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Warrior
-Marcia Leon

| tear off my dress and climb atop the

table, standing naked to the crowd. Spiral

Finally, they look up and see me. -Rose Hunt

Finally, they dismiss nothing. The

meaningless chatter dies. Flowers, especially daisies; yellow.

The meaninglessness dies altogether. Tick, tock, tick, tock.
My body is strong, lean, beautiful. Look | | peath.

at me, | tell them, and my eyes flash Tick, tock, tock, tick

with light. Look. At. Me. Voices, attackers all around.
Tick, tock, tick, tick, tick.

| am not a lady. God save me from Apologies, hugs, tears.

one. | fly out and begin to run. Oh, I am | | Tick, tock, tick, tock

free. Free from anyone. Free fromall. | | | gpap.

am one and free like the wind that Tick, tick, tick, tock.

happily slaps me now. My feet are Red, fury, bruises

coarse and blunt. My muscles stretch Tick, tick, tick, tick.

with joy and the openness of the air. White walls, straight jacket.

Sgdx ehm kkx r v ldghAtHes FEjIRLQHF] HSTHKB] -
seen the beginning.

| climb mountains now. And | look at

the sun face to face, not you, fools. |

conguer and serve.

l ngenui ty
Fe-st
By:
Sar a .
Ol'igny |




Wal k Down an |l cy Pat
By Emily Juar ez

Great Ape Sidewal ks, freshly di

Daniel Solomon Gl i mmer under sunset
Il "' m a great ape, ' m the best ape, I "'m t
b'est ape you'll fiindyees brace for arct.i
l''m a great ape, the hgtheadP &l e®WO i thttio0n
fined Dark veins against g
Il n my flaws | am perfect
I n my perfection I am fl|l awed,; |l can see
forbidden zone | sl ow my pace
And i f this iIis the devimats hpltayrgrowrdn :
Then 1"l 1l take my r&eeds iitn skelpl t hrough
For | never played too well
From window panes of
| see only curtains
Night Currents Draped in snow the hi
-Ryan Cochran l ngness
As the black feather whispers past the gl
i ng moon Si'l ence | ay over thi

And the motionl ess da\?r%ﬂkf[.:.r.e:s% td[]iasntqiuniclt an
From nowhere comes th 'd e%a ! OnM ngerpeurr

Of the crooked rapidsVedi® ilntg WAStthS maj est

While the sky thunders. .. as nimobie tTears
into the river's dept'

A yellow frog | eaps, f ar k

And begins to flee fr e | ef
l' i ghtning's strike

The rain foams and se Wi t c
hill

The silent storm so b ‘ s hak
The cliff in wicked 't ocky
Crumples to the grim

Phot ogr

aphy by:
Marcia Leon



Poems by Emily Kesegich

Poem 1:

H v ms mnsghmf sn
the past is all out of my system and
now | can just be.

no point or destination,

just finding my center

H cnm@gs mddc ~ b~
fect.

before we fall,

before the wreckage,

we find peace in our moments spent
cdmxhmf gnv | thbg
vdoQud rddm hs " kk
liberated, astonished

| once was so honest

even to strangers

mnv Hl rn ft gcd
even to my saviors.

where are all of you right now?

are you in your bodies?

are you in last year?

are you even here?

when is the last time we all took a
breath instead of a sigh

most of us are so frantic

so out of control

"mc nm sgd rtqge bd+

told.

we fight, we roll our eyes, we scoff
and despise

hold grudges, tell lies

but as kids it was easy

ntq o qdmsr r  hec
and it was over.

lost some teeth and played some ball

S
+
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Clrfjsetyt(r)] pﬁa% SO ?nﬁcﬁ gulfla? |
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Poem 2:
eqdd

| used to take the longest walks
| used to lay back in the quiet car
the two corners of my mouth were never a
ag,lght line . S dc

| miss so much calling it aﬁl mine
e kkhmf " rkddo sn sg
memorably unusual scenarios throughout
the day

usded to rbolg my heafd upd hlgq( des
Ius dtob fral d|e "l th

tget%eet were a ways Bare g

dlpplng poorly painted toes in the metro-
park waters
trying not to drop the cigarette
my only care was my tattoo debt
my goal was making them all laugh until
they were out of breath
"mc vgdm sg s chcmgs
toyota to play their music and take them
home.
our stories were recyclable
our days were long and perfectly full
our bad jokes still got the room satisfied
remmdscmg about the tlmeds we vg been
fried
Hokk mdudqg qgqdf gds
until comes the day | realize it ended.
| used to be spontaneous
| used to be so curious
l.used to wapt {0 5 the world in action
stand close t %he gfage and sit on the
speakers
now | stay towards the back
adb trd sg sQr i1trs

"m de,

nt
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POEMS BY TIMOTHY EICHHORN

revol ut iAo Rereydt Ber rbavie-et *

A Psychoper ma
hoopdee*
Once pas

Look at the Al ways a
Lucent | ava | amps, You Lou*
Dark craters Have me
Hiring hands Not one
We wal ked, That |1 06v
Mi mi cki ng magma. l's more
Hot, why 1is Than the
This heat? Told by
Forget Vul can

And his illusion Il too,
Of kal eidoscopes, Have bee
A rip tide AWaiting
On the shore For the
Of our conscious minds.enter
We held fire, Belly an
Pretending to swim A dear,
Underground, Dear fri
But only out Of mi ne;
Of pure respect. But most
Some had boots For that
Made with Qui ck fi
The clippings

Of funky tripwire, Soon aft
Ot hers wore suits iHer oi no
With goggl es And | to
Clamped to their ffades,dosed
Gripping |ike |l donot
Bay Area earthquakedly only
On-by ne, Wonder n
Jasgrangs wer e I f a s ma
Attached to us and syringe
Hurled into the Pit As good
With rhythmic rituald,t sound
Waves of S and P Right no
FIl ail ed away

Li ke fl ags

One nati on

Under a new.

