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"Dirty Shoes" 

By: Va lory Melvill e 

Th ose crusty pa ir of Converse 
Stil l rotti ng in my closet 
Th ey were the connection to my friends 

And the protection to my feet. 

And I wore those shoes 

Until the soles were ba re 
Smooth and thin 
Like a marble statue 
Th e canvas tattered and rigid 
Deep black faded to med ium gray 
Time itse lf had str ipped them of color 
Rubber toes scuffed and warped 

As rock molded by waves 
White laces bearing the years of wear 
Of dirt and grime 
Stil l reeking of fa iled bleaching attempts 
Th e insides worn and pungent 
As if soaked in spo iled milk. 

And yet they still lay, 
Bu ried deep with in my closet, 
In case I need, 
A pa ir of Di rty Shoes. 

Va lory finds wri ting to be a bit fun and hopes th is cou ld be the sta rt of wri ti ng more for fun . 
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ALL NIGHT AND DAY - BY ASHLEA SIMONS 
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Charcoal and Acrylic Pa int on Paper 

·" ~•:~ . 
a;. ______ .....__~ ...... -=:-! ,=··,.,,· ______ _ .. 

Ashlea is a pa rt time employee at Lane Community Co llege. She enjoys ta ki ng art classes and playing volleyba ll in her free time. Taki ng pa inting and drawing 
classes at Lane has helped her become more confident in create work. 
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AM CASSANDRE'S INSPIRED 
ADVERTISEMENT 
By Sam Hekker 

My name is Sam Hekker; I am fi rst year student at Lane community college and working in the graphic arts program. I am fai rly new to the graphic design 
wo rld, I have many skills to improve upon but am currently loving the process of learning new material and am excited to grow in the arts/design world. This 
yea r has been my f irst yea r working with adobe, I am primarily wo rk ing with photoshop and illustrator learn ing al l the various strategies that can be uti lized. I 
enjoy creat ing simplistic yet creative designs, one of my pieces I've attached is based off a cu lture jam concept, for my topic I chose hea lthcare. The id ea 
behind a cu lture jam is to take an iconi c symbol or concept, and expose the methods used that take advantage of certa in groups of people. My second piece is 
an adve rt isement from the Art Deco era during the early 20th century. Th is design was heavily influenced by AM Cassandre, who was a famous French 
designer that created magn ificent poster ads that we re based off machine products. I wanted to create an ad that was rem iniscent of Cassandra's works, what 
I came up with was an airline was ad. The captions are written in French that translates to "Fly by Nature" and "Commercial Flights." 
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BRYCE VINE LIVE IN PORTLAND BY CHRIS ALVARADO 

BRYCE VINE LIVE IN PORTLAND 
OREGON 
- BY CHRIS ALVARADO 

Chris is a Photographer/Videographer who focuses on live music events. They love getting to capture artists amazing moments from up close and wou ld love 
to turn their work into a med ia company one day. "Oregon shows don't get a lot of other photographers, so I'd love to start with Oregon shows and grow from 

there."-ChrisAlvarado 
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CORDAE LIVE IN EUGENE OREGON BY CHRIS ALVARADO 

CORDAE LIVE IN EUGENE OREGON 
- BY CHRIS ALVARADO 

Chris is a Photographer/Videographer who focuses on live music events. They love getting to capture artists amazing moments from up close and wou ld love 
to turn their work into a med ia company one day. "Oregon shows don't get a lot of other photographers, so I'd love to start with Oregon shows and grow from 

there."-ChrisAlvarado 
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DEVOUR 
By Taylor Kaye Nie lsen 

Devour: eat (food or prey) hung irly or qu ick ly 
: (of fire or a similar force) destroy comp letely 

I am used to bein g the simila r force 

And therefore never expected to be consumed 

To be eaten up ravenously 

Relentlessly 
To be devoured by you 
But I crawled into your throat 
And begged to be swa llowed 
I just wanted to be inside of you 
I am destroyed completely 
By your vegan punk anarchist to die fo r smile 
And your sleepy eyed rants about the fermi paradox 
My astrophysicist boy, blasting, burn ing, bright 
You drench me in intimacy and perspective 

And now I feel gui lty for snuffing out the lives 
Of the ants in my bathroom 

Contact Us • Q. 

