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CHIRPING OF BIRDS I BY SEIJI KOENI GSBERG 
Leave a Comment/ Spring 2020 Publication 

They arri ved one day, without warn in g, without any hesitation. Bastards in giant wh ite pickup trucks with giant pictures saying Green Forestry on the side 

drove onto my land, my beautifu l land with hundreds of trees with hundreds of yea rs of age. They marched into my fo rest and started planning the remova l of 
my trees. I wa lked up to them angrily, question ing, "What the hell are you doing on my land? You have no perm ission to be here." 

Instead of answering, one of the wo rkers, wear ing a bright orange vest with a blue ra in jacket and a red pa ir of khakis (a terrible cho ice of color if you ask me), 
came up to me and looked at me as if I was a ch ild and they were an adu lt, and stern ly said, "We need to put a pipeli ne from here to the ocean to f ilter crude 
oil. There's no point in resisting. It's already been decided. There's nothing you can do about it." That hit me so hard that my legs felt like Jell-a for a couple 
seconds. I didn't know what to say. I was in shock. My forest, with all its beauty, was going to disappear. Realizing it wasn't worth my t ime to pick a fight with 
them, I started walking back to my house. On the way back I heard the birds chirp louder than norma l, as if they sensed danger to the ir home and was 
warn ing everyone else. I wa lked past the t rees that wou ld maybe not be the re in a co uple days. I sat in my house watch ing those bastards plan. 

That night, I ate sushi with sa lmon so fresh that it seemed to have just been caught that day. It wou ld've been good had those people not st il l been at my 
house. I sat down at my compute r and decided to reco rd mysel f explaining what was happen ing to let the wor ld know and not let my sto ry be sil enced. I 
opened the computer and pressed the power button very delicate ly and wa ited for the classic sound of an Apple computer to turn on, and I started to record 
my story. 

"Hello my name is Taylor Brown, and here is my story. I've lived in my house ever since I was three yea rs old, and currently I'm the only one living in it. Just 

today these people from Green Forestry, who I have never seen or heard of before today, came to my house and ... " I felt a tear drop down my face. I knew it 
was inevitable that I was going to get emotiona l but I had hoped that it was going to be toward the end of the video. I decided to continue with the record ing. 

" ... they planned the remova l of my trees, and when I asked what they were doing, They sa id that they were clea ring the land of trees so they cou ld put a 
pipeline from here to the ocean." I wa ited a couple seconds trying to control my emotions and I continued aga in. 

" I don't expect anything to come of th is but I didn't want my story to be si lenced so here it is, my story." I stopped the record ing and uploaded it to Facebook. I 
then turned off my computer and rested in my hammock in my room, trying to stay ca lm and re lax for a li ttle bit. About an hour later. I checked Facebook to 
see if anyone had seen my video, and su re enough on ly a coup le people had seen it. But one comment caught my eye. It sa id that they wou ld show up 
tomorrow in soli da rity and try to prevent the remova l of my trees at all cost. That comment fi lled me with happiness and with that happiness I went to sleep. 
The next day I wake up earlier than I had in seve ral months. five o'c lock is way to early for any human being to be awake. But I did it anyway because I wanted 
to see my trees for as long as I cou ld before they got cut down. At around seven, a group of five people showed up at my house. When I asked who they were 
one of them came up to me and said, "Hello, I saw your video from last night and cou ldn't help but feel li ke we needed to help, so I got a couple of my friends 
to come support you with me." 

"Ok thank you so much,. Feel free to leave or stay for as long as you want." I responded. I offered them someth ing to eat but they said they we re fine. Promptly 
at nine o'c lock, we sta rted to hear a terrib le sound. Meta l hitting meta l, making screeching sounds so bad it seemed to be from a diffe rent wo rld. The five 
peop le and I stood in the driveway preventing the trucks from ente ri ng. After about an hour of a stalemate, the trucks re luctantly left. Then the same pe rson 
sa id to me 

