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This year has been a year of hardship and endurance. The 
Leonardo magazine serves as a compilation of the creative 
pursuits of CNM students. The Leonardo editors had the 
honor of reviewing this year’s submissions, the pieces of art 
and literature that the creators toiled over so passionately.  
Art brings people together, and through this community’s 
combined effort, we have taken steps toward the future, 
rather than suffering in the past. The submissions this year 
have been truly inspiring, showing that there is always a 
future worth the struggles of today, and with the support of 
each other, we will see that hopeful image come to life. 
Thank you to all who submitted, and to all those taking part 
in this magazine. You help us move forward. 
 

The Editorial Staff 
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This year we owe a triple debt of gratitude to the Executive 
Council of Students of CNM. These student leaders have 
granted funds to print this issue and the last two, which the 
pandemic until now has prevented us from printing. What 
can we say but thank you from the bottom of our hearts?  We 
know how much it means to students to see their creative 
work in print. To Rebecca Aronson and Tiffany Tomchak, 
our partners in the English department and the library in 
hosting the yearly Visiting Writer’s Event, at which we 
present the new year’s issue of Leonardo, we offer our sincere 
thanks. We dedicate this issue to the CNM community, 
whose struggles and successes this issue represents. 
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I, Poem 
Isabella Zamarchi 

 
Where do I end and my skin begin? 

Remove the wires that are me: they are not me either— 
nor am I what’s left—and where does skin begin? 
I see the line, but how finite, how fickle that divide, 

between me and the I 
that I’ve devised to evade the diver. 

 
Where does skin end— 

or does skin blend into the scene? 
The skin is painted by the dream— 

seams on sheets leave maps of these on faces 
—but where am I in relation to me? 

 
In certain scenes— 

in certain places mapped only in dreams 
(in red lines racing like highways that retreat 
at the slightest sign of a light in the east) 

—are these lines so easily released? 
 
Where does the poem become the mind— 

or the mind the poem that divined it? 
They were once the same— 

before entering the world that dictates and defines 
and disguises from the wires the motions composed 

within— 
when did this end? 
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Working for Better 
Audie Gloria Couch  
 
 Nothing in it, my hair was frizzy and wild. Dark brown 
curls went in every direction. In sneakers, the black shorts that 
came to my knees made my purple T-Shirt pop. Holding on to the 
rake with both hands, I used it to support myself as I leaned 
slightly to one side. “ I think that's good G.” I said loudly, using 
slang to address my friend; panting and taking deep breaths as 
Meho nodded. “Yeah,” he said, agreeing with me as he made his 
way up the wooden steps to collect our payment. His gray, 
sleeveless shirt was stuffed into the back pocket of his jeans. At 12 
he was just a couple years older than myself. Tall and skinny, he 
always kept his tight curls shaved close to the skin. Rusty hinges 
caused the dirty white screen door to make a loud, creaky noise as 
the elderly man peaked his head out to give us the green paper we 
had earned from gathering the leaves and pulling weeds out of dry 
dirt. We thanked him, and he thanked us in return, as Meho took 
the money, the second rake from my mother’s shed in his left 
hand. Walking past the short-chained fence, I could have kicked 
down; he blurted out “Let's keep going”. Thinking that the heat 
had probably fried his brain, I was not thrilled to hear these words 
come from his lips, yet my reply suggested otherwise… “Okay,” I 
told him with a slight grin, as we continued to make our way to the 
neighbor next door to repeat the process all over again. 

Streams of moisture ran down our tiny brown bodies, our 
movements laggard as a result of being out under the razes of the 
high desert New Mexico sun for hours. Its unforgiving flames 
shined hard on the trailer park I called home in Bloomington. A 
small, rough, and dusty circular pit on the outskirts of Farmington 
surrounded by acres of land as far as the eye could see. Which 
contained feral cats, cows, goats, chickens, horses, pigs, wild dogs 
and coyotes, you name it. As tedious and menial cleaning yards may 
have seemed for us, or for me at least, it was a way of working for 
better. Even though I didn’t understand it fully, not yet. What it 
meant, working for better that is. What did it mean to do so? 
Why?  

Well at this time, merely kids, it meant being able to buy 
some soda, or chips that we could not afford otherwise. 
Nevertheless, this concept stuck with me throughout life, working 
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hard and putting your best foot forward leads to success, which 
leads to good even great things (i.e. like good pay), which in turn 
leads to something better. Better shoes, better clothes, a better 
path, a better life...better this and better that. Just better than what 
one does have. The dope dealers, addicts, women pulling tricks, 
and the like were the unsavory characters in the hood that helped 
fuel my desire to get out, to rise above that which was seemingly 
etched in stone for me. It was my mission, to escape the intangible 
prison called poverty. A desire that burns as bright and as hot as a 
thousand stars till this day.  

My mother, among other mighty women who influenced 
me during my upbringing, showed me who I wanted to be. 
Independent, strong, and unwavering. She, my mom, was a craft in 
a barren sea, the pulse that brought my lifeline into existence, light 
in the dark. She has always been a person I looked up to and 
admired.  

All on her own my mother supported me and four other 
siblings; made sure we didn’t go without despite the odds against 
her. Despite society trying to crush her, crush us, she prevailed 
anyway and in doing so became more than my mother. She was my 
guardian; henceforth, a titan among mortals. Mom always 
encouraged me to pursue my education. She’d say, “Knowledge is 
power,” looking down into my innocent eyes with her intense blue 
ones that remind me of her mothers. Her beautiful face, and 
brown hair caused me to stare at her as if it were the last time. Her 
finely painted nails stood out against her light skin as she moved 
her hands about while gracing me with the wisdom of how 
important school is. Really informing me of how an education is 
yet another means of working for better. A way to get ahead, or at 
least a way to increase one’s chances of being successful and having 
better in this world, in life. 

From elementary I went on to middle school, from there 
to high school and so on. An A/B student, I always strived for 
excellence. Dropping the ball was not an option, nor was giving up. 
To do this would have meant slipping backward, taking a turn for 
the worst in the long run. Doing this, would have meant taking one 
step towards the same life of those unsavory characters who were 
so firmly imprinted onto my memory. Those who I didn’t want to 
be the slightest bit similar to. Like the estranged man who should 
have been my father but was not. A felon and repeat offender, I 
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wish to be nothing like him, and choose to work for better. Which 
is why I continued with my education.  

2012 came along and I was finally able to attend college at 
CNM. Then 2013 came, then 14, 15 came and went. When I 
decided what my major was going to be, I stuck with it. I made 
several accomplishments, gaining a couple certificates on top of my 
Associate Degree in Paralegal Studies, and became eligible to enroll 
in the General Honors Program. Which I did in fact take a course 
and naturally aced it. As the years went by my prescription, my 
meaning of what it meant to work for better, to have better, altered 
and grew just as the human anatomy does physically. Now I 
wanted my own things, my own career, home, car, and so on.  

Then Sayreene began to see figures and people others 
couldn’t. Hear speech when no one was there. It was little by little 
at first, then the mental illnesses took her all together. Her mind. 
Only fourteen months apart we were very close and are still till this 
day. When she lost a part of herself, a part of me went with her. 
Past memories force me to recall the conversations we had while 
sitting in the tree out in the backyard at grandma’s. Our feet 
swinging back and forth. “We’re going to live together when we’re 
grown, right Audie?” she’d say, turning to me with eye’s full of 
hope, wonder, and compassion. “Yes,” I’d reply, putting an arm 
around her and pressing my head gently into hers. “We’re going to 
live together, and grow into old ladies together,” I’d go on. A true 
sisterhood between us, I meant every word. I promised.  

This motivated my ambitions for success even more, for a 
bounty does not simply enrich one's own life, but the lives of those 
most dear to them as well. Meaning if I work for better, and 
accomplish set goals, then my loved ones will also have better. I 
could do more for Sayreene, care for her. As mentioned, this 
changed my view of what it meant to work for better. Expanding 
past my own selfish indulgences, and that which affects me 
personally, to those closest to me. Those that are directly linked to 
me, and what I do. My family.  