'Tm just like al l the other wonderfu l girls in this world, going through hard shit every day. But I'm st il l here, and I'm still writing, and that is something." 
- Taylor 
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FRIENDSHIP LEMONADE 
By Taylor Kaye Nielsen 

Every mom in the carpool school drop off lane watched my ne ighbor Ch rist ian Martinez dropkick my face like a soccer ba ll. I don't know why it took so long for 
one of these moms to get out of the ir car and stop this crazed 6th grade boy from beating the shit out of me, a te rrified and already screaming th ird grade girl. 
Maybe it was because ha lf the moms were secretly in slippers and pajama pants and there was a good three feet of snow outside or maybe (as I tru ly beli eved 
at the time) it was because they were all getting a kick out of my pa in and liked watching me suffer but either way, this kid two t imes my size was wa iling me 
like there was no tomorrow. I just kept screaming and using the on ly defense my li ttle ch il d sized bra in cou ld think of at the time wh ich was digg ing my nails 
into th is kid anytime I cou ld possibly get a grip on any part of him. It must have looked insane, him punch ing and kicking and fucking me up wh ile I just kept 
latch ing onto his arm or leg, wh ichever was closer du ri ng that particular atack, in order to stab my na il s into him like mini make-sh ift daggers, but none the 
less none of these moms gave a sing le sh it. It took an entire ten minutes, (I know because my mom watched it back on the cameras later that day) for a pa rent 
to fina lly take pity on me and drag themselves out of their SUV in, yes, sli ppers to drag th is lunatic off of me and I knew right then, crying in the snow, bleed ing 
just wa it ing for someone to he lp me that I wou ld have to seek my own justice out in this world and I began plotting my revenge. 

A few days later wh il e I was still nursing my wounds, Christ ian and his parents knocked on my front door. wh ich was right across the street from their house. 
My mom answered the door and called me over so that Christian could apo log ize. I th ink his parents were a litt le shocked when they actua lly saw my bru ised 
face and two black eyes. I hoped they thought their kid was a psychopath because who the fuck beats up a litt le girl. I was mad, soooo mad but I was also 
abnorma lly smart and devious for my age, so when Christian apo log ized to me, I looked him in the eyes, smiled and forgave him. 

Three weeks and five days later I dec ided enough time had passed and it was t ime I cou ld get away with the next step of my plan. I went over to my best girl 
friends on the block's house and me, Sabrina and Di nova all plotted together to take Christian down once and for al l. We mixed together a potion fu ll of dirt, 
litt le pieces of grass, ketchup, mustard, mayonna ise, cayenne pepper. tabasco sauce, the dead body of one fly, an ungodly amount of sa lt, and every other 
gross but non dead ly th ing we cou ld possibly th ink of into a base of strawberry lemonade. We thought we were pure gen iuses. You cou ldn't see all the crap 
mixed in with it being so pink and even less so when we put it in a black cup. We rehearsed and scripted what we planned to say and then proceeded to knock 
on his front door. 

When Chrstians mom answered the door I kept cool, ca lm and collected and told her I wanted to be fr iends with Christian aga in and had brought him a peace 
offering in the form of lemonade. Now, I guess some kids wou ld've been too intimidated to do th is in front of a parent but I was a special kind of kid, I was 
autistic and therefor didn't give a fuck about what was socially acceptable and had my own secret hate for pa rents at th is point after being neg lected by them 
for a whole ten minutes in my greatest t ime of need, so I was even happier that Christians mom wou ld play a ro le in her own sons demise. My alli es, Sabrin a 
and Di nova weren't scared either because I assu red them I would take the fa ll for everyth ing. I remember his mom went to get him and dragged him to the 
door and forced him to drink my friendship lemonade as I ca lled it. I batted my eyelashes with innocence the entire time, even as he ran away gag ing, or as I 
would later tell the story throwing up, I'm stil l not su re which is a more true description since it was so long ago. The one thing I do remember is fee li ng li ke a 
legend, like my own savior, li ke I didnt need stupid adults to help me anyways. 