"Th is is a lot bigger than I thought it wou ld be. Listen, I have some connections to big forest conservation protest groups who are very experienced in th is 

area. I can have them come and help." I said that sounded like a great idea. They then left and I spent the rest of the day in my hammock in the forest. The 

next day there were 1 0 people, then 37, then over a hundred. Within a week, a couple groups came and they brought all sorts of equ ipment and I was shocked 
to see how much could be planned in such a short amount of time. By the time the peop le in the wh ite pickup trucks arrived we had around 500 people, and 

as soon as they arrived all 500 of those people erupted in boo's telling them to get the fuck off my land. It was rea lly a su rreal moment to see all these 

strangers that never knew I existed until the day prior show up and care so much about my trees. The people in the wh ite trucks didn't know what to do and so 

they left. The entire crowd cheered very loudly and we all celebrated. The next day I woke up yet aga in at five and people showed up yet again at six. The 

peop le in the wh ite pickup t rucks showed up at nine j ust like the day before and we didn't al low them to get anywhere and they eventually left aga in. Th is 
happened for months and made national television. Eventua lly, the state government sent out a message saying: 

"We have decided to listen to the wil l of the people, and those people have spoken. They stated very clearly that they do not want a pipeline running through 
thei r lands. And so, we have decided to te rminate the pipeline plans. From henceforth, there will be no pipelines running through this beautifu l land." 

As soon as I read th is to the crowd, we all exploded in cheers. We had spent several months working on getting rid of Green Forestry and it fe lt amazing to 

have the government step in and stop it fo r us. We then all took down the equ ipment very quickly and everyone left looking very proud of their 
accom plishments. 

Once everyone left, I wa lked into my forest. which somehow was still stand ing, and sat there, listening to the birds chi rp with joy. 

- Previous Post 

Leave a Comment 
Your email address will not be published. Required fie lds are marked * 

Type here .. 

Name* Email* 

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

D Notify me of fol low-up comments by email. 

D Notify me of new posts by email. 

-Hlfffif 

Website 

Next Post -

4000 East 30th Ave Eugene Oregon 97405 USA I Center Building Room #024 I Phone (541) 463 5897 I Email denal1@lanecc edu 

Copyright CO 2024 Denali Arts & Literature Publ1cat1on All Rights Reserved 



Home Submit Work Publications v Spotlight I nterviews Contact Us • 

DARK TOWER I JOSEPH LIEBERMAN I ACRYLIC PAINTING ON IN K BOARD 
Leave a Comment/ Spring 2020 Publication 

- Previous Post 

Leave a Comment 
Your email address will not be published. Required fields are marked * 

Type here .. 

Name* Email* 

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

D Notify me of follow-up comments by email. 

D Notify me of new posts by email. 

;;+;;++iiii 

Website 

0. 

Next Post-

4000 East 30th Ave, Eugene Oregon 97405 USA I Center Building Room #024 I Phone (541) 463-5897 I Email denal1@lanecc edu 

Copyright (cJ 2024 Dena I, Arts & Literature Publ1cat1on All Rights Reserved 



Home Submit Work Publications v Spotlight Interviews Contact Us • Q. 
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I f I could make music out of these words J wou ld be achieving al l I've dreamed of 

The pu lsing rhythm of an iambic pentameter acting as a ki ck drum 

Making you fee l th e vibrations in you r chest 

But I can't turn this one into an organ ized and pleasantly rhythm eel 3 and a hal f minute song because wh en you wri te clown you r stream of 
consciousness often times instead of a Taylor Swift song 

You get a roaring r iver that spl ashes and erodes th e sides of your skul l wi th the strength and force of i ts currents 

The difference between an electri c guitar ri ff i n t he middle of the song and thi s line r ight here 

Is I can't make you dance 

Overwhelmed with the feeling of those waves coursing through your body 

Words and music go hand in hand but the feelings I get from music can only be explained as love each and every time 

It wou ld take on hell of a po\verful poem to give me wings for 3 and a half minutes 

And the permission to fall in love 

But that is \Vhat I want to do with these pages 

I want the ink to jump off of the page and caress the your cheek 

Taking all of your problems for a fe,v moments and melting them into a puddle of m eaningless doubts and worries 

I ,vant you to know that even though we haven 't met yet 

I understand 
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HANGING ON THE EDGEI BY MARLEY AXEMAKER 
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My hea rt is ra cing as I lay face down, balancing on the edge of a cl iff. Al's hand sta rts to sli p from mine as the sweat from running and the blood from our 
inju ri es make ou r hands slick. Blood is trailing down my arm from a deep gash that ru ns from my shou lder to halfway down my forearm. 

'Tm slipping, John." I look down at Al and see that the gash on his forehead has reopened and blood is runn ing into his blue eyes that match mine. His dark 
ha ir is matted to one side of his head. 

