the bedroom he
came just in time fo snatch the scissors fram Edith's hands, but in a stupaor, he
wis nol fast endugh 1o pin her down and Maiie now bore o black eye and
several brusas on her tonso.

Jesse stopped out of earshot of the kitchen, though he was confinuously
checking the backdoor for movement.
He tumed to Mane and bent down so their eyes met and his foce was only
inches oway.
"Look. kid. I've got this gift for you."
His clenched fist came out of his pocket stillin a ball; he held it out fo Marie.
" mon now, open your hands!™
She pul both her hands in a bowl under his clenched fist, He opened his hand
ared two crumpled twenty dollor bills and five fell into Marie's open palms. Her
stomach dropped. She'd never held that much money of of ence, [t fell
strangely light, for all its import. Just some greosy paper, after all.
“Don't ask.”



Jesse preempled ony inferogation on the origin of such a fartune, thowgh
Marie was more concemed about whal she might be asked fo do in exchange
for such a sum.

“Lock, it"s a gift, ok? Um, but you do have 1 do one thing. When we gel
1o tha show loday, I'm gonna make you sit away from us, by the oul door, oks
Listen, Wit a few minutes, and look af me and your mother, Il be kitsing her o
something, distracting, and wihen you see thot just get the hall out and don't
stop, You undestandd™

*Jesse, what...whot do you mean? Where do | gog”

“I don't know kid, but you're old enough o figure some stuff out on your
own. That's enough money to take you lor oway from here and you better ride
it os for os it will strefch. The movie theater is recl close fo the bus depot, 5o if
you hurry you'll be on o bus and out of here before the show's over.”

“Jesse, | can't. | don't have onybody.”

“Girl, you ain't got anybody here either.”

Marie looked ot the monay, the looked at Jeste, she frembled. She
cauldn't ery, though she wanted to, though she felt it might be expected.

“C"mon, kid. | know it's scary but | can't help you mone than this. ' not
an angel, right? I'm in too deep with yvouw mother, and. well.ond I'm stuck
here. But you don't have to be, got it? You're o bright girl. SJomething will work
out for you. And if you stay here... She will kil you. Morne, Sha's not herseli
somefimes, more now than before, and she’s got you in her head as the sowce
of her froubde, 30 go. you got itg"

Marie nodded, though she was faity sure she did not “gelit”, The
conspirators retumed to the house, and alfer some borgaining on Jesse’s parl,
were able 1o convince Edith 1o come out of her bedroom.

Tni three loaded into Jesse’s pickup, pressed info unwilling, sticky
intimacy. It was o hot day, Morie felt the weight of the money in her small puise,
it seemed like o stone, or moybe a ficking bomb. Morie stared out the window
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over the fields and Edith giowered at her and at times of Jesse, distrust and an
uneasy mind busding o whole conspiracy, It was a long way into the fown and
fo the theater, nearly 30 miles, and they rode in silence the whole way there.



Witk the Chimer 6f Wedding Belly

By Destinee Sims

The church bells chimed. Was it her funeral, or her wedding? Colope was
on the floor and hod no intenticn of getling up. She did not even look up when
she heard the hotel rocm door open. a3 she knew by the heavy sound of the
heels thal it was her maid of honor, Only Presley wolked like a marouder and
would wear heels that high before she absolutely hod e,

Presley did not immediately speak wihen she saow Coliope. The room was
aminously silent,

“Caliope? what's going on baba? i everything oll ight?” Babe. Preslay
hod decided lo be nice.

1 con't go through with it. .~

But rmaybse shie wamn't going 1o be o nice. "“You con't back out now! You
know that. We need that money!™ Coliope knew that she wos the one who hod
created the mess, 50 she was the one who hod to clean it up. If just wos eqsier
said than done when it was at the expense of her love Ble. Who wants o
purposefully momy o fool you're not in love with, even if he's nch? He hod even
suggested that she amive in g horse-drown camoge! She would have prefemed
a pair of Doc Marting!

“Ijust can't cho it Pres. s easy for you to agree with this wedding when
vou don't have anything to lose from il. The money would be bailing yvou out of
your problems, not mine. "

Presley’s faoce hwisted in fury. “You crashed the corl You ran the maon overl
You were the one that got us cought! You could have just moved on ond left
him there,” She confinrued n her special, meonest snai, “instead, you totlied to
fhe police like the fittle girl you are. You have got to stop living in the fantasy
world of yours!™
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As she listened. something snopped in Calliope. The man hod had a
family. She had hod fo foce them ol in court. Presley didn't even get punished
s harshly as she did, All she hed hod to do wos poy for part of the poin and
suffering and serve one year for the coke that the cops found on her. Coliope
had had to do hwo years, two years she would never, ever forgel. And she
would never forget that she killed a man,

“l con't help that you just wanted fo leave him there! | can’t help thot you
decided o deal drugs! | con'l help that you brought your friend's shuff with us!

