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A SONG I BY LUKE BENTLEY 
Leave a Comment/ 2019 Publication 

At Hendri cks park, natm e abounds 
The park i s full of si gh ts and sounds! 
Radiant and purple flowers 
I could stay and si t for hours! 

Oh. beauti ful natu re 
What a com for t you are! 
Oh. beauti ful nature 
I love your sun and stars! 

Spring Boulevard a pretty sight! 
A gorgeous trai l for walk or bike 
In the Fal l the p lan ts abound 
In red and yellow. o range and brown! 

Oh, beauti ful nature 
V./hat a comfo rt you are! 
Oh. beauti fu l nature 
I love your sun and sta rs! 

At del ta ponds I ri de my bike 
And crane my neck to v iew the sights! 
I love to view the sun that sinks 
Into a background of purple and pink! 
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BEACH HAIKU I BY KESLAR SIMPSON 
Leave a Comment/ 2019 Publication 

---

The sand on my toes 

I feel something close to me 

Darn , it's a crab, ouch. 
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BEES I BY KIWI WHITE 
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I 
I 

\ 

I envy the busy bee 

No one questions you 

Watching you buzz from flower to flower 

We acknowledge your business is true 

However, I'm not a bee 

I'm a high school student 

Who is being u n raveled by life and study 

Like a str ing from a spool 

\ 

Not like the bee. regard less ofmy business 

Those uninvo lved te ll me how 

' 

Without the slightest hint of honey in their voices 

I've got it easy now 
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DESERT'S HEART I BY RAIN HOFFMEISTER 
Leave a Comment/ 2019 Publication 

1 breathe in th e dark, desolate, night air, 

Stars refl ect th emselves off my eyes, 

As my warmth melts into everything. 

Distant howls rupture the qui et, 

Th e quiet that l ives in th e brush and t rees, 

\Vith the mou ntains smi ling behind. 

1 think of you as J look at th ose stars. 

The ones you - mil es away - can still see. 

I want to stay here separate from you. 

Lay my head on the co ld. soft ground. 

I-lug thi s world and try to never let go. 
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EVERY SINGLE WAY I BY RAIN H OFFMEISTER 

When it's quiet, I climb through my bedroom window out into the early October night. I hold a bottle of my dad's dark brown beer in one hand wh ile pull ing 
myself onto the roof. I wobble from one foot to the other and sit down. I begin taking small, t imid sips of the beer trying to drink it like the 16-yea r-old adu lt I 
have become. But I never li ked the taste of beer, even now, and I throw the bottle into my neighbor's yard when there's st il l a couple of ounces left. The bitter 
liqu id warms me as it settles in, the night around me becomes slightly blurry, and I lay my head back. I lay here thinking about her, the day she left, and I 
wonder how everyth ing wou ld have been if she were still here. I can st ill smell her perfume as she hugged me goodbye, before sli ding through the front door 
draggingthatbrightredsu itcasebeh indher.Ipicturehersmileyfaceandclosemyeyes. 

Rays of sunlight peak over my neighbor's house and I open my eyes to find myself stil l on the roof. My feet dang le off the edge, and I look into my neighbor's 
yard at her small rat- like dog that is showing quite an interest in the last of the beer I threw. I watch the small beast for a few seconds before I'm interrupted by 
my li tt le sister, Taya, ca lling for me from inside the house. Inside, I hear Taya beg inning to pan ic as she looks for a letter she wrote to mom. She yell s to me, 
"Ryli e, where's the letter with the drawing? I need it." I qu ickly search my drawers - th rough all the letters Taya has sent - and find the most recent one. I grab it 
andrundownsta irs."Taya,Ifound it,"Isay. 

She runs to me sm iling as her backpack swings from side to side. "Thanks," she says, quickly grabbing hold of it to make a f ina l drawing on the envelope 
before we send it. She hands it back to me, "Okay you can send it now, please," she says. 

"Alright. I will ," I say, "And Taya, we leave in 20 minutes for school." Her brown cur ls of ha ir dance around her face and she looks up at me with her clear green 
eyesandaskswherebreakfast is.Iquicklysetouthercerea l andheadupsta irstocheckondad 

It was April, almost 7 months ago, when my dad came home early from work. He was holding doughnuts and Thai food, hoping that they wou ld somehow fix 
the conversation he was about to have with us. The conversation where he'd tell us how he had gone to the doctor that day, how they had found cancer in one 
lung, and how it had already spread to his lymph nodes. He would then try to reassure us that he wou ldn't go down without a fight, that he'd beat this th ing 
But I looked it up. There is a 53% percent surviva l rate with Stage II Non-Small Cell Lung Cancer patients. 

He's lying in his bed near the window curled up read ing a book when I wa lk upsta irs. He sm iles when he sees me. His fra il frame looks thinner, and dark 
raccoon rings lie around his eyes. He tilts his bald head up at me. "Hey, Kit Kat," he says - his nickname for me since my 5th birthday when I choked wh ile 
shovingKitKats inmymouth 

"Hey, Dad, how'reyoufeeling?" 

''l'mstartingtofeelbetter,"hesays,eventhough i knowhe's lying. 