"I know. Just hang in there." 

"What do you think I'm doing, taking a nice stroll in the park?" 

"Not funny." A slight sm ile gracing my face. "Give me you r other hand and I'll try pull ing you up." 

Al li fts his arm with all his strength but his finge rs brush mine before his arm fa lls limply to his side. "I can't do it. I'm just too tired." 

I know what Al is saying is true because the rocky soil of the cl iff crumbled away each t ime I t ried to pull him up. As I look down the cliff at Al's terrified face; I 
see a ledge that looks about 3 feet wide, approximately 10 feet below his dang ling legs. Maybe I can drop Al and hope he lands on the ledge and does not fa ll 
to his death. Or do I continue to hang on and waste more of both our energy with the rea l possibi li ty of him sl ipping away? Both options cou ld either end in 
death or with both of us safe. I weigh the options back and forth in my mind, hoping to come to a dec ision. I can't beli eve that just a few days ago, I was cur led 
up under my warm, dark blue covers being woken up by bang ing echoing throughout my apartment. I had flipped onto my stomach and buried my head 
under my pi llow, hoping whoever was there wou ld just go away. Abruptly, I sat up and remembered that today my younger brother. Al, and I had planned on 
going backpacking in the mountains for a week. Slowly I made my way to the door and flung it open. 

"Do you know what t ime is?" I asked, annoyed. 

"It's time for an adventure, my dear brother." he said as he pushed himself in through the doorway. 

"Go get dressed and I'l l make you some coffee. Extra sugar. right?" he said as he pushed me towa rd my room. 

I wa lked back out of my room, wearing my jeans, hiking boots, and flan nel. I cou ld smell the aroma of dark brewed coffee. As Al handed me my travel mug, I 
grabbed my waterproof backpack with everything I wou ld and cou ld need to go backpacking. We hopped into the car and made our way to the Cascade 
Range. When we fina lly arrived, it was early aftern oon. As soon as we were ready, we sta rted our hike. As late afternoon ro ll ed around, we took a break and set 
our stuff down on the ground. As we were re laxing, the ground started to shake and Al and I cou ld hear the sound of trees breaking and a rumbling sound like 
thunder getting louder. With a sudden boom, the ground was no longer beneath us. Ro ll ing and tumbling downward, sharp rocks bit and tore into my arm. Al's 
head connected with a rock that was flying th rough the air. creating a gash on his forehead. We fina lly slid to a momentary stop at the top of a cliff, but with his 
weight added to the already unstable ground, Al disappeared over the edge. Lucki ly a li ttle bit of luck was on our side and I was able to grab him with a death -
like grip. 

Fina lly, com ing to a decision, I decide to put Al's life in fate's hands and let him go. 

"Do you trust me? There is a ledge below you. I'm going to let you go and you're going to land on it," I said determinedly. 

"I trust you, John, but if I don't make it can you te ll Jane that I love her and that I'm sorry for stea li ng her notebook back in 8th grade?" 

"You can tell her you rself when we get back," I sa id with a smile that did not reach my eyes. 

And with that, I let him go and watch him fa ll with an awaited breath. I want to look away but I can't. I am transfixed, watching him fa ll in slow motion. With a 
solid thud, he lands. Looking up at me, he gives me a goofy sm il e and a thumbs up. Falli ng back with a breath I did not know I was holding, I sta re into the 
cloud less, dark blue sky and wh isper. 

"I swear if he had let me sleep in for five more minutes. We wou ldn't be in th is mess." 
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IN REALITY I BY HALEY E SOTELO 
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A poet walks into a bar 

And that's a ll 

That's the joke because you see 

Th e fu nny thing is 

The poet is at home 

l 

She is sitting in her sweatpants with her hair up in a terrible bun 

Impressions of her eyelashes 

Copied onto her skin from her day old mascara 

A bottle of the cheapest moscato available 

Poured into a lipstick stained coffee mug 

She is typing her fingers to nubs 

Wracking her brain for words that rhyme 

Words that are perfect 

Words that will appropriately tell the world 

To fuck off 
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LISTEN UP I MADISON POTTER 
LeaveaComment/Spring2020Publication 

Listen up, 

lfyou're hardofhearing, 

Lean closer. 

Because I'm ofte n soft-spoken. 

