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Art makes us human—it connects, it includes, and it’s a interaction 
between the audience and the creative. Calliope is a space where all 
of Chapman University’s artists can come together to celebrate this 
collaboration. 
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continue to connect Chapman artists, past and present. 

To those who submitted and the artists within: thank you, and never 
stop creating and sharing. 

To Zoe and Nicole, who played my support: I couldn’t have made it 
without all your buffs. Good game. 

Arianne V. Advincula
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FICTION
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As a kid, I believed that hearts were actually heart-shaped. When 
I learned this was not true, I was devastated. Similarly, as a teenager 
(scratch that: a grown-ass man), I was deeply hurt to find out that life 
did not always feel like how it did when you were listening to a song by 
The Cure. 

The latter became abundantly clear when my car broke down in the 
middle of Death Valley after a weekend in Vegas with my girlfriend, Julia. 
We drove (actually, I drove) because a road trip seemed romantic, in an 
80s, chain-smoking, cassette-tape-listening kind of way. 

“Totally romantic, Ben, sitting here next to this cactus with you,” 
Julia seethed. She’d dropped her sunglasses over the weekend and one of 
the lenses had popped out. It was really hard not to laugh every time she 
looked at me, but she hadn’t so much as turned my way in the past hour. 

180 minutes had passed and so far, not a soul had passed us by. I was 
pissed because three hours had been completely wasted, sitting in the 
sand, bemoaning the lack of a cell phone signal. I could have watched 
The Godfather in this amount of time. I could have ordered an 18” pizza 
from Fat Bob’s, eaten the entire thing, and ordered another. I could have, 
I don’t know, done anything besides sitting in the fucking sand while my 
eyeballs dried up in my sockets and my skin pinched together from the 
sun’s glare.

Julia was also pissed, but for two different reasons: pissed in the 
literal sense, still being a bit drunk from breakfast Bloody Marys, and 
emotionally pissed because her art history midterm was at 1:00pm on 
Monday and she hadn’t turned a single page of her textbook. 

We were also pissed at each other, because Julia had just admitted to 
making out with Douglas, one of her friends, at a party a couple of weeks 
ago. But then smoke started to billow from under the hood of the car, 
so I pulled over to the shoulder. It wouldn’t start after that, and here we 
were. 

It was Sunday, 10:47am. 
“I think it’s romantic,” I said. Somehow, a bunch of sand had made its 

TANGERINE
by Dani Neiley
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way down my shorts. It simultaneously itched and hurt. 
A lizard crawled by with a spider, probably a tarantula, in its mouth. 

I laughed. 

***

Julia needed to pee around 11:30, but there weren’t any bushes so 
she refused to go. I didn’t see what the big deal was. Besides a set of 
rolling hills in the far distance behind us, there was literally nothing, and 
certainly no people. A few tumbleweeds, maybe, but they wouldn’t ob-
ject to immodesty. 

She finally hiked up her skirt and crouched to the side of a small 
cactus. I flipped a row on my Rubix cube and nearly sent it through the 
Firebird’s windshield when I heard her scream. When I ran over to her, 
she was screaming and crying hysterically. It was a few minutes before 
she calmed down enough to speak. 

“I peed on a rattlesnake!” she wailed, as a clear snot bubble popped 
in her nose. 

For the life of me, I couldn’t stop laughing. It was one of those things 
where I felt like I’d laughed it all out, but then five minutes later I would 
remember again and have to excuse myself to relearn how to breathe 
properly.

It was funny only because it was the skin of a rattlesnake. They shed, 
or whatever, though I figured it would have been funny either way. I actu-
ally peed my pants from laughing so hard, so in a way we were both even. 

For lunch we finished off a bag of cheese popcorn and shared a can 
of Mountain Dew. Totally four star, but I figured we should try to make 
rations last, which were as follows: 

1. An unopened bag of trail mix, though some of the M&M’s had 
started to melt. Yet, neither of us cared; this trail mix was the goddamn 
Holy Grail. 

2. One gallon of water, which was half-empty. There was a lot of 
backwash in it, too, floating around like glitter in a snow globe. Still, I 
could work with it. 

3. Five cans of Mountain Dew, now that we had shared the sixth. This 
uneven number worried me. Perhaps we would end up fighting it out for 
the last can. A fight to the death, probably. 

4. One giant bag of Flamin’ Hot Cheetos, which I couldn’t even bear 
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to look at. 
Obviously, Julia and I were never revered for our intelligence.
“What does Triple A stand for?” Julia asked, interrupting my train of 

thought. 
“Let me think,” I said. “Absolute Abysmal Assholes?”
“Sounds about right.”
We laughed until we choked on dust. 

***

“Would you rather be hot or cold?” I asked in the heat of the after-
noon, trying to break our two-hour long silence. I was greeted by more 
silence. 

“Sure, I’ll go first,” I said. “Personally, I think I would prefer the cold. 
Especially an ice cold iced coffee, that your good friend Douglas could 
make for me at the coffee house—”

“Of course you prefer the cold,” Julia snapped. I was getting to her. 
This was good. “You’re boiling alive right now. Besides, this is such a 
stupid argument. It’s like asking if you would rather be shot or stabbed.”

“Definitely shot,” I said. “It’s more instantaneous. Less pain as well, I 
imagine.”

“That wasn’t open for discussion,” Julia said, before putting her one-
eyed pirate glasses back on. 

We didn’t speak for another four hours.  

***

Julia cried at 7:12pm, accepting defeat. We weren’t ever getting res-
cued. 

“Just you wait,” I said from the front seat. I’d given Julia the spacious 
backseat, like a gentleman, even though my heart was surely ripped in 
two. “Tomorrow morning, someone’s going to come coasting up through 
here. They’re going to wake us up and we’ll climb into their car—that 
has air conditioning, by the way—and you’ll fall asleep on me and start 
snoring like always, but that’s okay because we’ll both have good dreams. 
And when we wake up, the good samaritan will have driven us right to 
a Denny’s, and we will get out of the car and eat two grand slams. Each. 
Mine will have extra bacon and the coffee will be just as you like it, end-
less and bitter, which also correlates to my hatred for you. So, how does 
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that sound?”
Julia, of course, didn’t say anything, but at least her tears stopped. 
We watched the sunset together from the trunk of the Firebird and 

ate a few Cheetos. There weren’t any crickets after the sun went down, 
which I thought was strange. The light disappeared quickly but our eyes 
adjusted soon enough.

Jagged shards of beer bottles, scattered in the sand around the road, 
glittered in the moonlight. The pale twilight cast a muted blue light 
around the desert. I leaned out of the window and looked up at the sky, 
hot with stars and boiling over. 

 “I don’t understand,” Julia said, curled up in my jacket, “why no one 
else is out here. Like, we’re on the highway.”

“In the middle of nowhere.”
“Yeah, but the 15 theoretically goes from Vegas to Barstow. There 

should be people driving through here.”
“Maybe we passed through Area 51 and got transported somewhere 

else,” I said. “Maybe we’re in hell.”
“Oh, I know I’m in hell,” Julia said, turning over with a huff. 

***

I woke up the next morning, feeling like I’d slept on top of a pile of 
Legos. It was only 7:18am but the coolness of the night had evaporated 
faster than a mirage. Hah, Mirage. We’d stayed there over the weekend. It 
was as much of a wasteland as the desert we were stranded in. 

“No good samaritan,” Julia grumbled, voice thick from sleep. Her 
hair was standing up in all different directions, her bangs matted to her 
forehead. Her pirate glasses weren’t doing her any favors, either. 

“Not yet,” I said, though I didn’t really believe that. “Here, drink 
some water.” 