“How could | warn yous You're a rofl”

Cafliope didn't even realize that she had gotien up or moved towards
Presley untl her fist waos connecting with her nose. Anger surged throwgh her.
inscfioble no matter how many times she punched,

Dragging her hands across the fioor anound her, Presley scrablied for
anything that could serve as o weapon, Cutting herself an some unidentificble
sharp object, Presley figurad the small 1ol wos a5 good as any when she
couldn't see. So. the brought the blode-like flem down with the intent of hitting
whalever she could.

What Colope identified os o follen lefier opener plunged through the
tissue in her thigh, She belowed in pain. There wos no amount of odrenaline that
could make her numb o that, Sl reccting quickly cut of reflex, she yonked fihe
shorp blade from her leg and without thinking brought it back down. wedging
the letter opener in bebween Presley’s third and fourth rib.

It took a moment of Presley fighting to get air for Coliope to realize what
she had just dona. She could tell by the expression on her face that the blade
had punctured a lung, meaning she most likely hod Emited fime to figure oul
what o do.

Trying o move quickly, Caliope grabbed the thickest pillow she could
fincl. There weas anly one thing left for her fo do.



Smashing the pillow over her best fiend's face. she has thought of wheat
1o say os Presley’s breothing began o caase.

"I'm sormy. I'm somy fhis & how it had to end. | didn't want to do this twice. |
wonted o move on, | wanted fo live life with my best fiend, | just don't want to
sign my whole He away to that idiat in the church over ane accident. I'm somy.”

Her apologies to the copse were not insincere. Presiey had been her best
frignd.

Caoliope showly stood up and heard mone chimes of more bals, She made
her way to Presley’s leel. Grabbing hold, feeling her warmth for the last time, she
dragged her info the wite connected to her room. No, the bathroom was not a
permanent solution. but it would have fo do since she had no other oplion.

Limping her way bock inte her bedrcom, she went for the nightstond, She
knew there was a backup fravel sewing kit in b, o3 the shylist had left it in cose
anything went wrong with the dress. That big. princess-like wedding dress thal
she had never even wanted. Puling out a needle and some of thread, she
prepared hersall for fhe pain she knew would come next. With nathing o rumb
fine bloody area, she bagan the stiches and screamed bloody murder with
every stilch.

Mol reclizing thot Presley had left the door unbocked, Calliope hears the
door burst open, Thomas, her groom, is shonng ot her wath o goping mowth.

"what the hell2]”

“Ht isn't really @ big deal. | figured | could save time by just handing it
mysell...” She quietly railed off, She sees his eyves drop to study her hands, as she
hed already finished her stitching.

" Jesus, there's a fon of blood!” Before she could respand, he was hurying
lowards the bathroom. probably in search of medical supplies or something to
clean up her wound,

The game was up. Coliope’s heoad sunk 1o her chest. She just wanted fo
sleep.
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With o gosp she saft up ond looked oround, She was no longer in the
foncy hotel preparing for her wedding, She was looking of the same four-square
walls she hod been staring ot for almast twa years. Then it dawned on her; she
never kiled Presley. She had never even lait fhe Texas state prison,



UNTITLED

Katia McEvoy-Holguin
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THE END IS IN YOUR EYES

By Katio McEvoy-Holguin

| stared down at the item in rmy hond—a can of paint—as fhe
desert’s chilling breeze blew furicusly. messing my hair, and overwhelming
me with a sanse of impending dread,

“If you want fo be a full-ledged member, you need 10 digw our
ingigmia hare,” Modeling pointed af Coyote Rock, our town's landmork,
before snatehing my phone and starting fo record. | held the can fighter,
fealing my heart pound against my chest.

“Who's there?™ A shodow otked, climbing down from an odjocent
hill, and maoking us flee. | kept running, dodging branches and creeks unfil
we mode it bock fo the preserve’s parking bof.

"Let's gol™ Madeline hushed as o scream called my name, The
shodow tumbled. and under the moonlight, he didn't look so mysterious
anymaore,

"He needs halp.”

“We can'l help every weirdo we see.”

*Diego isn't weird,” | blurted,

Madefine raised her eyebrows, stiffening her expression, “Really?"

1stood faller. “l have fo go back."

“Fine, but if you go. you'll need this," Modeline threw my phone,
overestimating our distfance, and smashing it ogainst a rashcan. “Good
luck saving your boyfriend.”

Madelineg closed the car's door with a slom and sped down the
frail, leaving me in absolute dorkness, As | picked my phone, o shred of
remarse ran through my body, | used to know Diego so well; of least, until
popularity's magnetism began 1o pull me away Trom Rim and closer 1
Madeling, o dying sior,



1 found Diego sitting agoinst the: bose of Coyote Rock. He inhaled
shorply. wropping his hand oround his right onkle.

“What are you deoing here®” | asked. tearing off a piece of my shirt
and wrapping it around his wound, Then, before he could answer, a
nean rain painted the sky in a soft, siver ghow, Diego jerked his head up.,
staring at the sky with kenging admiraticn,

“You came for this,™ | soid, hypnotized by the fading lights of o
metass shower,

“Yeah, but | can't see il." He pointed af the glasses that hung from
his hood. s frames were scuffed and bent, and the lenses were as
shaltered as my phone's case. "I'm glod you came bock though.”

