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Dear Reader,

It is my pleasure and my honor to present the lucky thirteenth issue of Lux. We’ve all 
had our share of struggles in a tumultuous 2016-2017, but if anything, the art you’ll 
find in this volume is all the more radiant for springing from adversity. Between these 
pages lies a kaleidoscope of creative vision, from an abstract dinner that fits in an 
envelope, to a magical realist spin of a toxic relationship, to a photographic tribute to 
Frida Kahlo. From all walks of life and modes of artistic expression, we at the staff of 
Lux present to you a stained-glass portrait of ASU’s undergraduate class of creative 
minds.

This year of the magazine has brought a number of achievements and milestones for 
us. We hosted our sixth annual Coffee Night in the Secret Garden, a communal event 
featuring musical performances and poetry readings from the many gifted performers 
among our students. We continued a seven-year partnership with Blue Door Studios, 
who graciously give our musicians the opportunity to come into their studio to record 
professional tracks. We made the decision to move our Music and Film sections into 
online formats, to respond to an increasingly digital age and reduce material waste 
associated with the magazine. And as always, we continue to push ourselves to make 
new connections in our vibrant community and find innovative ways to spread our 
message and find new voices to contribute to the magazine.

I would like to thank the dedicated Lux staff, ASU and Barrett faculty, generous donors, 
family, friends, and the many talented students who have made Lux the publication it is 
today. With every passing year, we never fail to be overwhelmed by the depth of your 
passion, your patience, and your dedication. I hope that—as they have for me—the 
following entries can grant you a smile, a little peace, or a small measure of magic to 
carry with you into the days ahead.

Savannah Blitch

EDITOR’S INTRODUCTION

MISSION STATEMENT

SUBMISSION CRITERIA
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Fiction
This year’s winner of the Jane Shaw Jacobs prize for fiction goes to “Mis 

Estrellas, Mi Alma” by Shannon Green. Lux thanks Mark Jacobs, Dean 
of Barrett, the Honors College, for honoring the winning submission.

Poetry
This year’s poetry award goes to “Dinner Party” by Benjamin Shindel. Lux 

thanks Barrett, the Honors College for honoring the winning submission.

Art
This year’s art award goes to “Mayah with Bougainvillea” by Taylor 

Schroeder. This award was made possible by Social Artworking.

Nonfiction

This year’s nonfiction award goes to “Fishing for Morals” by Parker Shea. 
This award was made possible by Barrett, the Honors College and 

Changing Hands Bookstore.

Music
This year’s music award goes to “Michigan Song” by Spencer McIntyre. 
This award was made possible by Barrett, the Honor's College and Blue 

Door Studios.

Film

This year’s film award goes to “Artisan City” by DJ Birch and Zane Berry. 
This award was made possible by Barrett, the Honor's College.

AWARDS
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1. Michigan Song Spencer McIntyre–Singer/Songwriter, Erica Dallman--  
additional vocals 

2. My Song 29 Lou DiMuro–Guitar/Songwriter–accompanying guitar and  
drums

3. Days to Come Mama Butane (Kenneth Kite–Guitar/Singer, Parker  
Mann–Drums,	Johnathan	Raffle–Bass)	
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Lux
(noun)

: A unit of illuminance, brightness, 
or intensity
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Mis eSTRELLAS, mI
aLMA
//  Shannon Green //

We dated for sixty-six days before he proposed under a russet sky, the sun just slinking 
away from the creeping moon. I laughed at the absurdity but then danced in the sandbox in the 
backyard of his childhood home. 

“An autumn moon for my springtime lover,” he said, and he slid a gold ring on my 
finger with an onyx gem in the center. I hated it, but I didn’t tell him. It wasn’t his fault I’d 
seen Breakfast at Tiffany’s too many times and had long dreamt of glittering diamonds. I told 
myself I didn’t need them anyway, as long as I had him.

Eddie had been married before. He didn’t like to talk about it, and I didn’t like to push. 
I wondered if he wanted to get married so quickly because I reminded him of her, but when I 
asked him about her, he kissed me hard enough to make me forget. “She wasn’t you,” he said, 
and then he twirled me and said that my soul was different, some kind of light he’d never seen 
before, never touched, but oh, how he meant to. God, I loved it when he said things like that. It 
turned my knees to jelly, and delivered a delicious warmth everywhere else.

His face was boyish—rounded with a flat nose. He ate grilled cheese sandwiches at 
least once a week, but only at midnight. We met the first time in a health food store, him 
buying pistachios and me buying organic chocolate. He said hello. That’s when I knew I liked 
his eyes the best. As soon as he said that first word, I was captured—his irises were so dark 
I felt like I was swimming in the bottom of a well, his pupils a new moon that focused on 
me alone. Even then, he looked at me like I was something special, unattainable, someone 
he would happily spend his entire existence chasing. We got ice cream next door; he ordered 
chocolate, I ordered pistachio. 

“I’ll have you forever,” he said. I didn’t say no.
He couldn’t grow a beard. I thought it was funny, but he would only pout when I 

laughed, when I stroked the sparse trail of hair that tickled the underside of his jaw. 
“It’s cute,” I said. 
“Men don’t want to be cute,” he replied. 
“What do they want then?”
“Doesn’t matter. I know what I want.”

His mother was Latina, his father a bone-colored invalid that lived with his sister. The 
day I met his mother she was cooking mango gazpacho in nothing but her bra and her work 
slacks. She hugged me, her weathered skin warm as my hands landed on her bare back, and 
I remember wondering if my children with Eddie would have the same skin, the same wear, 
the same scent of mangos. She fed me until I cried and buried my head into Eddie’s shoulder 
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because I would never fit in my wedding dress. His mother only laughed. Eddie kissed my 
forehead, and those little hairs tickled my cheek as he said, “Food makes the soul fat.”

I giggled. “Food feeds the soul, you mean.”
“That’s what I said, mi amor.” He kissed gazpacho off my lips.
Jelly knees. Warm everywhere else.

“It’s too soon,” my father said. He looked at his lap, his brow furrowed over suspicious 
eyes, his tone was firm. “Too soon. You’ve only known him for forty-four days.”

“Sixty-six.” I didn’t tell my father that it was only on the twenty-second day that I knew 
I loved Eddie, that I belonged to him. “Sixty-six is long enough.” 

“Your mother would disagree,” my father said, herding bits of steak gristle on his plate 
with a fry. He would never eat gazpacho, I knew. Too much soul, he would probably say, too 
many feverish thoughts when the spoon parted your lips. I wondered if he ever cherished my 
mother like Eddie promised to cherish me. “Your mother would say no,” he said, quieter this 
time.

We got married in the same backyard he proposed to me in. The sun set but the bugs 
stayed out late, swarming over the cheap tiki-torches I bought at the dollar store. I took off my 
heels because we decided to stand in the sandbox while Eddie slid the wedding band over my 
finger. 

“Two souls become one,” the reverend said.
Eddie smiled. “Mine.”
“Yours.”
We danced too long and talked too loud. His mother gave a toast. “Marriage is either 

give and take, or just give or just take. It’s good to agree on currency. By the way, I made extra 
sopapillas, so help yourself, but I’m fresh out of mangoes.” 

My father kissed my forehead, but he refused to try anything from the food table. He 
whispered to me that the dress that Eddie’s mother was wearing was too low-cut. I didn’t tell 
him about the first time I met her even though I wanted to, just to see his wide eyes imagining 
her dark skin exposed and dewed with sweat from the hot kitchen.

The guests left and we cleaned up white streamers and clear plastic cups until after 
midnight, Eddie singing Spanish lullabies under his breath. His mother offered to help, but 
Eddie said no and sent her home to her apartment. There was something sweet about cleaning 
alone together, our bare feet quiet as they padded over the kitchen tile. 

“How was it to grow up in this house? Tell me,.” I said.
“Maybe later. Tell me stories about you, instead.”
“You know everything about me already.”
“Not everything. Not yet.”
I was a virgin, and Eddie liked that. After we wiped the last of the champagne off the 

countertops and after the last of the plastic tablecloths were thrown in the dumpster, he led 
me upstairs and said I’d saved myself just for him. Jelly knees. Warm everywhere else. Eddie 
chanted my name like a prayer that only I heard. He told me that I was a springtime rainstorm, 
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a shot of whiskey at bedtime, a breath after drowning. I closed my eyes and thought that his 
mother’s gazpacho wasn’t the only thing that fattened my soul because his words expanded me 
from the inside out. I melted away and pooled in the crevasses in his palms and the corners of 
his eyes.

“This might hurt,” he said later, and he trailed a fingernail down my sternum, opening 
me up like I was a present to unwrap. He sifted through me, smiling because he found buried 
treasure.

“What are you doing?” I asked, but only the first time.
He wiped sweat off my brow. “I’m star-searching, it’s your wedding gift to me, don’t 

you remember? I told you I’d touch your soul. Didn’t you believe me?”
I guess I hadn’t. “Of course I did.”

It was easier after the first time. We stayed at his home for our honeymoon. After sex he 
asked me to tell him about old memories about my home. He asked me about my school days, 
about the time I punched Liddy Addle in the face, about my mother’s funeral. I traced my eyes 
over the ceiling with a smile while he counted constellations on my body and laughed when I 
shivered. He stroked my skin, from my head to my toes, and when little trails of stars budded 
under his fingertips and dripped down like dew drops, he scraped them up with a spoon and 
put them in a jar. 

“What is it?” I asked.
 “You.”
 “It feels strange.”
 He kissed my collarbone and only said, “Look at you, shining for me.” The jar would 
stay on the end-table for hours after, a night-light that glowed so blue I squinted my eyes. 

When I woke up, it was gone. I 
asked Eddie over breakfast and he 
smiled as he poured syrup over my 
pancakes. “Some things are my little 
secret. Parts of you are just for me.”
 I didn’t disagree. 

 “I never see you,” my father 
complained. I didn’t answer.
 My sister said that marriage 
looked awful on me. There was more 
hair in the banana bread I baked for 
her than on my head, she said. I was 
a shadow, she said. I only laughed.
 My girlfriends claimed that I 
was missing something. I told them 

the only thing I was missing was Eddie. I didn’t like spending time away from him anymore. 
Too many stars crawled in my skin, ripe for harvest, but my friends just couldn’t see them. If 

FICTION
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something was wrong, I told them, Eddie would say so. They pursed their lips and looked at 
anything but me. 