She did, then kissed me on the cheek before hopping out of the car. 
My stomach dropped to the sand. I hated her, but god, I loved her.  

“What color is your pee?” I asked. 
“Are you trying to be cute?” she fired back, squatting next to the 

cactus.
“Mine was the color of Mountain Dew. I’m getting pretty worried.”
“Interesting. Mine has the aesthetic quality of a yellow highlighter, 

I’d say.” 
“Oh, you’ll ace your art history midterm for sure,” I said. “Also, be 
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on the lookout for rattlesnakes, dear.”
Her angry glare burned worse than the blistering sun. 

***

We started getting mad at each other because there was nothing else 
to do. Well, I guess I should say that I had the Rubix cube, but that wasn’t 
exactly a group activity. After Julia took a sly jab at me for supposedly eat-
ing too many peanuts from the trail mix for lunch, I sighed and stepped 
out of the car. I started walking. Julia shouted at me, but I didn’t answer. 

She slapped me on the back of the head when she caught up to me. 
“Ben! You can’t just walk away!”
“Why not? Maybe I’ll run into something!”
“I’m scared too, you know!”
I stopped in my tracks. When I turned back to her, there were tears 

running down her cheeks.  
“I can’t believe you swapped spit with Douglas,” I said. 
“What are you, ten years old?” Julia cried, wiping her tears furiously. 
I stalked back to the car and Julia hurried after me. I grabbed the bag 

of trail mix. 
“Ben?” Julia asked, still following me. “What are you doing?”
“I’m going to walk until I can’t walk anymore, and I am taking the 

trail mix as nourishment.”
“No, that’s ours,” Julia said, trying to grab it from me. 
“Wrong, it is mine. Everything stopped being ours when you cheated 

on me.”
“Ben,” Julia said, and her voice cracked. A lump started to form in my 

throat, but I kept walking. 
She must have stopped walking for a bit, but I heard her running after 

me a few moments later. I started to run too. The sand was really thick, 
burning hot, and was worse than Huntington Beach at high noon. Ever 
the juvenile, I started to cram fistfuls of trail mix into my mouth. 

“I’m eating all your M&M’s!” I screamed, looking back. Julia had 
stopped running. Her face was streaked with eyeliner and tears. I ran a 
bit farther, then slowed to a walk. My mouth was coated with chocolate 
and dry from the salted almonds. I realized I would have to turn around 
for water. 

***
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It’s not that I was even that mad at her, because whenever I got too 
drunk I would sometimes fantasize about kissing someone else at a party. 
However, I at least knew that those fantasies were only ever that—fan-
tasies. Knowing she’d made a choice to kiss someone else and liked it, 
enjoyed it, even, made me feel ashamed. 

We met at a Halloween party almost a year ago when we were both 
wearing masks, so I guess the whole basis of our relationship was built on 
a silly foundation. Really silly, actually, considering we had sex that night 
while listening to the Monster Mash. But she was the only person I’d ever 
fallen in love with, and I didn’t want to let that go. 

It was 1:43pm by the time I got back to the car. Julia was slumped 
near the trunk, trying to capitalize on the square foot of shade. 

“Why aren’t you in the car?” I asked, in genuine concern. Julia, and 
I mean this in the kindest way possible, was really stupid sometimes and 
the whole time we’d been stranded, I kept imagining her getting bitten 
by a lizard because she thought it was “cute” and wanted to pet it.

“The black leather seats were burning my legs,” she said. “Totally 
punk rock.”

I took a seat on the edge of the bumper and sighed. 
“I’m sorry I ate most of your M&M’s,” I said, handing her the bag of 

trail mix. 
 “Why the fuck are you apologizing?” she asked, starting to cry.
“I’m embarrassed about it,” I said. I was pudgy, ginger, and heavily 

bearded; I couldn’t exactly compete with Mr. Tall, Blonde, and Hand-
some. 

As it turns out, Mr. Tall, Blonde, and Handsome was actually “Mr. 
Short, Brunette, and Heavily Napoleonistic In Complex About His Tiny 
You-Know-What,” according to Julia. I laughed, even though I didn’t re-
ally feel like it. I felt dirty, dehydrated, and embarrassed by my chubby 
stomach and hairy arms. I knew I still loved her, but something felt dif-
ferent, like I’d been spun around too many times before taking a swing 
at a piñata.  

“You don’t have to forgive me.” Julia could barely meet my eyes.
“I know,” I said.

***

“Maybe it is kind of romantic,” Julia said that night, tracing the faint 
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outline of the Milky Way with her finger. “In a last night on earth, apoc-
alypse kind of way.” 

We were out of water, so we clinked our cans of hot Mountain Dew 
together and made a toast: to whoever would rescue us, because we tried 
starting the car again but the engine wouldn’t catch. Julia wanted to lis-
ten to the CD she made for the trip, but I was paranoid about the battery 
dying and only let her listen to one track. I think it was something by Led 
Zeppelin, but I’d never heard it before. 

It brought me to tears, but then again, that might have been caused 
by the Flamin’ Hot Cheetos and lack of water. 

***

 We started walking on Tuesday. The only food left were the rai-
sins in the trail mix, but we figured we’d sooner starve to death than eat 
those. Julia brought the bag anyway. I locked the Firebird and patted the 
hood. 

 “So long, sweetheart,” I said. Julia punched me in the arm. 
 We decided to walk back to try and reach the hills. I knew we’d 

be fodder for the vultures if we didn’t find someone, something, by to-
morrow. If we could make it to the top of the hills, maybe we’d spot some 
sign of civilization. 

 By noon, my forehead was screaming in protest from the excess 
sun exposure. At three, it felt like my face had shriveled up to resemble 
one of the trail mix raisins, which we had, of course, demolished hours 
earlier. At five, I was sure I’d drop dead from exhaustion. 

As the sun was beginning its descent, we finally reached the bottom 
of the hills. Julia wanted to stop, but I knew we’d never get started again 
if we did. 

“Just think of it as our sandy, rocky Kilimanjaro,” I said, beginning to 
climb. 

“I’m not sure that helps,” Julia said, but she followed me anyway. 
Of course, it was pitch black by the time we got to the top. The moon 

wasn’t in the sky for some reason. The stars were brighter up here, but 
their illumination was feeble. I think Julia would have cried if she hadn’t 
been so exhausted. 

***
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 I woke up just as the sky was beginning to brighten. It felt like 
a small, furry creature had crawled into my mouth and died overnight, 
and I had blisters up and down my arms. I looked back towards the Fire-
bird—there was nothing. I looked over the ridge, where the desert con-
tinued to stretch endlessly. Of course there was nothing there either. 
We’d die here, in this deserted Bermuda triangle. 

 I missed my family. I wanted to play one last game of fetch with 
Rufus, our golden retriever. I desperately, more than anything, wanted 
a glass of water. But most of all, I wished Julia hadn’t cheated on me. I 
laughed until I cried. 

 When I looked back over the ridge, the sun was just beginning to 
come up. I wiped my nose on my shirt and stood up. Julia was still asleep 
and I had no idea how to tell her of our impending deaths. I turned to 
look at the rising sun again, but—wait—“Julia?” 

 “Julia,” I said again, in a sandpaper voice. “Julia, wake up.” 
 At first, I couldn’t wake her. I shook her harder and her eyes 

snapped open. She moved her mouth to talk to me, but no sound came 
out. I hauled her up and pointed towards the sun—what I had thought 
was the sun, anyway. A car’s headlights snaked along highway 15, far in 
the distance. They were so far away at first that I had mistaken them. 

I reached for her hand, and our fingers intertwined. 
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I knew terrible things. About how Marci snuck out every night into 
the lion tamer’s den and how Darci played with her makeup when he 
took the clown paint off, and how Russell the Fire-Breather thinks Joce-
lyn the Daredevil is building her own flea circus in secret.  