“I couldn't leave you." | odmitted, heaning the leoves rustie.

“Whean was the last fime we talked?”

“A while." | replied thoughtfully, pressing my phone’s home button.
| miss it.,”

“Me fon,” Disgo fised his eyes on ming, making me yaam ot
pecubar warmth that emanated from them. We inched closer, little by
itthe, trying to find those things we buied down bul craved. Then, a dim
light shone on ow foces, bathing us in a blush hue.

We smiled.

“It's kinda broken. but...” | offered my phone to him. "We can fix

“Yeagh, we can.”

Diego ook the phone from my hand, broshing his lingertips against
iy skin. He wis abnommally warmn, and | found comtbort in thatl, We
lingered there, his hand on mine as we fimed the shower, slowly falling
bock inte place.
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THE ACCORD

(PR.OLOGUE)
By Chrisfion Harington

‘When Alexei wos litlle more than o child, o stranger came to his home. A
long. wailing hom sounded their onival, mourmnful in the arid o, The sound
clowed its way up the weathered stone of o modest keep, cascading through
e thick curhains of his window, It wrapped long folons around him: echoed
frrough his mind, He wis dranen fo it as if letherad by a chain, Visitors were
uncommon of kate.

Blood nushing, nerves sporiing in his core, he rose from his bed ond
crossed fo the door, Yanking it open by the bumished hondle, Alexei sipped
from soft rug fo the cold stone of the hallwoy. He scaompered along. the
windowless comdor comfartably lit from the thin vein of luminescent stone set
into the walls, Glowstone: o rare, voluoble impor.

Down the stairs, feet scraping ogainst rounded steps. Into ihe main hall,
along deep cimson carpet recagnizable even in the hazy reaches of his
earfiest memaries. Inio the foyer where stood fhe caken doors into the courtyard
and the sunight,

Alexei's fother was akeady there: fall, stosc. Cold. His skin was olive and
lined beyond his yaars, the mark of a man who had eomed his position despite
a lietime of hard sun. Alexel’s mother stoocd a step behind, soft in vibrant e
Beside the maossive doors stood two guords draped in sand-brown cloaks.
Holberds were held in easy grips. Alexei walched with curious eyes os they
prepared to open the door,

"Shield your eyes, boy.” his father soid, Alexei squeezed them shut, felt the
cool hands of his mother slip over his foce, With the screech of wood and sand-
stricken hinges the doors were pulled open. Even thiough his mother's palms,
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Alexei could sense the powerful sunlight. it swged oround the edges of her

hands, donced its way o his vigon, He felt its heat splash ongrily against his foce.

“Remove your hands. Kossandro,” come father's groff voice. "He's hwelve
now, he need not be coddled like  child,” Alexsi wos prepored for this; he
spent hours peexing through curtained windows with clenchad eves, When his
moiher caught hirm, she beseeched he stop. When father caught him, he
nodded,

Sill, Alexe felt her reluctance s she pulled her hands away, letting the ful
force of Bght crash upon him. It stung, as it always did, and the heat was o
roaring fire, but he opened his eves. Fother nodded. “Good.”

Alexei smiled despile the pain.

The stranger at their door had soid nothing throwghoul the ritual, but that
was customany, Young boys and gils were ahways shown the sun whenever
possible; throughout their ives, the sunlight outside would never yield to the
darkness of night.

Alexei blinked against it and stugalad to exomine the stiranger. Wreathed
in light, thiey wiore o cloak of pure white thal brushed ogainst the ground. A
deep hood left their foce in darkness; ke more than a sihovette ogainst the
lowe wialls ond reflective cobbles stones of the courtyard behind.

“Comein,” his iother soid, The stronger swept insde os the guords shut the
doar fightly ogoin, planging the eniry hall into semi-dorkness once more. His
vision restored. the boy ook o closer look o the stranger-- o man, he saw.,
Young, perhaps as young as his father, but his skin..,

His skin was o5 pale 03 his cloak.

“Do not stare, boy." his lalher reprimanded with o harsh ook, " Our guest
has traveled o long way.” The stranger waved an ashen hand. “Itis nothing,” he
soid. His voice was like the whisper of water, holding none of father's sandy gfit.
“limaging he's never seen my kind before,” the stranger finished as he kneit
before Alexel, He puled bock the hood, and Alexei cought his breath at the
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sight of him; pale skin, short colerless hair, Skin bom in a sunless word. Only his
eyes heldd any sign of Bfe, dork pupds inged with sitver,

Again, the boy"s mind buili a link.

& nightionder!™ Alexei gosped. The stranger nodded. "indeed.” He stood
and tumed o Alexei's lather. “Your sen is clever,” he said,

“Thank you,”

Then came the introduction to Alexei's mother. Alexel remained silent
fhrowgh the formality, but his mind roced, His thoughts swided ke a mighty
sandstorm. Cuniosity and coution. Payoff ond penance. He puzzled over the
torging of his mind.

