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EDITOR’S NOTES
What aesthetic does a journal have the capacity 

to communicate? What can Westwind impart to the 
undergraduates, graduates, staff, and faculty, as well as 
L.A. residents, that many other publications can also 
offer? Our contemporaries are given choices, choices, 
choices which are mirrors of  our fragmented world. Of  
course, having options are nice -- too many is too much.

That is the responsibility of  each journal: to curate 
its submissions and display the best of  the best. In 
this edition, I believe that the staff has done that. In a 
conference for undergraduate literary journal editors late 
last year, students were asked how they could integrate 
digital and print mediums to better access this migration 
of  readers. Faced with steep costs that come with print as 
well as the malleability of  an online format, Westwind’s 
senior staff presented a solution that featured the best 
of  both worlds. I’m pleased to introduce an issue that is 
unlike any of  the ones before, an issue that is vibrant in 
color, texture, sound, and animation. In these pages you 
will see selections of  art, literature, video, and poetry in a 
tremendous symphony that communicates the thematic 
arc detailed in the Prose and Poetry Editors’ Notes.

Before you begin your journey through these pages, I 
would like to make a special mention for the L.A. poet, 
Christopher Mulrooney, who passed a few months before 
our reading period. His poem, Manitoba, is an exploration 
of  the Westside publishing scene using fantastical elements 
- a fitting final topic for a talented and underrepresented 
poet.

When I was asked to take over for the regular managing 
editor (Natalie Green, studying abroad in Italy), I 
underestimated how much the role required. There was 
also a noticeable gap from Fanny Garcia’s departure, our 



premier Diversity Coordinator, who was responsible for 
much of  the outreach and for encouraging submissions 
from unlikely places. These absences prompted me to 
straddle both roles as well as Co-Senior Poetry Editor. 
Like any long engagement, there is a satisfying birth 
and renewal; this journal presents an arc of  beginnings, 
endings, and an ongoing path after a “happily ever after” 
insisted on in fairy tales. By using literary elements and 
tropes, the narratives in each piece, no matter what 
medium, truly shine.

Enjoy this Fall edition and all of  our hard work!
Thank you,
Tina Lawson 
Interim-Managing Editor 2015



The poems presented in this journal are keenly aware 
of  the power they possess. Here, they will protest, seduce 
and even manipulate, presenting the artifice of  poetry as 
would the critic, the surgeon, the anonymous commenter, 
or even the baker. Truth is present, but it is layered and 
garnished, and when it does come in full form - it is 
sockless, rough, and unabashed. 

In many of  the poems, there is the cake: a proffered bite 
that is beckoned of  the reader, begging one to dig in. We 
are interested in the truth of  the cake, of  course, but it is 
the sticky, sweet outer-layering which intrigues our senses 
the most. Hiding behind the cake there is the seemingly 
benign smile of  Martha Stewart, the traumatizing 
memory of  a past abuse, or the disenchanting reality of  
fame. What appears delectable, like the face of  a poem, is 
bitter, challenging, and hard to swallow, but it is sustenance 
nonetheless, and one we crave. 

The cake is for all to take, chew, and digest. We, the 
journal, have taken the first bite: to publish amongst the 
larger professional industry, in the hope that words stick. 
The poets have braved perhaps the toughest of  all bites in 
choosing to write, and creating a power to be possessed by 
all from heaps of  intangibles made tangible. And now the 
cake is here for you, the audience, to accept and ruminate 
as you wish. Once you take in these poems, consider the 
secrets they hold wherever they are hidden, in memory, 
history, and even sincerity.

Dylan Karlsson 
Senior Poetry Editor 2015

POETRY



When the new year started, and as we began searching 
for new pieces for this issue, I was filled with an almost 
irrational amount of  fear. As the Fall quarter picked 
up steam and the journal charged into the long, cold 
months of  October, I kept watch on our inbox, hoping 
for something to come our way. What if  we couldn’t find 
anything to publish? What if  we couldn’t fill even a single 
half-page with prose?

Such fears, were, of  course, unfounded. The community 
in which we reside, both here at UCLA and all that 
surrounds it, is alive with writers all sharing their voices 
in this vast city of  angels. And in this issue of  Westwind, 
I am thrilled to have the honor of  sharing three of  those 
voices with you. I hope that you will find them worthy of  
your time. 

All of  this would have been impossible without the 
wonderful prose team. While I had my trepidations about 
the volume of  prose we would receive, my trust in this 
year’s editors never wavered. Their insights and critical 
eyes are essential to the life of  this journal — publishing is 
a team effort and I consider it a great privilege to be able 
to work alongside with them. 

Daniel Seunghyun Noh
Senior Prose Editor 2015
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BEYOND THE POP 
CULTURE OF IT ALL

Sarah Gail Arstrong

Beyond the pop culture of  it all . 

Into our desire to connect.

Licking the soles 

of  our soiled shoes, 

and knowing where we have been.

Writing poetry while shitting on the toilet, 

and admitting to it.
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INTO THE WILD
Rosalie Barrientos

So often we get caught up in life. We go to school, get a job and plan for retirement, 
but never really enjoy what the planet has to offer us. Through it’s mountains, 
trees, rivers and fields. The world is so vast and we hardly appreciate or pursue 
to experience it, because we’re constantly worrying about paying the rent. I want 
individuals to look at my photographs and get lost in the world within them. 
Individuals stripping themselves, literally stripping down to the nude and from 
society and returning back to nature. Back into the wild.



DESCENSUS AD INFEROS
Michael Cox

A silence is all I want,
much like a trestle;
A train haunts far off.

The moon whites the walk
and Joshua’s fronds;
a quiet is all I want.

Cottontails play in the brush
near a dry cactus;
a train haunts beyond

across the valley.
I wait for its call.
A calmness is all I want.

An oak without company
will ignite quicker;
a train haunts away.

I am here in the open,
under a full space;
a stillness is all I want;
a train haunts far off.  
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Rage, Rage
Winston Bribach

Sensing the end was near, Napoleon Patton rebelled. 
He defied his ninety-three year old limbs and sprung from 
the deathbed. Anger encompassed him, and he shoved 
everyone who stood in the way—his son, his grandson, 
and even Reverend Schweitzer. His father, who nearly 
faded from Napoleon’s failing memory, did not go gentle 
and neither would he. No one could deny him the right to 
fight. Life had been in his possession too long. He bolted 
out of  the house, sprinting faster than he had in over 
thirty years, since the surgery to repair the ligaments in 
his right knee, which he tore slipping on his grandson’s toy 
Buick. For a moment, Napoleon felt truly alive. He was 
determined to hang on. Energy still carried vigorously 
inside him and he raised his fists to Heaven. Cursing at 
the top of  his frail lungs, he defiantly railed against the 
injustice in death. There were so many things left undone, 
so many places left unseen, so many words left unspoken. 
He would remedy that if  he had more time. Then 
everything was over. Like all men in the end, no more 
light shone through his eyes. The great and final equalizer 
claimed Napoleon. His two sons retrieved his lifeless body 
from a neighboring yard, both its hands openly hanging 
limp.
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Sharif Shakshir

First you need to be seen as less than human.  For some 

of  us this comes naturally.  If  you have money, it would 

help if  you had less of  it.  Next surround yourself  with 

selfish people who are willing to make compromises.  

View them as comrades.  Trust them.  Let them run 

their fingers through your hair.  Be the best they could 

do without.  Finally, step into a large silver ball.  Mine 

has the name “Sputnik 2.”  There will be loud nois-

es and weight pressing down on your limbs, torso, and 

head.  When even gravity lets you go, look out the win-

dow and see the entire world continue without you.

THE ART OF 
BEING EXPENDABLE
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M
Connor Warnick

Don’t even think about putting a filter on that post; 
this is how u cuff ur jeans; this is how u wear ur dad’s 
hat; this is how u zoom in on someone’s face; study 
the way I mercilessly document insignificance; study 
the way I compose my aesthetic; study the way my 
aesthetic composes me; this is how your art can im-
itate reality and how your reality can become your 
aesthetic; there’s beauty in the everyday u kno;

don’t call me “bro”, call me comrade cowboy; greek 
life is 4 people who pay 4 friends, art skool is 4 who 
people who pay 2 b antisocial; modern art is me being 
daddy’s little girl; oh, u like @_spliffypitstains.official ? 
Or do you just like @____.jpg; I’m just experiencing 
such an intense mood rn; the only language i speak is 
lower-case apathy; but m o m, u just don’t understand 
meme culture; let me show u how to get L I T: go 2 
goodwill, cop the threads that fit you the worst, steal 
ur grandma’s glasses, turn up hotline bling and get 
ready for the meme pregame ! we’re all gonna dress 
up as our favorite memes (I’m gonna be a minion) and 
chain smoke; if  u get nervous or ur evr unsure of  what 
u just said just throw up a pce sign and say “vibes” or 
“ugh me af  rn”; ur aesthetic gives me wild vibes;

“vibes” is just useful af  tbh; but yo hmu if  ur ever tryna 
cry together; let’s  _____ and chill but 4real haha; if  we 
drown in britney and make JT memes we might actually 
reach squad goals nd travel back to the early 2000s; 
wait #tbt to when I was a weed emoji af  4 halloween 
ayy lmao feat. box of  goldfish stage right; rLy tho like 
y do u care whAt ppl think of  u bb ? there r so many
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ishues that get me so heated evry day 2day; i need to 
up my social activism game nxt qtr; fetishization; vibes 
mood aesthetic af; there’s no way, NO WAY, that u 
can be less impressed with w/e he just told me than I 
can;  ugh this convo is us af; the fact that i’m writing 
this is meta af; i hope im being cryptic enuff; like/
share if  ur dead rn; onLy dead ppl can relate to me;

 that kimono is sick af  tho; ya i went to hella 
festivals this summer; oh u went to ecochella ? when’s 
fetty wap’s next show tho ? relax plz; ur vibes are not 
chill enough ur stressing me out od; just understand 
that this is tha real me ! i’m just happy that my life is 
full of  gr8 ppl like u and the rest of  squad;  sadboy 
fam it’s a gang fuck w me; omg u know what just 
happened to me ? u kno tfw ur wit the squad vibing 
hard af  and everyone’s looking super on point but then 
ur ex crosses the st to say hi to u and ur whole wrld 
comes CRASHING down and u don’t wanna drag the 
squad down but u kinda need to hide for a minute ?