Ihughim."Tayaandigottagotoschool. Thenursewillbeheresoonthough. Loveyou." 

"Loveyoutoo,"hesays,and i wa lkbackdownstairs. 

I ca ll to Taya and we get into my red Subaru, Ruby the Subi, which my friends ca ll The Lawnmower. She drives awkwardly, like she's underwater; the 
speedometer still not working and I wonder if I'm going 30 or 45 miles per hour as I drive us to the elementary school a few minutes away. 

It's 1 0 minutes before Taya's 4th grade class starts and I hug her goodbye, smell ing the coconut conditioner in her hai r. She jumps out of the car. "Love you," I 
say, as she walks up to school. She looks back at me and around at kids nearby, embarrassed by what I sa id, and I laugh to myself th inking of how I've tru ly 
takenonmymother'srole. 

There are 30 minutes until my classes start, and I sit in the pa rking lot at my High School wr it ing back to Taya. The letter is short but I know it will be enough 
forTaya. 

Taya, 

I a1n so, so glad tha.tyou a.re doing so well in school. I a.m so proud ofyou for winning the a.rt contest for your grade, that's so a111azing. I loved the 
drawing you sent in your last Jetter to me. You are becoming such a great artist. I hope to be able to come back a.nd visit soon. I miss you so much. 
And don't Hlony too much ahoutyourdad. He is ve1y strong. He'll be okay. I love you so much, sweetie. 

Love, 

Mom 

I hold Taya's most recent letter to mom, the drawing she made is fo lded twice to make sure it'd fit in the small envelope. I pause and think about writing my 
mom another ema il trying to explain how much I need her to come home, but I th ink better of it. I know she wil l respond the same she always does: "I wil l so 
soon. I'm just finding myse lf here in Paris right now." There's always more to her ema ils about how she loves us, but I can usua lly never get past that first li ne. I 
putthe letterforTaya inanenvelopeandheadtomyclasses. 

In the midd le of my Pre Ca le class, I get a phone ca ll. It's my dad's nurse. I answer in class and then leave. He's in the hospita l aga in. 

I put Ruby in reverse and qu ickly back up. The car lurches sli ghtly, and my back bumper comes into mild contact with the car parked beh ind me. I th ink about 
how nice it wou ld be to leave a note on that car as I drive to Taya's elementary school. Driving to pick up Taya and then to the hospita l is too fam iliar. Once in 
the car, Taya sits quiet ly, drawing, she doesn't cry anymore, and I th ink about how much stronger she is than me. 

The nurse at the hospita l te lls me she called my mom a few days ago when he started to get worse. I laugh out loud. The poor nurse doesn't understand that 
my mom wou ld never show up. But my laugh dies when I look outside my dad's hospital room. That bright red su itcase is sitting there looking like it f ina lly 
came back home. I choke on my breath in disbelief and look up. My mom stands there the same as two years ago. 'Hey," she says, and I can tell she th inks 
that's enough. 

And itjustm ightbe. 
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I FORGOT HER COMPLETELY I BY PHOENIX BASTIDA-LLAMAS 
Leave a Comment/ 2019 Publication 

When I was f ive yea rs old I got married to Penelope Jones. She was the prettiest gir l in my kindergarten class and after the ceremony we ate snack together. 

Six days later, Penelope Jones got pu lled out of school. On Wednesday she was sitting next to me during group t ime, and on Th ursday; Laurel Bu rke was biting 
her str ing cheese in my ea, I remember asking Mrs. Adbu rry about it, she to ld me I wasn't big enough to understand, but that Penelope Jones' parents had to 
go somewhere and she went with them. As I got older, my memori es of Penelope began to fade, she seemed to just slip away into a corner of my mind. I 
wou ld th ink about her from time to t ime, but eventua lly I forgot her comp lete ly. 

So I entered my sen ior year of high school, Penelope Jones and worry free. That was, until I saw the news on October fourteenth. A girl had been found in a 
tra iler right on the edge of town, she was skinny, traumatized, and had just given birth to a child. However there was no sign of a child in that tra ile, For 
pr ivacy reasons they wou ldn't release her name until she had settled back in with her fam ily, so the whole town wa ited, sitt ing by their T.V.'s. Mostly because 
they had noth ing better to do. On October twenty-first, I had a physics test. I didn't go. Instead, I sat at home, the T.V. turned on to the news channel. Hoping 
to get a glimpse of the girl from the tra ile, 

On October twenty-first, Penelope Jones' name flashed across my T.V. screen. I saw a ski nny girl, with brown cu rls down to her wa ist, stand ing in front a big 
blue house. Her eyes were darting around nervously, and she was gripping t ightly onto her mother's hand. Every memory I had of her came f lood ing back like 
I had turned away from the ocean for too long and it was fi nally getting it's revenge. I cou ldn't beli eve that Penelope Jones, my Penelope Jones had been 
locked away in a trailer for twelve years. What had she done all that time alone? How had she gotten there? Why hadn't she come back earlier? 