No one | ooked away.
*Both poems on this page

= -
=]

Suw®O oo

ar

e

about

Lou



|l nci si on

Adam Mitchell
A painting, the past, one instant forever
Photographic, still, but nevertheless itds
stirring,
So much action, yet motionl ess,
Was it safe, could it have been, canodot hav
Angl ed, shadowy characters gaze ai mlessly
Disinterest, fatigue, concentration placed
The prophet with his balding halo stands p
Preaching to his disciples, novices.
Stern nurse |l ooks on, black and white, unm
Whi spering fellows seem concerned at what
The incisiondbs been made, time goes by, bl
Was it successful, you can only hope.
* This poem references Thomas Eakins, from
Starving Artist
- Brittany Atkinson

She held an aguamarine crayon

in between her chubby little fingers
Her small hand swallowed it

A glow enveloped her cyan eyes,
like firecrackers on the Fourth of July
She scribbled wildly,

with no direction

She held a marigold pencil

in between her slim fingers -

no longer chubby, but she thought they
were

Her collarbones smiled through her skin,
even though she did not

But she still doodled,

eating her mistakes

She held a ballpoint pen
in between her brittle
bones -

they were supposed to be
fingers

Her ribcage protruded like
shelves at the market,
however held no food: only
pain

But she still drew,

and devoured the ink

She was a starving artist,
and art was all she ate.
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Wh a t
You

et pl ea
I ya Smith
ow you know from the way | | ook at you. I gl
tch you watch me do it. Then | watch you wal
keep your eyes on mine because only my eyes
ed. each bit
me? | 6m desired by few
theydre usually men
theyodore usually dogs
I dondt care for canines.
more interested in women.
use women dondét play with their private part
women | i ke more intricate games than fetch.
you and I, we could play cards for hours and
could make me trip over my heart with a gl an
you wil I .
you do
thereds no playing fetch with you.
have a mind beyond throwing, retrieving.
ys |l eaving me high and dry.
hey, at | east | 6m high.
uld write a novel about the ways your face |
i's no |l ove story This is no call for help.
i ng more than a quiet plea.
i ng.
the absolute hell are you doing? ALL of thi
know what they DO TO YOU GODDAMMI T SO STOP E

10



Mar ci a
STOP STOP

STOP.

Shit. Calm down.

Youdre killing yourselw 1si de o
You know

not hi ng.

(SHI'T SHI'T SHIT SHIT

SHI T)

Calm down.

This isndét all . This i

This is probably just

Not hing more than a qu

Not hi ng.

Three

Do you know what it feel i'ke toc forest
When you travel to a wooded area for the first
But then you go back and realize they havenoét m
And you go again

and again

and realize that not only the trees havendt mov
and that fl ower

and the creek that floods over the stones never
That 6s what it felt |ike,

know(l ove)ing her,

|l i ke knowing that not only havendédt the trees mo
Can you understand that?

Pl ease try to understand that.

But dondét worry about me. This is nothing.

Not hing more than a quiet plea.

Not hi ng.

11



PURGE
Mari ssa Ortosky

AMay | be excused?0

Annads words were swall owed by the chorus of
ware scratching against china. Her parentso voli

Altds supposed to be nice again tomorrow. Q

AWhi ch weatherman said that?o

AAll of them agree, for once. Sunny and warn

Anna shifted in her seat. lts stiff wooden s
She inched forward, perching on its edge. The p
again, | oader. nMay |

Her parentsd conversation carried on, turning
never did. Deaf and blind, l i ke al ways.

Anna | owered her head, her eyes falling to he
smal | hill of mashed potatoes on the other, and
free from fingerprints. I't never touched her pl

Shedd eaten already. Ten Cheerios for breakf
t hat stubborn stone inflating her stomach. That
given i n. The cereal Shwabedi sgosmbchgwasRdVvefubh

Anna did the odwhyatt hsihneg hsahde hceoeunn ddoi ng f or mont h
She purged.

Anna heard it called a disorder in health cl a

12



It was | i ke a spider living inside her. Wr it

her skin. Losing icy venom into her veins, ma K i
Weaving a web at the back of her throat, keeping
h efreteHe rot <c¢climb up her throat, feel it pressing
stomachondaa,coht wi cke! finally the web tore, unleash

BeautgiiftulcdXroradmed beauti ful

She hated it. She -Bared thigbseot hhar hel awhy
il ng gut. But she coul dndét stop. Not on her own
A Mom?o0 Annads full pl ate sneered up at her.

the same color and consistency her cheerios had

shifted in her chair again, scooting closer to I
cl osed around the wor ds Hevlepnt haesyetlsgrairds. danced i n
Mot her gl anced at her, smiling a |little. A Of
Drawing by:
Mi chi ko Smith
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