14



TONY ALAMO’S DRY BONES
j.m. sanchez

15



Earl
Navid Saedi

The station was a second home for Sheriff. He 
often slept there, though he hadn’t in a while due to a 
resolution not to mix his work with his personal life. He 
first encountered the notion in a detective movie from 
the seventies. The detective became work obsessed and 
lost his wife and his two daughters trying to keep at the 
heels of  a seasoned criminal. Sheriff was not married, did 
not have kids, and rarely had work to do, but something 
about the film’s message resonated with him anyway. On 
a human level, if  he operated under the conviction that 
all these things applied to him, then maybe one day they 
would.

“Mornin Sheriff,” said deputy Brandon Silas.

Sheriff looked up and nodded then went back to what 
he was doing. A skeleton with plastic bones was splayed 
out on a table, it’s limbs loosely spilling over the edges, 
it’s bare skull smiling as if  it belonged to someone who’d 
died in ecstasy. Sheriff was dressing it in an Emery police 
uniform, buttoning up the shirt. A patch on the left breast 
pocket read, Sawyer.

“You took it back from him?” Brandon asked.

“I did,” Sheriff said. “I went over there last night and 
had a cup of  coffee with his father and asked him. I said, 
listen Dennis I like you and I quite like your son and I 
don’t mean this as any offense but I’d really appreciate 
if  I could get his uniform back. Well, the look on his face 
wasn’t too pleased on account of  the fact that Sawyer still 
wears the uniform sometimes in the privacy of  his own 
home. Anyway, Dennis told me that if  I wanted it back I’d 
have to ask Sawyer myself.”

16
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“Did you?”

“I did,” Sheriff said. “He wasn’t too pleased neither. 
Got red in the face, sort of  looked down at his feet and 
didn’t say anything. I tried shaking his hand but he 
wouldn’t. So I left.”

“Where you plan on hangin’ it?” Brandon asked.

“Probably on the front door.”

The phone rang and Sheriff answered. He swung his 
feet up on the desk as he spoke. Brandon took off his 
jacket and hung it on a hook by the station entrance. He 
placed his hat on a desk, sat down and started filling out 
paperwork. He never allowed himself  idle time. Rooted 
integrity, a fastening to the notion of  hard work. There 
was no clear direction of  where he wanted his life to go 
but he knew that diligence would take him there.

Sheriff mumbled something into the phone and hung 
up, then swung his feet off the desk and sprung up out of  
his chair all in one motion. The room shook as he got to 
his feet, this massive man.

“What happened?” Brandon asked. “Jack Stavis.”

“What he want?”

“Wanted to know how fast we could get to the ranch.”

The Stavis ranch was off the highway about ten miles 
north. When they arrived, Jack Stavis greeted them 
wearing a pair of  dearskin gloves with blood at the tips 
of  his fingers. He was visibly shaken. The stubble on his 
cheeks stuck straight out as if  it were trying to tear off of  
him.
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He led them up a trail that stretched along the fence. 
Cows stood grazing, stupid cows with no care in the 
world except eating the acres of  pasture that stretched 
out around them. A faded red truck was idle on the hill, 
something hitched to it with rope.

“Have you ever seen a thing this awful?” asked Jack 
Stavis.

Sheriff had not. The rope was tied around the neck of  
a cow, who was now quite dead, with the skin on its head 
and body flayed back to the bone, raw and red beneath, 
blood streaking down its sides, eyes bulging and horrific, 
the size of  two queue balls.

“My God,” said Sheriff.

Brandon scanned the immediate area for any indication 
as to what had happened. The truck rumbled as they 
spoke so Jack Stavis had to yell over it.

“I come outside last night at about ten thirty and find 
my truck just set there with the engine rumbling even 
though the keys were still inside the house,” Jack Stavis 
said. He wiped his nose with the back of  his glove. “What 
kind of  a sick thing is this to do to someone?”

“You mean to tell me somebody stole your truck as 
well?” Sheriff said.

“And returned it. Though it’s sort of  unusable. I can’t 
turn it off. If  I do I’m not sure it’ll turn on again.”

Sheriff frowned. “Was it already dead?” He asked.

“It’s not dead now.”
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“The cow.”

“Mmm,” Jack Stavis said. “Hard to tell. I talked to 
Norm Tennant and he said that this happened to him last 
year. A group of  kids hitched his horse in the middle of  
the night and dragged it all across the highway. Afterwards 
he could barely tell it was a horse let alone if  it were alive 
or dead, before or after.”

Brandon knelt down and stared into the cow’s bulging 
eyes. In them he saw reflected a mass of  cumulus cloud in 
the eastern sky. A grey line stretched on the horizon. The 
imminent winter.

“How does he know it was a group of  kids who done 
it?” Sheriff asked.

“It’s an educated guess s’far as I know,” Jack Stavis said. 
“The funny thing is he never looked further into. Sheriff 
Pestrious up in Longmont was handling it. Though he 
didn’t do much, apparently. Sort of  shrugged his shoulders 
and accepted it as a way of  life.”

Sheriff nodded thoughtfully.

Brandon was still crouched down near the tattered 
beast. The cow’s tongue slung crookedly out the side of  
its mouth, massive and swollen, reminding Brandon of  a 
large hill in the backyard of  the farm where he was raised. 
He used to squeeze himself  into a ball and roll down that 
hill as fast as he could. His favorite part was laying on his 
back afterward watching the sky spin around him, around 
and around as blue and infinite as the ocean he’d never 
seen.

“Well I can tell you I’ve never seen a thing like this,” 
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Sheriff said. “You probably should’ve called Pestrious.”

“No,” Jack Stavis said. “I don’t trust him. I trust you.”

“Appreciate that,” Sheriff said. “If  you don’t mind me 
asking, what exactly are we going after here? As far as I 
know you can’t try someone for murder if  it’s a cow they 
killed.”

“Like hell you can’t,” Jack Stavis said, spitting to the 
side. “I got a bevy of  charges here. Murder. Trespassing. 
Grand theft auto. Vandalism.”

“Vandalism?”

“Sure,” Jack Stavis said. “It’s my property ain’t it?”

“The cow?”

Jack Stavis nodded.

“You have any idea who could’ve done this? Any lead 
at all?” Sheriff asked.

“Well, I’ve thought about that. There’s a few things that 
come to mind. First, I’d have to stay with Norm Tennant’s 
line of  thinking. Probably a Halloween prank pulled by a 
bunch of  dumbass kids. However, I do owe a small sum 
of  money to Mavis Reed and her husband, but I think 
they’re both pushing seventy so that may be a far stretch. 
Thirdly, I believe it could be a message. Perhaps for why 
we shouldn’t be eating meat.”

“You think a vegetarian did this?” Asked Sheriff.

“Could be,” Jack Stavis said. Then he reached into 
his pocket and pulled out a folded piece of  paper and 
unfolded it. “I don’t know who did it, but I’ve compiled a 
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list of  people I think did not do it, if  that’ll help you any. 
Mason Harvin, Lee Cooley, the Rodriguez’s up in Stoner, 
Rev. Leroy Hill, James Turbin, Jennifer Gallant and her 
two daughters--”

“It was dead before they drug it anywhere,” said 
Brandon. “That’s my best guess. If  you look here at its 
neck, I believe that’s a slit throat. Most likely a hunting 
knife. Although it’s deep. Could’ve been a small chainsaw.”

Sheriff and Jack Stavis stared down at the cow and saw 
nothing but the same mangled mess they’d been seeing. 
If  either of  them looked any closer they would see that 
Brandon was right, but they chose not to because the 
whole thing sort of  disgusted them and because there was 
now a sudden feeling that someone was going to leap out 
from behind the shed and slit their throats as well.

“At least she didn’t suffer,” Jack Stavis said, finally.

“What do you intend to do with it?” Sheriff asked.

“Well,” Jack Stavis said. “I thought about that. She’s 
too big to bury, and I’m not sure I have

the heart to let something eat her. I figure we could 
burn her.”

The three of  them got into Jack Stavis’ pick up and 
drove out onto the prairie with the cow dragging along 
behind them and the sun burning like a naked light bulb 
above the mountains. They unhitched the cow and hauled 
it away from the truck, and Jack Stavis poured some 
gasoline on the cow and put scraps of  plywood around 
it then set the thing on fire. It burned like a prophecy 
as the three of  them watched in silence. Brandon’s eyes 
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were wet in the firelight and Sheriff could not tell if  it 
was due to the smoke or if  he really felt something. There 
was something about Brandon. A child of  the Earth. An 
ancient symmetry. A sense that he was never born but 
rather sprouted up out of  the dirt.

When they got back to Emery the harsh morning light 
had dimmed and the people who were serious about 
drinking had migrated closer to the saloon. Harold Hager 
and Lou Beck stood outside the saloon with their arms 
crossed, eyebrows raised, talking about something somber.

“Someone die?” Sheriff asked, sauntering up to the 
men with his thumbs stuck in his belt.