On November second, I got pu lled out of class by our principa l. She sat me down in her office to te ll me that my Penelope Jones was asking to see me, and I 
was the on ly person she remembe red in the entire city besides her fam ily. At first I didn't understand. If she wanted to see me so bad ly why would she leave? I 
sat in the office confused for what seemed li ke forevec Until I rea lized; Penelope Jones didn't leave, she was taken. 

An hour late r I was knocking on the front door Penelope Jones' big blue house, my hands were shaking, I was in uncharted territory. When her mother opened 
the door she gave me a hug. Not the kind of hugs my mother gives, that make you fee l safe and loved. The kind of hug where they drape off of you, almost 
forcing you to hold them up. When she fina lly let me go I fe lt re lieved, I barely knew this woman. She led me into the living room, and gestured fo r me to sit on 
the sofa, it was large, made of leather and very uncomfortable; she instructed me to wait. So that's what I did. I wa ited for two whole minutes, with sweaty 
pa lms and cold fingertips. Until my Penelope Jones walked through the door. 

Th e moment I looked at her I was five yea rs old aga in. Li ke Penelope had fin ished all of her crackers, and I was about to offer her my last one. Except this 
wasn't my Penelope Jones. This girl wasn't five years old, she was seventeen, and she was an empty shell of a girl. But when I looked at her, like rea lly looked at 
her; past all the memories, and the shared snacks, I saw that five year old girl, more terri fied than I had seen anyone before. 

Penelope Jones sat down next to me, I wanted to move away bad ly, but I didn't. She grabbed my wrist and looked up at me, a sm il e began to spread across her 
face. Then she asked me if we we re still married, or if I'd moved on. I to ld her yes, we we re, because she hadn't been around to te ll me otherwise. Her mother 
made a sharp move in my direction, almost ready to scold me. But Penelope Jones just smi led, tucked her hair behind her ea r and look at her knees. As I 
sta red at her I noticed her ears were pie rced. They hadn't been pierced when we were in kindergarten, and I wondered aloud when she had gotten them 
done. She to ld me he had done it in the t rail er when she was thirteen, in order to make her look more grown up. Then I as ked her if it made her feel more 

grown up. Sh e sa id no, it only mattered if sh e looked grown up t o him. 

My Penelope Jones, had been t reated like a grown up in that trailer. I was smart enough to know what that meant. I remembered what the news had said 

about the girl just giving birth to a child. I wondered where that child was, but I didn't dare ask. My Penelope Jones had a child. A child who was off somewhere 
with th e man who t reated a little gir l l ike a grown up. 

Penelope Jones and I spent the next months together. I hel ped her feel more comfortable out in the world, and she helped me hold onto my last litt le bi t of 
childhood. As t ime went on, my memories of Penelope Jones' chil d began to fade, it j ust seemed to slip away into a corn er of my mind. I would th ink about it 

from time to ti me, but eventua lly I fo rgot about it co mpletely. 
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INTERVIEW WITH DIANA ARTERIAN I BY SARAH ANDREWS 

Diana Arterian is a working author and poet who was gracious enough to appear at Lane Community College for a poetry reading. Beyond writing, 
Arterian serves as poetry editor at Noemi Press and is a PhD candidate in literature and creative writing at the University of Southern Cal ifornia . In 
her interview, Arterian provides insight into what utilizing a creative degree looks like in modern society. 

WHAT DOES LITERARY SUCCESS LOOK LIKE TO 
YOU? 

WHAT, ACCORDING TO YOU, MAKES POETRY 
SPECIAL AS A GENRE? 

WHAT IS YOUR TAKE ON THE IMPORTANCE OF A 
GOOD COVER AND TITLE? 
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IS PLUTO A PLANET? I BY KAT KAUFFMANN 

Hey. I'm Eris. No, not the goddess of discord and strife- although a knowledge of Greek mythology is always appreciated . No, I'm the Eris that was called the 
tenth planet back when I was discovered in 2005 by the astronomer, Mike Brown. But then you pu lled the rug out from under me and decided to actua lly 
define the term planet officially for the first time. By 2006 I'm just a "dwarf," "Plutoid," or "trans-Neptun ian object." So what is a planet? At one point in history, 
the sun was considered a planet. The Greeks named seven planets: Mercury, Venus, Mars, Jupiter, Saturn, the sun, and the moon. Eventually the Earth became 
a planet that orbits the sun, and the moon was understood to orbit the Earth. Now the assoc iate director of !AU (the International Astronomica l Union) Gareth 
Williams and astronomers like Mike Brown might argue that celestia l bodies such as myself and Pluto aren't planets, but I actually agree with scientists Kirby 
Runyon and Alan Stern who say not on ly are we planets, but that you earthers are missing out on about one hundred more awesome celestial bod ies by 
denyingthemplanethood.Whatl'msaying isthatPlutoisaplanetand l amtoo. 