Eddie said I shouldn’t see them anymore. Narrow-minded, broken, jealous, selfish, he 
said. Not like us, he said.

“They’re worried.”
“They don’t understand.” 
“Maybe if we explained—”
“Then it wouldn’t be special. You want to share yourself with them? You want to make 

what’s mine theirs?”
“Of course not.”
“Mine.”
“Yours.”
My father missed me at his retirement party that weekend. 

I made sandcastles in the sandbox as Eddie grilled burgers and his mother stirred 
lemonade. “You look tired, mija, perhaps you should rest,” she said. 

“I guess I haven’t been sleeping well.”
His mother laughed. I watched beads of sweat drip down her neck;, her chest heaved. 

She looked alive in ways I didn’t understand anymore, tabasco sauce straight on the tongue. I 
poked my own cheek and felt the dry, sallow skin. My wrists looked bony, my veins traceable 
underneath the translucent flesh. 

His mother giggled again, her lips spilling not-so-hidden meanings that I would have 
blushed at just a few days ago. “I remember what being a newlywed is,” she said, and she 
winked at Eddie. “Doesn’t seem to be enough hours, right?”

My smile was strained but I didn’t tell her that my dreams were empty now, dark and 
fathomless, a dusty stage. Eddie kissed my forehead. “Make her some of your food, mama.”

I remembered the first time. “Soul food,” I said. I got dizzy as Eddie trailed his fingers 
up my spine.

“Food didn’t help the others,” his mother said.
“Others?” I asked.
Eddie laughed. “My mother is going senile.”

I woke up early on a Sunday to see where Eddie took the jar. From the bedroom 
window I saw him carry it in the early morning fog, across the lawn and over the sandbox. 
He stuck the jar in the heart of my sandcastle and it caved in around the glass, the earth 
swallowing my twinkling stars. I didn’t tell him what I saw, I didn’t think he’d like it. After all, 
the jar was his, along with what was inside.

“I have to go out for a little bit,” he said at dinner.
“Can I come?”
“No, mi estrella.” He told me to watch what was his. He kissed me when he left; the 

little hairs under his chin tickled me. 
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The grass thrived next to the sandbox, bright green blades peeking out from under the 
red wood. I knelt in the sand and dug until my knuckles were stained crimson. Down, down, 
down, I went until all I saw above me was a hole to the murky stars. Beneath me, a trapdoor 
that opened at my touch, yawning wide to swallow me up.

I didn’t need the flashlight in my pocket. Jars lined the wall of the inside, full of 
galaxies. Greens, reds, purples, yellows; the contents swirled and glittered in their glass 
prisons. I pulled a jar off the shelf, the insides an alarming shade of pink, and unscrewed the 
lid. I just wanted to touch, wanted to feel.

Late-night coffee runs and childhood trauma, sex on beaches and dogs named after 
United States presidents. The soft pink in the jar was the same color of a bedspread, a woman’s 
dyed hair, her favorite bubblegum. It was naked in the backyard on winter nights, blood 
blushing bright under skin like snow.

I replaced the jar and looked around the room again, watching the different colors paint 
my arms in private memories that weren’t mine. There, at the end, I saw a familiar blue, the jar 
only an inch full. I unscrewed the lid.

My first kiss in the rain outside a football stadium, coming home past curfew to an 
angry father, my mother’s funeral on a day too sunny for sadness. I saw Liddy Addle again, 
her nose swollen and purple, my third knuckle broken. I saw myself on a couch, singing along 
to Moon River at the end of a movie I’d seen far too many times. Full lips, thick hair, loud 
laugh, open arms. I was a springtime rainstorm, a shot of whiskey at bedtime, a breath after 
drowning. Just like Eddie said. There he was in the sparkling blue, taking my vows, taking 
my virginity, opening me up and taking what was inside and putting it in a jar that looked like 
others. 

Others. 
Take, take, take, his chosen currency in between my palms. 
“Look at you, shining for me.”
He was standing there when I turned, that same boyish face but his black eyes looking 

at the jar as he spoke like he’d once looked at me—a lovely possession to hold, to hoard. He 
was the shadow in a room full of twinkling color. “You weren’t supposed to see, mi amor,” 
Eddie said with a sigh. He frowned at the unfilled jar, and my heart sputtered as his gaze turned 
hungry. “Not yet, anyway.”

I shifted the jar in my hands, watching what I was missing churn and bubble and 
sparkle. It was me, or at least it used to be. “Yours,” I said. It was a question, a complaint, a 
plea. 

Eddie stepped forward and touched my skin, watching smugly as the stars beneath it 
raced to meet him. He smelled like his mother’s gazpacho. Soul fattening, he had told me. He 
twirled a spoon between his fingers, and grinned. “Mine.”

Jelly knees. Cold everywhere else.

FICTION
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Laura walked into the large room with nothing in her pockets but her own hands. She 
spotted Manuel sitting at one of the multiple tables in the room. He was wearing a black and 
white striped uniform and his hands were handcuffed to the table, just like the rest of the men 
waiting for their visitors. 

She watched him for a minute before getting closer. His head was shaved and his legs 
quivered. Laura played with her tousled hair, fingers trembling. Manuel looked so fragile, even 
a little bit skinner. Nothing like the guy she had met years ago. 

Breathless, she made her way to Manuel’s table. She stood there and placed her hands 
on her wide hips, one on each side. But he kept looking down, like he knew someone was 
watching him, but he was too afraid, too ashamed, to be seen like that. 

“Hey,” she said as she sat on the other side of the table. 
You can’t touch him she remembered a policeman in the entrance told her.
“You found me,” he said, looking up at the ceiling and then back at the table. 
Laura’s hands were full of sweat, perhaps from resisting the unwanted desire to touch 

his hand, to feel the warmth of his skin. It took at least a couple of minutes for Manuel, 
between grunts and babbling, to tell Laura about the misunderstanding and the deportation 
threat. 

“Do you want me to tell Veronica what’s going on?” Laura asked, running her hands 
through her hair one more time. Manuel looked at her for the first time, frowning, a reaction 
that made her feel guilty for asking. 

***

Manuel, Veronica, and Laura met at the airport the day they moved to Phoenix from 
Mexico.  Outside the airport gate, a guy named Jose held a sign with their names and the name 
of the accounting firm, Santini-Associates.

As Laura dragged her two oversized suitcases to the girl’s new American apartment, 
and she couldn’t help but grin. “We made it,” she kept telling Veronica, who was her new 
roommate. 

“Not really,” Veronica said. “It’s just a work visa.” But Laura was already living the 
American dream, whatever that was. 

The first day of work, the twenty-something trio met with Arnie, the vice-president 
of the firm, who hired them and justified their low salaries by promising them permanent 
residences. “We’ll also lend you money to buy a car,” Arnie said, his eyes fixed on his 
computer. “Get to work and good luck.” 

Laura understood that moving to another country would need some adjustments, 

Unwanted Borders
//  Ofelia Valencia //
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cultural adjustments, like people not saying “hi” in the hallways, or not saying “hi” with a kiss 
on the cheek. 

However, Laura wanted to make the most of her American life, so she invited the 
Veronica and Manuel out for their first weekend. The night ended with too many tequilas and 
laughs back at the Laura and Veronica’s apartment. The trio danced, sang Selena’s songs, and 
told each other their stories. 

“I feel like I already love you guys,” Laura said, hugging them both. They fell to the 
floor still in hug-mode, laughing. Veronica and Manuel faced each other and started kissing. 
Laura still semi-wrapped in the hug, wanted to yank her arm free, but it was crushed by the 
two bodies now sharing a long passionate kiss. And oblivious that Laura was still there. 

Veronica and Manuel dated for three years after that.  While they lived their sometimes-
endearing-sometimes-dramatic relationship, Laura focused on excelling at work, staying late, 
and trying to stay away from drama. 

“Marrying Manuel would be worthless,” Veronica said one night when she and Laura 
were watching movies. “He’s okay and all, but he has no papers,” she sighed. “I need a 
gringo.”

Laura looked at her lying there on the couch, wondering how Veronica could not love 
Manuel. And yet, she imagined that maybe it would be easier for Veronica with her tanned skin 
and slim figure to get any man she wanted. 

“We are going out,” Veronica said, putting the popcorn aside. “Let’s make tequila, help 
us forget.” 

That night, Veronica flirted with random guys, sometimes telling them how beautiful 
their eyes were, or gently touching their arms. But then she seemed to never understand why 
they would ask for her number.

The next day, Manuel found out about the outing, and confronted Laura. “She is my 
girlfriend. Stop inviting her out,” he told Laura. But that flirty night was just the beginning of 
Veronica trying to find someone else. Their relationship became one full of anxiety attacks, 
make-up-sex, and tears. Laura consoled Veronica every time they had a fight or every time 
Manuel would get drunk and force himself into the apartment.

Laura knew Veronica was wrong for dating other guys while she was dating Manuel and 
Manuel was wrong for prohibiting Veronica from going out with friends and having fun. And 
he was also wrong for getting drunk and driving at night to bars to look for Veronica. 

After three days of yelling at each other, breaking apartment doors, moving in and out 
of apartments, destroying furniture, and running away from each other, they finally broke up. 
Veronica then found her gringo online, quit her job and moved to Tucson. 

“I’m finally free,” she told Laura. “I get to really stay here and no more Manuel.”
“Are you sure about this?” Laura asked her. 
“He’s an alcoholic. He has a problem,” Veronica said, as she packed her stuff.  
After Veronica left, Manuel became the person he was before; more emotionally stable, 

funny, and reliable. His life started to change again and Laura helped him out at work and 
became closer friends. Manuel found more friends, and his life was finally away from drama. 

One day before Veronica’s wedding, Manuel received a call. 
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“I made a mistake. I need to see you. Take me out of here,” Veronica said over the 
phone. Veronica’s voice hit Manuel like a shovel. He drove to Tucson to steal the love of his 
life. They ran to a motel and enjoyed each other’s company under the bed sheets. After hours 
of passion, she took a deep breath and scrambled out of bed. Manuel, bewildered, demanded 
answers. 

“I just needed to be with you one more time,” she said as she pulled up her pants. “I 
need to do this. Get married. Stay here. Have my American family.”

Full of rage, Manuel slammed the motel-room door behind him. He bought a Heineken 
twelve-pack and started his journey back to Phoenix. 