Sheriff and Harold Hager were about the same size 
and easily the biggest men in Emery. If  Sheriff could grow 
a beard then they’d look like twins.

“Actually,” Harold Hager said, “you ain’t far off.” His 
voice boomed. Since he worked in the lumber business, 
there was an ongoing joke that he could cut through a log 
just by screaming at it.

“Earl ain’t doin’ too good,” Lou said.

“He’s not, huh?” Sheriff said.

“Nah. He’s over the cliff. Startin’ to make up stories 
and shit.”

“Like what?” Sheriff asked.

“Go talk to him,” Lou said. “Talk to him.”

Sheriff nodded to the saloon, “What’s going on here?”

“Well, Diana’s nowhere to be found,” Lou said.
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“That’s right,” Harold Hager said. He looked at 
Brandon, “You know where your mother is?”

Brandon shook his head, no.

“You got a key?” Lou asked.

“Only she’s got one,” Brandon said.

“Goddammit.”

“Well, alright then,” Sheriff said. “I better go see Earl.”

Earl Robertson was in a dimly lit room in the back 
of  the Robertson residence. The room was dank and 
odorous, with a haze that rose from its core like heat from 
the pavement. Earl used to have some meat on his bones 
but now he was about the same size as the plastic skeleton 
hanging from the station door. Tubes ran in and out of  
him and a machine beeped by the bedside.

“How’s it Earl?” Sheriff said. He pulled up a chair 
and sat down and took off his hat, placed it in his lap and 
smiled.

Earl Robertson turned his head toward Sheriff 
laboriously as if  it weighed a hundred pounds. His mouth 
was stuck open. He let out a sigh that sounded like Sheriff’s 
coffee machine.

“I’m...fantastic,” Earl said. “Today...is...the best day 
of  my life.” He licked his lips with a dry tongue. Sheriff 
reached over and poured water into a dixie cup and put a 
straw in it and let Earl Robertson drink.

The water put a little life back in him. His eyes opened 
wider and the wrinkles on his face bent up in joy.
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“Don’t you remember your wedding day?” Earl 
Roberston asked. “I never got married, Earl. You know 
that.”

“Why not?”

Sheriff shrugged, “Hasn’t happened yet.”

“Well,” Said Earl Robertson, “when it does you’ll 
realize it’s the happiest day of  your life. If  you’re a lucky 
man, it will be. You hear all that nonsense about marriage 
and how it takes so many things away from you. Horse 
shit. If  it takes something away than you’re an idiot.”

“Let me ask you something,” Sheriff said, leaning in. 
“You getting married today, Earl?” “Didn’t you see what 
happened? Weren’t you there?”

“No. I was up at Jack Stavis’ ranch.”

“Why?”

“Because someone stole his truck and hitched a cow to 
it and drug the cow along the ground driving, oh I don’t 
know, it looked bad enough to where I wouldn’t hesitate to 
say sixty, seventy miles an hour,” Sheriff said.

“Was it his cow?”

“I assume it was.”

“Who’s Jack Stavis?”

“What the hell did I miss while I was gone?”

“Well there was a wedding today,” Earl said.

“There was? Who?”
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“Arlene Thompkins and I forget the groom,” Earl said. 
“But they’re up there getting married.

Get this. The preacher does his thing, and they’re just 
about to say their I do’s. And then the groom sort of  
makes this sound and just starts moving all weird. Like 
a dying fish.” Earl smacked his lips together to make a 
fish sound. “Then his eyes roll back. And he falls to the 
ground with his tongue sticking out.” Earl showed Sheriff 
what that looked like. “And next thing you know he’s 
in an ambulance and being hauled off. So finally when 
he’s gone Arlene looks around and, at this point, she’d 
livid. She didn’t know. She said she refuses to marry an 
epileptic. So she looks out at the crowd and asks ‘does 
anyone here want to marry me?’ And we all look around 
like she’s kidding, but she’s not. She asked it again. ‘Does 
anybody want to marry me? Because we have a wedding 
and a church and a pastor and an audience but I have no 
groom. Who will be my groom?’ I raised my hand along 
with Ron Williams, Derek Len, and Garrett Hershey and 
Arlene looked at each of  us and then picked me. I’ve 
always felt something for her.”

“Earl...” Sheriff said. He paused, thinking how to 
approach next. Arlene Thompkins had died twenty years 
prior. Earl knew this because he was there, along with the 
rest of  the Emery police department, as they pulled her 
body out of  the river three, four miles down stream. In 
fact, Earl had found the note in her pocket, soggy and 
illegible, but enough to deem it a suicide.

“You sure you mean Arlene Thompkins?” Sheriff 
asked, putting a hand on Earls shoulder.
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Earl’s eyes glazed over as he stared at Sheriff and all 
at once it seemed he didn’t recognize him anymore. 
He pointed to Sheriff’s badge and said, “who the hell is 
Henderson?”

Sheriff stared down at his hat for a long while. Then he 
said, “Goddammit Earl, I’m gonna miss you.”

He got to his feet and kissed Earl on the forehead with 
his hat over his heart. Then he put his hat back on and 
walked out the door as Earl kept saying, “She refuses to 
marry an epileptic...she refuses to marry an epileptic...she 
refuses to marry an epileptic...”

Sheriff started back for the Silas Saloon with a heavy 
heart. Night had settled in, the sky a shade of  light grey. 
A cold wind blew in over the mountains carrying with it 
the smell of  pine trees. Jack-o-lanterns lined Main street 
stretching in both directions. Sheriff recalled his youth, 
running in between the lit pumpkins, pretending to chase 
Jesse James or Billy the Kid, always choosing the good 
side, a badge on his heart and a hat worn proudly on his 
head. He stopped at the steps of  the Silas Saloon where 
Earl Robertson used to challenge him to duels. When 
Sheriff shot him with his plastic gun, Earl would writhe in 
pain, fall to his knees and die with a final gasp of  air. You 
got me, he’d say. You got me good.

Sheriff told himself  he’d have one drink then leave. He 
stayed until close, talking to Harold Hager and Lou Beck 
about why a cow has four stomachs and what the Gold 
Rush must have been like.

“I believe it was a better time,” said Sheriff. “People 
came out here with hope.” “They also died by the 
thousands,” said Lou Beck.
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“None of  em found gold neither,” Said Hager.

“I found gold once,” Lou said.

“Bullshit.”

“Right at the river, on the bank before it dips beneath 
the bridge. Swear on my life, found gold. Glowing right 
there in the sun.”

“Like a gold bar?” asked Hager.

“Flecks of  gold mixed into the mud.”

“How’d you know it was real?” asked Sheriff.

“Scooped it up into a flask then verified it.”

“Up in Longmont?”

“Right up there at Leo’s Pawn, that’s right.”

Harold Hager leaned back in his chair; it groaned 
beneath his weight, liable to shatter at any time. “So you’re 
telling me,” Hager said, “that if  I went up to Longmont 
and asked Leo about this he’d say, Yes, Lou Beck found 
gold.”

“Stranger things could happen” Lou said.

“Eugene,” Hager called out. “You hearing this?”

“Yeah,” Eugene shouted back.

“You believe him?”

“Hell no.”

“What the hell do I care?” Lou said. “I found it and 
spent it, so I don’t need you to believe in anything.”



28

“What’d you spend it on?” Sheriff asked.

Lou squirmed in his seat. “...I don’t remember,” he 
said. Then he sat there staring at his thumbs.

Eventually, Lou walked out without saying a single 
goodbye and Harold Hager fell asleep in his chair. Eugene 
helped his wife clean up and Sheriff was left alone at the 
table. He tried waking Harold Hager, but Harold Hager 
was in a good place, so Sheriff left him there.

“We’ll wake him up,” Eugene said.

“Or just leave him,” Diana said. “He’ll be set right 
back there tomorrow anyway.”

Sheriff said goodbye to Eugene and Diana Silas and 
thanked them for their hospitality, then walked back to 
his trailer as the season’s first snow drifted from a grey sky.

Brandon Silas was waiting outside of  Sheriff’s trailer, 
standing under the orange glow of  a streetlight, still 
dressed in uniform. Brandon did this often and Sheriff 
never really questioned it because Brandon always had 
something important to talk about. Except the one time 
he showed up drunk — the only time Sheriff had ever 
seen him under the influence — and babbled a good 
while about a lot of  stuff, which after he looked like he 
was about to cry, but then just put his hat back on and left 
altogether. They haven’t talked about it since.

“Sorry to end up here.”

“How’s it?” Sheriff asked.

“I couldn’t sleep,” Brandon said.
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“Me neither. Though I can’t say I really tried.” “I found 
who did it,” Brandon said.

“Did what?”

“The cow.”

Sheriff put his leg up on the bottom step leading up to 
his trailer. He crossed his arms over his knee and stared at 
Brandon, squinting. “How you mean?”

“Well...I was in bed with my eyes open just thinking. 
Digging through my mind for something, some reason...”

“And?”

“You remember those squirrels?”

“I can’t say I remember any particular squirrel,” Sheriff 
said.

“Last Christmas.”

And then it all dawned on Sheriff, falling on him like 
a thick rain. The squirrels were a big deal last year. Last 
winter. Ella Robertson cried all of  Christmas Eve because 
she found one dead on her doorstep with its eyes missing, 
and Sheriff stayed awake all night consoling her.

“Damn,” he said.

“So I went over there and talked to him.”

“And?”

Brandon nodded to the trailer. “You oughta go inside.”

“He in there?”

“He is.”
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“Does he have anything on him?”

Brandon shook his head, “Checked him twice. He’s 
clean.”