In fact, when I was fi rst discovered I was initially called the tenth planet of the sola r system- but certain scientists said that was inaccurate. You see, back when 
Pluto was discovered in 1930, there really wasn't a working defin it ion of the term planet. It was basically assumed you wou ld recognize one if you saw it. So 
then here I come along and I'm 27% more massive than Pluto. I'm the ninth most massive object di rectly orbit ing you r sun. Obviously I'm a planet, right? 
Astrophysicist Ethan Siegel says no. Accord ing to Siegel, "The simp le fact is that Pluto was misclassified when it was fi rst discovered: it was never on the same 

foot ing as the other eight worlds ... " ("We lcome Back, Pluto?" Wall, space.com) He argues that since Pluto hasn't 'c leared its neighborhood' of other orbiting 

bodies itdoesn'tgettocountasap lanet.Butbythatcriteria, Earthactua llywasn'taplanetforthefirstS00mil lionyea rsorsoof itsexistencebecauseitsorbit 

included a swa rm of debris. (Stern, Grinspoon, "Welcome Back Pluto") Further, if Earth were to be moved out past Pluto near the asteroid belt it's too sma ll to 

clearitsneighborhoodouttheretoo.Therefore, bythecurrentdefin it ion it wou ldceasetobeaplanet.Also, Earth,Mars, Jupitera nd Neptune share thei r 
orbitswithasteroidsevennow,sobythecurrentdefinitiontheyaren'tplanetseither. 

ScientistKirbyRunyonhasproposedageophysica ldefin it ionofplanethoodthatboil sdowntoaspheroid"sub-stel larmassbodythathasnever undergone 

nuclea r fus ion"(Azumbuja,ScientistsFight). Basica lly itneedstobe rough lyround inshapeand isn'tstar.Thisd iffersfromthe IAU'sdefin it ionbecause it 

doesn'trelyonwhatmayor maynotbeorbitingnearby, it's justfocusedonwhattheactualobject is inandof itself.Criticsofth isdefinitionarguethatth is 

wou ld create too many planets, possibly even including ou r own moon and several of the moons orbit ing gas giants like Jupiter and Saturn. Wh ile it's true that 
numberwouldsitaround 110total planets(sofa r!),aerospaceengineer andplanetaryscientistAlanSternsaysit'sa llforthebette r. Heth inksthemoreplanets 

invite greater inspiration of cu riosity and more opportun ity for exploration and study. In fact. a common question he is asked is, "Why would we go study 
places likePlutoif it'snotaplanet?" It'sclearthe impactofbestowingthetitleof"planet"toacelestialobjecthasonhuman interest inthat object.Wh ile it 
mightbehardtomemorizea ll ofthose110planets,there isactuallyverylittlereasontosowiththeinternetsoeasi lyaccessib leandappssoread ilyava ilab le 
onsmartphones, likestarchartsandspaceencycloped ias. There isno rea l reasonto lim itthenumberof'trueplanets'toeight. 

Then there is the cu ltura l nostalgia for Pluto. Astronomer Mike Brown posted on Twitter (where he goes by @p lutokill er) that, "Nosta lgia for Pluto is rea lly not a 
verygoodplanetargument,butthat'sbasicallyall there is." I say he'swrong,thatthe sentimentali tyforPlutoisan excellentreasontokeep itaplanet andthe 
weight the term carr ies is a very important reason to do so. The term planet gives a re levancy to a celestia l body that it few other words do. It insp ires cur iosity 

and intrigue. People want to know what that planet is like, what is its composit ion? How long is it's orb it? What are it's moons like? Does it have seasons? Lots 

of peop le know that it likely rains diamonds on Neptune and Uranus. Many also know that Pluto may be up to one th ird water or that it has five moons and is 
sometimes considered a 'binary planet' because one of its moons, Charon, is almost as massive as Pluto itself. But perhaps you didn't know that I, Eri s, actua lly 

orbit closer to the sun that Pluto at certa in t imes and that al l of the objects in the Asteroid Belt together are rough ly equ iva lent in volume to me ... Or maybe 
you've never even heard of me because I'm not considered a planet! Accord ing to astronomer and histori an Owen Gingerich, "Planet is a cu ltura lly defined 

word that has changed its meaning over and over again ." ("Planet-or-Not Debate," Drake, Nationa lGeograph ic.com) But wh il e the mean ing may have changed, 
theweightthetermcarrieshasnot.5owhilePlutowasonlyaplanetfor75years,thenosta lgiathatPlanet Plutocarriesisrelevantandkeeps itcurrent inthe 
hearts and m inds of adu lts who remember the wonder and cur iosity the li ttle frozen wor ld inspired, cast so far from your sun. 

Therefo re I say that Pluto and I are planets. The te rm planet carries psychologica l weight, which may cause the study of the solar system and beyond to be 
limited by what soc iety thinks isn't important. The current defin it ion was on ly voted on by a small number of professiona ls involved in astro sciences and has 

contlnuouslybeenhotlydebatedsincethe IAUdemotedPluto in 2006.Bythecurrentdefinit ion,wh ich includesthecriter iaofclea ringyournelghborhood 
aroundyourorbit,several 'trueplanets'techn ica llyaren'torwou ldn'tbeunderslightlyd ifferentcircumstances. Plutocarriescu ltura l significancethatshou ldn't 

be dism issed, even as understanding in planetary science is always growing and adapting. Fu rther, whi le some may say it's important to keep the number of 

planets down to something manageab le like eight, it is an arbitrary number and excludes many important and interesting celestial bod ies. There is no good 

reason to limit the number of planets, and 110 reasons to expand the idea of what a planet cou ld be and in spire curiosity and imagination. Really, can't we all 

just get along? I know that's iron ic coming from the planet named after the goddess of discord and strife, but there are some th ings we shou ld ag ree on. For 
example,"Erisisthetenthplanet!" There,wasn'tthateasy? 
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KISSING BEE I BY TALIHA OHMAN 
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When you kiss my l ips 

I t tastes so sweet, l ike honey 

But sti ngs l i ke a bee 

- Previous Post 

Leave a Comment 
Your email address w ill not be published. Required fields are m arked * 

Type here .. 