As a paralegal, I could ensure that my sister has the life she 
deserves, that Mom didn’t worry about how to pay the bills ‘cause 
I’d have her back. Truly understanding what the concept meant to 
me at this period, I cannot turn in the cloth. For the only real 
failure is when a person gives up on themselves. I don’t want to be 
one of those individuals who does that, who gives in when the 
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going gets tough. It’s not my style. In fact, quitting on my own 
future is like a captain causing their own ship to sink. It doesn’t 
make sense to destroy the path you’ve built as the foundation for 
your feet to walk on.  

2021 is here and I am starting another chapter in the book 
titled “my life,” and am still defining, or re-defining, to be more 
accurate; my meaning of what is to work for better. Even at this 
very moment, when I thought I could wrap a finger around it, I 
find out I am still wondering, pondering that question. What does 
it mean to work for better?  
 Transforming for what feels like the hundredth time, I have a pair 
of super goggles on working for my goals now, doing everything 
possible now, not tomorrow, not later, now. Instead of the term 
“working” having a future tense it is now in present tense for me. 
As Alan Watts, an English writer and Philosopher in the 20th 
century, said, “[One can’t wait] because all there is, is now, right 
now.” 

I don’t want to wait for opportunities to pass me by, like a 
wisp of air through the window. I want to make all that can 
happen, happen now. For the better, of course. And this is the way 
my perception of working for better has changed. I see the doing 
of it, actually making this concept of “working for better” not a 
notion but a reality when I do whatever I can now, today. It is 
unknown to me whether I will fully answer this question especially 
when I consider all the variables in life that could alter its meaning 
for me. When you get right down to it, working for better has a 
different meaning for everyone on this planet. What does it mean? 
What does it mean to work, to be working? What’s the meaning of 
better? To have better, exactly? More importantly, what does it 
mean to me? 
 
  



 9 

To Start a Poem 
Analaura Prado 
 
To start a poem one must grab a scratch piece of paper, ripping it 
without a care in the world.  
One must find a pen or pencil, whichever comes first. 
 One must place the paper on a flat surface of some sort. 
 But most importantly, one must start.  
It does not matter if you are ready or not, it is time to start.  
You grip your pencil with intent, and you think to yourself that you 
are the queen. The pencil and paper, your loyal subjects.  
Your pencil has no choice but to obey your every movement.  
Your paper has no choice but to be written on. 
It is their destiny. 
Another question pops into your head, what can I write about? 
I can write about my struggles, as pessimism is stronger than a sour 
lemon. 
I can write about the time when clarity came back to me.  
I can write about my goals and dreams. 
But how will I know that my dreams will come true? My goals, 
reached? 
I don’t. 
I can write about an old heartbreak that is still a fresh wound, after 
all, I still have the scar for it. 
 I can write about all my fears, but who would take the time to read 
about them? 
I look at the apple slices, my late-night snack.  
I could simply write about apples. 
Maybe retell the story of my young self, eating apple seeds, fearing 
for my life thinking that a tree will grow inside of me.  
I think for hours. 
I get up to go to bed as it’s already late. 
I will try again tomorrow.  
The pencil and paper are left unused. 
Maybe I am not the queen after all.  
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Scarlesinfant 
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Oscura Archivador (Or, How I Know Big Words) 
Bruce Chrisp 
 
 I remember that I waited at the bottom of the stairs. For 
how long I do not know. I slept most of the time. It was by far the 
second most entertaining thing to do.  
 I waited for two things, the first was for somebody to 
come down the stairs, the second was for Them to throw food 
down from the chutes in the ceiling. The latter happened a lot 
more often, and was the most entertaining thing to do down here. 
 Whenever mealtime came around the stiffs always fell in 
randomized places in the Records Department, landing with crinkly 
plops between the labyrinthine aisles and shelves. If I was lucky 
one would drop near my position and I could get to it before any 
of my peers. Then I could just drag it back to my spot at the stairs 
and eat it. Although the plastic packaging was always a bitch to get 
through. If no food was dropped near where I was, it was usually 
better just to wait until the next mealtime. This was because by the 
time I could sniff out where the drops were, my peers had already 
reduced the snack to bones.  
 Plus, I wasn’t very well liked. I’m not sure why me and my 
peers developed such a hatred. I think it was so long ago that none 
of us can remember, of course I wasn’t yet aware of the concept of 
time. Maybe They would know, but we all knew They barely 
thought of This Place. Barely, but not never. 
 I know this, because of the last time someone came down 
the stairs. 
 It was, well, a moment like any other. I remember that my 
body was positioned a few feet away from the bottom step, to what 
I now know as my right. My dreams back then were solely of 
eating, a recreation of a reality. A reality made of the smells that 
came with it, of my claws separating bone from cartilage, and the 
smooth almost hypnotic touch of the curved skull. Of course, I 
didn’t know what a skull was back then. 

I remember I had just woken up from a dream like this, by 
the noise of the opening door and light. I can’t describe what it was 
like to visually see things for the first time. I lack that ability, and it 
was so long ago. However, I distinctly recall the first time I was 
exposed to light. The first singular rays seared into my skin; they 
didn’t burn, but rather they were cold. Colder than the most 
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freezing burst of air from a pipe or an air conditioner. Dare I say 
colder than a wintry blast of wind, if I knew what winter was like, 
or wind.  
 I squealed in pain and scurried away from the stairs. 
Crawling at what was honestly a speed faster than I thought 
possible at the time. It was a gut reaction, a flight response. More 
visceral than the need to eat. A fear so potent that it eclipsed every 
other need. Needless to say, the light was not my friend. 
 The dark was safety, and I cowered behind a row of filing 
cabinets, squeezing my eyelids (first use they ever had) tight, 
quaking against the ground. After a while, I could feel the 
numbness inflicted on my back fade away. My hemolymph started 
pumping again. That wasn’t all. I began to feel something new, 
something besides terror. I began to feel, curiosity. After all, 
something entirely new just happened, it would be blasphemy not 
to at least investigate it! 
 I creaked open my eyes. The light was still there, but the 
intensity was not enough to give me pain. Gingerly, I put my talon 
in a spot of light. It was still cold, but only in the way a very, very 
light breeze is. Suddenly, the sounds of the door slamming shut 
reached my ear holes. Even more intrigued, I peeked my head just 
around the corner, ever so slightly in case there was even more 
danger; but as soon as I saw It, I lost all sense of caution.  

Let me describe It before I describe what came over me. 
First, it wore gauze all over its being, not a scrap of skin showed. It 
had four limbs (more than me, but less than most of my peers), 
stood on two feet instead of crawling on its belly, and it lacked skin 
flaps (wings? Pectoral fins?) on its backside. Strangest of all 
however, was Its head. Roundish like a sack of turnips instead of 
being respectably flat, and sticking out of the upper part of its head 
were two circular eyes too large to be comfortably worn, and 
behind the eye’s glass casing, metallic pupils shuttered and opened 
at random intervals. Finally, on Its breast was affixed a rectangular 
piece of paper. Looking back, the shape of Its body seemed 
extremely similar to that of the stiffs. 

I didn’t notice what was on aforementioned piece of paper 
at first, because I was rushing at It with murderous intent. Have 
you ever wanted to kill something so bad? Perhaps an enemy? 
Someone you dislike so very much? I did not feel these things, I 
did not hate It. However, those examples I just gave are the closest 
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comparisons that I could find to my desire to kill It. Oh how I 
wanted to curve my talons into Its flesh, to rip out Its insides, to 
gnaw on Its solids, and to feel Its blood trickle between my myriad 
of teeth. 

This went as well as you could imagine. It had already 
descended the stairs before I pounced, and It was holding an odd 
circular object with a glass casing in Its hand, which just so 
happened to be the very thing emitting the light. I came to my 
senses when the numbness started to enter my spine, and like 
before I scurried away in pain.  

It just stood there after that. Watching me, or trying to see 
where I was in the dark. I watched It back. Nothing much 
happened during this exchange, except that I learned what It was 
called! That piece of paper that I mentioned earlier, it had words! 
Well, now I know that they were words. Back then I was 
completely new to the concept of literacy. Fortunately, I seemed to 
have an innate knack for reading, even then.  

You see, the longer I stared at that piece of paper, the 
more the syllables and symbols started to make sense to me.  

S was first. For reasons unexplained it popped into my 
mind like an unexpected thought. I mulled over this foreign thing, 
this letter. I somehow already knew that it was called a letter. I was 
in the middle of tossing it around in my cranium when E decided 
to drop in for a visit. Soon came R. Then V. The I accompanied V. 
T barged right on in. O followed suit, and another R sheepishly 
joined the others. 