“Masters in my craft have done all sorts of things,” Zip the Lion Tamer 
once told me.  “Taught stallions how to fuck girls. Girls!” I nod politely 
at Zip because I’m the Boy That Can Fit in a Jar; a large pickle jar, but 
a small jar only three feet high, and anything I need to know or worry 
about knowing is just that.

Backstage, after I’ve practiced the pickle jar routine three times, I 
wander out into the main dressing room. I watch Darci the Clown paint 
on his happy face—a white face and then arching ketchup red eyebrows. 
I remember the after-midnights when I saw him by candlelight, in the 
same purple-spotted and yellow clown suit, putting on Marci’s makeup. 
So today I asked him, in a voice that no one hears because they usually see 
me in a pickle jar: “Why don’t you be the ballerina today?”

Darci looked down at me, squeezing the makeup wedge in between 
his fingers. “Hey there, Pickles.”

“The Boy That Can Fit in a Pickle Jar,” Zip corrected him. He waltzed 
by and patted me on the head.

“Whatever,” Darci said and went back to puffing his face with powder.
Zip clapped his hand on my shoulder and led me off to another cor-

ner of the dressing room, next to Marci’s rack of sequined dresses.
“Why can’t they just switch places for a bit?” I asked, shrugging his 

hand off.  “I know Darci likes to, he plays with Marci’s makeup after-mid-
nights.”

Zip’s eyes lit up when I mentioned Marci. They always do. “Now, 
that’s strangey-wangey isn’t it. Does Cornelia know?”

Cornelia was the ringleader; she took care of everyone, especially 
me. When I tried out for the circus, it’s because she found me stuck in a 
pickle jar. They couldn’t get me out for hours, and then Cornelia decid-
ed that they were all fools—my talent was pickle-jarring. That was all I 

THE CIRCUS VIRUS
by Arianne V. Advincula 
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needed to worry about.
“No. Should I tell her?” I say.
“No need. You just keep these sort of terrible-wearible things to 

yourself.” He poked me in the chest. “Leave Darci alone, ‘kay?”
I nodded.
“Besides, if you really wanted to change roles, there’s all sorts of 

ways to do that. Just learn how to do something else.”
“But all I can do is—”
“Try out a jar that used to contain lemons or something!”

***

Lemon jars.  I never found one big enough. The next week we trav-
elled to Dal Vareum, a town with a terrible illness that only affected chil-
dren. And in the troupe it only affected me.

Cornelia sat by my bed, holding her hand out for me to hold. 
“How are you feeling?”
My hand was a rock in hers. I shook my head.
“Try saying something.”
I opened my mouth. “Issmay— ”
“What was that?”
“Orneliacay. Iway antcay. Myay ordsway!” I breathed hard. “Ack-

wardsbay.”
“Shh, that’s enough.” I thought I did something wrong, because Cor-

nelia got up and brought Russell the Fire Breather back with her.
On the side, Russell claimed he once studied at medical school be-

fore dropping out and joining Cornelia’s troupe. “Good morning, Bud,” 
he said while strapping his hands with green gloves.

I just nodded. If I said anything else, Cornelia might worry.
“Open up.” He stuck a popsicle stick and a flashlight down my throat. 

“Looks a little swollen down there, Bud. Can you talk?” He removed the 
instruments.

“Myay ordsway areway eirdway. Ooklay, Iway aysay eirdway ings-
thay!”

“Uh, gotcha.” He crossed his arms and nodded his head. “I think I get 
it. Miss Cornelia, Bud here’s gotta rare case of the sniffles.”

“I don’t think this is just a common cold.”
“Well! It’s not common, that’s why I said ‘rare.’ ”
Cornelia’s face fell flat and she looked at me again. “Can you do any-
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thing about it?”
“Hey, I am a doctor, miss.”
Cornelia turned to me, holding my hands again. “I’m sorry. We’ll 

find a way through this.”

***

We never did.  Now I really was just the Boy Who Could Fit in a Jar.  
And when the world noticed, a man threw a bag of popcorn at me.
“ ‘Ey No Speak!” 
The crowd was in an uproar over it. “No Speak, No Speak!”
I felt their words on me, clamping down on me, crushing me until 

I wormed my way into the pickle jar quicker than ever. Get inside, and 
get out. Act done, leave the stage. Just get in and get out! No Speak Who 
Could Fit in a Pickle Jar. They were all having a good time. The applause 
was louder than their laughter.  

I sat in the dressing room one after-midnight, picking out popcorn 
from brown curls.  Keep these terrible-wearible things to myself, my 
regular voice-in-my-head said as I wiped my wet face with a cloth. “Erri-
ble-wearibletay ingsthay otay elfmysay.”

The door clicked. Darci and Marci walked in, stumbling over each 
other, reeking of that stuff that Zip said was better than strawberry cream 
sodas. Marci still had her pink tutu on and Darci wore that bright clown-
suit. I rushed onto my hands and feet and slipped under the vanity mirror 
table. 

They stood beside the vanity and Marci knelt down and unzipped 
Darci’s pants.  

Darci smashed a palm in her face. “I can’t do it.” He took off his green 
afro and placed it on the vanity dresser.  

But she tore at his clownpants, bringing them down to his knees. 
Darci was just in his wig cap, his face still caked with happy-makeup; 

I knew it was Darci, but I saw the popcorn-throwing man. “No Speak! No 
Speak!” he cried as he leaned back onto the vanity mirror table above me. 

“No Speak who Could Fit in a Pickle Jar!” Marci cried, pressing Darci 
to the table with her fake nails. 

I think she scared Darci, because he stepped back. The heel of Darci’s 
clown shoe came down on my finger hard. I screamed. 

 “Pickles!” Darci’s voice sounded far away. “Pickles, no.”
I darted out from the vanity table, slapping the circus grounds with 
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my hands and knees like a chimpanzee. I couldn’t look back. “Erri-
ble-wearibletay ingsthay otay elfmysay,” I said aloud.

***

I spent more hours than I ever had in the pickle jar the next day. 
Every now and then I’d hear, “Pickles!” and I knew Darci was looking 
for me. For a long time in my dreams I saw him in his wig cap and happy 
makeup, clownsuit arms reaching under the vanity screaming, “Pickles!” 

When no one could get me out of the pickle jar, they called for Cor-
nelia. She sat beside me for a few minutes before she asked, “Is something 
wrong?”

 I tried to budge, but I couldn’t move.
“Did something happen?”
Anything I could say I couldn’t. She put a gloved hand to the pickle 

jar and the warmth from it reached me through the glass.
“You can’t stay in there forever. You need to eat. We’re all worrying 

about you.”
Try as I might, I was stuck. Anything I needed to know or worry 

about is how to fit in a pickle jar. 
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The three girls were waiting for us on the side of the road; we drove 
up to meet them in two separate cars. Joey and my father were in the 
first car. Joey’s father drove the second car; my friend Pete sat in the front 
with him, and I was in the back. The girls were all wearing dresses. 

A half an hour before, when we split up into the two cars, Joey’s dad 
told my dad not to worry, that he personally knew the girls, and was 
going to do a good job of breaking the ice “for the boys.” Joey’s dad told 
my dad to take Joey with him because Joey knew what to say, and he 
instructed Pete and me to get into his car. My father didn’t object. 

My father generally didn’t pick me up from basketball practice, but 
when he managed to get off work early, he made an effort to do it. Joey’s 
dad was always there for the entirety of practice. Joey was the only kid 
in our age group tall enough to dunk, even though he wouldn’t do it all 
crazy, like they did it in the video games or on TV, but his dad would 
cheer as if he did. Joey had already put in a few dunks the day my dad 
came to pick me up and talk to Joey’s dad. The week before I had asked 
my dad if I could go.