Name* Email* 

Spot light Interviews 

D Save my name, email, and website in this browser for the next time I comment. 

0 Not ify me of fol low-up comments by email. 

0 Notify me of new posts by email. 

ihif Hl!:Hiii 

Contact Us • 

Next Post -

Website 

4000 East 30th Ave., Eugene, Oregon 97405 USA I Center Building Room #024 I Phone: (541) 463-5897 I Email: denali@lanecc.edu 

Copyright© 2024 Denali Arts & Literature Publication. All Rights Reserved. 



Home Submit Work Publications v Spotlight Interviews Contact Us • Q. 

MANATEE I BY KATE BECKER I HAND-BUILT CERAMICS 
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MONAD: A RELI QUARY I BY LEONARD F ZEOLI I STEEL AND PADAUK WOO D 
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MY THREE I BY SARAH ANDREWS I PHOTOGRAPHY 
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N EWS CYCLE I BY M IETTE POWELL 

How did we become numb to th is? 

Checking the news cloesn 't scare u s anymore 

1 dead, 2 dead, 3 dead, 4. 

That's someone's child. 

Now that I think about it, saying that won't help 

We forget about dead kids, too 

Stoneman, Sandy Hook, Red Lake, 

Parkland, West Nickel, Columbine. 

Th ey plaster the names of the shooters a ll over the place, 

Butwhere arethevictims? 

Nameless, faceless, numbers in a body count 

Like they're playin g a video game, who has the hi gh score? 

We used to be shocked, now it's just 

Oh look. It happened aga in 

V..' ho's next? Who knows. 

Our airports are more secure than our future. 

Back to school shootings, bulle tproof backpacks. 

We're playin g roulette with the next generation. 
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PANIC I BYJURYS.JUDGE 
Leave a Comment/ 2019 Publication 

Growing stack ofunpayable bi l ls. 

But stil l afford more sedative pills, 

A self-assured wrong-way car, 

Careens from the local bar. 

An artery-clogged heart skips a beat, 

On ly a sli ce of delicate meat, 

Instinctual desires feed. 

Stalked by a desperate need. 

The old l ion's bl ind carnivore eyes, 

Du ll canines sunk in to zebra thighs, 

Burgeon moment of crisis, 

Synthetic market prices, 

Future disaster ever pending, 

Swift hands irresponsible lending, 

Unneeded abil i ty, 

Downward is mobility, 

Executives feel no need to think, 

Into sadness the laborers sink, 

Assured it is a mere dream, 

Hand over a muffled scream, 

Neighbors should have heard the shri l l b lood cri es, 

How and time of ni ght th e victim dies, 

Homicide detectives ask. 

Given their new gru esome task, 

Burden on a convict's furrowed brow, 

Verd ict of dying judgement is now. 
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SOClALANXlLTY: A BULLY lN MY llLAD 

I BY GABRIELLA TELAROLI 
l ier fin ~cnmils urc :,e ll ow and ,1·orn shor t from pickin~ und bitini< 

She"sscratching 

Scrntchin~ 

She·~ breathing far too rapidly 

Squirming all around 

-Olw.y I won·t: I to:.-Jl her. falling into her grasp 

She leans in. her sharp white fangs gri nningeruelly 

"Cow;,n l."Shehiss,·sin my ,•;,.r. ,.n,] I lwlit·n ·lw1 

Guilt S\l'ctllows me. r m suddenl_v bre c1thimi fast just like her 

·so ... I should go?· I guess 

Myl>o<.l) sl,arLs lo~lrn k,· 

rm ~ared of her. e1·e11 t lloui;(h I thought she only 11·,mted to keep me sctfo 

"No: She growls. stc1rling me. her voice lwrslz like 1·e11om 

They 011 1) im iTt'd yuu \,e,:;,uM, ll wy fetcl SUfl) for.\ "" 

"Tlwy ar en·t reall_vyour 'friends .. 

Th;, won l,~linglik,· cold. j,ogg(ctl 11 wl;ol lo ir ,y lw,ut 

I go. Idiot. idiot idiot 

I do r,"t go. Cmrnrrl. ,·o"'"nr ,·mwnl 

'J"/wrn,/_1 p t:i:WI! .,/w .,,i r,/S l r, p ivln:l is IWl'.,eff 
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SPACE KITTIES I BY HAILEY FISHER I ACRYLIC PAINTING 
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TEAPOT I BY KEN DINET I WHEEL-THROWN CERAMICS 
3 Comments/ 2019 Publication 
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FEBRUARY 23, 2021 AT 12:46AM 

Hey that's my work funny th ings you find when you goog le. 