“Tor business, then®” his fother asked the stranger.

"Cerginly.”

“Come," his lather said, “We can speak in my study.”

Fativer began fo lead the sironger out the hall, Once morne, Alexei felt that
insstent tug deep in his mind. Excusing himsell to his mother, he walked o3
quickly os appearance would oliow until he was cut of sght; then he sprinfed up
fhe stairs, faking them two af a time. A servant gil gosped as he flew pasl.
Bedsheals fell in o whispered heop.

It wias the work of a singhe minute fo the study: Keep Evgenii was not large
by any meaiure. Made i, Alexel inought with fierce safifoction as he spotted
fhe open door, With a nustle of fabric. he crept inside, Father's shudy was
peshaps the most imposing room in the keep: a ploce of power. Bookshalves
laden with tomes lined two full wals. Directly opposite the door stood his falher's
mgssive ebony desk. Stocked upon it were three massive Books, their covers
foded and cracked with age. Behind the desk was anather thickly curtained
window. Uniike the rest of the keep, father's study was not it by glowstone, but
by candlelight.



Alexei crossed fo a nomow crock befween hwo comer bookshelves, He
squeezed through with deliberate molion, thanking Ra for the sightness of his
frame. Settiing into os fight a crouch as he could manoge. he wailed.

Before long come footsteps. Alexel's fother strode into the room, shulfing
tine door behind the stranger. He gestured 1o o chair and seltied himsell bahind
ihe desk. A posiion of confidence. Power. Intimidalion,

His guest aocepted the profferad chair with fhe smallest hint of o smile,
but his posture batrayed no meeknes. instead he. . perched. Predotory.
Alexei's eyes lingered on the stranger again. on the strange conirast between
his pale skin and father's clive features. His eyes, stiking. The silver caught the
candlelight just enough to lock molten.

Alexei's father leaned forword and gestured 1o the three massive books
on the desk, "How did you come upon themg™ the stranger asked in that
shrange accent. “A colleague,” his father soid, “from House Rodek. He is...
sympathetic.” He spracd his hands,

The stranger ook the first of the books from the table and opened it with
fine sound of straining porchment. He fipped tivough poges gently, nodding,
before setfing it aside. With the second book he did the same. Then the thind.

Finally the pale maon lpoked up. “These will do.” he said. “The deal s
struck.”

Alexei watched his father's posture soffen o fraction.

"I." the stranger conlinued. "your body accepts the Bond.”

His fother poused, “Very well.” he soid. “I'l hove @ bowd brought in-"

"Ng.” the stranger interrupled, "Bonds between mankind are not tested,
What you seek is invaluable: my Lady demands the sk be equally so. 1 am not
some pack animal, cheap and reploceable. If you seek to bind our lives
together, iradifion wil be uphald,”

Tne stranger withdrew o pair of omate doggers from his clook. The blades,
fhe handies, ofl were of finest siver that glinfed in the Bght. Their length was
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efched with swirling pattems. The stronger ploced both on the desk with g
whisper of contact, one befare each of them, Alexer's lother seemed to
hesitate. “And if | am not o maich?”

The stranger said nothing. For o long moment, the men stared ol each
other in silence.

And father nodded.

"Vary well " he agreed. The stranger smiled once mare, Taking up @
blade, ke hald out o palm cisscrossad with thick scars. “By ry Lady"s will." he
said. Then he sid the blode across his palm with savage precision. The blood
came immediately. but the siranger did not blink or hiss in pain. At the sight of it.
Alexei’s breath hitched,

The biood wos finged with deepest silver.

Alexai's tother walched quietly. then ook up his own blade. No
hesitafion, now: he cut open o pastine palm. Alexei knew his lather had
committed 1o whalever 1his wos. He never backed down when he decided on
a coursa. When the blood welled from his dari paim the stranger held out
hind.

And his father took it.

They held ecch other with iron grips, their blood mingling and runining
down their forearms’. Their eyes met. A heartbeat passed, Another,

Another,

Then father gasped. fightening on the stronger’s hand until his knuckles
tumed white, His body contorted, so rigid Alexei feared his bones would snop.
His foce twisted,

Again, Alexai's mind screamed o him.

Then it was over, Father's body reloxed: his grip loosaned. The men
released each ofher, and father reached for a handkerchiel. This he wrapped
fightty around his hand; watched it tum from white, to rose, to crimson,
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The stranger lef his hand rest in his kap. heedless of the blood that sooked
into his clogk. “The cccord i met.” he said. With his cleon hand. he pulled o
heavy leather sack from ifs folds and placed it clinking otop the toble. Father
glanced ot it, untying the sting and dumping the contents acrass the table,
From inside fumbled several dozen crystals, each glowing with briliant emerald
light. Alexei watched, stunned, as his father Bted one with o careful hand. “ls
this,..” ha trailed off,

Tha stranger nodded. "Glowstone of the rarest, oldest age. Gathared
from the frozen tundras of the Abyss itsell. Hone have ever seen the Bght.”