'Tm just like all the other wonderful girls in this world, going through hard shit every day. But I'm stil l here, and I'm st ill writing, an d that is something." - Taylor 
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HEALTHCARE CULTURE JAM 
By Sam Hekker 

IJJJ 
United 
Healthcare 

My name is Sam Hekker; I am fi rst year student at Lane community college and working in the graphic arts program. I am fai rly new to the graphic design 
wo rld, I have many skills to improve upon but am currently loving the process of learning new material and am excited to grow in the arts/design world. This 

yea r has been my f irst yea r working with adobe, I am pri mari ly wo rking with photoshop and illustrator learn ing all the va rious strategies that can be util ized. I 

enj oy creating simplistic yet creative designs, one of my pieces I've attached is based off a cu ltu re j am concept, for my topic I chose healthcare. The idea 

behind a culture jam is to take an iconic symbol or concept, and expose the methods used that take advantage of certain groups of people. My second piece is 

an advertisement from the Art Deco era during the early 20th centu ry. Th is design was heavily influenced by AM Cassand re, who was a famous French 
designer that created magnificent poster ads that we re based off mach ine products. I wanted to create an ad that was reminiscent of Cassandra's works, what 

I came up with was an airline was ad. The capt ions are written in French that translates to "Fly by Nature" and "Commercial Fl ights" 
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TTOST AND D f.VOUR RY TAYLOR KAYf. N l f.LSf.N 

HOST 
By Taylor Kaye Nielsen 

Jshou ld shcwlip fo r the littleg irl who lives insldeofme 
She watches the world from inside my eyes 
Andfee ls itwhen!'m touched 
She isag host both livingand dead 
Hosting my adult body 

Jshou ld shcw11p fo r the li« leg irl who lives inslde ofme 

Shedoesn't askformuch 
All shecraves issafety 
Androbeunderstood 
At fifst l tr iedto listen wh en sh escre~med 
Whenshetold me she wasin danger 
Whenshebangedon myribcagebars 
Andclenchedmype lvicfloor intoruin 
But lseem to never beablem 
Show up for little girl who lives in,;de ot me 

I t ried to keep her sa fe 
But v,ev,ere in our own bed 

M dthat's the only s.;fehavenlvee...erknown 

Sowepla yed pretend 

l blindfolded her and toldhermyskinsuitwas a castle 

Jtold her she wass.;fe 
l n the m idd leo/ awar zone 
Soshewrapped herse lf in awhite fiag 
An d showe<luproa gun1ighT 
And l didn't showup torthe l ittleg ir l inside ot me 
Even asthe wh,te turnedto pink 

Yetthere wi ll Wnoeulogy 
No justice, no revenge 

She won't even get an apo logy 

Her ghostn estles in mybones 

And l <T ill refme to show uplorthe litrlegirl inside ol me 

Because l wou ld disappear wlth her 

DEVOUR 
By Ta ylor Kaye Nielsen 

Devour: ea[(food or prey) hunglr lyor ouickly 

: (offlreorJslmil,,r force)destroyco mpletely 

Jam usedtobe ingthe similar force 

An d therelo renever expectedto be consumed 

Tobeeatenup ravenously 

Relentlessly 

Tobe devouredbyyou 

But I crawled into you r throat 

An d begged tobeswa llowed 

l just wanted tobe insideofyou 

ram destroyedcompletely 

Byyour vegan punk anarchisttodiefor,mile 

And your sleepyeyed ra ntsabout the ferml p;;radox 

My ,istrophys icistboy, b last ing,burning , bright 

You drern:h me ininr imacyand perspective 

An d now l fre l guiliy for snuffingout the live, 

Ol th e ants inmy b,llhroom 

"I'm just like all ! he other wonderful gi rls in th is world, going Th rough h,ird shit '"'' "I day. Bt11 I'm srill here, and T'm st ill wrir ing, .i nd th.it is something. • -
Taylor 
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JOEY VALENCE FROM JOEY 
VALENCE & BRAE LIVE IN EUGENE 
OREGON 
- BY CHRIS ALVARADO 

Chris is a Photographer/Videographer who focuses on live music events. They love getting to capture artists amazin g moments from up close and would love 
to turn their work into a media company one day. "Oregon shows don't get a lot of othe r photographers, so I'd love to start with Oregon shows and grow from 
there." - Ch ris Alva rado 
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Look at Me! 

The apple holds itself together, 

with a core stuffed with seeds, 

each one fu ll of possibili ty 

that cry out in wh ispered hope, 

Look at me, I could be a tree! 

That first class I had noth ing 

bits of old furn itu re, a few boxes, 

barely enough to feed myself, and I too 

whispered out all my dreams, 

Look at me, I could be something! 

Oneclass turnedtotwo, 

thenfu ll-time,aterm,ayear 

and then my degree 

I was a tiny seed hoping to become a tree 

Yes, look at me! 