* Like 

FEBRUARY 23, 2021 AT 6:30 PM 

Gorgeous work! 

* Like 

APRIL 20, 2021 AT 1 :26 AM 

Work was not bad. But what is the using process of th is pot? 

* Like 
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THE BALLAD OF THE STARLET I BY WILL RAGSDALE 

The drummer drums his numbing thumbs. 
and the harpist's knuckl es crack 
The lu tistplays through painfu l daze, 
hi s hancls gon e rawandblack 

Eachnote he breeds,h is fingers bleed: 

"We are but humble troubadours, 

;;Jn summ er sil ks andwi nterwools. 
we make ourmusicloud! 

"So nowwe clance andnowwesing. 

"I have no noble birth nor blood, 
no·· ches to my name, 
and to you r court, in poverty, 
r)m r!·gnla1 ' ; I came." 

"Still though I am but seventeen , 
I haveanangel'svo·ce. 

"A ma·cten f ·r \\r°th aven ha"., 
and smooth, soft olive skin, 

andonceyou've watched yourbrothers die. 
l'llta keyoutomy bed." 

"Ratherit's th e tenclerfles h 

So th ey played and so they died 
andthesta rletwatchecl in fear, 
she feltthe king's hancls onher skin 
anddreadedwhatwas nea1 

T\vas thenhe tookhermaidenhood, 
maki ng her his harlot, 
andas he cliclhe held her down. 
saying "S ing, mylittlestarlet." 
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THE DRIFTER I BY AMANDA MANIS I SCREEN PRINT 
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THE MANY FACES OF LAX MAGNON I BY LAX MAGNON 
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THE RIGHT TO MEAT I BY AIDAN CLARK 

I woke with a quick jolt, there was ratt lin g at my door. Someone was trying to get in. My clock sa id it was 3:50 am. I slowly crawl out of bed while lifting the 

blanket off of myse lf, to make su re not to make too much noise. When I get to the door, my door knob was st ill moving. I prepare to open it, swing the door 
open to surpri se whoever is on the other side. I count in my head, one, two, three .. and flung it open as fast as possible. My heart settled back down to the 
midd le of my chest when I saw who it was, my litt le brothe, 

"Brendanwhatareyoudoing?" 

"I looked at what t ime sunrise is, and it's at 6:50. It will take one hour and nineteen minutes to get to the spot. Wh ich puts us at leaving the house at around 
5:30, and ! just figured it be best if we got there before sunrise. So I was go ing to wa ke you up now so we have plenty of t ime to get everything together." He 
looked up at me with a slight sm il e, and a mall glimmer in his eye. I cou ld te ll his skin was crawling with excitement. 

"Ok, then let's get going. Go get all your stuff togethec" He shot off to his room to go get all his clothes on. I remember the first t ime I got to go out hunting, 
it 's a who le new fee li ng you can't explain. I was equally excited for him, I don't get to do much with my brother, let alone th ings we both get excited foe I'd been 
hunting for years, and he'd always excited for me to come home with a deer or elk. He looked at me each time as someone with a superpowe r, or as if I'd just 

found5poundsofgold.Iknewthatonedaylwouldtakehim,andtodaywasthatday. 

We got all our stuff together, and started ro ll ing out of the driveway. He was sitting there, all content, trying all he cou ld not to shake with exc itement. It didn't 
take longuntilhedec idedtoopenhismouthandaskmeatri lli onquestions. 

"How many pounds is an elk? How many wi ll we see? Do you th ink I'll hit 'em?" Will it be hard to get the elk out of the forest?" The questions kept on coming, 
and I answered every single one. Sure it was quite annoying, but I knew it'd make him more ca lm when the time came. He'd fee l like he had al l the answers. 

We fina lly arrived to the spot I had researched and knew there was elk. There's a large clear cut we wou ld have to hike in to. We got our camo on, grabbed our 
guns, and began the quarter mile hike. Even though my brother ran his mouth like a motor in the car, he was dead si lent on the wa lk. I cou ldn't even hear the 
gravel crumbling under his feet. About a week ago he was out in our driveway practicing, wa lking without making any noise. I had to ld him that elk wou ld run 
at the sound of something as simple as a leaf hitting the forest floor. Once we got to the clear-cut we spotted a high point we cou ld watch over from; we 
wa lked the timber edge and made sure to keep an eye out. The sun was barely out, enough to turn the sky to gold. A few seconds in to our walk, I saw a 
movement com ing from about 200 yards away. I to ld Brendan not to move; he stiffened up li ke a board and sta rted to look around. 

"Drop down to your stomach," I to ld him in the lightest voice I cou ld, I'm not even sure he heard me, but he fo llowed me as I began to lay down. We took out 
our binocu lars and looked over to where I saw the an ima l. Sure enough there was a small herd of elk, on ly about 7 tota l, with one large five by six bull. 
Brendan lookedatthemthroughhispocketsizedspottingscope;lknewhehadseenthembecausehishandstartedtoshake. 

"Do you see them?" 

"Yeah,there isahugebu ll !" 