Father looked at the stranger warily, his features it green by the fortune
strewn across his desk. "This was not part of cur deal,” he said.

The stronger nodded. “Mo, il wosn't,” he ogreed, "but it 5 necessary. |
have no need lor money, and you are one of a multifude of Minor Houses,

leetering on the very edge of destitution.” The stranger leanad back in his chair.

“Do you think me biind. that | connol see it

Your furniture is plush, but the adges have bagun to Tray. Your wie wears
firv silic, but in o fashion that i long obondoned by the aistocracy. You bring
visitors 1o this rcom”, he spread his arms, “because the tall bookshelves
undoubtedly hide the crocks ihat have begun to dig through your walls.”

Father scowled.

“Take them." the stranger soid. “Build a keep in the capital city itself,
whisper in the King's own edrs. For our aims to be fulfiled. you must be foremost
omongst the great houses, not wavering on the edge of destuction.”

Alemai’s father poused. but nodded. “Thank you,”

The shianger stood, “Send word when your new position s secured, and
we will proceed.” Without another word, the stranger galhered his blaces and
books lefl the room, tsipping aweay with o whisper of cloth.
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Father reloxed, gozing of wealtin unmatched by any ofher House in the

kingdom. Then. impossbly, he tumed and stared directly info Alexei's eves,
“Come oul, boy."

To Ba Continued. ...
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Empty Vows, Pretty Lies

By Cecilio Tomres

1w g dirty lie in 0 cleon white dress,

All smiles and o bougquet of gardenias in hand, like o fool before the eyes
of an all-knowing God, | stoed at the alter ready to say. “1do.” when | never
even atked, "Do you wont of"

You got down on one knee and opened the Bttle block box in front of me,
iy breath hitched in my throat, seeing you. My heart baat quietad my
fhoughts. | felt the ward forming in my mouth and belore | could stop mysell,
‘wes' fell from my lips. With trembiing hangs. you shd the ring around my own
frembling finger. As you stood, you wrapped your arms around me and pulled
me in close. | smiled ogainst your chest os | heard the thump-thump of your
emratic heortbeat thot motched my own. It mode me s0 happy fo love ond be
lowvesd by you.

My $in wos emission, 5o | hid my foce behind that thin lece vell so that you
could not see. For if you looked into my eyes. in that moment when | fook yaur
hands 10 say our viows, you would see in my eves whal | have abways kndwn as
fruth; | didn't deserve you. You, who stood there next to me smiling 0 sinceraly.
If | told you the futh = the kind of love | have to offer, would you still want it,
would anybody want it?

Winter wos parficularly cruel. The cold air settled in my heorl. The door fo
my room crecked open ond my mom poked her head in. shie wos checking on
me. Herwarm wiinkled hand, rough from years of hard work, rested on my
cheek and her teor-filed glassy eyes plecded with me,

On days like thess, when she sat by my side in the eerie stillness of my
room, silent for hours, | wendered why she didn't just hate me, for surely thal
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would hove been easier. Loving me meant wailing, always woiting, for me to
be happy becouse sometimes | just seemed fo forget how to do this one basic
fiing. Loving me meant holding me even when | didn’l feel worthy of being
held, Loving me was like wilingly taking the paison - the way o smoker does
every fime he reaches for anather cigaretle - becouse depression i depresion
but it's ako o cancer. Cancer - it's almost foolish to csk, but would anyone
want {17

Sanying the last of our vews we officially began our new lives together. ‘Tl
death do you port’ reverberaled off the church walls ond we both smiled,
hoping this to be tree. | wonted to lve in this moment, be this happy my whole
entire life. Bul, os abways, my overthinking ménd come to its own conclusions
and fost forworded to our future,

A future where one doy you'll wake up to welcome a new day. Since you
have always been a moming person. The light will shine in though the parfed
curlains Hurminating the room in o shower of gold. In the dim maming light, you
will turn to look at me: your hand that has ahways reached oul for mine will stop
dead in its trecks and you'll realize you no longer recognize this somy excuse of o
person. This person that Is so hard 1o love, And, you'll wonder when exactly it
wias That you stopped loving her. You'll wonder when she become o stranger.
And, it wall hurt. But, Bxe the concerous tumeor she is, you'll decide to cut her out,
She won't hate you, 5he won't even hold it ogainst you, Becouse this type of
love, would anybody want it.