Hopeless 

cold 

dead 

unending 

night desolate 

yellow 

daffodi l 

tenacious 

punch ing upwards 

Hope once more 

The author, Linda Abaj ian, recently returned to co llege and am almost done with the poetry class taught by Jose Chaves. 
"It is a great class! Here is my poem about possibility." 
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SUN AND MOON BY OLIVIA KUEHL 

NOSE VASE BY OLIVIA KUEHL 

Olivia is enrolled as an Anthropology major at Lan" and hopes ta be graduating in the Spring. at which t ime tt1ey wil l be t ransf,.rr ing to the University of 
Oregon as a Folkl ore and Pub lic Culture major. With in the ir art . they enjoy adding elements of both wheel throwing amt hand building. and focus ing on the 
processua l element at artist ic creation , instead of the end product . Outside of art , they enjoy foste ring cats and working on their drum kit ! 
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"Numbers" 

A poem by Scooter Milne 

I didn't start out w ith a whole lot of feelings about numbers, in general. I liked numbers and letters, though I was easily much more fond of the latter. Numbers 
were fine. 

They were f ine, that is, until my grade hit the number five, and I was told to t reat letters like numbers, using number rules. I didn't understand it, and I didn't 
like it. I never could embrace it, even when I did eventually start to figure some of it out. I sti ll wished the numbers had stayed separate from the letters. 

Recently, I was given a brand new health diagnosis. It's a diagnosis of numbers, and once other numbers surrounding it have been discovered, it will mean 

even more numbers in my future. I don't have a choice anymore. I have to care about the numbers, whether I want to or not. Some of the numbers will be my 
enemy, and others will be sought after. Again, I'm thrust into a world where I don't wantto deal with the numbers anymore. 

This isn't a battle I'm remotely interested in fighting, but I haven't been given the choice of opting out. I'm not sure what all of the rules are this t ime. The 
numbers dictate the skirmishes, but the only things in my personal arsenal are letters and words. They refuse to engage with these numbers. Math symbols 
versus punctuation, equations versus grammar, figures versus words. Cold hard facts versus the flow of emotion. 

Scooter is a first-year student at LCC. She is pursuing an AAOT, and hopes to transfer and work on a BA in writing in the future. In her spare time, she likes to 

work on fanfict ion, and study animation for fun. She is the current President of LCC's GSA as well as a peer writing tutor. 

- 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 Not ify me of follow-up comments by email. 

0 Not ify me of new posts by email. 

ihiiHH!iiii 

Next Post -

Website 

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

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



Home Submit Work Publicat ion, v Spotlight Interviews Cont.:lct Us • 0. 

1--' l :'l " l'Y 1--H :Vl :NC I '. KY SCOO 'l ' l:I{ M I i.Ni : 

Petty Revenge 

AS hort St01',', 6yS<oote rMilne 

Thursday afternoon's s,:hool bu s wasn't lOO terrible this time. Most of the buses tended to range from "probably pushing its exp ect ed useful lifespan· to "you 
know the dist rict has an e,1ra liab ility po licy on this one." 1 put this one at a firm "maybe another 5 years if the mechanics give it a once-ove r." The door always 
worke d Jnd wJsn't too noisy. There was n't a ton of damage to most of the seats, and only a fewot them had had their upholstel)' cover!. replaced. The Sharpie 
dood les and ta gs 1hat were sti l l Intact were all less than 3 years old. !t didn't usual l)' have transmlssloo prob lems, either. That was always a bonus 

Wh ile I genuinely hated rid ing the bus, I was almost always th" fi rst ooe on board. I had my own t" rrito l)' staked out when""er ! did, 1n th" sam e p lac" f!Vel)' 
t im., , The b"st seat was just b<, hind the bus drivec Nobody ever want"d l o sit t he,., , There was always t he assumption that you cou ldn't get awa)' with 
anything. That was en ct ly how I liked it be cause I simply wanted 10 get the ordea l over with and get home. If me bus dr r-.'er's p resenc e decreased the 
possibilitythat anybodywou ld bother me in the process , so be lt 