“Well, you’re kind of young,” my dad said. “Maybe we should wait a 
little bit longer for that kind of stuff.” I told him that Joey’s dad had been 
taking Joey and a few other kids from my class to do it. I told him that 
Joey had done it like a million times, but Joey probably only had gone 
like, four or five times at that point. 

“Huh. Is that so,” my dad said, and I said it was. But back to practice—
“It’s a really nice set-up. The girls are super clean and they treat the 

kids really well. I know the lady who runs the whole operation, you can 
talk to her if you’d like.” That’s what Joey’s dad told my dad to convince 
him that it would be cool if I came along with Joey the next time he did it.

“Okay, but maybe I should go along—make sure they’re okay for the 
kids, you know,” my dad answered.

Well, actually, I only saw them talking from the court, so I can only 
assume that’s what they talked about, but I think I have a pretty good 
idea that’s what it was because when I got off the court they were both 

DENIM
by José Tadeu Vasconcellos Bijos 
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grinning the way old guys grin when they see their kids doing something 
impressive. But I hadn’t really done anything interesting out there and 
I’m generally terrible at sports anyway so, you know, either it was that 
conversation or Joey’s dunking. But I figured the former, because Joey’s 
dad had said something along the lines of “Here comes the big guy 
ready for the big weekend!” when I came up to them and it struck me 
as something particularly slimy for him to say, even for slimy old guy 
standards. Then my dad and Joey’s dad gave this weird, slimy old guy 
handshake and it was particularly weird because I had never thought of 
my dad as a slimy old guy but the handshake and the grinning and the way 
both men went about those motions started to make me reconsider that 
thought.

Joey’s dad had gone through a weird divorce with Joey’s mom the 
year before. Everyone had talked about it in school, something about 
Joey’s mom’s brother hiring a private eye to follow Joey’s dad around, 
which felt kind of strange and extreme as is, but even more particularly 
strange taking into consideration that Joey’s dad worked in the company 
that was owned by Joey’s mom’s family. Turns out that they caught Joey’s 
dad having sex with his secretary on camera, and Joey’s mother’s brother 
confronted him about it, mano-a-mano according to Joey, and that pretty 
much sealed the deal of his parents not being together anymore. What’s 
even more particularly strange is that the reason I know all about this 
is because apparently Joey’s mom sat him and his sister down and gave 
them all the sordid details which, I guess, I guess was the truthful thing to 
do but, damn. The point of this story is that even though I was surprised 
my dad came off as a slimy guy that day, Joey’s dad being presented as a 
man of elevated sliminess, all things considered, wasn’t very surprising at 
all. But, still, those were all fourth or fifth thoughts, hindsight thoughts, 
because the first, second, and third thoughts I was having were pretty 
much just me being thrilled with the idea of having sex soon. Friday, 
during fifth period, I asked Joey how it would go down. 

“I’ve been with this girl a few times already, so she will bring her 
friends for you and Pete, and that’s what’s going to go down. That’s what 
happened when I took Dave the other time.” I thought about asking more 
questions because that wasn’t very helpful and kind of confusing actually, 
but Joey and I were sitting right behind Patricia Lewis that day and 
Patricia’s hair smelled really nice, and I felt a little bit guilty asking those 
questions within earshot of her so I decided to stop talking altogether. 
Joey didn’t seem to care though: “Dude, last week I took her jet skiing 
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and she gave me a hand job in the water. It was fucking sick.” 
I thought for a second about the mechanics of that kind of stuff 

and thought about that one time I masturbated in my cousin Tommy’s 
Jacuzzi, ‘cause I always saw people having sex in those kinds of things in 
movies and thought, well, why not, and it actually proved to be a far more 
cumbersome, unpleasant task than expected. But then I realized that holy 
shit Joey got an underwater hand job, and even though I felt pretty weird 
having that thought right next to Patricia Lewis (and weird in all new and 
different kinds of weird too, now that I think about it), it lingered. That 
could be me, I thought, jet ski skills notwithstanding. 

When the day came, I was way too nervous to be responsible for 
maneuvering jet skis. You know that space between your fingers? I don’t 
really know what that space is called, but I know there was sweat coming 
out of there because when I held my hands together, they felt warm and 
damp and had that slippery texture to them that you only become aware 
of when you’re wiping your forehead sweat and expect to give it a solid, 
re-assuring wipe but your hand, because it’s as sweaty as your forehead, 
just slides right off. I was waiting for Pete’s mom to come pick us up 
and drive Pete and myself to Joey’s house where the dads would then, in 
turn, come pick us up and take us bowling/there. The moms had no clue. 
I saw Dave by the school’s pick-up gate and I asked him how it went down 
when he had gone.  

“It was really fucking awesome but it was also kind of weird because 
she said I had been like, her best fuck ever. And that can’t really be true 
because it was my first time ever so either I’m really fucking good or 
she’s just lying. And I think she’s lying because when I tried to fuck her 
from behind, I kept slipping and not really doing it right I think and 
looking back on it I don’t even know if it felt even really good for me, 
so I’m willing to bet that it didn’t feel really good for her either. So she’s 
lying. And then she told me that her husband was a cop, and asked me 
how I felt about it and if it turned me on and I said it did because, well, 
what else are you going to say to those kinds of things and when I said 
it did I realized that turned her on and she kept bringing it up over and 
over again so, all of that. But it was fucking awesome man—she was 
super hot.”  

As I listened to Dave talk, I saw Patricia Lewis on the other side of 
the pick-up gate, getting into her mother’s range rover. I wondered why 
she was always around in those moments, and not in the moments when 
I was doing something I felt like I was good at doing, like playing Mario 
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Kart, maybe. Hm.
If I was driving Luigi on Rainbow Road, definitely. 
But then I was in the backseat of Joey’s dad’s car with Rebecca and 

Alice, and Dave and Patricia and Mario Kart all got balled-up and tossed 
to the side of my mind, and that was when Alice’s thigh pressed up against 
mine in the backseat, her bare, woman thigh, up against my Levi’s, and 
she was asking me, Hey baby what’s your name, and me not looking and 
thinking too-long-in-the-oven thoughts and hey baby and me thinking 
burnt-around-the-edges thoughts and  

what’s your name? and me, finally, answering.

***

Joey told me they all had fake names, and even he didn’t know his 
girl’s actual real name, but what’s in a name anyway when you forget how 
to talk. Joey’s dad did as he said he would, and kept the static of small talk 
going on while we listened. It was helpful, but at times I really wanted 
to stop him, because he would keep making these substantially slimy 
old guy comments and would punctuate them with this chuckling and 
chortling that just felt flat out inappropriate, despite how little I knew 
about his relationship with the girls. He kept saying things like, “How is 
work coming along,” and asking if they were going to “handle the boys with 
care” and I wondered why the girls were being so flirty and so easy with 
his terrible slimy old guy jokes but then I realized that they maybe had to 
deal with a lot of slimy old guys on a regular basis, so they were probably 
already used to that kind of stuff at this point. I wondered if Joey was used 
to it. I wondered what was going on in my dad’s car, and I wondered what 
Patricia Lewis was doing at that moment. But all those thoughts only got 
a limited amount of my attention because of, you know, Alice’s thigh.