Sheriff looked past Brandon at the dark trailer windows. 
“Why’s he got the lights off?” Brandon shrugged. “Just 
said he wants to talk to you.”

Sheriff climbed the trailer steps. Before he got inside 
Brandon called to him, “I’ll be right here. Waiting.”

Darkness crept in from outside and sort of  filled up 
Sheriff’s trailer. It coated the furniture and bounced off 
the walls.

“Sheriff,” a voice called from the dark. A high pitched 
voice coming straight from the nasal. “Is that you?”

“It’s me,” Sawyer said.

Ryan Sawyer sat on Sheriff’s sofa. His small frame 
blended into the sofa cushions. If  Sheriff could see 
anything, he’d be amused how much Sawyer resembled 
the skeleton hanging on the station door.

“What’re you sitting in the dark for?” Sheriff asked.

“If  you don’t mind I’d appreciate not seeing ye while I 
talk to ye.”

“Alright,” Sheriff said. He walked into his kitchen. 
“You want a beer?”

“I’m alright.”

Sheriff grabbed a beer and popped it open. He found 
his way and sat across from Sawyer in a sofa chair.
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“What’s the trouble?” Sheriff said.

“Well...I guess I’m here to tell ye something.”

“This about Jack Stavis and that poor cow of  his?”

“It is,” Sawyer said. “But first I want to say something 
else.”

“Go ahead,” Sheriff said.

Sawyer took a deep breath, and began: “I’m one of  
those people that don’t look back. I only look to the future. 
And in every version of  that future I’m wearing an Emery 
police uniform. Proudly. And sometimes when I’m feeling 
ambitious I imagine myself  in your uniform, with that 
big ol’ hat and that badge on my chest that says Sheriff. 
Look, everyone has dreams. Even stupid little Sawyer has 
dreams. They may not be big dreams, but they’re the right 
kind of  ones. I mean, don’t you have dreams, Sheriff?”

Sheriff did have dreams. Recently, he’d been seeing 
Cassie Beck dressed up like an angel, wings and all, 
descending down upon him, kissing him all over his face. 
They’d kissed once, last year, at Lou Beck’s annual art 
show. Sheriff didn’t know if  it was guilt, or what, but he 
hadn’t been able to rid himself  of  it since.

“I have dreams,” Sheriff said. “But I don’t go around 
stealing trucks and beating up poor cows because of  
them.”

“I’ve made some bad choices,” Sawyer said. “And 
you’ve given me second, third, fourth and fifth chances, 
but Godammit Sheriff I need you to give me a sixth 
one here. When you took that uniform away from me, 
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something happened. I felt like the ground opened up and 
I fell straight down into a pit of  fire. I snapped. Wires 
crossed in my brain, I’ll admit it. But that’s why I’m here, 
seeking your help.”

Sheriff sipped his beer, thinking. The last of  Sawyer’s 
words rang out through the trailer, and in their place 
came a deep tranquility. The windows rattled in the 
winter breeze and snow lightly tapped against the trailer 
walls, like handfuls of  thrown sand. Sheriff listened.

“It happens like that sometimes,” Sawyer went on. 
“Like when pa yells at me or when I forget something, like 
locking my keys in the car or whatever, I get this built up 
pressure in my head and it feels like it’s just gonna pop. 
Then I’m off again...stupid little Sawyer doing something 
ir-rational. Hell, it’s what you fired me for. Isn’t it?”

Sawyer’s uncle died the winter before last. Ever since, 
he’d been acting out, scaring some of  the Emery residents. 
Burning, smashing, shooting his way through grief. 
There’d been a motion by Mort Henderson to boot Ryan 
Sawyer out of  town, but he hadn’t been able to acquire 
the votes, and in fact only served to piss off the Sawyer 
family.

“You can’t go around shooting squirrels with your 
issued pistol,” Sheriff said. “I know, I know!” Sawyer said.

“You’re scaring people.”

“I know it.”

“You’re scaring me,” said Sheriff.

“I know it! I know. What I mean is...do you ever have 
more than one voice in your head? Like when bad things 
happen to ye? Well I do. And let me tell you, Sheriff, it’s 
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hard to sort them out sometimes.”

“That’s not an excuse.”

“I never said it was. I’m just letting you know there are 
other things at play here, alright? Look, I’m not crazy. 
Everyone talks behind my back, I know it, they look at 
me like I’m insane. But I’m not. That’s honest. If  I was I 
wouldn’t be able to say to you I’m not.”

“I don’t think you’re crazy,” Sheriff said.

“Then you’re bout the only one.”

Sheriff adjusted his hat. He scratched the back of  his 
neck where a pain had formed. “Look — what you did 
was horrendous.”

“I know it.”

“You can’t do something like that again.”

“I promise,” Sawyer said. “I promise.”

“Well...promise again.”

“I promise.”

Sheriff considered how easy it’d be to just say all’s 
forgotten. And he would have, but this time things felt 
different. Even now, sitting across from Sawyer, he felt 
uneasy. Like at anytime Sawyer’s thin hands could reach 
out through the darkness and close around his neck.

Sheriff sighed. “I can’t let you back,” he said.

“Why not?”

“Why not? Hell, technically you should be in jail for a 
while. C’mon Sawyer. You need to wake up. I don’t have 
any more ways of  telling you this.”
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“Please,” Sawyer said. “Please. Please.”

“I can’t,” said Sheriff. “Not now, at least. First thing’s 
first. Go to Stavis’ in the morning.

Apologize to him and work something out to where 
you can replace his truck...and that damn cow.”

“...And then what?”

“Just start there. I’ll talk Stavis out of  pressing charges.”

The winter quietness bled through the trailer; the sway 
of  the trailer in the wind and the creaking of  the walls all 
reminded Sheriff that the cold months were ahead, that 
soon he’d be subject to long, dark nights of  dreamlessness 
and ceaseless thinking. Sheriff heard a whimpering across 
from him. From out the darkness came a cry. When his 
eyes finally adjusted, Sheriff saw Sawyer with his head in 
his hands, weeping like god knows what.

“Hell,” Sheriff muttered. He got to his feet, unsure of  
what to do. He placed his huge hand on Sawyer’s back 
and cooed to him, “Alright, now. Alright.”

They stayed that way for a long while. Sheriff felt the 
flushed heat of  Sawyer’s skin through his shirt. The crying 
subsided, it wound down, slow and heavy, like the death 
of  some machine.

Then Sawyer got to his feet. “I’m a changed man,” he 
said, softly. “A man can change. I’m different. In a different 
place...A man can change...” and he walked out of  the 
trailer and was absorbed into the night, mumbling words 
under his breath — curses or prayers, Sheriff couldn’t tell.

There was a sense that Sheriff was losing grip, that the 
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people in his life were expanding further away from him 
every year, like stars stretching out into the vastness of  
space, stretching out until the distances between them 
are so immeasurable that they forget about the other’s 
existence.

“We gonna let him just get away with it?” Brandon 
Silas said.

“Well, yeah...I suppose we are.”

Brandon stood in the doorway with his hand resting 
on his pistol belt. “You think that’s the right thing to do?”

“Let me ask you something,” Sheriff said. He paused, 
taking deep, long breaths through his nose.

“Well?” Brandon said.

“I’m tired,” Sheriff sighed. “Maybe if  I’m lucky I’ll sleep 
through the whole weekend.” “We need any paperwork 
for this Sawyer thing?”

“I’ll take care of  it,” Sheriff said. “Just don’t say nothing 
about it. I’ll visit Jack Stavis tomorrow.”

“Alright,” Brandon said. “Good night.”

Before Brandon left, Sheriff stopped him. “Was this 
your dream?” he called. “I mean when you were younger? 
You always picture yourself  in a police uniform? A 
sheriff’s badge?” “Can’t say it was,” Brandon said. “When 
I was a kid I wanted to be a mountain climber.” “What 
happened?”

“Well, I could be wrong but I don’t believe that’s a 
paying profession.”
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“Hmm,” Sheriff said. “I guess not.”

After Brandon Silas left, Sheriff sat on the sofa and 
stared out his trailer window. The window glowed orange 
from the street lamp outside, the shadows of  trees plastered 
against it, their thin leaves trembling in the wind. Sheriff 
felt frustrated. He hated the things in life that required 
hard answers. He often envisioned a future where he could 
focus on just one thing — a light, for example, or a candle 
flame — and sit there and stare at it and think of  nothing 
else. Yet, always in these visions, something happens. 
The light buzzes, the candle flickers. And in these single 
moments he feels a complete happiness, though he knows 
it will not last. It leaves him like a strand of  hair, blowing 
away, gone forever. Until he sees it again sometime later, 
but doesn’t know it’s a hair; now it looks like a crack in 
something.

That’s okay, he said — to the emptiness of  his trailer, 
to nobody at all.

Sheriff removed his hat and placed it on the coffee 
table, set the beer bottle down then swung his legs up on 
the sofa. He turned on the television to keep him some 
company, then pulled a blanket over himself  and fell 
asleep on the sofa in his uniform and all. Before falling 
asleep he realized he’d need to get a bigger blanket; it was 
going to be a long winter.



HOW TO GET YOUR 
WIFE TO LEAVE YOU

Ryan David Leack

I gave my wife nail clippers 
for her birthday. 
She wanted something 
shiny and new, 
so I bought the first thing that 
matched the description.

When we got married, 
I gave her a gold band that 
wasn’t gold, so the 
coating wore off before 
our honeymoon. 
I tried to trade it in but 
was told I’d be better off 
melting it down into a bullet.

On our anniversary, I got her 
a blood pressure machine 
for days I gave her gifts: 
150 over 90.

The following birthday 
she demanded I not buy 
her any more gifts. 
 