My route's driver was prob.ably in his late 40s, a tall but fit guy, and clearly there to his job ,.nd also get home as quickly as poss ible. It was n't that he was 

rushed, or mean, or snippy. He just did what h" had to do, and not much more 

1 climbed up the stairs , nodded to t he dr ive \ and tossed my backpack into my seat. It was a large brown bench with under springs t hat hurt if you sat on the m 

wrong. and any actua l padding it may have had in the past had long since deter iorated . Sin ce I was a bit on the shorter side, it was the perfect length fo r me to 
lean my back aga inst the wa ll of t he bus and stretch my legs out towa rd the aisle without be ing in anyone's way. After I adjusted my bacl:f><l ck into a lu!ckrest, l 
reach ed up to pull t he window open. It may have Dt!en Apr;1, but Texa s freq uently starts up its summer heat early, and ot course the buses never had any 

luxur ies like air con ditioners. Theother k;ds sta rtedto slow lyfile in and choosetheir seats furtherback. l pull ed out abook to read. ltwould sMlprobablybe 
20minutes o r more befor., we actually lett . 

Oh. gods. Not that guy. I blinked and raised only my eyes to see over my book. lt was an Annoymg Bus Kid. Of all the damn days we had to both pick to t ide 
this week ... ugh 

Annoying Bus Kid was .a t least a gr.ade be low me. l neve r bothered to try and actively find anything out about h im, includ ing his name. He was average he,ght 
and kind of stocky. w ith dull brown hair that always looked as if he'd just lost a fight with his own pillow. His face was almost always broken out. and his glasses 
were easily tw ice as thick as my own. 1 never saw him associate with anyone else, <!Ner He wasn't a goth or a kicker or a gamer or anythin g rea lly. A true loner, 
even more than me. ln m her circumsta nces, I m ight have felt so rry for him. He decided to make sure l didn't have the cha nce by being an annoying little prick 

"It's a sci-fi; I sa id flat ly, only li fti ng my eyes to bri efly ackncm ledge his unfonu nare presence. He dum ped hi< b,.ckpack onto t he fl oor of the seat across from 
mine. ! sighed and went back to my book. This route never had a bus more t han rwo-thirds fu ll, so his choke of seatmg was clearly deliberate. Nobody liked 
t hiskid,Jnd he obl'iously knew it.I started t l)'1ngtoreJd !Jster in t he hopes t hatl could tinishthe chapter l was onbetore he didsometh ing stupid 

A mere three par., gr~phs later, there w,,s a rhud on rhe end of my se~t . and I was presented with t he put rid .rnd tatt ered rem., ins of something th.11 prob., bly 
used to be sneaker in an ot h" r lite. Attached to it complete ly across th" aisle was th e txme ot my exi'1ence for the afte rnoo n. H" was gr inning triumphan tly. 

For some re ason. "Getthaina51}'1hing ottot my seat!" 

"No," heg iggled. 

I hugged my book l o my [ hest, reared back a bit . and pushed t he offensive detritus away wit h both of my own feel. Ugh, great. II was going to be one of those 
bus r ides. I thought I was done pun ;ng up wit h crap for t he day when the last pe riod bell rang. l glared at t he kid, rolled my eyes, and rese tt led myse lf. 

Two minutes later, he diditagain 

-Seriously, what the hell, man?' I yelled , shoving his foul phalanges away again. Thankfu lly, other kids passing down the aisle slowed down his assault on my 
space, but we repeated this dJnc e multiple t imes be fore the driver closed the bus's doors. The en gine started, the kid gigg led an d stuck his foot on my sea t 
agJ ln, Jnd ! reJchedmy llm lt 

•1 swear t o God, If you put that nasty shoe on my seat one more tim~. I'm going to chuck It out the wi ndow! " "And ii she does, !'m not going to stop the bus: 
the driver added, chuckl lng as hesta rted us down the driveway. 

That seemed to do the t rick. Annoying Bus Kid kept to himself, and I w~s able to get back into my book. Sometimes. it paid to be "bus dr iver's pet " 

Nobody on our route was rea lly very far away from the school, but I[ was a long and rwlsty ride. Th is pa rt of ,own was fu ll of hill s. and there were Just some bits 
the ti red old bus had to take the long way around to get to in o rder to drop kids off anywhere near t heir homes. Th e f irst stop wasn't fo r a co uple of miles, and 
itwas about45 minutes beforemine 

Halfway to the first stop, th ere's a fam il iar thud on the edge ofmy seat again, ! turn to see the offending shoe, staring at it for a few seconds. 

J reached down, snatched the disgust ing sneaker off t he kid's foot, and t urned and threw it as hard as l could out the window nest to my head 

"HEY!" shrieked Annoying Bus Kid. "OH MY GOD!! HH! HEY, SHE TH REW MY SHOE OUT THE WINDOW!" 