But maybe today, 

Maybe for once. 

and let youreardru msco i l. 

You' ll havetogaze upatme 

i n mystery, 

i n confusion and wonder. 

,; lsshe madat mer 

I sit in silen ce yet again 

I mder, wa·t, and J )an ·11 m; head, 

"Fuck this." 

But I always find myself back in that familiar creek, 

dampening my kn ees and h oping to god that this time you 'll actually h ear me. 

I keep going out further 

connecting with the current 

and slipping along the algae-caked rocks 

But l treka longanyway 

becauseyou areapartof me: 

because l'm naivejust l i ke you; 

because I 'm your daughter; 

Whatelseam l todo? 

You hear nothi ng but I te ll yo u eve rythi ng. 

and at so me point the luxury of munn ursyou take for granted 

slowly fades intoan absence. 

You look upfrom your endofthetable, 

from your sideofthecreek, 

But there 's nothin g th ere. 

There's nobody waiting for you. 

No thi ngbutafoggyclearing 

wi th some loose l ichen dangling from trees, 

wavingmeoff in the distance. 

So can you hear me now? 
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SURRENDER I BY CECE J.B. DEGN 
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Behind the man's dull blank eyes, Confusion grows in power, 

Confusion grmvs, 

Taking over the man. 

The man runs trying to flee from the laughter of Confusion. 

An alley seems to be the best spot for this losing fight, 

The man lays letting the rain try to aid his warbound mind, 

Questions continue to surface, 

What is truth? 

Th e man no longer knows, 

Al l he can do is stumble back home with a white flag raised. 

Confusion has won again , 

I-l e walks triumphantly through the thousands of minds he has conquered, 

I-l e looks at all th e poor hel pl ess sou ls. 

A l l the minds that he has demanded control, 

Th ose that needed clari ty. 

A ll the minds that he cried, "SURRENDER!" too. 
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THE KETTLE I MADISON POTTER 
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Whiteknucklestestmypatience. 

Eager,youchecktheclock:Whatdoesitsay? 

Feell ikeyou're filledtothebri m with it. 

All thewh ile youstaypoised. 

Whatcou ldthatfeel ingbe? 

Pressu reupontheribcage.Surgeofagonynestled inyour chestcavity. 

Gu ms numb. Jaw tight. Adrena line tickles your fingertips. 

Hot. Pound in g. Pulsing. Poised. 

Give it time to ferment in you r bel ly and you'll reg ret it, or maybe the others will. 

Might erupt but to save time you on ly sim mer. Who are you saving time for, anyway? 

When you leave a kettle you don't blame it for boi ling over. You blame the one who wanted tea. 

Feel likeyou'refilledtothebrimwith it. 

All thewh ileyoustaypoised. 

Whatcouldthatfeel ingbe? 

Pressureupontheribcage.Surgeofagonynestledinyourchestcavity. 

Gums numb. Jaw tight. Adrena line t ickles your fingertips. 

Hot. Pound in g. Pulsing. Poised. 

Give it time to ferment in you r belly and you'll reg ret it, or maybe the others wil l. 

Might erupt but to save time you on ly simmer. Who are you saving time for; anyway? 

When you leave a kettle you don't blame it fo r boi ling over. You blame the one who wanted tea. 

Leave a Comment 
Yourema il addresswill notbepublished.Requiredfieldsaremarked* 

Type here .. 

0 Save my name, email, and website in th is browser for the next time I comment. 

D Notify me of fo llow-up comments by emai l. 

D Notify me of new posts by emai l. 

++ 

4000 East 30th Ave Eugene Oregon 97405 USA I Center Building Room #024 I Phone (541) 463 5897 I Email denal1@lanecc edu 

Copyright (c) 2024 Denali Arts & Literature Publication All Rights Reserved 



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

THE LITTLE FOX I BY EVELYN MURRAY 
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The litt le fox trots 'n trots 
He trots through the fa ll light 

The fa ll light shines through the rusty brown trees 

The rusty brown trees shed their leaves 

The on ly sound to be heard is 

The litt le fox crunching each leaf 
So light and so swift 

The litt le fox trots n trots 
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WATER I BY JESHUA ROBBINS 
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Take a deep breath, son, 

Un focu s your eyes for me. 

Look upon th e sea. 

Know that you can swim i ts breadth, 

And l ive for th e water 's touch. 
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