Servitor. A Servitor was what It was called. I would have 
started jumping up and down with excitement if the Servitor hadn’t 
started walking forward. I don’t know what caused it to move, but 
it was moving towards me and so was the Light! 

I scooted away quickly. The Servitor perused the row upon 
rows of shelved paperwork and moldy cardboard boxes. Stopping 
every once in a while, to pull something out with its bandaged 
hand, take a quick look, and then place the article neatly back into 
position. I don’t know how long this went on for, but eventually 
the Servitor found what it was looking for, because it took out–
what I discovered later was–an extremely yellowed file, scanned it, 
and abruptly started walking back to the stairs and back to the 
door.  
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At this point I started panicking. I didn’t want the Servitor 
to just leave. I wanted to eviscerate it. To rip off every single limb 
in a grimly satisfying ecstasy! I needed to, I felt in the moment that 
this was what I had been built to do! The urge was overwhelming, 
but I was afraid that the light would turn me into a stiff! 

In the midst of desperation, a thought formed in my 
anxious head, an idea. Instead of pursuing the Servitor, I started 
pulling and pounding at the bottom shelves next to me. One 
opened at my onslaught, and I reached in extracting as many 
papers as I could carry.  

Then I loped back, clutching my package. The Servitor was 
already up the stairs. It was grabbing the handle. It was about to 
open the door. 

I threw my load at my prey. The papers didn’t do any 
damage, but the Servitor was startled enough to drop its light 
source. As soon as the object smashed against the steps I sprang.  

I butchered the Servitor, but not in the way I had 
imagined. I expected the metallic flavor of blood, and large 
globules of meat to grace my tongue. I was expecting tough flesh 
and veins for my talons and jaw to burrow into. Instead, what my 
talons and jaw burrowed into was fabric and bits of soggy paper. I 
was met with the metallic flavor of iron rods and large globules of 
something that smelled and tasted like amniotic pus met my 
tongue.  

I was shocked and stopped feasting only moments in. The 
remains of the Servitor crumpled down the steps like a poorly built 
doll.  

I don’t know how long I sat stock still before I noticed 
that the light was still on, if only flickering. I moved closer to the 
object, it was too weak to harm me now. Inside was a bulb, feebly 
attempting to perform its last and only duty. The file was there too, 
specifically the yellow one that the Servitor had found. 
Experiencing another (but not final) bout of curiosity I nudged the 
paper closer to the dying light. There were a couple words I could 
make out clearly, but the two that stood out in big Italicized font 
were OSCURA ARCHIVADOR. 
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Abecedarian for You 
Emma Meeks  
 
Another year, another Thanksgiving 
But you still aren’t here. 
Christmas just isn’t the same without you. 
Dad says he misses you, too 
Even though he didn’t approve. 
For him, that’s saying something. 
Granny still talks about you. 
Haven’t heard from you in months, and 
I’m starting to think we never will. 
Just because you’re fighting doesn’t mean you’ve been  
Killed, right? 
Look how much you still haven’t seen. 
Mom made your favorite dessert, and 
New Year’s is coming up. 
Oatmeal cookies aren’t the same when you don’t steal a bite.  
Pop thinks you’re done for, last night he  
Quizzed us on the probabilities of war. 
Remember how he used to ramble about all that random trivia? 
Stacey called last week. She’s worried, too, 
Though I think she may be giving up. 
Understandably so. It’s been so long. The  
Varnish is chipping off the table you made. 
We had a white Christmas this year. You hated the cold,  
‘Xcept the snow made winter your favorite. 
You would have loved it. We miss your 
Zany humor, the way your smile lit your eyes (and the room). 
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Cold Feet 
Amber Taylor  
 
Garnet 
Tempting me 
Divine wine 
So sweet 
Like blood to Dracula's teeth 
Sinking 
Fast and deep 
Fiending beneath my sheets 
Queen of queens 
Elegant wings 
More valuable than gold 
Color changing soul 
Blue angel 
Illusions consume my sight 
As high as I can be 
Gazing into the knight 
Hoping you see me 
So far 
Hidden stars 
Fires spark 
Water couldn't tear 
Her apart 
Doves carrying 
Secret letters 
To my Juliet 
Burdened crow 
Saddened 
Knowing she could 
Never love 
A phantom ghost 
Her Romeo 
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Twelve Pesos to a Dollar: A Common Immigrant Story 
Gabriela Rivera 
 
 Have you ever lied to survive? There are parts of my life 
where I can’t remember what the truth is, and what I needed to tell 
people. When they ask me how old I was when I came to the US, I 
never know what to answer. Partly because if I give the real answer, 
I’m afraid ICE will come knocking on my door. “Where were you 
in 2006?” “You’re here legally now, but you don’t deserve it.” “You 
should have done it the right way, maybe you would have died 
waiting, but you would have died an honest person.” Those are all 
things I imagine they would say as they rip my residency card that I 
waited years for. Maybe those words don’t live outside Facebook 
comments, but they haunted me all the same. 

My petition to be a resident of the US, and get the much 
lusted-after green card, started the day I was born. It was added to 
my mom’s petition, which had started since she was born. We were 
always determined to cross over the right way and be patient. My 
mom was never a rule breaker. But we had to watch our 5 dogs be 
poisoned, beaten, and even killed, every time someone broke into 
our house to take what little we had. After we lost two of the five 
dogs this way, we decided to get the rest a better home, it seemed 
almost cruel to try to keep them with us in a bad neighborhood. 
That was when we came home to a flooded house, walls stripped, 
copper plumbing and electric wires stolen. Juarez was infamous for 
violence against women, and we just felt lucky we hadn’t 
experienced worse, but it was impossible to even have a home. 
Even now, over a decade later of living in the US (legally this time) 
the frames of that house still lay in ruin. Multiple attempts to 
rebuild and sell were thwarted by more robberies. Unable to build, 
and unable to sell, all we own is a reminder. When I miss my old 
friends, the food, the culture, when I’m told I’ve been whitewashed 
and wonder why I was sent away, I remember that house. 
 “What’s your name?” a voice asked. “Alejandra Ayon” I 
answered. “How old are you?” another question I had been asked 
repeatedly.”11” I answered, wondering if they had that little 
confidence in my memory. What are your parent’s names? 
Address? I was tested on these and other questions over and over. 
We were in line on the Zaragoza bridge to cross from Juarez to El 
Paso. My family thought about what I might be asked once I 
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presented my cousins birth certificate at the inspection booth. It 
was the end of the summer and school was about to start. I was 
enrolled in a charter school in El Paso that accepted students from 
every area of El Paso, and even students from Juarez. I had been 
accepted by lottery when I still had my visa. At the beginning of 
that summer, my mom and I were robbed at a park near the center 
of Juarez, and they took our visa cards, money, and looked through 
our car for anything they could sell. Although we had applied for a 
replacement card right away, there was no progress, and from the 
experience of other family members, I knew it could take years for 
it to come.  I looked back at the pedestrian bridge that crossed over 
the lines of cars. My mom promised me she would be there to 
wave goodbye. She was only there briefly, but I couldn’t take my 
eyes off her, even as she walked back. That was the last glimpse I 
had of her for over a year. “What school do you go to?” another 
practice question, but this time the knot in my throat wouldn’t let 
me answer. 
 The line to cross the bridge was always a few hours long, 
and I could see the inspection booth slowly approaching. They had 
police dogs, lucky for me they detected drugs and not lies. After 
building it up in my head, the actual checkpoint was 
underwhelming. They took one glance at our paperwork and waved 
us forward. I could breathe normally by the time I was dropped off 
at my grandma’s house. I saw the same white house, with the same 
stone path to the doorway, the same trees and flowers lining the 
sides of it. I looked around, almost not believing how normal 
everything looked, like I hadn’t been away for months, unable to 
visit without my visa. I looked down at my small backpack, carrying 
my favorite clothes and my mom’s hard-earned pesos. I was 
grateful that if I couldn’t see my mom I could at least be with my 
grandma. 
 Moving from Juarez to El Paso is a common experience, 
and as I had visited my grandparents and aunts since I was young it 
wasn’t the culture shock many people assume. There were 
challenges with my mom trying to support me in El Paso, with 
money earned in Juarez, when the dollar is much more valuable. 
My mom is a single mom, and I am her only child so being 
separated from her was hard on me. My relationship with her 
suffered even though she was just doing the best for me. Although 
my replacement visa eventually came, and I got my residency card a 
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couple years later, it always felt like something I shouldn’t talk 
about. A lot of the shame and fear of sharing specifics of my case 
came from the people that were supposed to help. There was 
misinformation from the immigration consultation offices that 
helped us file paperwork. From my experience, there are some 
officers that abuse the influence they have over vulnerable 
immigrant families to force their own views on immigration. 
Truths, lies, and half lies were weaved together in all the 
recommendations consultants would give. For example, my 
grandma refused to get Medicaid (for insulin) for decades because 
they told her signing up could get her citizenship revoked (a lie). 
However, it is true that crossing over like I did could cause my 
residency application to be denied, or even revoked afterwards if it 
came up.  