"Yes, shed id! Shetold you shewas goingto,and l to ld you lwasn·t goingtostopfor it, " sa idthe dr iver,calmly as couldbe 

1 had tu rned to face my window with my arms crMs ed. l couldn' t help but grin like a maniac . This was the legendary kind of shenanigans my dad claimed he 

got upto lnschool,and l never imagined myselfpartic1pat1ng. 1 

was the quiet kid who drew cartoon character!. all t he t ime. Ca use trouble? No, not mer Of course not me. Th is practically felt like an .adventure. The rest of the 
bus was laughmg, and l w.as the one who mad e it hapfl" n. Now Shoeless Kid hapfl"ned to be the first stop on t his route. He'd spent the rest of his ride 
mumbling about how his mom was total ly gonna kill him . He limped off the bus. and everyone else stan ed laugh ing aga in as he made hi s way down his 
d, Neway. AS we took off. the bus d river made a poi nt to look at me front his Interi or mirror "I know 1 shouldn't laugh at a student," he spunered in between 

stifled guffaws, "But that was the funn;est damn thing !'\le se en all year• Thank yo u. Abso lutely worth having to w rite a repo rt fo r." Shoeless Kid got a 
SU >fl"nsion from riding t he bus tor a m onth. I got peace <md solitude on my way home for t he rem ainder ot the ,chool yea r. The next year I moved to anot her 
.choo l. so I never saw him again. That was fi ne by me 

Maybe I wa s never involved in such epics like my dad's Great Carrot Stick War back in the 70s, and I didn't bu ild model ships and sink them in the creek out 
ba ck w it h aBB-gun to tl)'J nd "study" WWllbJttles fo r hist ory clJss. But ! supposel have, on very rJreoccJsions, been pushedfar enough to engJge in my 

vel)' own tlavoro f mischievousness 

S< oote r is,. f irst -year student at LCC. She is pursuing an MOT, and hopes to trans/er and work on a BA in writ ing in the tuture. In her spare time, she likes t o 
wo rk on fa nfiction, and study animat ion for tun. She is the current President ot LC Cs GSA as well as a pe-e r wr iting t ut or. 
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Taboo 

The cold bench by the bus stop 

Has had a carcass beneath its meta l beams For as long as I can remember 

A rotting disfigured thing 

Every morning I must sit above it 

With a burning nose and watering eyes Pretending it doesn't exist 

Unti l the bus stops by and takes me away 

I only ever glanced at its face too simi lar to mine I hated it, the selfishness it exudes 

Too loud and consuming 

Its stench clings to my clothes 

That mang led hand clutching for my pant Desperate for attention and love 

But it's ug ly, undeserving 

Diseased with mala ise so easi ly caught 

This morning is different 

Its grip a vice in my eyes 

I can't look away 

Even when the doors close 

And the driver shouts 

I can still see it through the g lass 

And all throughout the day 

The author; Matthew Da l Porto is an accounting major who write as a hobby. 

- Previous Post 

Leave a Comment 
Your ema il 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 fo llow-up comments by emai l. 

D Notify me of new posts by emai l. 

IHIHHiiif 

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



Home Submit Work Publications v 

THE MUSE'S BURDEN BY MARLEY MOORE 
Leave a Comment I Winter 2023 Publication 

The Muse's Burden 

By Marley Moore 

So tell me how hard it is to be you. 
Your selfless journey through heartbreak and discovery 
Believing every breath you take. 
Innocence is something you found in me. 
Low, you know, that they took from you. 

Vanity is such an odd thing 

Another painting of you, another act for me 
No painter, philosopher, nor Sailer could 
Encompass desperation more, than that of your virtue. 

Spotlight Interviews Contact Us • 

"Hello! I'm Marley Moore, a Psych major here at LCC. One day I hope to be a clinical psychotherapist, possibly a psychiatrist! When I'm not focusing on 

schoolwork, I spend a lot of my t ime singing, writing, reading etc. This piece combines a few passions of mine, a poem written inspired by a character I identify 
with from my favorite book and author: Oscar Wilde's "The Picture of Dorian Gray". This is an acrostic poem that spells out the name Sybil Vane, and combines 
the perspective of myself, and her character from the story. Throughout I reference different concepts from the book, while speaking with my own voice. For 

those who haven't read the book, I hope there's meaning within it to place in your own lives, and that you enjoy the poem." - Marley Moore 
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