So, to avoid emptying your 
wallet on birthday gifts, 
follow the steps above, 
and you’ll never hear 
another sound until the 
door slams when 
she leaves you.
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RHOMBUS
Gareth Walsh

Rhombus is a video projection that transforms the Pacific Ocean horizon line into 
a self-contained box. A constant procession of  waves travels through creating a 
surreal tunneling effect. By reflecting the video plane on all 4 sides the vastness of  
the ocean is reduced to a single point perspective. Through this simple gesture, a 
new perspective is revealed questioning our understanding of  the ocean and the 
space it contains. This work is played as an infinite loop.
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Click image to be redirected to the video.

https://vimeo.com/55116174
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COLONY
Gareth Walsh

For many people, the vastness of  the ocean or birds taking flight are symbols 
of  ultimate freedom. Colony reverses this notion, by trapping a large group of  
seagulls within the manipulated confines of  their natural environment. Through 
reflecting the video plane on all 4 sides of  the screen, the Pacific Ocean horizon 
line is transformed into a square, encapsulating the birds within. The cluster of  
seagulls is animated through a computer controlled particle system with each bird 
being a node in this system. This work is played as an infinite loop.

Click image to be redirected to the video.

https://vimeo.com/54644276


CUT
Cody Koester

 Somebody arranges the rows of  cans…
  -Elizabeth Bishop

Father. Pater— Pitter-patter, remembering tinny sounds 
the rain made on the roof  that day we drove around 
in silence while he tried to find the words 
he’d use to tell me. Nothing came—

but then, from somewhere, a sudden er
instead of  words, a sound I’d never heard 
him make. Er. A sound uttered by the mind 
at work for lack of  words. The er in her

that had to leave for lack of  words that he could 
never speak. The er in work— his blue mechanic 
suit grease-stained each day to black translucency 
from the station where he had his own meanings 

for words like hub, combustion, and transmission.
I guessed at words he wouldn’t speak, or, rather,
couldn’t; a need, drove myself  to seek the way
words work, obsessed by some urge to learn 

to say the thing, and discovered my assuming err.
How to speak unsayables? Name pain and make
it mean. Say misery, say tough luck, say bravery. 
Say the story of  the man whose pharynx was bad. 
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Trace words to their ur-, their origin. Err on top of  er on top 
of  ur, their layered, palimpsestic state. Words as living growths 
unused well-up, deform, mold, turn—follow er sounds into 
cancer, hear it double guttural in surgery; another there 

in chemotherapy, a metallic taste in the mouth one can’t spit 
out. Listen to that urge, that surge the word urges, the surge
of  words he never urged. Cut into words, into flesh, cut away
the slips and stains, cut away affected tissue like some malignant 

lace, some oil-soaked doily dripping so-so-so, some delicate gauze 
enshrouding and associating all. Networks of  words webbing memory,
absorbance, all our issues so connected to a t by binding threads
the fates, Atropos, seem to tease by means of  atrophy.
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UNTITLED
dust settles on cramp village streets 
where tattered stuffed bears 
fur singed and stitches frayed 
have come to rest 
near children’s footsteps

lying on their backs 
their coat-button eyes 
weighing heavy with witness 
trace pillars of  smoke 
to meet the arched roof  
of  a mausoleum sky

steel-wing’d ‘Azrael roars overhead 
plucking children from quaking earth 
wrapping them in fiery arms 
to carry them away 
in profane silence

Safwan Ibrahim



Maleficent
Vera Burrows

I want to go down to Lauren’s birthday party,” my four 
year-old daughter said. “There’s two princess piñatas! 
And pink baggies full of  candy. Look!” 

I didn’t have to look; I heard the ridiculous noise 
from my kitchen. Of  course I couldn’t let her go, even 
if  it pained me to hear the longing in my sweet Susie’s 
voice.  She wasn’t invited. I didn’t get a small pink enve-
lope, an email, a quick call or even a text from the birth-
day girl’s mother. We got nothing, and we’re not crashers.

“Sweetheart, get away from the window. It’s not polite 
to spy.” I swallowed a hard gulp of  unsweetened cham-
omile tea. I had been drinking cup after cup of  the stuff 
all morning. It’s supposed be a type of  calming tea, but 
it was getting harder and harder to keep my voice even. 
“Why don’t you play with your dollhouse? Or maybe you 
should—I don’t know—read a book?”

“Why can’t I go?” Susie was near tears by now. “It’s 
almost over!”

Watching her cry made me want to let her go. But, 
what would Elaine and her friends say about me? That 
I went where I was not wanted? Unthinkable. I was not 
invited. That meant they didn’t want us there, right?

 I sat Susie on my lap and comforted her. I didn’t know 
how to explain to her that Lauren, the girl she thought 
was her friend, forgot to invite her to the party. They only 
made things worse by holding the party in our apartment 
building’s courtyard, right outside my daughter’s window. 
How the hell did they expect us not to notice eighteen 
screaming party brats? At least they could’ve had the de-
cency to have it somewhere else―like in the next county.

I wanted to call my husband Tim, but I was still mad at 
him. He forgot to tell me he had to work today on some in-
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ternational legal case, which meant we couldn’t take Susie 
to Disneyland like we had planned. Things went from bad 
to worse quickly when he said he had forgotten to inform 
me all weekend plans were off for at least another four 
weeks because of  work. It reminded me of  the time right 
after our wedding, when I came home from a crappy job 
and found him packing all his purple ties and black suits. 
He looked incredibly guilty because he had forgotten to 
tell me he was leaving within an hour on some six-week 
business trip to Paris. Without me. 

I put on Susie’s favorite Disney movie. She slumped on 
the couch and proceeded to watch—what else?—Sleeping 
Beauty. I sat next to her with a clenched jaw.

Admittedly, I didn’t know Elaine very well. We had 
moved in from Houston a few weeks ago for Tim’s new 
job at the firm. She and her friends have been living in Los 
Angeles, and probably in this very complex, for years—if  
not their entire lives. I tried to make myself  approachable 
and even took Elaine some cookies when she got sick, and 
it’s not like I didn’t go out of  my way to go out and visit 
with Elaine and the other women in the courtyard. But 
they had formed a wall with their long, see-you-at-the-
spa friendships, and they didn’t let anyone in easily. Fine. 
Being from the Lone Star State, I knew I would be loner, 
the loser. Still, Susie didn’t know any better, and she had 
been playing with Lauren for  weeks. Inviting a new girl 
and her mother would have been the polite thing to do. 
The civilized thing to do. 

Maybe it was for the best, I thought. Maybe Divine 
Providence had intervened. Tomorrow morning, when 
every kid at that damn party was in the hospital with food 
poisoning, Susie would be glad she hadn’t been invited.

“See, honey?” I would say, “It’s a good thing you didn’t go to 
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Lauren’s birthday party! Here, let’s take her some flowers to make her 
feel better, poor thing…”

Or maybe some unvaccinated kid with the measles, 
rubeola or ebola—or all three—would show up and in-
fect everybody. Then I’d definitely be happy—I mean, 
relieved Susie wasn’t invited.

But at that moment, Maleficent showed up on screen 
and stole Aurora’s life and the happiness of  her parents. 
I turned off the television. I didn’t want to steal anything 
from Elaine or her daughter, but I wasn’t going to let them 
steal my daughter’s happiness, either. 

“Let’s go to McDonald’s!”
Susie bolted right up, eyes wide. “Really, Mommy?”
“Yes! And you can have anything you want!”
Susie danced and skipped all the way to the car.
The kids at the party were still playing in the courtyard 

in a ridiculous pink castle bouncy house and paid us no 
mind. There were a few mothers watching the kids at the 
party and talking in a tight little group. I pretended not to 
see them, but I revved the mustang’s motor and made the 
wheels squeal so they could see me. 

Many of  Susie’s dreams came true that day. “Mommy, 
can I have cookies, cherry pie, an M&M’s shake, and a 
large sundae with my Happy Meal?”

“Absolutely, honey. You do you.”
“Can I play on the McDonald’s playground for a long, 

long time?” Susie looked at me hopefully, her eyes already 
shining with the accelerating sugar spike. “You got it, 
baby,” I said, taking out my iPad. “We’ll stay here until 
you’re ready to go. We’ll pick up a pizza for dinner on our 
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way home. Daddy won’t mind.”
“No fifteen-minute rule?” She squealed and kicked off 

her shoes when I shook my head. 
We got home late, but Tim got home even later and he 

was impressed when he saw me. 
“Wow.” He draped his black suit coat on a dining room 

chair and looked under the table. “Where’s my wife?”
Once Susie had been done with the playground, we 

had decided to get our nails and hair done. After too 
many years with naturally straight brown hair, I was fi-
nally a ravishing golden blonde with soft curls. Then we 
went to the mall. Susie left with a complete pink Aurora 
costume, and I left wearing a blue pencil skirt with a low-
cut, bright red top with a thin black belt, new black pumps 
and dangling gold earrings. I even bought a cute red hat, 
which looked adorable against my gold waves.

Tim couldn’t take his eyes away from my neckline. He 
licked his lips and loosened his deep purple tie. “Seriously. 
What happened to you?”

“Elaine didn’t invite us to Lauren’s birthday party—
can you believe it?” I went to him and he put his arms 
around me. “I’ve tried and tried to be friends with her 
and all of  them, and apparently—apparently I haven’t tried 
hard enough. Well, you know what? I’m done trying. All 
these snooty, stuck-up, conceited, LA bitches can just go 
to hell!”

I stopped crying long enough to see Tim. He looked as 
guilty he did this morning when he told me we couldn’t 
go to Disneyland. 