THE PARTY

By Gina Mating

It wios furning info quite o festive occosion. Every veor the Club hedd o
porty ta insloll the incoming President and this yeor seemed fo be just a cut
ohove all the years. The bar hod been set up in the baliroom and was doing o
landslide business, There was laughter, conversation, the clink of ice, the quiet
raugic: coming from the small bond. I seemed almost perlect,

The only joming note in the enfire room wias Bl King. His wile was oway
with her mother who was gravely il Thot leit no ane arcund who could or would
moritor Bill's behavior in the sightest, Most of the fime, he was an asset 1o fthe
Chulb, o5 well o3 to the community, If anything needed fo be done or if anyone
needed help, Bl wos alwoys the first to step up. The only fime that was not true
was when his wife was away, She seemed to have o stabilizing effect on him,

Tonight you could fell he wos in the reom by the loud, coonse remaorks ond
the loo-loud loughter. He seemed to hove started eordy fonight ond wos well on
his way fo compéete nebnation. Soon he would become stubbom aond wouldn™t
listen to reason. He was always convinced that he was in complete control and
there was not a regsan in the word why he Couldn't drive himsell home,

Two or fhwee of the Club Trustees were watching his behavior with
deepening concem. Some day he was going fo crash his cor and kill himself or,
worse yef, someone ebke, As the Trustess lolked omong themsebves, it became
increasingly obvious that something would have to be done and it would have
fo be done soon, Who knew when Bill would foke it into his head fo drive off
somewhere® Mo one had heard of designated deivers bock then.



They absolutely hod to keep him from getting behind the wheel. On fop
of huring someone if he hod an accident, the orgonization and the bartender
would be held morally liakle, if not legally. They nenchalantly moved over to the
coat rack by the bar, nmmoged around until they found his overcoat, and
remaved the keys. That taken care of, they proceedad to have a good time
with everyone else, They donced o Bttle, drank a litthe, tolked with thew fiends,
and moved around the room enjoying thermsalves.

Bill's Isughter wiasn't drawing much aftention nght now., In the past, they
had found him sound asleep in the lounge, They called it asleep fo keep from
hrting his feefings. but he wos probobly pased out from all the alcohol he hod
consurned,

Two couples come insomefime dwing the evening. They aopologized fo
everyone for being so lote. They had known beforehand that they would miss
dinner because they hod to wait for their batysitter, but hadn't planned fo miss
so much of the fesfivities due to fhe accident they come across on their way fo
the pary. There were police cors, ombulances and firemen oround the cors 5o
you couldn't really see what had hoppened, but it seemed to be prefty bad,

They jumped right into the party to make up for lost fime. Everyone had
gotten alittle louder as the night wore on. bul everyonea was having such a
wonderful time, They would have to remember the name of this bond for any
future parfies becouse they ployed just the right mix of songs.

Toward closing fime people started sipping away a few of @ time, Whie
the lost few partygoers were saying good-bye, the Incoming President came up
fo the group thal was left ond asked, “Who the hell took my cor keys"?
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Red Strge

By: Shawn Chundagal
A plary in one acl

“8ut that must be worth something. nght? Beauly & ol about symmeiry, &n't it§"—
Enka L. 3ancher

Chargcters:
Antani Patel — [m) 27+, business-minded, strang, stem, conng, les to run,
smokes, likes coffee

Elio Petez — (m) 24+, creative, emolional but logical, paints and writes, drinks o
et

Ramona Esti — (f) 26+, careful, considerate, understanding

selling & Place:
Summer, in 0 holel room in a foreign country.

in the afternoon, into the evening.

It"s raining.
(Before lighls, we hear the sounds of crickels and waves. Then the fights
swell in g biveish kght. Then go fo regular ighting. Al fights, we see we are
in an odequately fumished hotel room, It hos a bed with two bed-side
fables. One bedside fable has o lamp ond o book and a smail coclus.
The other is bare, Theve is o fabde and some chairs in the room. There are
varnows botlles and bowl on the lable. A cigorette ash-froy and some
books and coffee mugs. There s also a huge window. There is g smaff
kitchen and o door leading info o baltroom, It's o fite before sunsel. The
colows reflect orange, yeliow, red, almost fire-like. bul not quife. We hear
loughter and sorme screaming that they are seling Qysters! A moment
possas, and two people enter the room. One is walking with o kmp. whie
the other person camies them fo the fable. They begin exomining the oot
of the other, I is ANTON! and ELIO. ANTONI begmns picking alass fromn the
foot of ELIO. We watch them for o moment before they speok.)

ANTOMIE



You can't keep doing this.

[Elizs ignares Antoni, gels o bollie of Red Stipe from the table, Sips oul of it,
Then he puls his fingers fo Anfoni's mauth)

ELIO:

You have something on your lip, Let me getif. Hmim... | con shatter this one foo,
if it means you shay this close,

(Antoni picks o shard from Efo’s left fool and he winces from the pain, A
thin red fine i drawn across his fool, one that slowly keeps widening wilh
each mavernen! and each second.)

ANTOMI

Stop. Bnough. | soed Enoughl | didn't bring you hera so you con act ke a
drunkard. We come 50 you could hove some peoce and guiet, Just be shl, Lal
me tie this up belore it gats any worsa,

ELIO:
It Pt
ANTOMI:

You'ne lucky it wasn't that deep. Of course, It huets, you shattered it all over your
foot and ran through it e some fool,

ELIC:
| heard a baby crying.
AMNTOMI:

That doesn't mean you chase after it. Stop being reckless. [pouse) That's the last
ofil. Go sit on the bed. I'll chaan this mess.