He drank one after another until police sirens followed his navy blue Tacoma. 
The officer found a shaky guy with both hands on the wheel and tears streaming down 

his cheeks. Manuel was exhausted from feeling that pain in his chest. That range of betrayal 
and jealousy that made him someone else. He surrendered to the policeman who handcuffed 
and detained him.   

After twenty-four hours he was a free man, but not for long. He needed to go back and 
serve his sentence: two weeks in Tent City with the right to furlough: go to work during the 
day and go back to jail at night. 

At work, he shared his story with Laura, and asked her to keep the secret, since he’d be 
fired or demoted if the company found out he was on furlough. She was not even sure if she 
should support him. Laura wanted to avoid any problems, but it was Manuel who was going 
through this. They were friends, family, and family is never perfect, she thought. 

“I’ll be back on Monday morning to the office. But I’ll need to leave by 4 p.m. back to 
Tent City,” he told Laura as he locked his office computer at the end of his last day of freedom.

“Be careful, okay?” she said. 
On Monday at 9 A.M., Manuel didn’t show up to work. He might have had an issue at 

Tent City, she thought, but didn’t make anything else of that. 
Tuesday 9 A.M., Manuel didn’t show up to work, again. This is weird. She called and 

texted him but she got no response. 
Wednesday 9 A.M. and Manuel didn’t show up to work. Okay, something happened to 

him. Laura started calling his friends but no one knew where he was. She called different jails 
around Phoenix, but nothing: no one knew where Manuel was. 

She went to her boss to explain, breaking Manuel’s confidence. “I don’t see anything 
you can do right now,” Arnie said. “But if he keeps missing work without any notice, he’ll get 
fired.”

Arnie, the fifty-year-old guy who invested in Mexican resources with the idea to reduce 
costs, believed that if something doesn’t work, you get rid of it. Laura knew Arnie wouldn’t be 
the guy to start making calls with her until Manuel was found. But she had hoped he could at 
least give her ideas about where to find him. 

Thursday, 9 A.M. and Manuel didn’t show up to work. Laura was desperate. She feared 
the worst. She finally realized that Manuel, as Mexican, had two last names. She started calling 
again using his second last name, until she found a Manuel Martinez, instead of a Manuel 
Gonzalez Martinez. Bingo!
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Laura made her way to the Maricopa County Durango Jail. She drove by jails and 
penitentiaries she never knew existed. She studied Joe Arpaio’s advertisements, "Toughest 
Sheriff in America," “Enforcing the law to reduce illegal immigration,” “Out of here, illegals.” 
She felt an odd shiver run through her. After all, she was an immigrant too, a legal one, but 
still not an American. She remembered all the new Arizona immigration laws. She replayed 
in her mind the phrase of the Arizona SB-1070 bill that shocked her, "Stop and verify the 
immigration status of anyone they suspect of being an illegal immigrant."

She thought about waiters and cooks she met in restaurants, who she always tried to 
talk to in Spanish. She recalled how after the laws passed, these people just disappeared. 
She remembered all the food chains with ‘help wanted’ signs hanging by the windows. She 
remembered she was in Arizona, the place where Mexicans were not wanted anymore, even 
though years ago the land belonged to them. She felt for her people, for all those people who 
had to run away, who had been deported, for all whose American dreams were destroyed.

At the jail, she gaped for a moment at the longest line she had ever seen. Fighting the 
urge to cry, she waited two hours in line to enter and visit her striped friend.

***

Days before, when Manuel arrived at Tent City to serve his sentence, he was placed in 
a small cell with twenty people. He met guys of different nationalities, colors and sizes. After 
hours of waiting, he was placed in a different cell. Why are they separating me? he thought.  
After additional hours of waiting, a guard came and threw him a black and white striped 
uniform, pink underwear and socks. 

“Change!” The guard ordered.
Once changed, he was handcuffed and transported from Tent City to a real jail. What the 

hell is going on? He tried to ask the guards, but no one would explain the situation. 
At the jail, he waited once more to be assigned to a cell. 
“Do you have any tattoos?” asked the guard.
“Just one,” Manuel responded. 
“Get into that cell,” yelled the guard, pulling his arm.
Manuel did as he was told. He swallowed hard. He was unsteady on his feet. The 

peanut-butter-and-jelly sandwich he had eaten wasn’t enough to sustain him through the 
unknown events.

“Take off your clothes,” the guard demanded. 
Manuel was forced to place his hands against the wall, to spread his legs as the guard 

reviewed his naked body.  
“What are you doing?” Manuel asked urgently. 
“Shut up, Mexican,” the guard said. He followed up by spitting on his back.
“HEY!” Manuel protested.
“I said, shut up!” The guard said spitting on his back again. He walked out of the cell 

and came back with a cold-water bucket. He threw it at Manuel without hesitating. “This is for 
you to learn to shut up, beaner.”
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Manuel felt his heart speed up. He wanted to scream, to stop his body from shivering, 
but he suppressed any kind of reaction instead, just left his teeth clenched.

After his unwanted cold shower, the guards gave him jail clothes, a pair of sheets, 
toothbrush and a blanket. He was taken to a cell the size of a two-bedroom apartment with ten 
bunk beds. 

A muscular tall guy covered in tattoos received him. The guy stood before Manuel and 
studied him up and down. “Are you paisa?” He asked Manuel. 

“I’m Mexican,” Manuel responded.
His left leg started trembling. Calm down, he ordered himself. He didn’t take his gaze 

away from the big guy.  
“Then, you are a paisa. Welcome.” The big guy, Raul, took his pair of sheets and made 

Manuel follow him. “This is going to be your bed.” The guy placed Manuel’s belongings in an 
upper bunk-bed. 

Raul was the leader of the Mexican group. There were different groups, each 
represented by a leader: whites, gay whites, Mexicans, Chicanos, African American, Asians, 
Native Americans, and others. Manuel learned the rules fast. No spitting in the sinks, clean up 
after you use something, if you have an issue go to your gang leader. If you break the rules, 
you get beaten.

Manuel wondered why he was there, instead of Tent City. The guards would not let 
him talk to them and ask about it. He had the right to make phone calls, but he didn’t have 
any numbers memorized. No international calls were allowed, so he tried to call Laura, even 
Veronica. He tried to call his company, but a machine answered all the time. His only option 
was to wait, and maybe be rescued, and be found by someone that actually cared about him. 

He spent the four following days reading, playing chess and talking with the inmates. 
He met people with different cases. A guy who committed a white-collar crime. A guy who 
kicked a dog. A guy who was the second in command of one of the most recognized drug-
cartels in Mexico. He discovered that all of them had something in common: they were waiting 
to be deported.

At the beginning of the whole process, Manuel was asked for his legal documentation, 
but he didn’t have anything but his driving license. He felt so stupid, for not thinking straight, 
for not taking his legal documents with him. He knew it was a silly mistake. But immigration 
in Arizona wasn’t something to joke about. 

***

Sitting at the table, handcuffed Manuel asked Laura to help him to get his passport and 
visa. “They must be inside the microwave at my place,” he said. According to Manuel, the 
microwave was a Mexican safe. “There is a key under a fake rock at the entrance. Call my 
parents after, tell them I’m okay.”

“I’m going to get you out of here,” she said, wanting to believe that.  “I’ll bring your 
documents and everything will be all right, okay?” 

He smiled at her in gratitude, forcing himself not to cry. 
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Laura went to his place, but she didn’t find the key under the fake rock. She went behind 
his home and broke a window. She found his passport inside the microwave, but when she 
looked for the page where his Visa was, she saw that it expired a month ago. 

The next day, Laura went to work to talk to the company attorneys. “Manuel’s visa is 
expired!” she said to them. One of the attorneys explained to her that Manuel was under a 
work-permit that allowed him to be in the country legally working. That just seemed confusing 
to Laura. According to her, everyone in the U.S., in order to be legal, needed to have a visa or 
a green card. The lawyers explained, “We didn’t consider it necessary to make an appointment 
with the Mexican consulate if he is not leaving the country. The work-permit is more than 
sufficient to be here.”

After her meeting with the attorneys, she went to Arnie. “He doesn’t have a visa!”
“Laura, this is not your job,” Arnie said. “The company can’t be responsible for these 

things. You need to stay out of this and leave Manuel on his own. If you want to help him out, 
you do it on your own time, and not on the company’s time.” 

She couldn’t understand. The company didn’t want to help out. After more than three 
years of hard work, they didn’t care if he was deported or not. 

After investigating, Laura went back to visit Manuel to tell him about his visa issue. But 
to her surprise, he had been moved to another penitentiary. 

***

One night, after eating his chow, the prison meal that looked like some kind of edible 
vomit, Manuel was called out. “You are leaving this jail today,” a guard told him without 
explanation. Another thirty men were also taken to ICE offices. They waited to be called, one 
by one.  

After hours of waiting he made some friends. Don Ramiro, who was a chef at The Hotel 
Victoriano, had been in the U.S. for more than twenty years; he had two daughters who were 
born in Phoenix. He turned left on a red light; he was stopped and asked for legal papers. His 
entire life was in Phoenix and was about to be deported to Mexico. 

Manuel also met an eighteen-year-old young man covered with tattoos, who was 
brought to the U.S. when he was six-months-old. He didn’t even speak Spanish. He was caught 
with cocaine and marijuana. 

At the end there was only Don Ramiro and Manuel. The rest of them didn’t survive ICE 
requests to stay in the country. Don Ramiro was miraculously forgiven and they provided him 
a lawyer to become a U.S. resident. 

Manuel’s turn arrived, and he walked with trembling legs to a claustrophobic ICE office. 
The officer typed, without even looking at him. “He is not legal,” the officer said to another. 

“I’m legal. I work at Santini-Associates,” he said, his voice breaking a little. 
“Please don’t speak, unless we ask you something,” the officer said. 
Manuel looked at his feet and swallowed hard. 
“You are going to Florence,” another officer told him, pulling him by an arm. 
“But I’m legal,” he insisted. Manuel knew Florence meant deportation. He knew there 



22

FICTION

was nothing else to do once he was in Florence. He knew if he was taken there, his life in 
America was over. 

“You had a work permit as of yesterday, but not anymore. That makes you illegal,” said 
the officer. 

“Please,” Manuel begged. His body stiffened, resisting being taken. “Call my work. 
They’ll explain everything.” 

“Your company deactivated your permit, Mexican. Now move.” The officer kept pulling 
Manuel and forced him to join the rest of the gang waiting to be transported to the last stop 
before deportation. 