Many of my classmates and neighbors had similar 
experiences, but it didn’t make it any easier to handle. I used to 
focus on all the limitations I had. While my friends were taking 
advantage of the cheap trips to Europe my school sponsored, I 
couldn’t even join a class trip across Texas because there are 
immigration checkpoints in almost every big road leaving El Paso. 
While I saw parent teacher conferences filled with proud parents, I 
had a rotating cast of family members or family friends filling that 
spot. While my friends were going shopping every weekend, I was 
trying to pass last year’s pants as capris. I often felt less-than, but I 
refused to be anything but proud of what my mom’s pesos could 
get me.  In the end I am grateful to my mom for her hard work and 
effort to give me a better life, and that’s all I wanted her to see 
from me. The older I get the more I see how much of a struggle it 
must have been for her, and how she never let me see it. 

I used to get hurt at Facebook comments shaming 
immigrants. Now, I believe those comments come from not 
knowing the truth of the immigration process; the cost, how long it 
takes, how many steps are involved etc. Those harsh judgements 
come from a naïve point of view of how they think the process 
works. I’ve had family members forced to restart the process time 
and time again. People don’t realize that any life change, such as 
marriage, kids, divorce, etc., requires an adjustment to the 
application which puts them back at the start of a waitlist that has 
millions on it. I am past the point of needing to be understood and 
wanting to be justified by the same people writing these comments. 
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I am happy enough to share with those who want to understand, 
and I try to be the person I would have liked in my life back then. I 
don’t just mean other immigrants, but I welcome anyone who is 
willing to share a piece of themselves with me. I have rebuilt the 
relationship with my mom, and I cherish the relationships I built 
with other caretakers I had as a kid. I stayed with my grandma, with 
aunts and uncles, distant relatives, family friends; with few 
exceptions, I am close to them to this day. All the limitations I had 
were temporary. The doors my mom opened for me have led to 
even more opportunities now. 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 South of Tomasita Abraham Sammy Assed  
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The Winter-Over Crew 
Raisa Hernandez 
 

I knew I would never work in Antarctica thanks to my father’s 
drunken ravings. I stayed in his apartment one weekend a month 
growing up, and always knew to go to bed early so that the time 
until my mom picked me up in the morning felt shorter. My 
father’s heavy breathing and slurred speech each night usually was 
the signal for me to head to his bedroom–he slept on the couch 
when I’d stay over.  

Despite only having two channels on his television, sometimes 
Jeopardy would be on, and I’d want to catch the rest of the show. I 
loved hearing Dad’s answers when he was in a good mood. He 
knew almost everyone and had a story to match. Alex Trebek 
would read off, “At 1,538 miles, it has the longest border with 
Canada of any U.S. state.” Without a second to think, he’d blurt 
out “Alaska” and before we could hear a buzzer, he’d launch into a 
story about working at a salmon processing plant along the coast 
when he was a young man and all the bar fights he’d get into with 
the sailors whose manners had long since been lost to the sea. Of 
course, from his perspective, he was always defending a lady’s 
honor or shutting up the wiseguy that everyone hated.  

Alex Trebek asked, “This state’s Erie County has a 42-mile 
border with Canada; don’t try to drive across it.” He knew this one, 
too: Pennsylvania. This question was how I learned that my old dad 
had a sailing license, which he earned on the unforgiving waves of 
Lake Erie. The way he described it, every wave was as rough as a 
hail of bullets, and he was a G.I. on the shores of Normandy. 
Sometimes he was wrong, but whenever he was, he was just as 
confident and told just as much of a story, so I didn’t mind much. 
He’d just talk louder over the contestant and hope I didn’t notice.  

Even on the good nights, though, they’d always take a turn if I 
stayed watching Jeopardy for too long. He’d keep sipping his beer, 
which wouldn’t have been too bad if the beer didn’t turn to 
whiskey and the sips to gulps. Usually, he’d get nasty but 
sometimes he’d get sad, which was almost worse.  

He’d start talking about Mom, how he had been a great writer 
and adventurer before Mom trapped him. He was going to be 
Hemingway, he said. Until he met my mom and she lied to him 
about birth control, and he somehow found himself an alcoholic in 
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a tiny apartment working as a part-time electrician when he bothers 
to go. He could have just left and hopped on a boat going 
anywhere but he was a good man and couldn’t abandon his kid like 
that, he said. I didn’t bother pointing out that I only saw him once 
a month. Whenever I told this to Mom, she scoffed but didn’t 
bother talking bad about him or even disputing it. She was always a 
real classy lady like that.  

The worst night I spent with Dad was like any other, eating 
boxed mac and cheese from Styrofoam plates and watching 
another rerun.  

“Notorious for its turbulence, this is the passage between 
Antarctica and South America named for this English sailor.” 

“The Drake Passage,” he said, a bit more subdued than his 
usual confidence. I waited a moment in anticipation for the story, 
but I only heard the silence of the contestants and the buzz when 
none of them knew what my dad knew.  

“I worked in Antarctica for a year, you know?” he told me. 
I did, but only from looking through the boxes in his closet 

when he worked on weekends that I had to visit. I found a few 
photos hidden at the bottom of him pointing at penguins, of naked 
guys jumping into the water through a cut in the ice, and a group 
photo of him and a dozen other guys with the sign “McMurdo 
Station – Winter-Over Crew 1983.”  

“No.” 
“Yeah, your pops really got around in the day,” he said as he 

finished his drink. He was uncharacteristically quiet for a few 
moments until he continued. “If that bitch hadn’t tricked me, I 
would have walked on every continent.” 

Usually, I could hear the vitriol and gusto in his voice when he 
talked about Mom like this, but now it seemed hollow, like he was 
trying to convince himself of something. He stared into his glass, 
and I stared into the T.V., hoping to catch the next question.  

“The first thing they did when I got there was make all us 
young guys watch The Thing. Have you ever seen that movie? No, 
you’re probably too young. But it scared the shit out of me when I 
saw it. I first worked in the summer, and it is light all the time. It 
drives you crazy and makes you want to stay awake and party all 
day. But we got a set amount of beer there per day–I guess they get 
a lot of alcoholics who can’t stand the isolation–so we mostly 
played a lot of basketball, chess, that kind of thing.” 
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“What is the national sport of New Zealand?” the T.V. asked.  
“Hey, didn’t you backpack around New Zealand,” I asked 

pointedly. 
“Yeah, I did. But anyway, I liked it so much there that I 

decided to stay for the winter-over crew. Of course, in the winter, 
it is dark all-day, every day. I didn’t think it’d be a problem. Being a 
Wisconsin boy, I thought I could handle a dark and cold winter. 
But as the days got shorter and shorter, more of the guys left. 
Soon, there were just about a dozen of us left. There weren't any 
basketball games anymore, and there was a lot more drinking. 
Some days, I would just look out the window of my bed in the 
bunkhouse and see nothing out the window because it was 
snowing so much and the darkness was so empty.” 

I tried to sink more into the leather armchair and thought of 
ways to excuse myself to bed.  