"Shhhhhyougottabequiet.Isthatthe oneyouwant?" 

"Yes," I handedh im the rifle,andhesetthestock inhisshou lder;restedh ischeek,and lookeddownthescopewithoneeye. 

"Youhave himinthescope?' 

"Yeah," 

"Alright, put the cross hairs right at his shou lder, and slowly pull the trigger;" I saw him sta rt to settle in and get set in his shot. I prepared for him to shoot and I 

just lookedattheelk,s lowlyg razingthroughtheopen,withthesung lowingoffofhisbarkco lored fu , About30secondspassedandhehadn'tshotyet. I 
lookedover ath im andhe lookedatme,thenstaredattheground. 

"Why not?" 

"Stop, and just shoot ." he looked at me, I wasn't sure if he was disappo inted, or if he was going to cry; I think a li tt le of both . I was about to tel l him to hurry 
before the elk were gone. Then I rea lized someth ing, that it wasn't my choice to make th is choice for him. Part of be ing a human is choosing what you eat. It 
was my decision to eat meat, and I felt the responsib il ity for gathering and killing an animal for that meat. So I to ld him, 

"Youchoosetoeatmeatright?" 

"Yeah ... " Herespondedwh ile lookingatmeshyly 

"Sodoyouthinkit'syourresponsibility tokil l thean ima l youeat?" 

"Yeahldo,Ijustdon'tknowhow." 

"Well you need to make a decision, whethe r you wil l eat meat, and be responsible for that decision. Or to not eat meat, and not have to fo llow through with all 
parts ittakestoget it." He lookeddownattheclearcut,watch ingtheelk.Theelkhadnotmoved,lbelieve ironica lly. Brendangotstable intohisshot aga in 
and said he was go ing to shoot. I watched down my binocu lars, and next hea rd the large boom of the gun going off next to me. The heard all together ran , 

exceptthebu ll hehadshot. Itlaidthere,andBrendanjustobserved itdownh isscope.Wesatthereforfiveminiatu resorso, I fi nallyspoke. 

"Doyouthinkyoumaketherightcho ice?" 

"Yes, I do." He responded. Then sm iled up at me, with a true smi le. We wa lked together back to the truck to cal l our dad so he cou ld come out and pack the elk 

He invited five of his coworkers/close friends who brought quads and gear to help out. We all got to work disassembling the elk to bring back to the trucks. 
Everyone was congratu lating Brendan, patting him on the back. He was smi ling like I'd never seen before, he knew that he had made the right dec ision. 
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THE SUDDEN GRADUAL CHANGE I BY ALEX RAUSCHER 
Leave a Comment/ 2019 Publication 

The end of childhood came gradually, or was it very fast? 

Thinking about it, my responsibil ities slo\vly gre\v, 

and even though I knew it wouldn't last, 

before I realized I was walking I flew. 

My childish beliefs, fears, and grudges vanished from my present mind. 

suddenly existing only within memories that evoke nostalgia and regret. 

Thoughts ofrealism replaced those of the ideal kind, 

even those I am loath to fo rget. 

Although I sadly relinqui shed these thoughts and desires, 

I am who I was, refin ed through a forge, not purged through fires. 
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He thought he thought so hard he lost who he was 

He though t so hard life was not life he though t 

And thought when he should have just lived 
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THREE QUESTIONS ABOUT BIRDS I BY JURY S. JUDGE 
Leave a Comment/ 2019 Publication 

_ _,,,----------... ____,_ 
~- j 

Do the birds sing their sorrows 

as s\veetly as they sing their joys? 

Do birds find the miracle of their fli ght, 

as ordinary as we find our own footsteps? 

Do birds appreciate their feathered beauty, 

as people feel vulnerable in their skin? 
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VEROAMORE I BY FREDERI QUE CHATEAU I OIL PAINTING 
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Given a voice but no use fo r it 
Weare silenced by those who hear butwon·t listen 
We are silenced with hands over our screaming mouths 
Silenced by the laughter echoing in our minds 
And after. we are silenced with fear 
Si lenced by their reputation, silenced by their mothers cri es 
Si lenced by paperwork and answering the question 
~well, what were you wearing?" 
So take my voice away. I have no use for it 
Because saying something is the same as saying 
Nothing at all 
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WHEN THE BATTLE'S LOST AND WON I BY CASEY DARMODY 

"The shoggoths are doin g well," Damas says, with a tint of wea rin ess approp riate for the end of a sh ift. "One has an infection." It's freez ing, as always. 

Surround ing him are clean snowy wastes punctuated on ly by the subtle curves of snow-dunes, the lakes of liqu id crysta l he's here to mine, and of course the 
nearby shoggoth node that towers ove r it all li ke a skyscraper. Wind ing and branch ing umbilica l cord- like Nutrient Li nes rad iate from it to every shoggoth in a 
10km area, those amorphous and mutated workhorses of the Sarkic Ecumene. 

His supervisor kn its his brow, and raises his voice to spea k over the qu ickly rising wind from the east. "Get that taken care of tomorrow. I don't want any more 

complaints from the Pyramid." 