When Laura finally figured out where Manuel was taken, she hurried to the ICE offices. 
But it was too late, Manuel was already in Florence, and he would be sent back to Mexico. 
This can’t be happening, she thought.  

From the ICE offices, Laura made a desperate call to Veronica, but she didn’t answer. 
Laura left a couple of voicemails, but Veronica didn’t call back. 

Laura frantically drove to Tucson and knocked on her door. 
“You have to help me do something,” she demanded as soon as she saw Veronica behind 

the door. “He is going to be deported,” Laura cried. 
“There is nothing I can do. I won’t risk my marriage, or my son.” Veronica placed her 

hands over her swelling belly and shooed Laura away.
“You are pregnant?” Her voice was stern. 
“Is it Manuel’s?" she asked, but Veronica didn’t respond to her question. 
“Life changes every minute, dear,” she told Laura, chuckling a little.
“He forgot to take his passport when he reported to Tent City,” Laura cried. “Manuel 

was your man. You loved him. How can you turn your back to him now?” Laura asked, wiping 
her tears with the back of her hands. 

“We can’t live in the past, Laura. You deal with him.” Veronica closed her door, leaving 
Laura to weep outside. Laura was 
disappointed with Veronica and 
herself for not being able to help 
Manuel. Trying to save Manuel was 
her own way to try to save Mexico. 
And then there she was, begging 
people she didn’t want to beg to 
help her save Mexico, to help her 
save Manuel. She wanted justice. 
She wanted everything to go back 
to normal. She couldn’t understand 
how a silly and simple mistake could 
ruin someone’s life.

Laura drove back to work 
where she found out the company 

deactivated Manuel’s work permit. She stood by Arnie’s office door waiting for him to look at 

{ }For Laura, 
Manuel was 
her friend, 
her family. 
He was 
Mexico.

23

FICTION

her. He raised his eyebrows slightly, as if saying, what the hell do you want now?
“I told you we don’t want to be involved in any of those things. He didn’t come to work 

in more than a week, ” Arnie said. 
“But that’s unfair!” Her voice was rising in anger. “If being Mexican is a crime, then I 

should be in jail as well!” 
His scowl cut her off. She knew there was nothing she could do. She knew from the 

beginning that Arnie wouldn’t help. But she didn’t know that they would terminate Manuel’s 
American dream in such an abrupt way. For the company, Manuel was just another number, 
just an ‘alien.’ For Laura, Manuel was her friend, her family. He was Mexico, and he was what 
she represented. 

“So this is it?” she asked him. But he didn’t even look up, and just kept typing on his 
computer. “Fuck you,” she muttered. She made a vulgar gesture with her fingers on her way 
out of Arnie’s office. 

***

There are millions more illegal Mexicans still living in the US, Manuel thought. I was 
not one of them, but I still lost everything. After the Florence prison, Manuel was taken to the 
Nogales border in a prison bus. The whole way to the border he stared out the window looking 
for the last time at her lost America. He was drained, exhausted from trying to live a life that 
was not meant for him. 

When he arrived at the border, he saw the dusty fence that separated the two countries. 
Unsteady on his feet, Manuel looked at the two officers escorting. One of them had a nametag 
that read “Rodriguez,” and the other one’s said “Dorman.” What do they believe? He thought. 
Do they really think they are doing the right thing? Do they even question what they are 
doing? 

The officers never looked at him; they just walked straight, and didn’t make any 
conversation. Manuel was escorted back into Mexico, with his old clothes and $100 pesos that 
the Paisano-Program gave him. He looked at the bright sky of Nogales, and then looked to the 
border where his dreams ended. And then it hit him that he was never going back to the U.S.   

He also would never know about his unborn American son in Tucson. 
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Forget-ME-NOTS
//  Karolena Lein  //

When I last saw Sadie Ginsburg, she was flat on her back. She had her arms splayed 
out beside her and palms upturned, almost like one of those windup toys with cymbals pulling 
back for the clash. Sometimes, when her mind ran away with her, she’d lie like that in the 
open field behind my house for hours and hours. Nestled between the clouds and overgrown 
crabgrass she’d swallow up the world. It was the only time I saw her silent. 

Sadie’s mom was a plump woman who pulled her hair back in tight ponytails and wore 
thick red lipstick. On some nights, when Sadie went home, I’d imagine those lips leaving 
hearts on her forehead, later smeared away by her mother’s thumb. On other nights, when the 
voices were sharp, I would picture those lips throwing rocks at Sadie, and Sadie’s skinny arms 
chucking them back. After nights like those, she would lie in the field until her body started 
aching and her soul stopped. I have never understood why we take our anger out on those we 
love; Sadie said it was because we knew they’d come back.

 When Sadie was fourteen, she won a blue satin sun dress from the county fair. It was 
printed with forget-me-nots.  I never liked the dress, but I liked the way Sadie twirled in it so 
she could feel the fabric on her legs, the way she laughed when she caught herself off balance. 
When Sadie was fifteen, she wore blue dress, her favorite, when she stepped in front of a car. 
That was when I learned that Sadie was wrong, not everyone would come back.

I found her lying there, just like she always had, with arms wide and palms up. Not 
in the field behind my house where she’d sink into the crabgrass, but in front of old Avery’s 
store on the corner of 5th and Greenwood. I wanted to tell her, “Get up, this isn’t a place for 
you to daydream,” and then she would roll to her feet, skip over, and pinch me in retaliation, 
but I didn’t. I just stood there and watched as color drained from her face and turned her field 
of forget-me-nots into a meadow of lavender. She was quiet, and I was quiet; I wished for 
it to be loud. That was how I last saw Sadie, her hazel eyes drying out like meat in the sun. 
Shadows stretched across her body and onto the sidewalk, where she embraced the world and 
it swallowed her up in turn. 

Lux
poetry
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i peeled open the cardboard tab of my fresh new roll of aluminum foil
and unwound one square foot
folded it into an envelope
i poured into the envelope caramelized onions
chicken oysters, dried tomato seeds, lightly pickled cabbage
soya sauce, pine nuts, chunks of delicate mozzarella
and placed in on the lowest rack in the oven
the smell filled the whole house
and drew in all sorts of animals and people
there was a party
my neighbor was talking to my chiropractor
my chiropractor stepped on the foot of my biographer
my biographer was begging to know
where my fiance got her rose-gold earrings
but my fiance was busy lusting after my cousin
my cousin only had eyes for the poutine
being kept warm in a pot
it had a beautiful trout, whole, and some relative of the caper
the fries were like nothing you have ever seen
the guests couldn’t believe it
they were taking turns complimenting the state of the kitchen
and the fries and the mice that had come in from outside
my dear friend who was a professor of biology
said that the mice were an invasive species
everyone laughed at this joke
the smell was overpowering, and everyone was winding their watches
my niece was such a klutz
she spilled the gin and tonic on her timepiece
we took it away from her, the gin and the watch both
the guests were making such noises, growls from their stomachs
the envelope was ready, i took it out of the oven
and i applied the necessary postage
and mailed it

// Benjamin Shindel //

Dinner Party

Poetry
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Ambient
//  Benjamin Shindel  //

remember
when my bedroom turned into a city
the motor traffic on my carpet made such a fuss and 
my bookcase was the tallest building of them all 
demanding the cityscape be named after it
oh, and the ceiling fan stirred up three winds
one blew the newspapers up into the air
so that the dreamcatcher could read the headline
“the mayor has spilled milk all over the desk
and the dresser and it’s dripping
and making a mess on the floor”
the automobile rumble on the tile in the hallway
is the line of vacationers on the interstate
twice, the bunkbed threatened to collapse
the union wouldn’t have it though
who is in charge of that spinning chair by the way?it 
is a beautiful crane that isn’t building anything the 
factories in the industrial zone in the closet
are polluting and fuming
now it’s laundry day; the city is sustainable again 
one of the working crews must fix the lightbulb
it has gone out and the city cannot see
no one notices now, there is a crime spree
the city is strewn with rubble and playing cards 
angst, light at first, sets on
every strand of carpet is a dweller, a denizen
they frizz up with the humidity of the house
and are crushed by the movements
of the rolling chair and the step ladder
and the knick knacks thrown carelessly
from the heights of the bookcase
enough
it’s celebration time
the cat is visiting and everyone is putting on
their best slacks and their sharpest eyeliner
the cat pays no mind to the city
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but passes through
the ambient noise of the city keeps all awake
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Calendar Weeks
// Jordyn Ochser //

When I was a child I realized that I
had more tomorrows in my week than todays.
My mother would tell me to go
and run down to the store to pick up
some two percent milk, a carton of eggs,
and other things that wouldn’t last
until tomorrow. 
She told me to hurry,
that tomorrow would get here soon
and if I hurried the milk would stay fresh
until the end of the week, 
past all those tomorrows 
that I couldn’t feel when I ran my fingertips
over the pockmarked walls of the grocery, watching
the old men read the backs of bright boxes
their wives might have told them to buy.
In youth my todays never lasted 
as long as the dates on the boxes

and the years rolled
by like a lazy autumn stream, gurgling
Time in place of Ovaltine in the mornings.
Weeks full of tomorrows cast long wintry shadows
over my tiny todays, who retreat 
upon finding the dark patches behind them,
Punxsutawney cowards scurrying back
into the warm safety of yesterday.

I hope in the years to come I see
fewer tomorrows and yesterdays,
the todays in my cup running 
over the frail brim,
letting me live moment to moment
as dogs do in the summertime.