“There was this one guy I was close to, Matt. He was from 
Minnesota, so we talked a lot about home. We watched movies 
together and told each other stories of our travels. He was a good 
guy. But Matt started to drink more and more, he stopped wanting 
to hang out if we weren’t drinking. He’d go right from his work 
shift to the bar we had at the station. Spent all night there. He kept 
asking the captain if he could go home early, but the planes can’t 
fly onto the continent during the winter at all–it’s too risky. He was 
stuck there and that drove him crazier than a penguin running from 
a sea lion. We all know he wasn’t doing ok, but we didn’t have any 
of this mental health stuff you guys have now so we didn’t know 
what to do. We just told him to keep his chin up and keep his head 
down. Well he did that, but he also grabbed an ax one night and 
started smashing the walls, furniture, everything in sight. All of us 
in the bunkhouse heard the ruckus and ran out in our knickers just 
in time to see Frank, the security guy, jab him in the neck with a 
needle that had some sort of tranquilizer. Matt went down faster 
than hell, and Frank told us to all go back to bed. We thought we’d 
see Matt in the morning, but his closet was empty by morning and 
his bed was made fresher than if a drill sergeant had done it. Day 
after day, nothing happened and nobody spoke a word about him. 
Finally, I found Frank in the bar one night and asked him what was 
up with my friend. Frank, he looked pretty weary and explained to 
me that if someone has a breakdown during the winter-over 
season, there isn’t a way to keep them safe from hurting themselves 
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or others. You can’t fly them off the continent and there aren’t the 
services to keep them locked up with supervision. So, instead they 
strap them down and keep them under tranquilizers for the 
duration of the season, with a feeding tube and everything. He said 
that they always do it at least once per year. I didn’t see Matty 
anymore after that, not even on the plane back at the end of the 
season. I just don’t know what happened.” 

I stared down at my mac and cheese. In my dad’s silence, I 
could hear Alex Trebek ask, “The closest country to Greenland is 
this one, a mere 16 miles away.” 

“Canada,” I whispered to myself. 
 

 

 
Unspeakable Strength Siv Limary 

Digital Photograph, 21 inches by 12 inches  
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Not Your Healthcare Hero 
Madeline Schaub 
 

 The days were just starting to warm up so the sycamore 
trees were starting to get those weird little spiky balls on them 
making my allergies flare up. The state had confirmed the cases 
were rising and all non-essential workers were mandated to stay 
home. My heart was beating fast and my throat was tight, I was on 
the verge of tears.  

“I just don’t know what I should do, I feel like I should 
stay and fight,” I told my mom over the phone.  

“I don’t know babe, it’s your choice. Your dad and I will 
support you, either way, the boys will miss you very much,” she 
replied, on the verge of tears herself.  

The thought of not seeing my two younger brothers and 
mom made my heart hurt, I was torn but an answer was needed. 
 Twenty minutes earlier my boss had approached my 
coworkers and me saying, “I know you all have heard the rumors, 
our building will be transitioning into a COVID-19 relief unit, we 
will begin evacuating our residents tomorrow and expect our first 
COVID-19 positive patient by Monday.” She paused to scan the 
room, taking in the looks of disbelief, going on to say, 

“We would love for you all to stay and help us fight but we 
are happy to help you relocate to another one of our sister facilities 
if you are not comfortable, either way we need your answers 
today.”  
 I was standing outside the nursing home holding back 
tears. “Ok, I am going to stay,” I told my mom over the phone. A 
mixture of fear and sadness overwhelmed me. I put my mask back 
on and headed into the building. I had begun working at the 
physical rehabilitation center two months prior, I quickly became 
the golden day shift nurse, never saying no and always showing up. 
I put my residents before everything, many of them had become my 
close friends, some of the family. The facility was relatively quiet 
and I enjoyed what I did. I’ve known my best friend April since 
preschool. She worked as a CNA at the center with me, and we 
agreed it was only fitting to fight COVID side by side after all we 
had already been through. I don’t think I would have made it 
without her by my side, she is the hardest working and most loving 
CNA I know.  
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 Over the course of the next couple of days, we had 
meetings with the national guard and government officials, tearful 
goodbyes with my favorite long-term residents, and training on the 
new protocols. The building became a tangle of ductwork, 
rewiring, plastics sheets, PPE boxes, and oxygen tubing, all in 
preparation for our first handful of COVID patients. I was the 
only nurse from my facility that had agreed to stay, and upon 
meeting the other nurses I found they had just passed their state 
exam and had under 6 months experience under their belts. At the 
time I had just turned 19 but I had over a year of experience as a 
nurse. Looking back we were all just baby nurses who had no idea 
what we were getting into.  
 For the first two weeks, I worked the night shift due to 
low census. I am not a night shift person and never will be. Time 
dragged on and oxygen checks became very boring pretty quickly. 6 
hours into the shift I sat down in our makeshift, bubble of a 
breakroom, and took my N95 off. I had a large blister across the 
bridge of my nose that burned and lines across my cheeks making 
my jaw ache. I set a timer for 15 minutes and walked over to the 
vending machine and got myself a cherry coke, I took one sip of 
the sweet bubbly liquid and began to sob. The world felt so 
confusing and sad, I was lost and overwhelmed. The timer began 
to sound so I shut it off, dried off my face, strapped back on my 
mask, and walked back onto the floor to pass meds. This was the 
first meltdown of many. 
 As the census grew, I switched back over to dayshift where 
I thought things would be better. I quickly learned the personalities 
of the other nurses: there was Melissa who couldn’t do anything 
without Chris by her side. Chris, who loved to let everyone know 
that he was a ‘health care hero’ on Snapchat and took 2-hour long 
lunch breaks causing everyone else to forgo lunch altogether. Dylan 
was really quiet most of the time but would be the first to know all 
the latest gossip, he often was too proud to just ask for help. Those 
three were almost worse than the clique from Mean Girls, but 
somehow quickly became management’s favorites. I missed the 
way things used to be and I really missed my long-term residents. I 
did my best to keep my head down and put my patients first, my 
one rule has always been “the patients come first” you drop all 
drama and outside problems at the door. I always took my lunch 
breaks with April to ease the stress. Our favorite thing was to door 
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dash a new restaurant to us each week, Poki Poki was our favorite 
and we always got cherry cokes from the vending machine to go 
with. One day we sat in the bubble breakroom and just started 
giggling, we could not stop. Finally, I begged her to not look at me 
so that I could get a breath of air, I can’t tell you what we were 
laughing at today but I know it had to have not been that funny.  
 One day a sister facility and hospice company had a drive-
by parade with signs saying “Healthcare Heroes” and “Heroes 
Work Here.” Me and all the other nursing staff stood inside behind 
the windows waving and smiling behind our masks and face 
shields. They dropped off goodies and sweets because maybe if we 
ate donuts every morning we’d forget about all the misery we put 
up with. There was hand sanitizer and buttons included, everyone 
wore as a badge of honor posting on social media with captions 
like “don’t forget to wear your mask” and “a real hero wears a 
mask, not a cape.” Our building was featured on the news once as 
praise for the good work we were doing, we were told to not speak 
to the press, it was our nursing director who spoke of the good 
work we were doing. She had just failed to mention a few minor 
details like the fact we wore the same face mask for two weeks and 
our hands cracked and bled from the amount of soap and hand 
sanitizer we used. She never mentioned the heartbreaking calls we 
had to endure as loved ones begged to see their family or the way 
patients begged me to stay in their room just so they had someone 
to finally talk to. Things were not as they seemed. 

Our patients couldn’t leave the facility until they had tested 
negative twice, and many times they would have no symptoms but 
would continue to test positive, leaving them stuck there for 
months sometimes. The patients missed their families just as much 
as we missed ours. I just don’t think they realized quite how much 
we were giving up for them. Sometimes they would be quick to 
argue and say, “At least you get to go home.” Little did they know 
that going home meant stripping down to my undies in the 
backyard, hanging my dirty scrubs to aerate outside, and dashing 
inside to the shower to disinfect with hot water. It meant not 
getting to see my grandparents or talk to my brothers at the dinner 
table. It meant feeling guilty when I had to go out to buy groceries 
and feeling paranoid when I sneezed in public. I was living with my 
dad who worked for the railroads and was considered essential as 
well. Our nights often consisted of him making us some new fancy 
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dinner and mixed drinks and then an early bed. Many times April 
would stay with me while he was away at work to help make things 
less lonely because things were getting really lonely. About two 
months into the self-quarantine my mom invited me over for my 
first patio visit, we all sat in lawn chairs 6ish feet from one another 
and talked for hours, after leaving I cried. All I wanted was to hug 
my mom, I felt like a little kid, and in some regards, I was just that.  