When we arrived at the motel, my dad’s car was already in the parking 
lot, my dad propped next to it, smoking a cigarette, Joey presumably 
already in his room with his girl. “How’re you doing, big guy,” my dad 
told me as I got out of the car, which felt super strange because my dad 
had never called me big guy ever before, and I could kind of tell that he 
was just doing it because that’s something Joey’s dad would do. I wanted 
to tell him that he really didn’t need to ever call me big guy ever again, 
especially taking into consideration my short stature and that I couldn’t 
even dunk. But then I realized that Pete and I hadn’t decided who was 
going to go in with who and that seemed like a more critical situation to 
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attend to. 
I looked at Pete and it seemed like he was thinking the same thing I 

was, but before I could say anything, he said, “I like Alice.” I wanted to tell 
Pete that Alice and I had a thing going on in the backseat, a thigh-to-thigh 
thing, but that felt kind of silly and hard to explain so I just said, “Well, 
I like Alice too.” The girls were only a few feet away talking to the dads, 
and this brief conversation between Pete and myself felt weird and not 
cool and especially not done in a very smooth way. I felt embarrassed for 
them and for us, but I didn’t know what else to do so I just blurted out, 
“Rock paper scissors?” and Pete answered “Best out of three?” and I said 
“Okay,” and that settled it.

I don’t think the girls were entirely sure of what was going on but we 
had the decency to go behind the car to work out our arrangement. That 
was when I realized I was probably sweating in between my brain cells as 
well because I wound up throwing rock three times, which resulted in 
Pete figuring me out and beating me, not by luck, but by an actual strategy. 
I got so bummed out about losing, I almost cursed out loud about it, but 
then I saw the girls right over there, looking over at us, so I kept it in.

Joey’s dad had given the girls the keys and, though I swear I had 
no intention of not honoring the game’s outcome, when Alice made 
eye contact with me, jingled her keys in my direction, I took it as an 
open invitation to grab her hand instead of Rebecca’s. Since Pete didn’t 
say anything, I could assume his desire to not make a big deal about it 
trumped his desire for having sex with Alice and I was perfectly okay with 
that. My dad lit Joey’s dad’s cigarette and they gave us slimy old guy nods 
of approval while the girls led us by the hand to our individual rooms that 
had already been booked and paid for in advance.

“Am I finally going to meet the tiger?” Alice asked. I nodded and 
smiled, and hoped she was referring, somehow, to me. “You’re as cute as 
a button,” she said.

The room was drab, a little bit stuffy, and smelled like cigarettes. 
Save for the mirror on the ceiling and the round bed, it looked like what 
I expected it to look like. I sat on the bed and Alice took off her dress 
by untying the knot behind her neck, letting it fall to the floor. She was 
wearing nothing underneath. 

At that moment I thought about a bunch of different things, and I 
could go on and on about them, but I mainly thought about how hard 
it was to dunk, to drive a jet ski, to have sex with a naked woman, to 
even look at a naked woman, or even to sit behind Patricia Lewis during 
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geography class and focus at the same time. 

***

I was really surprised that the first thought that crossed my mind 
after the fact was, Wow, I can’t believe I didn’t have to use my hands at any 
given time! But that was exactly what I was thinking about as she put her 
dress back on and asked me, very politely, for money. I took three 50 
dollar bills out of the special compartment of my wallet reserved for 
emergency money and gave them to her. I thought about asking her what 
she was going to do with it but I hesitated for a second, thinking that was 
maybe an inappropriate question to ask. I decided to do it anyways. 

“Well, half of it goes directly to Julia.”
“Julia?”
“Yeah, she’s the lady that runs the operation.”
“What about the other half?” 
She took a second to organize the things in her bag. 
“Actually, I’ve been eyeing this jean jacket.” 
“A jean jacket?” 
“Yeah, I think I’m going to go and pick it up right now actually.” 
And then it hit me: Wow I just had sex.
“Do you think your father could drop me off there?” 
Is this how it’s supposed to feel like?
“Sure.”
“Thank you so much. You’re a sweet kid—here, have my number, 

give me a call whenever you feel like partying again.”
Does that mean that she liked it?
“Thank you. I will.” 
Did I like it?
I looked at her and her bright green eyes as she winked back at me. 

Joey told me colored contact lenses were “in” for that kind of business, but 
back then I didn’t think about that, I just thought about how beautifully 
her eyes sat on her face. 

“I love you.”
I love you?
“That’s really nice, sweetie.” 

***
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In the car ride on the way back, everything felt different and the same, 
except for her thigh. Her thigh definitely felt different, less apocalyptic 
than before, but still weird—weird in a completely new kind of weird I 
never really felt before but almost polar opposite to the other weird I had 
felt sitting behind Patricia Lewis earlier that week in class. Alice asked 
Joey’s dad if he could drop her off at the jean jacket store, and when 
we got there, it turned out that it wasn’t just in fact a jean jacket store, 
but the jean jacket store, as in, it only sold jean jackets which struck me 
as borderline esoteric. It was called “OH BOY JEAN JACKETS” and, 
judging by the signs in the storefront, there was definitely a clearance 
going on so I thought that maybe, if she found something she liked that 
was on sale, she could use my virginity money to buy the jean jacket, and 
then some.





 21

In resistance with Diana, the Huntress of Bus Drivers, and the women of Ciudad Juárez. 

They die with their eyes open. Drowned men scattered on street 
corners, in shallow ditches, sometimes adrift in the canal. The people say 
it’s bad luck to close the drowned men’s eyes. La Llorona will come for 
whomever touches the bodies, pry their own eyes open in their sleep, 
and then—once you look, it’s already over.

But that’s not true. I don’t act with such messy vengeance. It takes 
time to plan a murder.  I wait weeks, sometimes months before I take 
one. Only the women are grateful. I see them the night after they’ve 
picked the men’s bodies out of the canals. They throw tequila down their 
throats, kiss the salt off their fists.  

“Viva La Llorona!” they wail, crooning into the star-spotted sky or 
pouring shots into the water. Otherwise, it’s a thankless job.  

I’ve been watching this one for weeks. He’s particularly cruel. He’ll 
beat anything that comes too close to him—dogs, vagrants, women, chil-
dren. I’ve even seen him sink his fists into a haystack. He’s a bus driver, no 
surprise. Bus drivers are known for this type of thing. They wait for poor 
women to board early in the morning—two, three o’clock—to leave 
their homes for factory jobs in the city. Many of these women don’t come 
back. Others come back empty:  dullness in their eyes, untold stories 
clawing at their throats. But I hear them: the cries they let loose when 
they think they’re alone, calling out for La Llorona.  

“La Llorona!”  
A cry, a promise.

***

It’s three o’clock and the cold, black air is so still you can see grains 
of sand shifting through the lamplight. On nights like this I almost believe 
in spirits myself. But the orbs in the distance are just headlights, and I am 
just a poor woman going to work. The bus shrieks to a smelly halt, grind-

THE WEEPING WOMAN
by Lizzi Murtough 
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ing plumes of dust from under worn tires. He doesn’t say anything, but 
his eyes search for my shape beneath my clothes. I keep my head down, 
move to the back as I know the others would. In the wide sleeve of my 
tunic I pull back the plunger of the syringe.  

The bus turns north towards the border. A half hour passes and still 
he says nothing, but I see his eyes—hazel glinting green—dart in and out 
of the rearview mirror. Sometimes I think the men can tell who I am; I 
wonder if this is the night La Llorona will be finished. But no man ever 
runs, and I always keep my promises. 

He pulls over just a mile from La Río Bravo. The doors don’t open. I 
keep my thumb on the plunger, cradling the syringe between my knuck-
les. When he stands, I see he has already removed his belt. If I believed 
in spirits, I’d say one takes me over on these nights, puts courage in my 
blood so hot I can’t feel fear. I stand. 

“Where are you going, mijita?” he asks.
His lips curl into a grin and he folds the belt in half, slapping the 

buckle against his palm.  I know better than to say anything now. This is 
the power of La Llorona: you need only be a woman to lure a man. They’re 
easy predators, but easier prey.  