Poetry
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Jonicety
// Jessica Swarner //

You sweaty Southern punk
You Sparkle City latch-fumbling denim on denim punk. 
I’m finally behind the table and you’re handing me shirts, sizes,
I’m folding and stacking them, how old are you? 
47, you chuckle, no 37, hiccup, okay 27, for real. 
I’m 18 I say, and suddenly the bouncer’s glare burns through me. 
Earlier I gave you my handwriting for another shot
of Don Julio and it shows.
In the belly of a whale, I feel comforted, free flowing words dust
your lustful eyes, you remark that I’m a good folder 
and I say well, I am a big girl.
Regular conversation turns to whispered words
crossing an inch, if your drugs had a smell it’d be fumigating my brain.
I feel almost famous as you lead me to
the bar.
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Pastels & Wishing Wells  
// Jessica Swarner //

Poetry

I saw the pictures of peaches and coin boards
and I understood them as the place I should be. I
knew my drawstring t-shirts weren’t cutting it. In the
fitting room of the suit store I asked for a pair of scissors.
You carried my bangs to the trash can.
I just wanted to shed, to go through the grinder,
let the dark-haired boy in the meat department
sort me out.
Covered in wrist bands, I knew. 
This path to freedom only led to a narrow camera hole in 
which only my tearstained face would fit.
In an inky finger ending fury I told him all I wanted was to find the art in me, 
the pit of that peach the part poison part solace. 
The love-handling love-handle-free girls called to me, wanted me,
“crawl to me” each one said. 
I bellied out on a longboard and released. 
[ I went out on a starry night
without my too big glasses and the blurs in the sky, 
the smoke on the horizon still reminded me how satisfying each snip
felt because there was no blueprint or premeditation. 
You were in a suit, I in sneakers, my dreams always take me back here. ]
The butcher boy reminded me to take a day off, spend my break with him?
My uneven bangs sliced through my eyebrows,
a ski slope to the smirk of the year.
You noted that my peach fuzz was overgrown 
and I  stopped trying to make it cute.
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Campbell’s Soup Can (Tomato Soup), 
1961

// Claudio Garcia //
Did Andy Warhol think
art was a substitute for food?
I wonder, did he consume his tomato soup?
Let it be a part of him?

In Andy’s imagination,
red lines streak across the can
as if running away.
This vessel is full
of holes. Everything inside is searching
for something else to be a part of.
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That Feeling
//  Paulina Ramos  //

Digital Photography
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Doodles
// Paulina Ramos  //

Digital Photography

ART

I love the Scent of afro in the morning
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I love the Scent of afro in the morning
//  Delaney Krantz  //

Digital Photography
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holy puck

Digital Photography

//  Delaney Krantz  //
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Self Portrait
//  Margaret Golonka  //

Glitter, watercolor, salt, marker, charcoal,
acrylic, and chalk pastel on paper
3' x 6'

ART
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Creed of memories
//  Karen Nazario  //
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Embroidery thread, ink, graphite
30" x 22"

ART
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Sky Under the Sea
//  Karen Nazario  //

Remember the boy who was picked up by
the ambulance in syria?

//  Karen Nazario  //

Acrylic, watercolor, ink, music sheet, origami paper, thread, 
newspaper, and magazine images on Moleskine paper

11.75” x 14”

ART
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Sky Under the Sea Remember the boy who was picked up by
the ambulance in syria?

//  Karen Nazario  //

Ink, graphite, charcoal, thread, watercolor,
compressed paper on Moleskin paper
18" x 18"

ART
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Soft Gaze
//  Taylor Schroeder  //

Digital Photography

ART
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Sure, this is nice. Well, this isn’t quite as nice as I’d like it to be. My shoes are slipping 
and plopping on mud, and this cigar just isn’t cutting it right now. 

–Well, you just wouldn’t pull the lever, he replied.
What is he talking about? Why did he say that? My gaze rolled from left to right, over 

the placid green water, right by the trees at the base of the great, red, rock-ish mountain on the 
other side of the river—interrupted by my vertical fishing pole—and finally over to Jeramel 
who was sitting to the right of me. 

–What? I asked.
–You asked me what I would do. I’d just, like, not pull the lever at all.
That’s right: It was a classic ethical dilemma. I’d heard it someplace. But, I thought I’d 

asked him about that almost an hour ago. Perhaps time passes differently at the base of the 
great, red, rock-ish mountain.

–So you’re fine with killing the five people then? I asked, feigning naiveté.
–Well, no, I’m not fine with it. It’s just that it makes the most sense. 
–Well how does that make sense when five people die instead of just one?
And, as I asked that, he began reeling in his line. I think I grasp his point now. If you 

don’t pull the lever, then you haven’t chosen whom to kill. It would be as if there were no one 
in the train conductor’s cabin at all. Maybe.

–Well, if I don’t pull the lever, I don’t have to choose– 
–I knew you’d say that, I softly interrupted. And I did know he would say that, too.
–Well, if I don’t pull the lever, I don’t have to choose, and if I don’t actually make the 

choice, I don’t have to feel guilty for killing anyone, he said, finishing his thought.
–Yes, but whether you feel guilty doesn’t matter. It’s about whether you are guilty. And, 

in that case, you still make a choice: you choose not to choose.
–Yeah, but choosing not to choose isn’t the same as choosing to kill. 
I can’t tell if that is true or not. I averted my eyes back to the great, red, rock-ish 

mountain. Its reflection on the water looks like a mountain shimmering. I intended to think 
about whether Jeramel was right or not, but my mind wandered to whether the reflection of the 
mountain is what the mountain itself would look like during an earthquake. Imagine you could 
fly up into the air and watch the lithic tremble in a great quake. Now that would be something.

–And, either way, we can’t know what would happen if the five guys died versus the 
one guy dying, he added.

–What do you mean by that?
–Well, like, say the one guy operates a charity that has helped thousands of people get 

out of poverty. And say all five of the other guys are serial killers. Well, if we choose to push 
the lever and kill the one guy, we kill someone who would have helped the world, and we’re 
left with five pieces of shit who harm it.

–Hmm.

Fishing for morals
//  Parker Shea  //
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That was a really good point, and I don’t have much else to say on the matter. I sucked 
down some of the cigar fumes. Gnats everywhere. I wonder if one of them could ever get into 
my lung and burrow its way into a bronchiole. 

Jeramel and I always talked about things like this. This is something even more lax 
than our usual armchair philosophy, though, under the great, red, rock-ish mountain. It’s just 
the way we talk together. And yet, we know that conclusions are like the fish in the river: they 
exist, but we certainly won’t find any. Yet we keep casting, mostly just to know what fishing 
feels like.

There is a short time during a sunset when the sky is almost a perfect gradient. To one 
side, darkness sits above the horizon. To the other, there is that glorious Arizona red. Looking 
right above your head, you can see the even blend of both.

It’s that window of time right now, and it’s best to let time slip away again. The play 
of the contrasts against the striated rock is at its peak. Shadows dance with cream and orange 
and brown on its face. Here, out by the river, there is no anxiety or uneasiness with one’s 
environment. I don’t feel cooped up by a dorm room nor squashed together by a crowd. 

But, when the sun sets, it’s back to the university, back to the forge. I’m sure the fishing 
will come again soon.

NONFICTION
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Letting go
//  Isabel Ewan //

Gaby made the turn out of the Bethany Hill apartment complex. My duffel bag slid 
across the backseat with a thud as it hit the passenger side door. We hadn’t made time to stop 
for coffee or breakfast. I don’t think I could’ve eaten even if we had.

“You pick,” Gaby said as she tossed me her book of CDs. “Something fun.”
I flipped through the pages without deciding for a few minutes. Not sure what mood I 

wanted to create, I settled on an album we both knew all the words to. Having already listened 
to it ten times on the nineteen hour drive up from Phoenix to Eugene, it felt like an impartial 
choice for the final leg of the trip.

Compared to the brown expanse that made up Arizona, Oregon seemed like a melting 
pot of every shade of green. Gaby’s new two bedroom apartment was nestled in a grove of 
what looked like oak. Last night we had pulled up to an empty bedroom in a semi-furnished 
apartment and distributed the components of her life across a carpeted floor. Clothes, books, 
photos, and shoes all in separate piles. We both slept on the ground.

This morning we had both climbed into her Pontiac Sunfire. She carried only her keys. 
I carried three days worth of clothes in an overstuffed bag. In an attempt to be novel, I wore 
the XXL tank top sporting a green-alien head I had purchased as a joke at the Area 51 Travel 
Center in Nevada. She wore a semi-professional outfit for the day she would spend looking 
for a job. Though the flannel shirt covered her budding sleeve of tattoos, it could not cover the 
hardened confidence she radiated. Long brown hair fell in a heavy bang over her right eye. She 
was barely 5’0” which had always complimented my gawkish and tall frame. 

The airport was a short twenty-five minute drive from the apartment. Part of me had 
wanted to fit in as much sentimentality as possible into those twenty-five minutes; however, 
Gaby and I had built our four-year friendship around a refusal to feel. For the sake of our 
tradition let the emotion sick back down into my gut.. She made a joke about the Victorian 
themed hotel we had stayed in the night before. I laughed, it was a terrible hotel I had chosen 
without doing the research. Not only was it under a central freeway in Reno but was also in the 
heart of major road reconstruction which began at the crack of dawn.

The freedom of a three-day jaunt across the Western United States started to slip away 
from me. Like most events in my life, I struggled to retain the immediate sensation of a 
moment as thoughts of what comes next flooded my mind. I couldn’t tell if she felt the same 
way. I’ve never been able to read her very well but I’ve always tried. We are accomplished 
repressors, but in a competition, she would win.

My concerns lingered with the fast approaching return trip to Phoenix. I had only 
bought a one-way plane ticket once in my life, and it was this flight. Flying alone wasn’t a 
problem but returning alone was. It meant I was coming back to a life with one key component 
missing. Phoenix stayed the same, as if frozen in time, but there was now a gaping Gaby-sized 
piece missing from the landscape.
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Gaby turned onto the aptly-named Airport Road. Unlike Phoenix’s Sky Harbor this 
airport was a single terminal in the middle of a field. It seemed wrong. I was used to the two-
hundred lanes of upset Arizonans clamoring for a free inch of drop-off territory at one of the 
three terminals. The Eugene airport was quiet. She pulled up to the empty curb. I have a great 
fear of missing flights so we arrived almost two hours early.  Getting out of the car, I pulled the 
duffel out of the backseat and hugged it to my chest. I’ve always felt vulnerable when facing 
finality. I had already made plans to return to Eugene in a few months to check in, but the 
looming goodbye felt final. There was a stillness between us. Neither seemed to want to broach 
emotional territory. I wasn’t prepared to.

I felt frozen. If I moved or spoke the environment would peel away, and I’d be left with 
the biggest uncertainty of my decisions made in life so far. 

Why am I getting on this plane? 
We had always toyed with the idea of living together. Here was my best friend, looking 

at me as I was about to get on a plane 
to a city we both grew to resent. I was 
going home without the one person who 
had made feel at home. 

What the hell was I doing?
I slipped my shoes off, 

scrambled to find a bin to throw an 
empty nalgene water bottle and some 
well-used vans. I put my arms over my 
head in the metal detector. I had never 
cried going through airport security 
before. I grabbed the duffel off the 
conveyor belt along with my other 
belongings. Thanks to my penchant for 
earliness I had quite a bit of time to kill 

in the waiting area. The tears had dried already, but I wanted to feel the regret. I wanted the 
moment to live up to the gravity of a situation I had created.