(Efio imps over to the bed. Antoni looks frustrated. He cleans up the
shards, cleans up the foble a bit. And goes to the small kitchen fo make

himself o cup of coffee)
ELIO:
| wonder if they cleaned the foiet of the fire ants.
ANTOMI:

They better have by now, they hod all day to do it, | paid goed maoney for this
ploce.

ELIO:
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Would you ke me to read you one of my new ines?
ANTOMI;
Swre. But don't gel up, et me get your notebook,
ELICx:
Relax. t's under the pillow. |'d been writing last night.
ANTONI:
Before or ofter you vomited everywhere?
ELICk:

After, ampway, islen.., "what it means to be a man, to be free, fo stake claim fo
{ my own identity and this new land, another / ne cul o sewn inlo o vein,
puring for release & like that, | keep leeling and sfill don't know what ony of it
MEans.

[Eio flips through the notebook. reciles o lne...we hear some noises oul
the window, Efo springs up ond lmps fo the window fo look oulside,
Anfoni shares ol him. The lights go from sunset fo evening.)

ANTORI
Is that suppose o be me?
ELIC
That's you.
AMNTOML:
Why are you so anisy? Reloe. Lie down, I'm making coffee. You want any?
ELIO:
Mo, Mo, I'm good, | just—somy, | feel something is off.
ANTOMI:
we'll falk obout it, after my run.
ELIO:
You're gonna leave me here alone?
ANTOMI:

I've been with you all week. Down by the ocean. Through the sireets, You'll be
fine for thirty menutes. I'll come back. | con Inst you, fight?



(pause)
ELIC:
Yes, of course. | meon—why wouldn't you? I'm better. I'm getting better.
ANTOMI:
I'l have my coffee then ond I'll get going.

ELIO:
Bul it's raining.
ANTOMI:
Even better. It'l keep me cool.
ELIO:
What's wrong#
ANTOMI:
What do you mean®
ELIO:

I see it in your eyes, you're being so contemplalive.

{Anfoni rises from the bed and goes back o the kitchen to finish moking
the coffee)

ANTOMI:
We'll ol about it ofter,
ELIC:
Don’t do thal, talk fo me obout it now.
ANTOMI:

What for? Its just making things even more complicated. l—we—jusl—it can
wait.

ELIO:
You're atways doing that,
ANTOMI:

| am protecting both of us from needless argument, It's the end of the tip, A few
one hours won't hur anything.
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ELIC:
This i ridicubous.
(Ebo tums owoy and locks of the bedside lable. He thinks o himself, He
places his finger on a prickly needie of the smal cachus. He pricks himself,

He laughs to himsell and then fumns bock, we heor o boby crving and
then Bock fo quiel]

You didn't have to be my carelaker. Mo one asked you ta.
ANTOMI:

Just as no one asked you to do what you did, yel here we are. You were loved,
are loved, | don't know wiy you wauld do that to anyone, especially your gran,
your mother,

ELIC:
You dom’t know how any of this feels.
ANTOMI

Tnot®s right. What else® | om a hordened heterosexual man. | am ignorant. | am
this, | am that. Keep telling me these things. I'm still here, aren’t I#

[Antoni makes his cup of coffee and sips from it. He walks to the balhroom
and then come bock with o It cigarefte, he smakes if)

ELICk
Those are going o kil you,
ANTOMI:

A kot of things could kil me. You could. if you wanted., right now. You could run
to the trashoon and pick those shords of glass out ond come and gut me with
them. If you wonted. We're always prone to deoth. Anything con kill us. [pouse)
Wouldn't that be romantic? You would love that, Stabbing me with those
shords, with yow blood on them. Ha.

ELIO:
Thot"s not funiny.
ANTOMI:
It's the funniest thing I've heard this entire: frip.
[They sit in slence for o minwla)
ELIC:



The night you lefl, wos not and | hated it, This rerminds me of thal fime.

ANTOMI:
wWhat do you meon?
ELIO:
When you left to be with her.
ANTOMI:

Yas, my girlfiend, becowse she is my giliiend, you are my friend. | had o go
back to her.

ELIC:
Mever-mind. You're missing my meaning.
ANTONI:
Please, enlighten me,
ELIO:
Don™t think | blarme you or anyone. | blame myself for leeling 100 much,
ANTCMI:
You shouldn't blome yoursell either, You just need to find some really good help,
ELIO:
The word can sill be beautiful without you. Without me,
ANTOMI:

Why do you talk like that? You speak so negatively. Stop taking like that. Jusi
enjoy this. You abways ruin it with your senseless dorkness, I1's Be you need it. If
thirgs get too good, you panic,

ELIC:
Sometimes |wani fo hook my fingers in you. Really send my thought waves to
you. These dark things 1o you, 5o you know I'm not doing it on purpose.
Sometimes, yes, but not all the fime,

ANTOMI:

And | wish | could peer into that mind of yours and see it all. it would help me
miokes sense of all fhis.
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[Antani locks alt his walch. He downs his coffee. He gels up)
I'm going to go for that run,

ELICH
Here we are, all wiong,
ANTOMI:
Elic, Stop.
ELICK
| fered bk
AMNTOMI:
Eal the oranges on the toble. I'l be back.
ELIO:
Olkary.