At some point the patients started getting sicker, there 
were no rooms in the hospitals, so they got sent to us prematurely. 
The facility was at full capacity and my work weeks became 48 
hours long. I began caring for people on 10-20 liters of oxygen 
who couldn’t maintain an oxygen reading of 80 just sitting up in 
bed. These patients were at really high risk for blood clots and 
secondary infections, many of them should’ve still been in the 
hospitals getting the care that we didn’t have the equipment to 
provide. I had one patient who I knew was not doing well, she was 
talking circles around me every time I went in the room and was 
always breaking out in a sweat, she had started to refuse to eat. I 
told the doctors over and over,  

“There is something wrong with her, I don’t know what 
but you need to go look at her.”  

They would go listen to her lungs, order an IV and move 
on. She died a week later on the night shift; I came in and she was 
gone. She was my first loss. I remember standing at the nurse’s 
station while the others were talking about it, everyone seemed so 
nonchalant and unsad about it, I stood there angry and on the 
verge of tears. When they found her, she was cold, no one had 
roomed on her for hours. They were forced to attempt one round 
of CPR on her lifeless body, resulting in broken ribs and a mess of 
secretions. I moved through the rest of my day in a ghost-like 
trance with a permanent lump in my throat but the inability to cry.  
 I had my second loss not but a week later. The patient had 
become really sick and lethargic, earlier in the week the doc had 
ordered an antibiotic for her bacterial infection. Upon arriving on 
my shift I was informed by the night nurse that the resident never 
got her antibiotic, the pharmacy had never delivered it but the 
nurse earlier this week continued to mark the medication off as 
‘given’. We were both mad because that was a serious med error, so 
I called the pharmacy first thing once they opened. The pharmacy 
informed me that they had told the other nurse that the patient 
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could not have the drug due to an allergy and we needed to get a 
new order. The pharmacy had told her that on Monday, it was now 
Thursday and no doctor had been notified. Three full days had 
gone by and no one said a thing.  

Upon assessment, by the doctor, the resident was found to 
be going septic, and not doing well. The entire shift I was running 
in and out of her room trying to make sure she was comfortable 
and I was doing everything in my power to make her get better, she 
never was despite what I hoped. On Friday the patient became 
unresponsive and unstable but because the hospitals were so full 
we could not send her back to the ED, there simply was not an 
empty bed. I was frantically trying to come up with a new idea to 
propose to the doc to help this woman, grasping at straws. Halfway 
through my shift, my doctor pulled me into an empty room took 
me by the shoulders, looked straight into my eyes, and said, 

“You’ve done enough, there's nothing more. We are 
putting her on hospice to make her more comfortable, you need to 
let go.”  

She died two days later.  
 I remember the room spinning and feeling so 
overwhelmed, I just kept thinking, “this woman was not supposed 
to die.” And yes, in reality she should not have died due to a simple 
medication error. I only hoped there would be some repercussions 
for the nurse who didn’t report the error, but of course there never 
was. That nurse went on to make several other fatal errors, and 
somehow, I ended up getting her train wrecks after it was too late. 
To this day I am still unsure if I really did everything I could have.  

After losing my third patient, a sweet elderly lady who 
passed on mother’s day of all days, I went home and lay on my bed 
to look at snap chat. Girls my age were going hiking and swimming 
in hot springs, they were having socially distanced dates, they got to 
hug their moms. There I was, sad and broken; I was responsible for 
peoples’ lives, working 48 hours a week, and yes this is what I had 
signed up for, but it didn’t seem fair. This was not supposed to be 
my life at 19. I am not a hero, I would rather be hugging my mom 
and talking to my little brother about Legos and sports, but you 
can’t say that then makes me a villain. So, what am I? 

Eventually I lost count of how many patients I had lost, I 
stopped getting cherry cokes from the vending machine, and I 
stopped feeling like a hero. I began throwing up before work each 
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morning and had formed peptic ulcers that prevented me from 
enjoying anything I ate. The other nurses continued to flaunt 
‘healthcare hero’ in their social media bios, they continued to 
haphazardly play with people's lives and go about their jobs.  

Heroes save lives, they have superhuman abilities and defy 
death. I don’t save lives, I can’t defy death, and I don't have 
superhuman abilities. Nurses provide care for people in their most 
broken state, we are simply there to give the patient what they need 
in that time of vulnerability, sometimes it’s a hand to wipe their 
bottom when they can’t, and other days it’s a hand to hold as they 
take their last breath and close their eyes. We are the ears that will 
listen when they are angry about dinner being served so late and 
the ears that hear when they are trying to reach out for help. To say 
that a nurse is a hero implies that we save lives and puts an unfair 
expectation and weight on our shoulders so that when that 
person’s time is up it is our fault, we didn’t save that person, so we 
let them die. It is not our job to save lives or defy death, it is our 
job to be the ear to listen and a hand to hold to give them what 
they need in that very small moment of time in their life.  
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AmeriKKKa 
Angel Morningstar 
 
We are land of the free and home of the brave  
 
Ahmaud Arbery killed too young and sent to the grave, 
Arbery was committing a robbery is what they phrase. 
There is no change with bluffing politicians. 
Peaceful protest is seen as disruption. 
Peaceful protests are received with repercussions, 
Discussion spoken but politicians are hearing nothing. 
 
We are land of the free and home of the brave 
 
The system tells us to believe while people are being depraved. 
AmeriKKKa calls to silence the glitch in the system. 
Chant your loyalty and patriotism in the face of resistance. 
A proud country, leaders of the free world is the inquisition. 
We are world leaders of sending our own people to prison. 
 
We are land of the free and home of the brave 
 
Is what the system chants, blinded patriotism is what they rave. 
Peaceful protests black minorities is who we want to save. 
Politicians are all about business they are careless about change. 
Business politicians: currency clouds their better judgement. 
No action politicians, more bodies, more tears, good for their 
budget. 
 
We are land of the free and home of the graves 
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Ladychild Reflection of Dad 
Heather Gunn 
 
May you feel complete satisfaction running through your veins like 
oxygen bubbles breathing life into your soul 
May this oxygen send electrodes of energy into your intelligent 
cerebrum 
May the kinetic energy take you to a place of freedom within the 
right now 
May your arms become strength you once knew, the arms that 
hoisted your shed like an Egyptian soldier moving bricks on a 
sledge on tracks and a rope 
May your compost of rind, seeds, peelings, and shells be a gift 
received by Mother Earth for the following organic sowing season 
May Mother Earth accept your gift to her soil in our New Mexico 
desert sun 
May Father Sky Shine down upon your labor and hug the rows of 
raised garden beds to savor the mighty abundance of fresh harvest 
May the vegetables and fruits taste as fresh and crisp as the 
morning dew 
May the shovelhead that dug the earth lie dormant through the 
seasons 
May the season stillness bring forth spring of 2022 
May your green thumb be blessed with another year 
May the beauty of the vegetable leaves fall as beautiful as the 
budding bloom 
May the autumn chill usher the roots to hibernate in stillness of our 
New Mexico desert winter 
May next harvest smile upon me as I plough my own ground with 
the seeds you gifted me 
May you dad laugh with joy as you feast upon my fruits of labor as 
we exchange conversation of composting, soil and nurturing 
techniques for drought resistant trees 
May you dad feel the love within what you have sown 
May you dad be filled with Samson’s strength 
May you dad have strong pulmonary function like the strong 
athlete you once were 
May you dad always remain the soldier that can bend your knees 
for a military march you are one of our United States Veterans 
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May you dad have your feet find balance to carry you to and fro 
through home, garden, mountains, forests, river, ocean and sea 
May you dad feel the grateful humble confident power you felt as a 
Director, Manager, Technician, Grad Student, Soldier, Clerk, and 
your newspaper route 
May you dad wear the crown as you once have during biblical 
theatre as the king of the nations 
May you dad recall the sensation of a stage performance before 
tens of thousands in attendance as you and the fellow thespians 
bowed before the great crowd 
May you dad recall the riveting grand applause, the roar of the 
crowd, the grand gesture of your audience resounding in your 
awakened dreams 
May you dad be able to lie down rejuvenate you soul to gaze upon 
the morning sun as she tenderly kisses your cheeks 
May you dad feel completely satisfied absorbing the love you give 
return to you thousandfold  
May you dad in the life right now please your soul 
 
  



 34 

My Mother’s Memory 
James Belisle 
 

The same dream startles me awake, as it does most 
nights: The phone rings, and I’m told my mother is in the hospital. 
Gray and black flash by as I arrive by dreamspeed outside her 
hospital room. I enter and she's laying there tangled in 
restraints, tubes, and wires.   