He sat down and took out a small pink envelope from 
his briefcase and stared at it. “Elaine gave me this last week 
in passing; I was supposed to give it to you. I’m sorry.”



BLACKWOOD FALLS
Katherine Barcsay
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 I have always had a fascination in the past and the way that the past 
informs the present and future. Coming from a film criticism background, 
I think my artistic pursuits are usually somewhat intellectually motivated, 
which can be both an asset and a detriment. Regardless, over the course of  
the last year and a half  I have been focused on shooting well dressed people 
in abandoned or derelict places. More specifically, people who appear to have 
stepped out of  the past. This image fits in with that series, but also brings in some 
other themes that I have been drawn to, those of  witchcraft and femininity.

Continued on next page
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 Within that, I am interested in the intersection between fear and 
beauty, pairing traditional images of  beauty with settings of  isolation 
or fear. These themes are things that I am constantly exploring, so I 
was very excited when I was brought in to create some concept art for 
Round Table Pictures. We were looking to create an environment that 
was both alluring and dark. After much thought I picked out a location 
and we trekked a few miles into the mountains to shoot with a bunch 
of  equipment and a model who was a wonderful sport about it all.

 This was shot in the Santa Monica Mountains near Murphy 
Ranch just as the sun finished setting. I shot this on a Nikon D800 using 
only a single Speedlight gelled blue to backlight our model (and give 
the impression of  something ominous behind her), and a reflector to 
light her in front. I played with tone and color in Photoshop to make 
the image a little more moody, but very little was altered in post.

 As a photographer I am always learning and growing 
and am usually my own harshest critic. Here though, I was happy 
with doing what I set out to do, which was to create an image 
out of  time, a frozen moment of  darkness, fear and beauty. For 
more of  my work please visit www.barcsayphotography.com

http://www.barcsayphotography.com


MARTHA STEWART LIVING:
Simple Lemon Cake

In a large bowl, 

reflexes slop and shudder; 

using an electric mixer—

a cold block of  steel,

beat butter until light and fluffy

kaleidoscopic and pathological.

With mixer on low, 

hum your Hail Mary’s

one at a time. 

Define citric acid as

2 tablespoons lemon juice;

coolly drop in—

mix just until combined.

Dante Matero
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Art3
TINA LAWSON

Art3 is an exploration of  color, plant shapes, more of  a digital collage project 
featuring layering. It is meant as a digital version of  tissue paper layering, meant to 
be delicate and cloying, hovering just above the surface. I feel that depth sometimes 
is missing in these basic explorations of  color; my influences are Georgia O’Keefe, 
Margaret Atwood, Barbara Lawson, and my early exposure to watercolor painting. 
I like merging the color palette in engaging visitations that set a particular mood, a 
piece that is completely dependent on color and ambiguous shapes.
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When I was young

I was hungry for something sweet

he offered a confection

not the kind you eat

leading me down the corridor

promising promises

those yearning fingers

searching, savouring

a gift for my silence:

the sugar dissolved,

a sour patch

on the back of  my throat.

Every year

every breath I take:

I ask my reflection,

Was it worth

that piece of  cake?

51

A PIECE OF CAKE
T.m. Lawson



SOMETHING TO REMEMBER ME BY
Rosalie Barrientos
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   I lick my fingers 

   hoping I will find 

   the hintest linger of  your taste.

   I touch myself  

   because you cannot be here to touch me.

I LICK MY FINGERS
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Sarah Gail Armstrong



SCENE I FROM VERMONT 
AVENUE DONUT SHOP

Max Kapur

His eyes
awaken when
he scratches the wax
off his lottery ticket,

the way they did the first time
her enraptured nails
dug into the joints of
his spine.
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THE LOVERS
Rosalie Barrientos
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WAKING LIFE
Rosalie Barrientos

Dealing with the process of  discovering and transcending 
the boundaries of  life and finding a hidden meaning of  
matter through a magical transformation I bring out 
new possibilities of  the world we know. Constructing 
events that would not otherwise have the capability to 
happen within our world. Through my photographs I 
small dream like state is achievable when simply being 
awake. If  only one were to open their eyes and see 
the mystics and enigmas that surround them in their 
every day lives. We just need to take the time to involve 
ourselves with them whether they are people or objects. 
I strived for a surreal, dream like state of  being hoping 
to open the viewer’s eyes to the endless possibilities of  
simple constructions of  these miraculous events posing 
that there is a deeper meaning to what is happening.



SPRINKLING
Vincent Tran

The air wears
no socks
or shoes.

Tiptoes 
up our fingers,
and down our legs,

peppering

our faces.

Splashing sounds
ring the doorbell
at my ear drum, stating
“i’ve come,
i’ve come.”

And I even
heard her calling
me. Simply
to say,
“look at me,”
as she whirled around.
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BUILDUP
Ariel Krusby
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THE TEENAGE DREAM 
(A WORDBANK)

Helen Hoss

In just a few sentences I want to sum up our essence – 
I want to choose the best most mellifluous words
that will slip soothingly off the tongue.

Something like the warm mug of  hot chocolate you are,
and how I want to drink all of  you,
but mostly I just want to hold onto your warmth
and cling to you, close to my chest,
heating up my lukewarm heart.

Also how I feel safer in your arms 
than in any four-walled structure – 
we’ve created our own stationary safe place
in a fixed point in time,
a bubble of  requited romance
and cherished far-futures

I love how we trade off (night to night),
making up for missing parts like hope, integrity, pride,
we alternate up and down like our old cars-
the Volvo goes up, pearly and smooth,
yet rough around the edges,
and my chevy goes down, rosy red 
like flushed cheeks in loud transmission.
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LIKE NIGHT FLOWERS
Ariel Krusby

 My paintings investigate the presence of  binary relationships within the natural 
landscape. In nature there exists a constant interplay between structure and fluidity, 
lightness and darkness, saturation and dullness. My work plays with contrasting densities – 
of  paint, canvas, form, mark making, and color, in order to relate these physical opposites 
to less tangible but equally contradictory aspects of  human experience. These binaries 
are described by and filtered through a subjective human artist, rendered by a body that 
paints both roughly and gently, sometimes with emotion and other times with calculation. 
It is through examining this binary relationship that human beings such as the artist 
discover themselves, and thus landscapes provide a self-portrait. Like a Rorschach blot, 
the constantly changing and undefined landscape confronts and asks questions about 
personal identity. 
        (Continued on next page)



While humans often consider nature and culture to be separate entities, 
humans came from nature, and are very much still attached to it, so they 
must mediate between nature and culture. Thus, elements of  the human 
body are imposed onto the landscape in order to reveal the inseparability of  
humans and nature. Through abstracted and loosely defined expressionistic 
gestures, my paintings emphasize this human lens, the inescapable 
subjectivity of  experience. The absence of  a horizon line simultaneously 
disorients and coaxes the subconscious to create its own images or portraits 
from the mysterious forms presented. Instead of  situating the viewer in a 
traditionally oriented landscape, my paintings question: which direction is 
up or down, where is nature, and where are the humans? It is through this 
subjective landscape of  intertwined bodies, plants, and natural elements that 
we can start to see the clearest portrait of  ourselves and the multitudes of  
contradictions we contain.
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I SIP CAMPARI FROM 
YOUR LEFT EYE

I sip Campari from your left eye

   unclothed, yet inhibited

   your beauty lies sacred before me

   more nude than naked

I sip Chambord from your right eye

   the house of  madam francis

   holds appetite and fantasy for 

   this eve’s sinful rites

I sip Chartreuse from your left ear

   now, let’s not be craven

   shallow dives to wet the tongue

   aural exploration

I sip Vermouth from your right ear

   your nervous giggles abate

   my dating needs are fickle 

   in this hellfire club

Jake Triangali
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I sip Absinthe from your left nostril

   be still now, as the 

   flower abides to the bee

   your petals aflutter

I sip Fernet from your right nostril

   the sting in your nose

   may feel deceiving, the

   warmth is friend, not foe

I sip Genever from your mouth

  share with me this

  eau de vie

  our lives and lips locked

I sip Whiskey from your cloaca

   you whisper a low sound

   animalistic

   my carnal vessel

I sip Brandy from your labia

   your ceremony ends

   sweet ninth orifice

   now drunk, and seeking remedy
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NEVER A STRAIGHT HORIZON
Ariel Krusby

 
This painting was inspired by Sylvia Plath’s haunting poem called “Last Words,” in 
which the speaker expresses this desire: “Let me have my copper cooking pots, let 
my rouge pots / Bloom about me like night flowers with a good smell. / They will 
roll me up in bandages, they will store my heart / Under my feet in a neat parcel.”
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FROTT
j.m. sanchez

Pardon, 
don’t mind 
me.
I’m a 
nor
mal guy 
trying 
to 
squeeze
past you.
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.and time ticks away.

When it comes to writing, time operates in very peculiar ways. 
We can stretch out seconds to the length of  years and shrink 
years to merely seconds. With just the words on a page, we 
can go forward, backwards, upside or sideways in time. We 
can read as fast or as slowly as we want. And when we are 
done reading, those words wil forever remain on the page.

PROMPT

Capture the passage of  time with words. What this exactly means 
is open to the interpretation of  the writer. Fiction or non-fiction, 
prose or poetry, any and all experiments with language are welcome.

RULES

1) The work must be in a written language.

2) The word limit is 150 words.