{Antoni exils. The lights dim just o bit, Elo's dark figue moves aoround the
room. He stumbiles, we hear soff crying. The lighls tumn o soff violel and
bipe, It i the middle of the might now. The ocean’s hissing. ANTON! enfers.
He & drenched from ihe rain and fired, He furns on the kights)

ANTOMI
Wake-up, Elio, I'm back.
ELIO:
I'm not deeping. I've been listening fo the rain.
ANTOMI

s beoutitul out right now. Mo one i by the beach. Mo one is in the streets. Just
me and my thowghts and the rgin, | feel new.

ELICx
What are we doing here?
ANTOMI:
What do you meang
ELICK:

Why did you bring me here?
ANTONI:



30 | could help you get better. You needed to get away from that loxic
environment,

ELIO:
Qut of pity.
ANTOMI:
Mo, out of love,
ELIC:
Bullghit,
ANTCOHI:

Elio, why do you insist on pushing me away and making it like I'm this brute.
Listen, I'm here. This week hasn't been eosy for me either. 've hod fo endure
everything, Al your tantrums. Those spells ot night, not to mention you cut your
fucking foot on gloss ond | hod to pick it out. Are you lorgetting these things? Or
is it convenient lo neglect them when you're feeling®

ELICO:
Everylhing is ol wrong.
{Antani sifs besde Elo on the bed. Elio stares off)
ANTOMI:
wWhat do you need? | feel out of oplions.
ELIC:
Say you don't love me.
ANTOMI:
I'd be lying.
ELIC:
But you don't love me.,
ANTOMI:
Elio...
ELIO:
- you don't,
ANTOMI:
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Mot in the way you want me ta, but | do love you.

ELIC
Then say it
ANTOMI:
Wiiy#
ELIO:
| need fo hear il. | need fo hear it again.
AMNTOMI:
Whnat for? There's no purpose.
ELIC:
Just do it
ANTOMI

Fine. Fine. Fine. You want fo heor it? ks this what will moke you better? You
promise not 1o use it against me? | con't have you hurfing yoursell or anyone
ony more, not like this.

(Pause]
| don't love you like that. Ckay? You're my fiend. | come here to help you.
ELIC:
| feel this cracking. | ahways have., It isn't you. IF's just mie.
ANTOMI:
Can | osk you something?®
ELICx:
Yes,
ANTOMI:
Why did you do it? Wiy did you fry 1o
ELICx

I'l admit it, | wanted the end, | was greedy, The feelings eventually possed like
stomm going theough. | just.. | missed you. | missed everything. The way things
were perfect before | leff. And then | left, Everything seem to shatter. I wanted to
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let it ol go. | felf ke | it flomes to my shadow, struggled in my sleep, something
tender unfolding out of me, | wanted to rp it out. And now..now what? |
survived. It didn’t work. I'm here. Healing and picking up pieces.

ANTOMI;
Everything was not perfect before you left,
ELIO:
Nothing ever was, | know.
ANTOM;
You have to promise to get better, after we leave here. Plecse,
ELIC:

Fwill—'ll fry.

{Lights diim, Efio exifs, Time seems fo pass. A few moments go by, We are in
fhe same room, The Bghls are blue. Anloni iy af the table with o Red
Shipe in his hond. RAMONA wolks in, hi girlfrend, she sheps around and sifs

beside Antoni,)
RAMOMNA:
This is the room,
ANTOMI:
Ha. yes. I'm glod you made it. It*s a bif away from where we are siaying.
RAMOMA:
It*s nice out tonight. Quiet. No rain, It was o nice walk.
ANTOMI:

The lost conversofion we held felf so off. Kept saving, we're just as young as it
starfed, just os young os it ends. Always specking in niddles. Always writing them
down.

RAMOMA:
Moy | hove one too?
ANTOMI
Sure.
{Antoni hands Ramona o Red Siipe and fhey sip in slence)
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RAMONA:

We abwvays seem to be studying answers in our environment. ke, us being here.
Something you may hove missed. What was missing, o lost moment. | don't
know, | kept thinking obout that alter you got the call, What it did fo you, Why
we hod lo come bock, What this room means. What any spoce means. s
history.

ANTOMI:

1 figured | hod to come boack one last time. It wos a good lime, despite
averything. It still feels the same. 5till feels. Makes me feel. The lost fime | was
picking shords of this out of o foot, Mow I'm drinking it. What do Ihay say obout
symmetry?

RANMOMA
That one true, cerdan harmony to life.

(They embroce. The acean is heard. Soft organs are heard, The Fights dim
siowly on the couple unti! Biockout.)
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