The stroke that robbed her of her memories, etched a new 
one into my brain. It stole her words as it stole what was left of my 
childhood. It happened so long ago I almost don’t remember 
what it was like to know her at all.   
 
When I awaken, my   
head overflowing and   
bosom full to   
bursting. Ergo I   
 
roam, traversing the   
verdant wood. I   
cannot cease, like   
the feather floats on.   
 
Awaiting stale air to   
deaden my approach and   
pull me to earth, home.   
Wayward until heard   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
mellifluous sounds of   
my mother’s song, still   
an echo of time past,   
draws me to rest. She   
 
embarked on a quest to   
a place I know not.   
A simile of   
remembrance and loss.   
 
Silent like a   
forgotten dream that   
once remembered I   
cannot recollect.  
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Journey Brenda Wolfenbarger 
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Devil’s in the Backseat 
Alexandria Kurtz 
 
The devil’s in the backseat, murmuring directions in my ear as I 
drive toward the horizon. People say they’re a bad person but so 
far they’ve been my fondest companion. They keep the car warm 
and tell me stories of their past to keep me from falling asleep at 
the wheel. Their hand rests on my shoulder when the weather gets 
too bad and they insist on driving. It’s not hard to let them take 
over, to just let someone else have control while I stare out the 
window watching the scenery go by. I’ve become friends with this 
deity, feeling safer with them by my side than I ever have on my 
own. The devil’s in the driver’s seat and I am content to let them 
stay.  
 
The devil’s on the couch again, flipping through channel after 
channel as I sit and watch the colors flash by. They’re different 
today, their form seeming more solid than the last time. I go to ask 
them why and find that I cannot speak, but they turn their head 
toward me anyway. My brows furrow as I try my best to find words 
but the only sound to be heard is the air rushing from my lungs. 
They seem to understand though, shifting to face me, a smile on 
their features. They seem more human today.  
 
The devil’s at the foot of my bed tonight, head bowed and hands 
folded as though they are praying. What a funny sight this is. I can’t 
remember when they came to me, though I know they were a 
welcomed presence; anything to keep the chilled tendrils of 
loneliness from curling around my heart. I think they just sort of 
appeared one day, perhaps the pain in my chest summoning them, 
back when I was a child, wondering why the boys wanted to be 
around me but the girls hated my guts. Back when one person 
called me beautiful and the next called me fat. The word curling 
around their lips like smoke. I wonder if it’s then that the devil 
came to visit me, finding a home in my ribcage. I wonder if it is 
then that I started to fade into something less of a person and 
more into the shadows I had once feared. I wonder if it is then 
when I started losing myself.  
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The devil is in the mirror today and my hands shake as I press 
them to the glass. Their fingertips meet mine and my skin burns as 
reality sets in. I am finding that this creature I have called a friend 
for all these years has only been a figment of my imagination, 
another character that my tired hands have written into being. They 
are nothing more than a mask that I have worn to cover the scars 
that life has inflicted upon my body. A shroud hiding my shame 
from the world, from myself. I guess it was only a matter of time 
before the illusion was broken.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 Over Coronado Freeway Abraham Sammy Assed  
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Monsters 
Veronica Chavez 
 
Every night when I turned off the lights,  
I’d fear the monster in the shadow, 
I’d see it standing there, as plain as day, 
 
clawing at my covers it would cause me such a fright, 
It’s snarling teeth spewing slobber against my pillow, 
I’d scream and cry, but he would never go away, 
 
trying to shield my sight as I closed my eyes uptight, 
But a monster’s face I will forever loath, 
A monster’s face will never go away, 
 
A child’s fear of monsters I never did outgrow, 
And every night when I turn out the lights, 
I still fear the monster that hides within the shadow. 
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Nine 
Yvette Villegas 
 
Pictures capture memories of the present and preserve them 
In these pictures she stands by him, smiling 
Click, flash, snap 
The flashing camera takes a photo and blinds her 
If only it could blind her from the fact that it’s happening again.  
 
 

He strolled the streets with gusto and pride 
The freshest and coolest sixth grader on the block 

His ego was as inflated as a balloon 
Just like his father 

 
 

She adored him and wanted to impress him 
“He’s so cool”, she thought to herself 
She didn’t know that what was happening was wrong 
She thought she was special. 
 
 

Nine 
That number parallels among many aspects of her life 

Nine times out of the month that he pulled her in 
Nine holidays she had to spend with him 

Nine hours out of the day that she got to get away from him 
 
 
Oh, but boys will be boys, right? 
They’re incapable of doing anything wrong 
They eat so much cause they’re growing to be strong 
They fight with each other but hey they’re just kidding around 
Their hormones are flooding in and they’re becoming men now. 
 
 

You stupid little immature girl 
Stand up straight, don’t gaze at me with that stare 

Take down your ponytail and brush those tangles out your hair 
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Make sure you’re all pretty and clean and that you keep your room 
straight 

Keep your little mouth shut and you’ll make a good wife one day 
 
 
She runs around the playground joyfully  
Still scared to catch cooties 
She was young enough to trade valentines  
So young that her age wasn’t even in the double digits 

 
 

Why didn’t his interest peak for girls of his age 
There was even a set of twins that lived right across from them 

Each of those twins longed for his attention 
And although they were his age, his eyes laid only on her 

 
 
He’s calling me now, but we were in his closet last night 
He wants to see all of me; I just hope I look alright 
He whispers to me “come closer”, but I really don’t want to 
He tells me to get lower and I know what he’s about to ask me to do. 
 
 

Stop being such a tease with that little pink dress 
Let me see your thighs and your underdeveloped chest 

Come closer girl, I promise that I won’t bite 
Come with me to the closet and I’ll give you the night of your life. 

 
 

Nine 
That number parallels among many aspects of her life 

Nine times in a row that she was uneasy, but he continued anyway 
Nine was the age she was when it stopped 

And nine years later, she still thinks about it. 
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Hope Shining Through Siv Limary 

Digital Photograph, 12 inches by 21 inches 
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Sunset on a Troubled World 
Lilly Porter 
 