"Ne ither do I," he says in a ra ised, but apologetic voice. His mind beg ins to wander to his fam ily, but is brusque ly gu ided back to purpose by a subconscious 
emanation from the west. 

Meanwhile, someth in g phases into space, far above the worker and the supervisor so as to be unseen and unknown. Air; light, and thought bend around her, 
and she perceives without vision . The two Damu wa lk away from each other: small, da rk figures aga inst the all -encompassing white. She turns her immaterial 
eye,andprojects herperceptiontothefarfuture 

The Pyramid is under siege. Flocks swa rm in patterns and mili ta ry formations, circ ling the geometric density of weathered crystalline stone. Thin pu lses of a 

pure, wh ite light beat aga inst the structu re, wh ich every so often are returned with colorfu l, sonorous blasts from the ca r-s ized Neph ilium lase r barrels bored 
into the material. 

Damosandh issupervisora rebothhere,a lthoughtheywon't last long,especiallynotafterthes idetheypicked. They'rehorrifiedattheenemy.Iron ic, 
considering their own states. Two of thousands, wa rped and twisted, each plugged into the toweri ng mushroom-like shoggoth nodes. 

Knuckles pa le on the remote controls of the Nephilium laser, the sensat ion of its warm heartbeat a comforting connect ion to the Biosystem, he braces himself 
aga insttheco ldg lassycrysta l ofthePyramid,eyesandnosesubjecttosting ingnumbnessfromdaysof intenseblizza rd. Ineveryd irection,thestreamlined 
and simplist ic forms of the Ophanim drones fa ll onto and through the wh ite ground li ke snowfa ll. 

He observes, with develop ing shades of confusion and contempt, the bits and pieces of fractured Ophanim more than 500 meters below his station on the 
rugged eastern face of the Pyramid. No flesh is visible. No organs, nor blood either: not sentient, then, just the co ld unfeeling prog ramming of a drone. Su rely. 
He doesn't understand why they come. Surely to assimilate them into their horde. Then someth ing immense fa lling from above catches his attention. 

It's a sphere of sapph ire the size of a house. Within is a maze of lenses, prisms, and meshes carved from diamond, wh ich catch and scatter the even ing light 
t inted blue by the outer casing. A dim sparkle grows from deep with in, like the fi rst light after an eclipse, wh ich streams through the inner wo rk ings of the 
sphereas itfall s, bu ilding intoasun-likeblue inferno 

The casing shatters as it hits the pinnacle of the Pyram id, and a wa ll of force cascades from it in all direct ions. Space compresses and rarefacts, sending fau lts 

throughthe latticeof theancientconstruction,burstingconchoida l chun ks intotheair. Thewave itself issil ent,butthea ir isfi ll edwiththe layeredorchestraof 
bou lders and sha rds. 

Damos is thrown into th e air, his body seized by the momentum of the slab beneath hi m. One of his mutated fangs brushes what appea rs to be a blister as his 
body is sha ken like a rag do ll, send ing hi m into a momentary cold sweat. The passing air tea rs at his form, the nearby rubble existing in stasis relative to him 

for an indetermi nate period of time, the surface of the soft snow surg ing up to hi m and hi tting him, and passing by him. 

Time passes. 

The world re-asserts itself, and Damos finds himself in comp lete darkness, shrouded in a blanket of du lling cold. Alone, he hopes, and if not alone, trapped in 

the snow with a com rade rather tha n with an enemy. 

To his dismay, mecha ni ca l tics and groans signal the presence of such, and his own breath ing, raspy and unnaturally resonant, very probably signa l his. The 

Ophan speaks suddenly, startling him. "I'll be found eventually, after the battl e's been won." Its voice is synth-y and glib, "If we wa it here, you'll have the 
opportun ity to join the Triquetra." The last ph rase ends with an upward intonation one wou ld use with ani mals. 

A period of silence passes, save Damas' unnatural breath ing, then a fea r-fill ed, glottal "Why?" escapes his throat. "Why wou ld I want to die?'' 

"Oh, it's not death, it's Ascension!" The Ophan explains in the same glib tone, similar to how a door-to-door evangelica l might explain an obscu re piece of 

theo logy.Aga in,adeepglotta l plosiveemanatesfromh iswarpedthroat. 

For many minutes they sit still, listening to each other's subtle signs of life, the noises far above them growing less frequent over t ime. Then mu lt iple synth-y 
voices,un intelligible,grow in intensityandfrequencyabovethem,untilthe soundofdigg ingcanbeheard:amixofsoft andsharpasthe layersofsnowand 
ice are shoveled away, accompan ied by mechan ical t ics. Pan ic rises in Damas' mind, and in his throat like the sound of a cornered and hurt an imal. 

Before they came, those with in the Pyramid had prepared for thi s by giving their protectors and guards an uncommon modu le. Bracing himself, jaw trembling 
slightly, he presses the bli ster with a fang until it rips with a sma ll amount of blood. His mouth is fi lled with the taste of burnt almonds, as his mouth and throat 
burn. 

"Great. The damn thing killed itself. At least it didn't destroy my 15th shell th is week. By the Sisters, th is is going to be a hard report to write. At least we won," 
theOphanth inkstoherself. 
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