He comes so close I can see speckled brown against his gray-green 
eyes, like the egg of la cenzontle.  

“Are you afraid?” he asks.
The soft skin on his neck—that hollow place between his collar 

bones—shivers when he speaks. He strokes the outline of my cheek with 
the buckle-end of the belt. The metal is so cold and worn that its splinters 
tug at my skin like ant bites. He moves to me as if to kiss, but the needle 
is in his throat before he reaches my lips.  

“Not today,” I say. 
He dies with his eyes open, searching my face for mercy.
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Do you remember the first magic trick you ever saw? It was probably 
your weird Uncle Rob who your mom doesn’t let you sit alone with at 
Thanksgiving, showing you the one where you pull his finger. Or maybe 
it was a card trick.

Regardless, magic is a beautiful thing, even your uncle’s farts. Mag-
ic’s especially beautiful for children, because when you’re a child, every-
thing is magic.

When Dad puts a plate into the microwave and 30 seconds later it’s 
cooked, that’s magic.

When Grandpa presses a button and people appear on the TV, that’s 
magic.

When Mom becomes pregnant with your first younger sibling. 
That’s…well that’s Jesus magic, and you’ll learn about it when you’re a 
little older…

It’s all magic. It’s all amazing. And there’s a pinch of wonder in every-
thing a child experiences in life.

Magic has always been a big part of my life from an early age. I didn’t 
have any Uncle Robs (blessed!), but I had a grandfather who showed me 
something else very special.

My first experience with prestidigitation was a card trick. I was in-
structed by the magician (my grandpa) to place the four Jacks into a 
deck in different places. The magician then made a promise. “I’ll cut this 
deck just once, and magically, they’ll all appear in the middle, together.” 
After one cut, he snapped his fingers and said, “That’s amazing!” Then he 
showed me what he had just conjured: four Jacks together in the middle 
of the deck. That was magic.

“What the hell?” is what I would’ve said, in my head, if I knew how to 
swear then. It was truly amazing stuff for a five-year-old who had discov-
ered a week earlier that it hurts real bad to bite down on foil. That day my 
grandpa became a shaman, a miracle maker, the man who, with a snap of 
his fingers, could make magic happen. 

I wanted to be that kind of person. There were so many things I could 

THAT’S AMAZING
by Michael Wong
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think of wanting to make happen with a snap and a shout of, “That’s 
amazing!” There was a group of girls in my kindergarten class who would 
never shut up about how extensive their toy collections were. Five-year-
old me would’ve loved to snap and say “That’s amazing” to see them dis-
appear and group together elsewhere, like the four Jacks. I would also 
have loved to make vegetables appear somewhere other than my plate 
(still trying to figure that one out today). The possibilities were endless, 
and my little head was buzzing with brainstorm power.

So I asked my grandpa to teach me.
“I’ll teach you, but you have to promise to obey the first rule of mag-

ic,” my grandpa offered.
Wait, there’re rules? When you’re five, rules suck. Rules mean you can’t 

do certain things, like stay up past eight or hang out with Uncle Rob at 
holidays. But the curious and young part of me couldn’t say “No.”

“OK. What is it?”
“A magician never reveals his secret. Got it?”
Simple enough, sure. But even five-year-old me can see the hypocrisy 

in this omnipotent rule of magicians. I felt like my grandpa was breaking 
the rules for me, just so I could be a part of the brotherhood. Such a 
badass, this guy.

“Got it.”
My grandpa spent an hour working the trick with me that day. If 

you’ve ever learned a magic secret, you know that it’s both a very fun and 
very disappointing experience. You become so enamored by an effect, in 
how it bewilders you and makes you feel young, and you want to learn 
how to do it to others. But once you learn the secret, it’s never as fun. I 
would learn in the subsequent seventeen years of practicing magic (and 
living life) that finding the solutions to problems is sometimes a painful 
experience. But that kind of thought process comes with experience. 
When you’re five, learning secrets is usually sick.

The first person I showed the Jack trick to was my mom. When I got 
back home, it was the first thing we did. I took out the deck of cards my 
grandpa gave me, already set up to perform the miracle, and made mag-
ic happen. As a lot of people are when seeing a magic trick for the first 
time, my mom was totally blown away. The look in her eyes made it seem 
like she questioned everything she had known about physics and logic up 
to that point. Or maybe she was acting, but regardless, I felt invincible. 
Shortly after I finished what I felt was equivalent to Jesus making water 
into wine, my mom said something that stayed with me for a long time, 
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in a way that mom sayings often do.
“Your dad would like that trick, Michael.”
I chewed that over for a while that night. I agreed: he would like it. 

And instantly I wanted to show him.
My dad and my mom weren’t together at any time of my childhood. I 

really only got to see him for a week at a time sporadically throughout the 
year. He lived in San Francisco like my grandparents, and my mom and I 
lived in Seattle. When I was two, my mom took a job with Alaska Airlines 
so that I could fly for free to see him. When I visited my dad, we could do 
anything, like go to Chuck E. Cheese’s even if it wasn’t my birthday, or 
eat candy any time, and even stay up past 8, every night. I wasn’t allowed 
to tell my mom any of this though. That was amazing to me. No rules 
with dad. It was magical in the most honest interpretation of the word.

I was four when he died. Memories are often blurry and confusing to 
think of when we’re four, and my memory is no different, but I remem-
ber the day of his funeral as well as I do the Jack trick. Imagine just for a 
short time trying to comprehend a death as big as your father’s at the age 
of four. Death isn’t even a concept manageably understandable then. Mu-
fasa dies in The Lion King, but is alive when you watch it next time. Your 
fish dies and goes down the toilet, but a new one appears in the bowl the 
next day. Where do fathers go? I remember asking questions like that. I 
remember wondering why he was cold, and why he wouldn’t warm up 
when I held his hand. I remember not knowing what it meant to never 
stay up late with him again, no matter how bad I wanted.

I wanted to show him this trick, though, because I agreed with my 
mom that he’d like it. I was also pretty good at it and was eager to show 
him that I was. A little part of me, the magical part, knew that magic was 
an answer to questions about my father’s death that I maybe didn’t even 
have yet.

The next time I went to San Francisco, I asked my grandparents to 
take me to see my dad. They obliged, and that day we drove up to nearby 
Colma, CA where my father’s grave is.

Situated at the top of a beautiful hill is the marker for his grave. Rose 
bushes were in full bloom in the spot we scattered his ashes the year be-
fore. I sat cross-legged in front of it, while my grandparents stood behind 
me and spoke to him in their own ways, too, I imagine.

I took out my deck of cards and proceeded to perform my routine 
for the rose bush.

“I have these four Jacks,” I began. “And if you would for me, sir, please 
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put them each in different areas of the deck, so that none are next to each 
other.” Obviously, the rose bush offered no reply. Despite full-hearted-
ly believing in magic, I didn’t expect it to, and knowing my father was 
watching, I was satisfied with doing the job of the spectator myself. Fi-
nally, as taught, I cut the deck once, snapped my fingers and said “That’s 
amazing!” Then I spread the cards across the ground face up to reveal the 
four Jacks in the middle, together. A perfect finish.

The moment was still, like a picture. There was no reaction except 
for a whistle from the wind that was blowing atop the hill. I waited for 
one, naïve to be sure, but I didn’t get one. I didn’t need one, though. I 
was happy to be sharing magic with my father. I knew he’d think it was 
amazing.

I left the cemetery that day with a need to learn more. My grandpa 
bought me a couple magic books full of effects and principles and sleights 
that could make seemingly anything happen. I could make salt shakers 
pass through a solid table, magically. I could pull quarters out of people’s 
ears, magically. But I wanted to do more.