The sound of footsteps woke her—she who had not 
stirred in decades. The Guardian lifted her snout from the forest 
floor and inhaled the biting evening wind. Over the centuries she 
had watched over this place there had been no visitors amongst the 
gnarled branches. The Guardian was ancient. So ancient, she had 
long since forgotten her name, but there are truths deeper than 
names, and she knew in her heart that it was those truths she had 
sworn to protect. 
 Her bright, emerald gaze scanned the carpet of treetops as 
she painstakingly pried her talons out of the vines enclosing them. 
She stretched her tattered wings, sending a cascade of soil falling to 
the ground in small clumps, and took to the air, soaring in the 
direction of the sound. It was the kind of freedom words couldn’t 
capture; the feel of wind tugging at her wings and the vastness of 
the world reminding her that there was a force more powerful than 
she. In the face of that world, her duty seemed no more important 
than dandelions in the wind. 
 The ground shook as she landed. The Guardian forced her 
head through the branches and glimpsed two creatures between the 
trees—an amethyst dragon and his rider—so lost in conversation 
they didn’t notice her. The dragon’s voice grated on the Guardian’s 
ears, and he was barely watching where he was going because he 
was so absorbed in conversation with his rider. It was she that 
made the Guardian’s heart ache. The rider’s rounded ears—which 
no elf would have—revealed the rider as human. The Guardian’s 
gaze locked onto the human’s oddly familiar wavy auburn hair. Her 
features awakened some long forgotten part of the Guardian which 
tugged at her very soul. 
 The Guardian opened her jaw, testing its jerking motions a 
few times before she spoke.“Who are you and why are you here?” 
Her voice had the raspy quality of rustling autumn leaves, but it 
was still strong. 
 The girl trailed off mid comment and the dragon tensed as 
they finally noticed her. The dragon flinched, bearing his teeth, and 
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flaring his violet wings to make himself look bigger. The Guardian 
chuckled to herself, even though she knew she should at least 
pretend to take him seriously. Still, his mouth was literally open, 
tongue flicking in and out in a nervous habit. She took no notice of 
such false bravado. 
 The girl cleared her throat, eyes wide, “I, um…” She took 
a deep breath and tried again, in a stronger voice, “This is my 
dragon-bonded partner, Vionar, and I am Emilia, the great-great-
great-great-great-great-great-great-granddaughter of Emma. She 
was one of those brave few who ended the last war hundreds of 
years ago and returned the dragons to their former glory.” 
 Vionar plunked down, with an expression that said he had 
never been startled in his life. “We are here to see if the legends are 
true. If Emma and her friends really did lock away the key to peace 
until someone else came along to safeguard the secret and make 
sure it lived on. Of course, no one believes that story because it 
claims the Guardian of the key was immortal!” He barked a too-
loud laugh, still trying to hide his trembling wingtips.  
 A memory struck The Guardian out of the blue at the 
mention of Emma’s name. “Why do you need to know if the 
legends are true?”  
 Emilia sighed, “Because our world is falling apart and we 
need that key, but also because everyone’s says I am a fool for 
believing in my ‘so-called’ heritage. They believe Emma’s just a 
children’s story. I guess… I guess I just want to know where I 
came from, because if it is from her… Then maybe there is a 
reason I’m the way I am. Maybe there’s a reason that I believe we 
can all…” she trailed off, staring at the Guardian in wonder, 
“You’re her aren’t you?” 
 Now it was Vionar’s turn to look shocked, “she can’t be!” 
 “Can’t be whom?” The Guardian asked, incredulously. She 
felt a sudden rush of longing—no need—for that answer. It made 
her scales itch from the tip of her nose to her tail.  
 “Well, Olivine, of course,” Emilia said as if this was the 
most obvious thing in the world, “the dragon-bonded partner of 
my ancestor, Emma.” 
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 Vionar nodded. “If the legend is true, Emma reminded us 
of the bond with humans and reversed the curses on all of our 
species!” He stretched his neck up towards the Guardian proudly. 
It was like a newborn kitten trying to impress a tiger.   
 The Guardian stared down at the pair and responded, I 
think, if memory serves, which it rarely does, you’re right… I am 
Olivine.” She tilted her head for a better look at Emilia and Vionar. 
A sunburst of warmth exploded in her chest. 
 Suddenly, Emilia slipped off Vionar’s back and held out a 
tentative hand. Olivine—if that really was her name—reached out, 
pressing her ancient nose into that tiny palm. “It’s really you, and 
so I’m not crazy. You hear that Vionar, we’re not alone,” Emilia 
breathed.  
 Vionar bowed his head. “We traveled so far to find you, 
it’s hard to believe. What Emilia didn’t tell you is that we were 
thrown out of our village because we’re bonded.” 
 Now that was something Olivine had not forgotten. She 
couldn’t forget with that hole in her heart as a constant, throbbing 
reminder of the partner she had lost. Of her long dead other half 
who she could hardly remember but missed with all her heart. 
“Why would that be a reason to shun you?” She asked in a voice 
rough with passion, “The pairing of lives and melding of minds is a 
natural product of the ties we carry to emotions and the human’s 
powerful connections.” 
 “So the stories say,” Emilia sighed, “and our bond is the 
proof I guess.” 
 Vionar spoke next, “But then, humans started treating us 
like no more than glorified horses and the bonds between us 
withered and died,” his tail lashed, sending leaves scattering, “so we 
decided we were better of alone anyway and the elves have done 
nothing to intervene.” 
 “Basically, the world is falling apart!” Emilia laughed, a 
bitter caw that echoed across the generations like a reminder of the 
key’s power. 
 “We wondered… You saved the world from 
discrimination, war, and magic. And you have the key! What do we 
do?” 
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 “And, is it even worth trying anymore?” Vionar’s question 
hung in the air, like the last leaf of autumn, just waiting to fall. 
 Olivine considered that.“It does seem pointless doesn’t 
it?” 
 Emilia looked away and Vionar hunched his wings.  
 “I’ll let you in on a secret. We thought that too,” Olivine 
admitted, the blurry shapes of her life taking on a strange clarity, 
“When I was young, my world was torn apart by hatred, fear, and 
war just like yours. We fought that discrimination just like you, with 
the knowledge that it had been around long before us and would 
exist long after. My bonded—Emma—thought it was hopeless and 
I even doubted sometimes too.” 
 “What did you do?” Vionar asked. 
 Olivine stared down at him, so young and full of emotion 
that it made her own heart ache. “We fought,’ she said, “Just like 
the stories say, with teeth and weapons yes, but also with 
something infinitely more powerful; something more important 
than any ancient key. We fought with words. The stories say we 
allied with Princess Laurel of the Elves. What they do not mention 
is how hard it was for Emma to accept Laurel’s help and friendship 
after how much elves had hurt her. Do not disregard the pain 
others have caused, but try to understand why. Communication 
and discussing differences are always better than blame and 
pointless shouting matches.” 
 “But if strife keeps cropping up in an endless cycle then… 
What is the point of even trying anymore?” Emilia sighed.  
 Olivine was silent for a long time, pondering the 
impossibly huge question. When she finally spoke, her voice was 
truly weary for the first time in her life. “I have devoted my entire 
life to fighting for a better world. At first, my friends and I thought 
it was nonsensical too. But we can’t give up. Even though it seems 
like nothing will change, we have to keep going. If we do not think 
when it is hard, talk when no one wants to hear, listen when others 
speak, consider other perspectives, and even just get up and keep 
going when the world falls around us; if we do not keep trying—
not just for ourself but for all those who come after—then we 
ignore the duty we have to all living things. I guess what I mean is 
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this, listen, think, and decide what you want to leave behind,” 
another thought occurred to Olivine and she winked one 
enormous eye. “Also, never forget to find the good in the world. 
No matter how bleak it seems now, it will get better.” 
 Vionar sighed, “It just feels impossible. There’s so much 
against us.” 
 “No,” said Emilia and her great-grandmother’s fire flared 
once again in her voice, “Vionar, she’s right. When it seems 
hopeless is when we have to try the hardest. If we don’t, everything 
they worked for dies with them,” she pulled her hand back from 
Olivine’s snout and turned.Vionar lowered a wing, and she 
clambered back up between his shoulders.  
 Olivine closed her eyes. Even ancient guardians get lonely 
after all.  
 Vionar’s wings extended and flashed a toothy grin at 
Emilia over his shoulder as he crouched, “I guess you’re both right. 
Well then, where do we start?” 
 Emilia looked at Olivine one last time and her eyes 
widened in realization as she replied, “We start by returning the 
key.” 
 
 Olivine watched them until they had disappeared over the 
darkening horizon—carrying the key inside them. Then, she spread 
her wings, drifting back to her clearing, while recalling the 
beginning of her own tale. That sunrise so long ago when she first 
met Emma. She circled over the ground, relishing one last time the 
feel of wind on her wings and the warmth of the golden sunset 
flooding beneath her scales. Once everything had seemed possible, 
but now the world was ready for a new story.  
 Emma was right in a way. It will never be completely over. Elves, 
dragons, and humans will never live in perfect harmony, but that doesn’t mean 
we can’t try. My time to fight this battle is over, but I trust the next generation. 
They will keep hope alive.  
 The Guardian landed with a heavy thud and curled up in 
the section of the forest where she had lain for so many centuries, 
the branches welcoming her home. She looped her tail over her 
nose, the earthy smells of the forest almost overpowering her. The 
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last thing she saw as her eyes drifted closed was a brilliant splash of 
molten gold on the edge of a rosy sky. One last brilliant reminder 
of all the beauty and good in her troubled world. Olivine heaved a 
final contented sigh. The last thing she felt was peace. 
 
 
 
 

 
Lights Will Guide the Way, Siv Limary 
Digital Photograph, 21 inches by 12 inches 
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Sunrise 
Alexandria Kurtz 
 
I think I’ll watch the sunrise and remember that today is a new day. 

I am not who I was yesterday, nor am I the same person I was 
hours ago. 

I am new. 

The sun will shine on me and the light will flicker against the 
fragments of my soul, 

And I will come to forget what it is like to feel as I have. 

I will become something more than my past and grow into this 
skin, 

That has started to feel more like my own and less like the insults 
thrown my way for years. 

I will transform into something more like home and less like a shell 
to hide away in. 

I will be more than I have and be better for it. 
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Deep in the Stacks Alhana Lewis 
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