WINNERS
First place: Sharif  Shakshir, “Reqiuem for the Temporally Displaced”

Second place: Calla Valier, “Remembrance”

Third place: Katie Meyers, “blink”

Fall 2015 Contest
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REQIUEM FOR THE 
TEMPORALLY DISPLACED

The following names are those of  the brave time travelers 
who have accidentally erased themselves from existence:

Sharif Shakhshir
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REMEMBRANCE
Calla Valier

The first time, his parents had taken him. Father, 
Father’s and his hand, him, his hand and Mother’s 
hand, Mother—all linked together and standing 
before the canvas in the gallery, drawn into gazing at 
the dark void that lay beyond the white flowers. Both 
his tiny hands had been clutched between the warm 
ones that could only belong to adults, to family. 

The second time, he found himself  with cold 
hands, staring into the black alone. There 
was no one left to call family. He understood 
the emptiness, just like his parents had. 

The third, his hands were warmer, en-
twined with a lover’s soft pair. 

His fourth time, he took her there for her first. He, his 
hand and hers, Daughter—all linked together and stand-
ing before a canvas, with hands so warm that they could 
only belong to family. White had never seemed brighter.
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BLINK
Katie Meyers

close your eyes; it’s saturated, acid-trip blues and 
wonderland rose reds; exhilarating, tiptoes on the 
precipice of  a cliff with the animal ocean below; too 
warm, too close, too clear, sharp and harsh and high 
definition; breathe; settle the stereo beats of  your 
heart because they’re going to blow out the amp. 

open your eyes; it’s faded, soft and frayed and quiet 
like the morning after a storm; settled, snow piled 
miles high to block off the roads; too gray, too far, too 
gone, wisps and holes and static sounds; breathe; hold 
onto the hurricane in your heart that’s beginning to 
slow, because you regret never dancing in the rain. 

breathe.

close your eyes.

press fingertips against glass, grass, stone. breathe. 

open your eyes. 

you’re so pretty, even when you’ve faded.
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My works are playful with a practical touch. They are meant to encourage 
conversation, audience participation and to inspire action.The mobility art-
works start with used assistive technology devices and are built up with re-
used hardware, mechanics and fabrics. I transform simple functional items to 
re-imagine mobility and disability in poetic ways. The intent is not simply to 
make beautiful objects, but to collaborate with others and find ways to create 
functional and sustainable beauty.

My works are inspired by the history of  art, social justice and the wonders of  
scientific discovery. I see old electric wheelchairs and thrift store walkers as 
buried treasure waiting to be discovered and re-formed.  Re-used fabrics and 
materials call to me to become new creations. Let me share their voices with 
you. 

Why I developed Opulent Mobility: My fascination with these ideas started 
with the awkwardness and embarrassment I felt when I first met and worked 
with disabled people who later became my friends and my outrage when oth-
ers ignored or overlooked them. Seeing good friends struggle with strokes, di-
abetes, MS and brain tumors showed me how fragile bodily ability and health 
can be. My own issues with tendonitis, accidents, posture and pain brought 
into focus what it could mean to lose use of  my hands- the tools that make my 
livelihood possible. 

I see room for improvement in the way our society designs for and deals with 
mobility, disability and accessibility. True communication between ADA 
administrators and business owners, artists and inventors, medical licensing 
people and wheelchair/walker/prosthetic users is necessary to make these im-
provements a reality. So… let’s talk about mobility, disability and accessibility. 

Together we can find a better way.

-A. Laura Brody

OPULENT MOBILITY SERIES
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“LA FLANEUR”
A. Laura Brody

“Le Flaneur” is a Victorian inspired walker based on the principle of  
the flaneur, a member of  a 19th century literary fraternity who strolled 
through the urban landscapes of  Paris. For the flaneur, the destination was 
not as important as the style in which he traveled.
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“NEBULA ENTHRONED”
A. Laura Brody

“Nebula Enthroned” was inspired by Hubble telescope images of  whirl-
pool galaxies and nebulas and the notion of  a space traveler becoming one 
with his or her ship. The textures and fabric manipulation in the sail and 
clothing came from the old world costume techniques of  the Ballet Russes.



“JAZZY PEACOCK SCOOTER”
A. Laura Brody

The “Jazzy Peacock Scooter” is based on the sinuous Art Nouveau lines of  
Alphonse Mucha, Aubrey Beardsley and Gustav Klimpt. Graphic artists 
of  the time would not dream of  even an advertisement for cigarette rolling 
papers without adding flourishes and stylistic details.
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KNOTTED TONGUES
Elizabeth Hsieh

damage the ability to speak clearly.
Broken bones and torn tendons
inhibit the will to endure the cold.
Lips sewn in velvet strands
at the workmanship of  another’s hands,
destroy inklings of  moving forward

Dreaming of
foregoing fear,
hoisting up bravery,
tying hair back neatly,
and finally
shakily stepping from the crumbling pedestal.

Grimy fingernails claw infection in my skin.
Marking scratches
arranged in scrawl translating
“You are not your own”.

False scholars clad in scratchy tweed suits
exhale cuban cigar breath and whispers
“Little girl, you couldn’t possibly understand.”

Except.
I’ve got quite the secret.
I am not a white porcelain thing.
Don’t box me in ribbons and bows
and play with me until you’re through.
Carved chelsea smiles only work on lifeless faces.
You can’t knife my cheeks if  I’m kicking
and screaming bloody murder.

I won’t sit still.
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UNTIL
Dante Matero

Until I’m famous and the words pool
like spit in my mouth,
I’ll speak through recipes,
the limpness of  my wrist,
cracks in the granite countertop.
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MANITOBA
Christopher Mulrooney

the friskiest salon in the West Coast area
has nothing on this mavenship of  arts
they scream the mountainsides down
breathe the plains up nostrils high in brimming faces
laugh long hard strong as eagles fairies ride
to sylvan nestlings in the enchanted wood
and publish books upon the subject as they should
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Editors’ Note: Christopher Mulrooney died of  heart failure July 23rd, 2015. 
We received his work two months prior to his passing, only discovering his 
departure well into the fall quarter. He is remembered by his partner Heather 
Lowe, as well as the greater Los Angeles community of  poets.
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SUNSET FROM BOYER HALL
Andrea Hadjikyriacou

I enter the hallway, and as I walk to grab my glass beaker for my experiment, through 
the window I can see the beautiful ball of  fire setting behind the magnificent UCLA 
buildings, set as a dark skyline, the sky illuminated with vivid pinks, dark and stormy 
purples, and fiery yellows. I start with the base color of  the sky, a light blue acrylic 
paint, spread evenly on a small canvas, and slowly add the acrylic splotches of  
brighter colors, adding depth to the beautiful sunset that I saw that same evening in 
the lab. I continue to add the colors, and the emotions come through me. While I 
was obsessing over a minute detail gone wrong during my experiment earlier in the 
day, as the painting comes together and a brilliant sunset comes to life, looking at 
the bigger picture and beauty of  nature really put things in perspective. My mood 
instantly changes and I feel relaxed and motivated for another day. I gained this self  
understanding that once the painting is complete and the paint is dry, you will see the 
beautiful journey that was taken, slowly but surely built up through multiple layers.



FREI
For the refuges in Calais

Anna Aaryn Khen

The boy’s ribs, birds’ beaks
peeking through skin like a cage.
His eyes are hunger, lips are salt,
and the ocean his mother music
breathing with him in cadences quick
and punishing.

Nearly a century ago he separated
from his mother forever, ill-fated
by syllables drawn from fooled lips,
“ARBEIT MACHT FREI”
We sentence you to die.

Now he rides on a wooden dream,
filled with others like him, sailing to a land
he knows only through fiction.
The boy thinks of  Life of  Pi,
how he must survive, how the only tiger
on board is synonymous with ‘future.’
His parents reassure him
all storms have sympathy
under the everwatchful sky.

Nearly a century ago messages of  escape
bandaged Hope. They blossomed
like the tiny flowers which now blanket
rows and rows of  bulldozed barracks,
drinking in the land’s history, changing blood,
bones, and memory into grounded stars.

Now the ocean fingers the little boat,
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rocking it like a cradle, taunting.
The boy grabs onto glass dreams,
whispering, 
The ocean is kinder than people.

Nearly a century ago he threw
wet blankets over electric fences.
Barbed wire, twisting and turning,
like the cage he wears for ribs.
As he hurled himself  over the fence,
sirens cried like his brothers at night,
like the gasping ocean,
like the cold, distant sky.
Freiheit macht frei.
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PROFESSOR EINSTEIN’S LIVING PROOF

LIGHT
Yasmin Waring

“I can escape the feeling 
of  complicity in it only 
by speaking out.”

The professor arrives on time, sockless. 
The former a sign of  his polite upbringing. 
The latter, his lack of  pretense and high 
comfort quotient. His ankles bared as he
steps from the backseat of  a pea green
four-door Packard convertible. The touring
sedan a reluctant perk for the modest old
man. Wearing a shapeless sack coat with 
a Peter Pan collar and no lapels, his hair 
glowing translucent in the noonday sun
is neatly combed—to the disappointment
of  some anticipating wild locks that mimic
an electro-magnetic field. The professor
is ushered outside into a garden that may
have resembled Gethsemane, the Hall 
having overflowed capacity. Wearing the 
robes of  a gushing faculty member too 
happy to share his regalia with the most 
famous scientist in the world who has 
touched down on this small university to 
discuss more than the physical relativity 
problem. “My trip to this institution was in 
behalf  of  a worthwhile cause. There is a 
separation of  colored people from white 
people in the United States. That separation 
is not a disease of  colored people. It is a 
disease of  white people. I do not intend to 
be quiet about it.” There are children present.
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His eyes rest on a little girl with thick braids
and skin the color of  printen, a German
gingerbread. After, waiting her turn to 
shake the hand of  the man with the 
strange accent, he bends down close
to whisper in her ear. His white hair reminds 
her of  Moses from her Sunday school picture
books. “Don’t remember anything that is 
written down,” he says. She replies to his riddle,
 “I like my stories better too.” The professor is 
overcome with laughter. Eight years later, when 
Brown v. Board of  Education is unanimously 
decided, a year before his springtime death, 
he will remember the gingerbread girl, and 
the Emperor Robeson in their anti-lynching 
crusades, and the dismissal of  Du Bois’ false
indictment when he volunteered as a witness. 
For the last leg of  his Lincoln trip, the professor
is escorted to a small classroom. Nervous 
students wait, forming a narrow arc around 
an empty blackboard dusty with the remains 
of  proofs and quadratic equations. Taking a 
chalk stub from his pocket, he starts to write 
on the board. He stops. Dropping the chalk, 
he faces the room. An immutable law of  
physics apparent: darker colors absorb 
more light. His class is radiant. The professor
opens with a question, “Are there physically 
preferred states of  motion in nature?” Several 
hands shoot up simultaneously. He picks the 
gentleman with the bow tie in the first row, 
leaning forward to hear his response.
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CONTRIBUTOR’S NOTES

Sarah Gail Armstrong is an African American 
poet living in Los Angeles. She also makes zines and 
does performance art.