Before arriving at the airport I had laid out a couple different goodbyes in my head. 
Gaby knew me better than anyone but I still felt the need to give her a grand farewell. I had 
formulated a couple ideas, and was ready to leave with flair. However, when the hug broke up 
and it was time to leave, I forgot my flair.

“See you around.”
“Bye.”
She turned on a dime and walked back to the car. I walked through the sliding glass 

doors determined not to look back. The time to look back was long past due. The plane ticket 
was bought. The classes were enrolled in. The dorm was payed for. I couldn’t look back 
because I was afraid to see the door shut. I was afraid to see the car pull out. I was afraid to 
know what I left behind.

{ }I felt frozen. If 
I moved or spoke 
the environment 
would peel away, 
and I'd be left 
with the biggest 
uncertainty of my 
life so far. Why am 
I getting on this 

plane?
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Cucaracha Cheese
//  Ofelia Valencia  //

Tom’s stomach growled. He grumbled that he was hungry. And who wouldn’t be after 
eight hours of working on our final project? His eyes were fixed on my family’s old desktop 
computer; every two minutes he yawned. He turned back to look at me, smiling kindly. I gazed 
at his tired green eyes, and my heart went numb, just like every time our eyes met. 

“Do you think he is hungry too?” he asked, pointing at our slumbering team member. 
David, the groggy one, was currently engaged in actively drooling over the edge of my 
rumpled couch in the mini library-office of our humble home.

Tom stood up, and shook David’s leg. “Hey, let’s go and get a sandwich.”
A sandwich, I fretted. There’s no food to make a sandwich in the fridge. And, at 1 a.m., 

nothing was open in our little town. He apparently assumed he would have that sandwich at 
my home, in my unclean kitchen hiding moth-infested wood cabinets behind falling off doors. 
My mind frantically raced; there was probably some cheese in the fridge, some bread, but 
definitely no ham, and of course, no veggies.  

David mumbled something in his sleep, and I told Tom to leave him alone, not 
mentioning the two reasons for my request. One, I wasn’t sure there was enough bread for the 
three of us. Two, I still desired to be alone with him. Maybe talk about our feelings. Maybe 
engage in some more extensive eye contact. After all, this was the first time he and I have been 
alone since we started high school two years ago. 

He opened the mini library-office door carefully, trying his best to avoid waking up my 
parents. He knew his way around my home, at least from the mini library-office to the main 
street door. We walked through the dark aisle that led to the kitchen; I silently prayed for no 
unwanted insects to appear. He knew where the kitchen was, but he had never before set inside 
of it.

Crossing the  threshold to the kitchen, the chemical acidity of insect repellant coated my 
lungs. Immediately, I searched Tom’s face to see his reaction, but the kitchen light was off. 

“I’m not sure if there’s ham,” I told him, feeling nervous of what he was about to 
encounter in the dark kitchen. “Maybe we should go back to David.”

“We’ll find something,” he replied. Casually, he opened the fridge, stooping a little to 
scan its contents. The fridge light twinkled, illuminating his face. 

I followed his eyes into the fridge. There was an open Tupperware with fresh mozzarella 
cheese inside and another container filled with some broth. A dead cockroach nonchalantly 
floated in the broth. Everything else looked fuzzy, except for another cockroach that  inched its 
way up the wall adjacent to the fridge. 

I leaned on the kitchen wall and buried my face into my right hand. I had never seen two 
of them at the same time. 

“Cucarachas?” he asked as he turned his face to see me. His eyebrows rose slightly. 
“I…” I felt my face redden, and I looked at the floor to avoid his eyes.
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As the attendant called out boarding groups, I shuffled up to the desk, handed her the 
pass and walked down the corridor. I’m not afraid to fly but I’ve always gotten anxious in the 
moments before the plane takes off. I wondered what Gaby was doing, which job she would 
apply to first. I wondered what she’d have for dinner. I wondered if she felt the same as I did.

Last night we had arrived in Eugene around 10pm. After driving through three states 
and stopping at Crater lake for an hour the seven hour drive had lasted far longer than 
expected. Gaby was dead set on having ice cream before starting the move-in process. I’ve 
never liked arriving in a new place at night. Navigating different highways and backwoods 
roads is hard enough in the day, low visibility never makes it easier. We mapped an ice cream 
place about fifteen minutes from the apartment. It was local, empty, and exactly what we were 
looking for. The two employees were amicable with us. Our humor had turned from dark to 
dumb in the peak of exhaustion. A woman handed me a cone with two scoops. One mint, one 
chocolate. Digging her scoop into a vat of butter pecan, she handed Gaby’s cone across the 
counter. Gaby grabbed it too hard and the top scoop slipped off. In that frantic moment she 
stuck her hand out and caught a ball of butter pecan ice cream in her hand. The room erupted 
in laughter as melted ice cream dripped through her fingers. The imagery of a small, sun-dried 
girl clutching a crushed globe of melting cream made everyone laugh.

I gripped the armrests as the place prepared to takeoff. It rumbled on the tarmac and I 
held in a laugh thinking about Gaby and the ice cream. I was afraid to take off. I was afraid to 
lose our tie by stretching it across too many miles. I was afraid but I wanted to laugh. She had 
caught ice cream in her hand. I closed my eyes as the plane picked up speed. I relaxed and let 
go of the armrests.

NONFICTION
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Angel
//  Libby Allnatt  //

I often tell my friends I have a sixth sense. They probably think I’m crazy, but I know 
it’s real. Even casually dropping by a local cafe gives me bad juju. I love their smoothies, and 
the baristas are friendly. But the place screams weird vibes. Don’t ask me why. In my gut, I 
somehow sense that sketchy stuff must have once went down in there. 

All I can tell you is that if I get a weird feeling, I tune into its message. That’s exactly 
what I did at 5 p.m. on Sunday, June 12, 2016 On this otherwise pleasant afternoon, a sudden 
uneasiness overtook me. Anticipating my boyfriend’s arrival for dinner had put me in a 
positive frame of mind. I had enjoyed a relaxing day in, which for a homebody like me, is 
perfect. Yet why did I have a nagging ache in the pit of my stomach? Anxious, I did what any 
hip young person would do--I whipped out my adult coloring book and queued up The Weeknd 
on my iPod. Maybe I just had to relax. 

Yet when the phone rang that night just after dinner, I instinctively froze. 
The fallen expression on my mother’s face told me she felt the same fear too, I think. 

Maybe my juju detector is contagious. 
Having a loved one in the hospital makes you hypersensitive to the possibility of any 

news—good or bad. For about a week-and-a-half, my big sister had been in the hospital, where 
she was projected to stay for the next several weeks. 

In her belly was an angel whose grand entrance was going to require a few extra 
challenges. After all, anything that’s worth having isn’t easy. 

This angel was still too small. But God apparently had decided the world needed this 
little angel’s grace right now.

Consequently, at around 5 p.m. that Sunday, right as I started to feel uneasy, her journey 
to this world began.  

The angel spent six days on earth with us. We smothered her with love, hoping every 
kiss and word would help her grow, fortifying the shell of skin and bones that cradled her soul. 
We imagined the adventures we would share with her once she was a bigger, stronger angel, 
and we whispered them to her, determined in the belief that she could hear us. 

This angel was tiny, but mighty. She was a trooper, armed with tubes and tape and IVs, 
tiny versions of the same tools being used to keep her recovering momma healthy in a room a 
few floors above her. 

In my brief allotted time with this angel, I could never take my eyes off her nose: a 
perfectly round little button, the nose she would use to smell.With this little button, her two 
tiny nostrils would inhale the savory aromas of Thanksgiving dinners, the cinnamon and pine 
of Christmas, and the smell of her aunt’s perfume. 

As would be expected in my family of fabulously feminine women, she was a 
glamorous angel. She wore tiny pearls and rocked a baby pink bow in her sparse brown 
hair. When she left earth, she was a vision of grace in a pink dress, white cardigan, and lace 
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headband that struggled to stay on her beautiful, tiny head. We all wore pink for this occasion 
rather than the obligatory black.

Her return to heaven left a gaping hole that will never be filled. We can’t fill the gap, so 
we poke at it in weird ways to torture ourselves and prove it still exists.

Almost two weeks after the surreal time I had spent with my family inside the walls of 
the hospital, I returned to my summer job at a daycare center. I was surprisingly okay seeing 
all the kiddos run around. I even had fun playing with them. But I stopped cold when I walked 
into the baby room and saw one of my favorite children at the center, a smiley 8-month-old, 
sleeping. With his gently closed eyes, he resembled the last image I had seen of our angel. He 
was bundled up in his blanket, just like the angel had been snuggled in her cozy blanket as 
she prepared for her journey back to heaven. True, his nose wasn’t quite as button-like like as 
hers, but it was close. I took a deep breath. I waited for him to wake up. I changed his diaper. I 
fed him his milk, and I looked him in his blue eyes.  This was someone else’s angel, and I was 
going to take care of him the best I could. 

A few weeks later, after the initial shock of the tragedy had started to thaw, I 
accompanied the elementary kids on their field trip to a mini water park. I monitored the 
kiddos and made sure they weren’t up to any mischief. I stuck my feet in the water, reminded 
the kids not to run or they’d slip, and soaked in the vitamin D of the sunny day. 

Then I locked eyes with a baby girl in a ruffled yellow swimsuit. She teetered around in 
the shallow water and splashed as her family cooed over her. I couldn’t take my eyes off her. 
I pushed through the crowded park as I followed her family whenever they moved. I tried to 
catch glimpses of her among the hordes of kids running around. When her family decided it 
was time to go and raised her little body out of the water, I averted my gaze so they wouldn’t 
grow suspicious of the girl in a daycare shirt quite literally stalking them. As they drifted past 
me, the baby girl caught my gaze. She lifted her tiny hand and gave me a wave. 

I believe our bodies often act on their own accord. Bodies have an unspoken agreement 
with the mind of which we are unaware as we traipse around in this cocoon of skin and bones. 
Our hearts race when we are scared. Our stomach flips when we are in love. Once I had a rash 
spread all over my upper body when I was stressed about a presentation. If something gets to 
be too much, our body will stop it in its tracks.