I remember my grandpa’s face when I asked him the question. It was 
similar to when you ask a mom where babies come from, and that lady 
isn’t even your mom. His face was bewildered, and at a loss for exactly 
what to say, which reminded me of how some people reacted to my Jack 
trick.

“Is there a trick that will make him come back?” I asked. I’m not sure 
how serious this inquiry was; serious enough I suppose.

He didn’t need to ask a clarifying question. “Well, Michael, I don’t 
think there’s a trick for that, yet,” he told me.

This didn’t devastate me, but I must’ve I looked visibly upset, be-
cause I was immediately hoisted onto his lap for lesson time.

“Magic isn’t about what you can do, Michael,” he started. “It’s about 
what it does for others.”

Big idea for a five-year-old, foil-biting boy to comprehend. But he 
was right. No magic trick would bring my dad back, because he wasn’t 
supposed to come back, no matter how bad I may have wanted it to hap-
pen.

Magic isn’t about making the impossible happen. Surely that’s a big 
part of it, but more importantly, magic reminds us how it feels to be 
bewildered by something. Every magic trick is a lesson in faith, one that 
reminds those lucky enough to experience it that things happen that are 
beyond our comprehension every day. Magic is when four Jacks collect 
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themselves impossibly in the middle of a deck of cards. Magic is when 
your mom gives you a bandage and a week later your boo-boo is gone. 
Magic is when roses bloom where you laid your dad’s ashes.

That’s amazing.
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Laughter fills the carnival grounds, echoing from lampposts, hanging 
in the midnight sky. Neon lights illuminate the boardwalk, revealing no 
one under its vibrant glow. I glance from the bumper cars to the Ferris 
wheel to the tilt-a-whirl. The rides are in full-speed, creaking and clank-
ing in their rotations, but not a single ride operator nor fair-goer is in 
sight…

That last line sounds weird.
I read the sentence once over, cupping my hands around my face to 

focus better on the screen.
So let’s see, rides are in full-speed blah blah blah creaking and clank-

ing blah blah but not a single ride operator nor fair goer is in sight…blah. 
Okay, whatever, I’ll just highlight it and change the wording later.  

I scroll my cursor over “sight” and drag it until the entire line is high-
lighted in yellow, then proceed writing.

Laughter fills the carnival grounds, echoing from lampposts, hanging 
in the midnight sky. Neon lights illuminate the boardwalk, revealing no 
one under its vibrant glow. I glance from the bumper cars to the Ferris 
wheel to the tilt-a-whirl. The rides are in full-speed, creaking and clank-
ing in their rotations, but not a single ride operator nor fair-goer is in 
sight…

I wonder if I’ve arrived too late for the festivities and check my wrist-
watch. 12:00 a.m....guess not. The fair is supposed to go on until 1 a.m., 
but where is everyone? And where is that laughter coming from? A finger 
taps my shoulder.  Startled, I swivel around and—

Wait, no. There’s a plot hole in this…I don’t know what it is, but 
someone’s going to point it out; I’m way too lazy to go back and rewrite 
it to make sense. 

Exiting out of the unsaved Word document, I open up a new project 
and stare at the blank page in front of me.  It looks white…too white. I 
lower the brightness, tilt the screen back, and unglue my eyes from the 
laptop for a moment.  

Glancing around, the library seems a lot more crowded than it was 

WRITER’S BLOCK
by Nicole Mormann
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since I arrived.  Students sitting at the four long study tables in front of 
me are elbow to elbow with each other, looking like a horizontal chain 
of linked monkeys in a barrel.  The faint sound of Lady Gaga’s “Applause” 
from the headphones of the guy sitting next to me breaks the silence of 
the room, but everyone seems too concentrated on their work to notice. 
I turn my gaze to window on the right, watching out of the corner of my 
eye as he’s nodding to the beat of the song, and I see the sun starting to 
go down.  

Jesus, how long have I been here? I refocus my attention on the com-
puter and check the time. 5:16! I’ve been here for three hours? How did 
I not…oh my God, I need to write this story before tomorrow. Crap. 
Okay, focus and get back to writing.

They said she was going to be fine, that the hospital treatments were 
routine and needed, and there was nothing to worry about. When you’re 
a kid, you’re inclined to believe the things your parents tell you and so 
for a while I did, but over time I learned to stop believing and start seeing 
the reality for myself: Nana was dying and there was nothing we could 
do to save her—

Nope. Too depressing. Scrap.
For almost all of my life, I have been in love with the idea of love. 

In fact, I can’t even remember a time when I wasn’t convinced I was in 
love. I remember, even 16 years later, having my first crush at 4 years old 
on a boy who pinched my arm during recess and called me ugly. I went 
crying to the woman babysitting us and told on him, but she just smiled 
at me and told me that was how boys showed girls they liked them. In 
retrospect, it’s pretty fucked up to think that’s what most girls are first 
taught about boys—that the more a boy likes you, the worse he treats 
you. It’s almost as if their motive in telling us this is to set our expecta-
tions so low that no man can possibly hurt us, but then again, maybe I’m 
just overthinking it—

Agreed, you are overthinking it. Yeah no, not writing this.
Frustrated, I close my eyes and press my fingers into my temples, 

rubbing them in circular calming motions to keep myself from getting 
angrier.

My short story is due tomorrow and I have nothing. Three—I open 
my eyes to double check the clock again—oh wait, no, four hours in the 
library and I haven’t accomplished anything.  

I mean, come on, I’m a creative writing major. If anything, this 
should be my thing. I should be handing in papers like I’m handing out 
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candy to kids on Halloween. I should be breezing through these writing 
workshops like the wind, getting nods of peer and professor approval like 
I’m J.K. Rowling herself, and leaving readers speechless like I’m the only 
one left in the classroom with a voice.  

But no. Instead I’m fixated on a page that refuses to write itself, won-
dering if there’s an illness I can somehow fake in order to weasel my 
way out of this assignment, wishing I were J.K. Rowling, and feeling as 
though the voice within me has disappeared forever.  

I shut my laptop screen, flopping my folded arms on top of it, and 
rest my forehead on my forearms. The tiny hairs tickle my face as I try to 
move my head into more comfortable positions, but no matter where I 
place my forehead, nothing seems to feel right.

Am I right for this major? Well, yes, of course I am. I write almost 
every day for goodness sake, I should be. I just need to stop comparing 
myself to other writers, or at least putting so much pressure on myself to 
come up with a masterpiece. I mean, people are always saying how I’m 
a good writer, but then I get into these classes and it’s like everyone’s al-
ready a published author or at least one in the making! If only my friends 
heard the stories these students wrote, they wouldn’t even take a second 
glance at mine.  

Okay, stop. I need to stop doing that. Listen: forget about other writ-
ers. Forget about grades, forget about graduate school, forget about what 
everyone else thinks, and do what feels natural. Writing feels natural.

Sitting up, I run my hands through my hair and glimpse around the 
room. A couple students have left, breaking the seemingly endless rows 
of studiers, and the atmosphere feels calmer, happier even. Well, maybe 
not happier, but at least less tense.  

I make eye contact with a girl sitting directly across from me, a freck-
le-faced brunette wearing red Ray-Ban glasses, and smile. The side of 
her mouth twitches as though she’s trying to figure out how to return 
the gesture, but then falls into a frown as she shoots me an agitated look 
before glancing at headphones guy and going back to looking at her com-
puter.

Wow, that’s the last time I try being friendly in the library. And I 
thought I was the one with problems.  

I copy her motion, pulling my laptop screen back up, and stare at the 
blank document in front of me. Write what feels natural…write what 
feels natural.