Katherine Barcsay is interested in the intersection 
between fear and beauty, pairing traditional images 
of  beauty in settings of  isolation or fear, witchcraft 
and a dark feminine power. She has a Masters in 
Film Studies from the University of  British Colum-
bia. She lives in Los Angeles. Find more of  her work 
is at barcsayphotography.com

Rosalie Barrientos is currently majoring in Pho-
tography as a senior at California State University 
of  Long Beach. She currently lives in San Pedro, 
and is an avid adventurer of  Los Angeles.

Winston Bribach is a Second Year Undergraduate 
English Major at UCLA from San Antonio, Texas. 
His interests in writing are fairly wide-ranging, but 
most specifically Fiction and Screenwriting. Also, as 
someone who’s watched a countless number of  films 
from 1930s through the 1950s, he considers himself  
an expert on Classic Hollywood. Lastly, Winston is 
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an avid fan of  American Soccer, and even finds time 
to write a blog about it: The American Sheriff.

A. Laura Brody has developed a group exhibit 
(Opulent Mobility) dealing with mobility, disability 
and accessibility. She has given a talk for the UCLA 
Disability Studies Program on this exhibit for Sara 
Wolf ’s Perspectives on Disability Studies course. 
Find more of  her work http://www.dreamsbyma-
chine.com.. She has a MFA in costume design at 
California Institute of  the Arts. She lives in Altade-
na.

Vera Burrows is from San Francisco, and she is 
a fourth year student. She majors in Comparative 
Literature and in English with a Concentration in 
Creative Writing. Her current interests include Latin 
American Studies, dictatorships of  Central Amer-
ica, magical realism, and anything that has to do 
with the X-Files, Star Wars, the Lord of  the Rings, 
or any other fantasy or sci-fi franchise that will make 
her forget she has exams to study for and papers to 
write... She’s also married. With children. 



Michael Cox is in his last year in the English De-
partment. As a transfer, he appreciates every oppor-
tunity that UCLA has offered. He looks forward to a 
future of  more publications in writing.

Andrea Hadjikyriacou always manages to catch 
the sunset from the windows in her lab at Boyer 
Hall. This is one of  the more beautiful sunsets she 
has seen and painted (it is a painting of  a photo she 
took), and every night the beauty of  the sunsets just 
inspires her with hope and motivation.

Helen Hoss, an elusive ex-rapper, writes poetry 
about her experiences as a female at UCLA. The 
memories of  her past life haunt her and excite her 
simultaneously, creating a nostalgic yet evocative 
effect in her poetry. She enjoys cats, nature, and 
picking at scabs.

Elizabeth Hsieh expresses her writings through 
careful piano melodies, when she’s not encountering 
near death experiences on various flat wall faces. 
She often spends too much time writing about exis-
tential crises and jamming on the keys, drawing her 
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inspirations from artists such as Dario Marionelli, 
Sufjan Stevens, and Big Scary. You can find more of  
her work at thedailyhsieh.tumblr.com.

Safwan Ibrahim is a Palestinian American student 
of  Comparative Literature at UCLA. Raised in the 
Mojave Desert, he considers himself  an impression-
ist poet, focusing on capturing the sense of  distance 
and isolation inspired by this region of  Southern 
California. His work has been published in the 
Westwind Journal of  the Arts at UCLA, as well as 
in translation into Arabic in the Oman publication 
“Nizwa Magazine.”

Max Kapur is Seattle: a quarter Indian and in love 
with coffee. He is currently an undergrad at USC 
studying jazz piano and Korean. You can reach him 
at mkapur@usc.edu.

Anna Aaryn Khen is a young poet from Los An-
geles. She has given poetry readings at the Hammer 
Museum and at the Newcastle Literary Salon in 
England. She is a proud mother of  two baby tur-
tles grandly named John Keats and Fanny Brawne. 
Read more of  her work at whitecoatpoet.blogspot.
com.



Cody Koester lives and works in Los Angeles. 
A UCLA graduate in English, he is the winner of  
an Academy of  American Poets prize and plans to 
pursue graduate research in poetry. He is concerned 
with time and the human condition, troubled by the 
sense that the days run away like wild horses over 
the hills.

Ariel Kusby is a recent graduate of  UCLA, where 
she studied Fine Art and Creative Writing. She is 
the founder of  Nothing New Publications, a lu-
nar-themed literary-arts zine. She is interested in 
the unique relationship between the female and the 
natural world. As both an artist and a practicing 
witch, she believes that the act of  creating art can be 
a powerful spell in itself. 

T.m. Lawson is a poet in Los Angeles. She has 
been published by Poets.org, Westwind. Find more 
of  her work at www.lawsonisawesome.com.

Ryan David Leack is an English Ph.D. student at 
UC Riverside, where he studies rhetoric, composi-
tion, and 20thcentury American poetry. He teaches 
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English at Cal Poly Pomona and has been published 
in journals such as Pif, RipRap, Contemporary 
World Literature, Strong Verse, and Word River, 
as well as in Pomona Valley Review, of  which he is 
now the Editor-in-Chief. He lives a quiet life with 
his wife and daughter in Pomona seeking Thoreau-
vian tranquility and harmony with words.

Dante Matero finds time to write in between 
episodes of  The Real Housewives of  New Jersey. 
He draws inspiration from celebrity culture and 
class politics. He co-founded a zine collective, whose 
archive can be found here:nothingnewpublications.
tumblr.com.

Christopher Mulrooney is the author of  toy 
balloons (Another New Calligraphy), alarm (Shirt 
Pocket Press), Rimbaud (Finishing Line Press), and 
supergrooviness (Lost Angelene).  His work has 
recently appeared in Bacopa, Carpathian Health 
Resort, Poetry Ireland Review, Cut-Thru Review, 
Dink Mag, San Diego Poetry Annual, Synecdoche, 
and San Francisco Peace and Hope.



Navid Saedi was raised in West Hills, CA, and 
most of  his writing comes from that place, in one 
way or another. He is happy to be attending UCLA 
and would like to thank his family and friends for 
being awesome. 

John Sanchez is a sociologist, musician, and writer 
who enjoys the spiciest of  foods. You can find John 
at the California Institute of  Abnormalarts, hanging 
out with clowns and performing with his psychedelic 
children’s rock group, A Horse A Spoon A Bucket. 
Their music can be purchased or streamed for free 
at their website, http://ahorseaspoonabucket.band-
camp.com.

Sharif  Shakhshir is a poet, fiction writer, and 
animation writer who makes sadness fun.  With a 
master’s degree from USC, he’s usually the most 
educated person fetching coffee on any Hollywood 
production.  He is shopping a show about two odd 
coupled foxes who need to trust in their friendship 
to survive the idiots of  their childhood.  His works 
appear in “The Anthology of  Writing that Risks,” 
“Unbroken,” and “Synesthesia”
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Vincent Tran is a 2nd year at UCLA and has been 
interested in poetry since he was 14. He began tak-
ing his passion for poetry more seriously a few years 
later. A couple of  his favorite poets are Billy Collins 
and Tao Lin. Recently, he has been drawing inspi-
ration from Trance and Techno music; a couple of  
his favorite producers include Porter Robinson and 
Zedd. For more of  his work: MywordsUrwords.
wordpress.com

Jake Triangli was born in Boston. Lived up and 
down the East Coast, and then up and down the 
West Coast, and currently in Los Angeles.  Runs 
rad restaurants.  Thrives in a habitat of  bars, punk 
rock shows, and a sprinkling of  burlesque perform-
ers. Throughout 2015, publications include Catch 
& Release, Boston Poetry Magazine, Indiana Voice 
Journal, and twelve other fine journals.

Gareth Walsh is a visual artist from the UK 
working at the intersections of  Art, Cinema, Tech-
nology and physical space. His artwork questions 
the boundaries of  perceived reality, and plays with 
the creative potential found in the manipulation and 



recombination of  its parts. His work ranges from 
small photographic prints and video projections, to 
whole room and building sized interventions. Walsh 
is an adjunct Professor at the University of  Califor-
nia Los Angeles.

Connor Warnick is a second year English major 
from Brooklyn who’s planning to switch into the 
Design/Media Arts major. He loves Young Thug, 
Travi$ Scott, horror movies, basketball, clothes, and 
Winona Ryder. He does it for you slime!

Yasmin Waring is a former Angeleno, now living 
and writing in Dallas, Texas. This poem is dedicated 
to her father, Joseph Henry Waring, a mathemati-
cian. 
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