This explains why my face became wet one day in my developmental psychology class. 
At first, I didn’t understand why a stream was gushing down my cheeks; then I realized what 
we were learning about: fetal development. As we looked at photos of fetuses at every week of 
development, these blobs of life slowly looked more and more like the angel I knew. My body 
knew this before I did, and my tear ducts acted accordingly. Yet I ignored them and kept taking 
notes, fueled by my attempt at hardening my heart to get through the class. 

All of a sudden, my legs were moving. They carried me out of the classroom. They 
burst me through the doors and made a beeline for the restroom. After a moment, it settled in 
why. My professor had announced that we would be watching a video of a real ultrasound. 
The last thing I remember before my body went into emergency mode? My eyes seeing some 
words on the screen: “Ultrasound of a Beautiful Baby Girl.”

I don’t resent the existence of other babies. If anything I find them even more precious. 

NONFICTION



54

Something can go wrong at every step of the journey. It shatters my heart that many parents 
don’t realize this. They hear a cry in the middle of the night and they groan. Little do they 
know how truly miraculous and beautiful the sound is; some parents would ache to hear 
sounds other than whimpers and beeps from a machine.

Since my first hello and my last goodbye to the angel, I get hung up on stupid things. 
For months after her death, I couldn’t stop thinking about how my makeup left a stain that 
tainted her precious dress. You know those uncontrollable tears I mentioned? As I held her 
during her last hours of life, water dripped off my face and plopped onto her pristine baby pink 
dress. My family assured me it was okay, but to this day it eats me alive that I ruined the outfit 
she would be wearing when she met God. 

So I make up funny narratives to give myself a perverse sense of comfort. When God 
asked her what caused the black smudge, I think she rolled her eyes and said,  “My Aunt Lib’s 
makeup. That bitch just had to wear her eyeliner.” My family and I like to joke that she’s a 
rebel in heaven, getting all the other angel babies into mischief and hijinks.

Maybe it’s sick to think about that. But it helps me smile. Humor can get you through a 
lot. 

Sometimes when I think about holding her I feel like I was in the presence of a celebrity. 
I held her small body in my arms twice, both on her last day on the earth. Months later, I still 
can’t believe that I got to look into the eyes of an angel. 

One night it hits me hard. Now back at college, I start thinking about the fact that back 
in my hometown there is an empty crib, a full closet and a grave with her name on it. I clean 
my apartment frantically. Two days later, I go to a therapist. She tells me this is normal. She 
wants to know if we should schedule my next appointment to begin regular counseling. I tell 
her that I’ll think about it. However, I don’t go back. I’m angry that no one understands. The 
only people who understand are 600 miles away. 

Recently I recalled that the only sentence I ever spoke to her, besides the obvious “I 
love you," was when I whispered to her: “I was so happy when they told me you were a girl.” 
Girls are strong. Girls are brave. Girls are beautiful. 

This isn’t to say that baby boys aren’t as equally wonderful and miraculous. But my 
entire family had a connection to this little girl angel; she was a princess to us. 

Actually, more like a queen.  On her last day on earth, we sat with her in a silent room 
as she prepared to embark on her journey back to heaven. When the doctors informed us she 
would only have a few minutes left, the angel took that as a challenge and held on for six 
hours. She set a new record at the hospital. I include this detail not to make you sad, but to 
emphasize her tenacity. She was a warrior. 

Walking home from class one day, I stroll down the alley behind my apartment. 
Something bright and white catches my eye amid the dirt and asphalt. A perfect little pearl. 
The birthstone of our little June angel — the gems she wore when she met God. 

I pick it up and hold it tight. 
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Bar Talk
//  Karson Samons  //

Rigid, tense. My posture had read and examined the situation and tried to imitate it, 
resulting in an awkward stretch of muscles becoming too straight and stretching on for miles. 
It seemed to speak volumes about the current situation in front of me. Books and books and 
chapters and chapters full of unpleasant experiences dating back to the first unwanted gaze or 
unwelcomed remark. An encyclopedia of information that every woman had encountered, had 
their own stories of.

Growing up, I did not think about the way men looked at me. I was young and naïve and 
in private school which kept me in the dark about situations until I was old enough to figure 
them out for myself. Being surrounded by the same spindly grey walls my entire life, the same 
walls that seemed to inch closer with every breath until they suffocated everyone inside. I 
remember crying every morning before kindergarten when my mom dropped me off outside 
the bright and cheerful building that supported each child despite its small size. The school that 
blamed women for the way men acted and took measures to ensure that girls looked and acted 
the way women “should” with strict uniform and uncomfortable discussions. But as a child, 
I was never pursued by the thought of danger or comments made by men who only had their 
best interest in mind. Instead, I grew into doe-eyed innocence.  

I checked my phone as I sat alone on a barstool by the bar in the back of the restaurant 
as a means of distraction as I felt the stares like a brick wall, a brightly lit shield of protection 
from the world outside the illuminated hue. But instead the glow hit like an unwarranted slap, 
the light twisting into a cold and unforgiving ray that only served to highlight my desperation 
to leave. Checking the time, checking texts, checking anything. Sending messages to friends 
like oh my god this is the worst situation followed by lol, because maybe I was overreacting. A 
typical occurrence that should not be accompanied by this amount of anxiety and worry. 

The clock on the screen of my phone read 11 pm as I sat it down against the bar top, 
pale fairy lights and bottles of alcohol reflecting off the smudged screen. Loud mingling 
mixed with a dull thud of music that flew through the air, weighing down on each person. The 
architecture laced down to white twinkling lights winking down at patrons as if acknowledg-
ing their true intentions. The wink that left a feeling of dread rising inside one’s body like bile 
rising up, polluting the insides. Men and women sat at tables around the bar, indulged in each 
other’s conversations, waves of indistinguishable murmurs and peeling laughs fluttered around 
as they partook in drinks and food, possibly hiding under motives spreading from getting 
laid to reconnecting with friends. Although the exterior of the small Scottsdale restaurant and 
brewery, O.S.H.O, was inviting from the outside, the further inside I went the more it revealed 
to be almost indecisive about the vibe it wanted to give off, a remodeling job gone awry. The 
once shiny and bright countertop of the hard bar was almost indistinguishable under the sticki-
ness of wear and tear, the ghost of sweat that slid down the bodies of glasses, leaving a syrupy 
residue as their only grave marker. The stickiness of desperation and bad decisions. 
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A bad decision was not why I was at the bar. I was only trying to curb my hunger by 
ordering food to pick up and eat in the security of my home, the innocence and irony of the 
situation dripping like the soda fountain behind the bar. But that was why he was at the bar, a 
crude 30-something with no prospects or motives but to feel good about himself. Sitting across 
the bar at the corner where seats intersected like crossroads, observing all under a drunken 
haze as he sipped from a dark ale. But it was why he thought I was there as he attempted to 
wipe away the residue of past failure with snide remarks.

“What are you drinking?”
“Water.”
“Oh come on, did they charge you for that? It’s not vodka?” I had just finished signing
for my food, sipping a glass of water like it was a potion from Alice in Wonderland 

promising that I would shrink, shrink, shrink, making it able to escape the situation.
“No, I ordered food.”
“That’s why you’re at a bar, to order food?” Cue an unwanted advance as he moved 

closer, invited by tense posture and smiles trying to convey their fakeness.
“Yeah.” Cue my accompanied laugh ringing with warning bells. 
Cue an invitation to begin a conversation marked by the tepidness and fear of what 

would happen if I were not nice to a stranger. A one sided conversation laced with undertones 
of a different conversation entirely. 

“What do you do?” he asked as he set his gaze on me, not perceiving that I was no more 
than eighteen years old. I don’t know why I lied, but I did. Looking back on it, I think that it 
seemed to offer me some kind of protection. I probably could have stopped the entire ordeal 
right then and there by saying “student” or tell him I didn’t have a job. What was it I wanted 
from this? Attention? Was I thriving off the interaction that whispered sweet nothings in my 
ear of some sort of confidence it was giving me? Would I have felt differently if he had been 
attractive? What was I doing?

So the most reasonable thing to say was my current role in a musical I had been in-
volved with that summer. 

“A dancer.” In a production promoted by a church, I wanted to add.  “I just came from 
rehearsals, craving a veggie burger.”

“No shit! That’s awesome. Good for you, attractive girl like you making something for 
herself. Look at me I’m a fucking,” – hiccup- “garbage man! Wow. A dancer. No kidding.”

Instant revelation at the bad idea of lying and carrying on the conversation. Fear 
bloomed ideas of harassment in my head like a deadly weed. I tried to convey a conversation 
through the silence of small gaps, almost pleading not to continue, tapping my fingers quickly 
against the counter and looking anywhere else. 

Late 30s, dressed in a generic t-shirt extenuating the various bumps of skin underneath. 
Self-described as a garbage man. A stained shirt matched his greasy hair that draped across his 
forehead, highlighting the beady eyes resting underneath. He stuck out like a sore thumb, out 
of place among so-called hipsters and New Age wannabes. Curious about the state of the girl 
across from him, he used his liquid courage to initiate small talk. Maybe he was unaware of the 
pressure I felt from a clearly older man trying to hit on me.  
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Conversation temporarily ceased after curt, short answers. I glanced at the bartender 
multiple times throughout the conversation like maybe he would be my savior and ask if I 
wanted to move or explain why the wait was so long. Maybe someone to protect me when the 
stranger next to me asked if I wanted a drink when he knew I was underage. Someone to ask if 
I was uncomfortable, which, surprisingly, did happen. He was either unaware of the “typical” 
exchange unfolding before him or willingly choosing not to interfere.  

“Are you uncomfortable?” A loaded question, a slippery slope, asked by the one person 
I dreaded the most. 

A small laugh, blunt, bubbling with lies. “No, just tired.”
As a child I never had any reason to not trust the men in my life, to not question their 

motives or actions, which resulted in a trust of all people along with the idea that everyone is 
good at heart. 

It was only when I grew up that I started carrying my keys in my fingers in parking lots 
at night. When the comment from my dad that I had a beautiful smile that had once boosted 
my confidence became jumbled and spewed in the mouths of strangers, the confidence became 
skeptical and scared. Compliments became tactics for achieving something more. As I became 
older, men expected more from me, like I owed something to them for taking up space.

Time passed itchingly slow as I waited for my food, unease momentarily relieved as 
the waiter handed over the to go bag, apologizing for the wait. Maybe his apology was more 
clouded by the guilt he felt for my lack of comfort than the food, sorry that the time it took 
resulted in an unsavory encounter that left me with the biting taste of anxiety in my mouth. 
My phone lit up with more texts sent by my friend telling me to ask if I could move seats as I 
shoved it in my pocket, getting up. Escaping. 

Almost as soon as I stood, friends of my garbage-man-turned-gentleman-suitor swooped 
in like vultures ready to pick apart a carcass, disappointed to find that their prey was on the 
move. 

“We find the prettiest girl in the bar and she’s leaving?” 
They all resembled him in one way or another, disheveled, out of place, desperate. Their 

desperation reeked almost as bad as the liquor on their breath. Desperation, that to me, seemed 
like it could easily turn hostile with one wrong answer.

So I smiled, gave a quiet laugh, delivered the performance of what was expected from 
me. In the show of “What to Do When Encountering Strange Men” I had read the part of “Girl 
Who Does What Society Tells Her”, the girl who felt molded into conversational pressures. 
I had been too scared to play the role of the girl who redefines expectations. Too scared to 
stand up for myself, but instead validated unwanted comments with a seemingly mandatory 
response. 

I walked out with a sense of urgency, my pace quickening, eager to leave that experi-
ence behind, although I guess I still haven’t. By the time I got home I lost my appetite, over-
whelmed by defeat. The trail of unease had followed me to my kitchen table, every bite I took 
worse than the last. 

I didn’t realize as a kid that when I grew up I would have to face situations like this. Of 
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course I had read about them or heard about them through experiences of friends, but didn’t 
expect to have this clichéd and overplayed experience become my own. I grew up into a body 
that was placed into a setting where I was expected to be accustomed to the advances made by 
men and not have a problem with it. Where, because I’m a woman, I am responsible for their 
remarks and in return owe them a smile, a nod, a nicety.

Becoming older only stunted my growth. 
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I am bird: editing the 
future
//  Richelle Heinauer  //

NONFICTION

I am Bird. I don’t have a first or last name. I don’t have a gender. I don’t have a face or a 
story. But I have a purpose.

They are a number followed only by a first name. They don’t have a last name. They are 
all male. They don’t have faces. But they have stories. 

I receive their stories or poems or novels-to-be in a mass file, handwritten pages scanned 
into a computer and sent from New Mexico Department of Corrections to the Pen Project at 
Arizona State University. I transcribe their words into a computer document, letter for letter, 
period for period (or lack thereof). I print these narratives, and they become my constant 
companions until I can extract no more from them.

I’m not allowed to tell the authors anything personal. I’m not allowed to tell Daniel 
that his story moved me to tears because it reminded me of the time I lost myself in high 
school. I’m not allowed to suggest to Jose that he should publish his raw exposition on being 
emotionally abused during a strip search because this might cause the program to get shut 
down. 

I am limited, but they are not.
Yes, their bodies are behind bars, but their minds are free. 
People look at me skeptically and say that these people made a choice to commit actions 

that led them to be imprisoned. But these people are now choosing to learn a new skill. To 
learn to write coherently. To express themselves through words. To ask for help in honing their 
writing skills. To make their stories heard. 

It is an honor and privilege to offer these authors feedback on their writing and guide 
them in the process of creating their voices. It is an honor to be part of helping someone 
change their life. My only contribution is reinforcing a rudimentary skill, a skill that will shape 
each man’s future. Helping them change their lives, however, changes my own.

Not only do I read and edit in the Pen Project, but I learn about the American prison 
system. I learn that Arizona spends an average of $22,000 per prisoner per year as opposed to 
an average of $5,000 per student per year. I learn that 60 percent of prisoners are illiterate. I 
learn that the top three mental institutions in the nation are prisons.

But I also learn that the size of the yearly Prison Education Awareness Club conference 
at Arizona State University has tripled in attendance. I learn that there are more opportunities 
to bring education to prisons. I learn that there are educators and students who want to bring 
hope to people who lack easy access to this knowledge. 

I am Bird. I am only a pen name. But I am part of a better future for those that have 
never held that phrase in their vocabulary. 
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1. Michigan Song Spencer McIntyre–Singer/Songwriter, Erica Dallman--  
additional vocals 

2. My Song 29 Lou DiMuro–Guitar/Songwriter–accompanying guitar and  
drums

3. Days to Come Mama Butane (Kenneth Kite–Guitar/Singer, Parker  
Mann–Drums,	Johnathan	Raffle–Bass)	

4. Drunk Song Mama Butane

5. Fantasy Christopher Marchant–Piano/Composer–accompanying  
oboe

Cover artwork, No Space Left in Me by Margaret Golonka
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1. Six Feet Over DJ Birch
2. James Said Nothing Keegan Luther
3. Michael's Invention Zane Berry
4. Game Night Ben Ashby
5. Artisan City DJ Birch & Zane 

Berry

Cover artwork, Wake Up America by Delaney Krantz
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Levity
// Taylor Falls  //

Film

FADE IN:

EXT. CIRCUS GROUNDS - DAY

It is a gloomy day in 1966, several members of a circus are 
packing up their equipment.  The entry way is lined with multi-
colored balloons.  JOHN, an eighteen-year-old blonde-haired, 
blue-eyed American, dressed in blue jeans and a T-shirt stands 
before the entrance path.   

In front of John is a CLOWN, walking towards the dismantled 
tent with a sharp needle in his hands.  One by one he pops all 
of the balloons.

EXT. VIETNAM - NIGHT

Bombs are falling from air crafts in Northern Vietnam.  
Screaming can be heard from the fiery streets.

EXT. CIRCUS GROUNDS - DAY

John follows the Clown up the path as he pops the last balloon 
and leans up against a sign that reads: Welcome to the Circus. 

CLOWN
And who might I ask are you, oh 
wait- I know you are a ghost!

JOHN
Excuse me? My name is John...

CLOWN
No no! You are the ghost in Ghost 
Town. Ha!  BOO!

JOHN
I heard there was going to be 
a show today, I don't know why 
but... I assumed more people 
would come.

CLOWN
A show... Ha ha ha!

65

Film

JOHN
I, uh, saw it in the paper.

CLOWN
The paper told you so? Do you 
always do what the papers tell 
you? Ha!

JOHN
What?

CLOWN
A paper can be full of funny 
things!  Have you seen the 
headliners lately?

JOHN
Look I know what they say, always 
about the war, I know it doesn't 
seem like an appropriate time for 
a circus, but... I just needed a 
good laugh today.

CLOWN
A laugh?  Here is a joke for 
you... knock knock...

JOHN
Who is there?

CLOWN
Heidi!

JOHN
Heidi who?

CLOWN
Heidi-clare war on you! Ha!

The Clown spins and swirls his hands, and all of a sudden a 
newspaper appears with the headliner: Hey, Hey, LBJ How Many 
Kids Did You Kill Today?  He gives it to John.

JOHN
Can we not talk about the war.

CLOWN
You didn't laugh.  You're 
supposed to laugh.
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JOHN
I just want to escape all of that 
for a little while, look I know 
that I am the only one here, but 
maybe you can do your routine for 
me, common what do ya say?

CLOWN
A performance for one, twice the 
fun! Ha ha!

EXT. VIETNAM - NIGHT

Bombs continue to fall from the sky, there is a newspaper 
burning to ashes on the ground.  The only words left before it 
disintegrates are: Hey, Hey-

EXT. CIRCUS GROUNDS - DAY

The Clown disappears behind the tent for a moment, and suddenly 
circus music comes on, but it seems warped and unclear.  The 
Clown returns, and walks over to the tightrope.

CLOWN

Now sir, watch as a I mystify 
and amaze, walk the line between 
life and death, the known and the 
unknown!

He inches on to the wire with 
mediocre balance.

JOHN
Isn't that a little extreme? You 
are only a foot or two from the 
ground.

CLOWN
Extreme for me? Maybe, maybe not. 
Every man must walk that line 
that teeter-totters between life 
and death! That is entertainment!

JOHN
I would not want to walk that 
thin rope only to crash and fall. 
I don't get a kick out of pain.

EXT. VIETNAM - NIGHT
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A U.S. Bomber flies overhead, close to the building tops, 
gunshots are heard in the distance. 

EXT. CIRCUS GROUNDS - DAY

The Clown is about half way across the rope, still teetering.  
He begins to chant.  

CLOWN
Hey, Hey, LBJ... How many kids 
did you kill today? Ha ha! No 
show today LBJ!

John clenches his fists.

JOHN
Cut it out.

CLOWN
Okay okay Chief!

The Clown completes the stunt on the tightrope, and jumps off, 
crashing on the ground in a staged manner, pretending to have 
died from the fall. 

CLOWN (CONT'D)
Ha, tough audience.

JOHN
I told you I don't like that, I 
don't get a kick watching others 
suffer. 

CLOWN
Well, what do ya like?

JOHN
Can you do this one trick? I used 
to love it as a kid.  The clown 
had this long handkerchief he 
pulled out of his pocket, do you 
have one?

CLOWN
A handkerchief?  A hand to the 
Chief?  

The Clown gives a salute.
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CLOWN (CONT'D)
Lying just here, hidden in my 
pocket!

The Clown reaches in his pocket and starts to pull on the 
multi-colored cloth that seems endless in length.

John lifts his chin a little higher and smiles.

JOHN

I always used to love this trick.  
You never know how long it will 
last, sometimes it seems infinite.

The Clown looks down at the handkerchief continuing to pull, 
and then he becomes sorrowful as all the edges of his makeup 
point downwards in a frown.

CLOWN

I wish I could make this last 
forever for you, but at some 
point... either it or time runs 
out.

JOHN

Don't worry, you made me smile 
today.  If everyone could smile 
more, the world would be a better 
place. 

Suddenly the Clown's hands are empty as they run out of 
material to grab.  He crouches into a ball on the ground, 
rocking back and forth.

CLOWN
The show must go on... The show 
must go on...

John stands up and puts his hand on the Clown's shoulder for 
a fleeting moment.  He notices an empty yellow balloon and a 
string on the ground, he quickly blows it up, ties it, and 
gives it to the Clown.  The Clown looks up and smiles.

John turns and starts to walk away, protruding from his pocket 
are some draft papers.

EXT. VIETNAM - NIGHT

69

Film

Suddenly, in the middle of the chaos of war, a yellow balloon 
floats into the night sky.

EXT. CIRCUS GROUNDS - DAY - DUSK

John's car pulls away.  The Clown begins to cry.

FADE OUT.
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