What feels natural is drinking a warm Starbuck’s pumpkin spice 
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latte, hanging out with friends on weekend nights and drinking til dawn, 
falling asleep to the sound of soft acoustic guitar playing from my bed-
side stereo, waking up to sunlight pouring through my blinds, writing 
music, making music, listening to music, dancing to Florence and the 
Machine in my apartment with my roommate, taking long hot showers 
in the morning—

Someone once told me that the greatest pleasures in life are found 
in the simplest of things: watching the sunrise from the beach, taking a 
walk alone, dancing to the music you love with the people you love. And 
though I listened, I never fully understood until now. Now, as I’m stuck 
in a library, trying to focus on writing this stupid short story while this 
ASSHOLE next to me is blasting Beyonce on his iPod!

You know what, I give up on this paper. I’ve been trying way too hard 
for way too long to write something and I’m over it.  

I glare at the oblivious blond-haired boy next to me, but he’s too busy 
bumping it to “Bootylicious” to notice my annoyance. I start packing up 
my things and text my roommate to come pick me up.

“Hey, I can’t concentrate on my assignment right now. Having a ma-
jor case of writer’s block—”

Wait, that’s it: I should write about not being able to write!  
I shift my gaze back to the document, excitement rushing over me 

as I realize there’s hope for me after all. Okay, what should I name it? 
Calling it Writer’s Block seems too generic…maybe, ooh, maybe Inner 
Monologue of a Tormented Writer or even To Write or Not to Write…
or on second thought, maybe not. No, I’ll just stick with Writer’s Block. 
It’s simple and no one’s going to question it.

I type out my first name and the title, slamming my fingers down 
on the keyboard keys proudly with each letter. I finish typing the “k” and 
look upon my work with satisfaction.  

This is the beginning of something great. I just know it.  
Now what to write…
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Three cigarette burns form a triangle on my upper left thigh. They 
create my own little map of Paros. I trace them with my fingers again and 
again until I’m back there. Navigating my way along the narrow streets 
designed to confuse pirates. My one room art school, his apartment, and 
Entropy—these are the places in which I spent my time.

With people who drank their money. 
I grew to deeply love the conversations you can only seem to have in 

Europe. We debated religion, politics, sexuality, education, and gender. It 
didn’t matter how educated one was or wasn’t; everyone had an opinion. 
And it was an opinion worth sharing, as everyone who listened broad-
ened his or her view of the world with each word. It was a collaboration 
of languages, cultures, and ethnicities. For months, I was a sponge. Per-
haps my favorite of these conversations was one about drinking, which, 
in a bar surrounded by those who love to drink, came up relatively often.

“But what even is alcoholism,” someone would say.
And we would sit and ponder this thought for a moment, stirring our 

vodkas with straws. Alcoholic—I had grown up with the term. My father 
was one, according to my mother, but only after their divorce was final. 
My mother was one, according to our neighbor who watched the bottles 
pile up in the recycling bins on the side of our house. 

“Be careful,” my mother would say when I was sixteen and she caught 
me with Natty Lights in my backpack. “Alcoholism’s in your blood.

***

Entropy was the smallish bar set back within the folds of Paros. It was 
red walls, classic rock, and a beer pong table in the corner. It was drinks 
and disorder, as the name implied. It wasn’t exactly a dive, but your shoes 
always stuck to the floor. To the locals and myself, though, it was every-
thing. A place for free thinkers, cheap booze, and nights of endless laugh-
ter. At twenty-one I was the youngest patron within our group of misfits, 
but our ages ranged from me to into the late forties. 

ENTROPY
by Jessica Fry
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“Al-co-hol-ism; noun; a medical condition in which someone frequent-
ly drinks too much alcohol and becomes unable to live a normal and 
healthy life.” 1 

We would constantly question the vagueness of what constituted “too 
much alcohol.” Like the bar-flies we were, it wouldn’t be unusual for us 
to hang out drinking and talking until five or six in the morning. (This 
was Europe after all, where the bars have no set closing time and you 
can smoke wherever the hell you please.) During this time we might 
consume ten or so drinks, which didn’t include the shots the bartender 
poured when someone said something obnoxiously clever. 

Were we alcoholics?
We would discuss the ambiguity of the ability to “live a normal life.” 

As most of us were ex-pats from well-developed countries, we decided 
that a normal life consisted of a stable job, average health, and happy re-
lationships. However, we all agreed that we had moved to this island to 
trade in those normal lives for something completely beautiful, but also 
completely transient. No one had a nine to five job or children or homes 
with white fences.

Were we alcoholics?
I could never speak to the health of the others in my group. Some 

smoked two packs a day; others didn’t, but with the political system the 
way it was, Greece didn’t have much in terms of preventative health care. 
I had a strong immune system and tended to measure my health in terms 
of happiness. And I had never been so happy. I smoked when I drank 
though, because of the sociality of it and because it kept me awake. I con-
sidered myself healthy by all other means, but day after day I noticed the 
dark purple circles that grew under my eyes. Even through two coats of 
concealer and some mascara, they were there. I noticed them on every-
one. No matter how much sleep we had gotten, the dark circles were our 
most prominent features.

Were we alcoholics?
While we chose to drink every day, we failed to see how this contrib-

uted to our alcoholism. Mornings I woke up not remembering the night 
before were rare. We never blamed our embarrassing actions on the fact 
that we were drunk. If we did or said anything that was considered stupid 
or silly, it was in the name of being ourselves and the freedom from so-
cial constraints. I never went to bed sober. Hangovers didn’t exist among 

  1 www.merriam-webster.com



 39

us—there was just another beer to follow. Though we weren’t picky—
beer, rum, tequila, didn’t matter. 

Were we alcoholics? 
There was much debate as to whether or not alcoholism was to be 

considered a disease. Was it an ailment to be cured? Are alcoholics vic-
tim to their desire? We liked to think that it was an issue of control, and 
agreed collectively that we were people in control of our lives. (In reality 
we tumbled from one season into the next, truly believing that we would 
be forever content with this way of life.) Alcoholism meant addiction and 
we surely weren’t that. We never got the shakes. We could turn in early 
if we wanted to. Were we just blissfully unaware of our own destruction? 
We challenged the beginning and the end and the timeline life follows in 
between. We talked about predictability and chaos and clichés. 

“Alcoholism ruins lives,” they say.
We never wanted to be those clichés. 
I returned to America and my old routines with all of these stories 

from my time spent exploring the world and myself. I spoke to anyone 
who would listen and retold the same stories when I ran out of fresh fac-
es. And I found that it didn’t matter if I was talking about my art, a lover, 
or a great meal; alcohol was a main character in them all. Home noticed 
this change. Home was a large mirror, questioning my behavior. 

Was I an alcoholic?
Even now, as I sit here writing this, I’m on my third glass of wine, and 

I know I’ll wake up tomorrow and the dark circles will say that I should 
have stopped after two. Still, the beers in my fridge will be the answer to 
a long day and I know I can’t make it through a Sunday without mimosas 
at brunch. I don’t know a football game without brewskis or a wedding 
without champagne. I don’t do steak dinners without red wine and I be-
lieve that Taco Tuesdays can’t be done without margaritas. 

Am I an alcoholic?
I ask and I’ll continue to ask, but I won’t answer. I can’t admit I have 

a problem when I and the people I love most are so beautifully unaware 
of what the question actually means. I can’t say yes. Because saying yes 
means trading all of those life-changing memories for something dark, 
for something most people hide away. And I can’t do that; I, alcoholic or 
not, am those memories. 

How could I have learned and experienced so much from people 
burdened with alcoholism? How could I feel like I have so much to offer 
the world if I myself am inhibited by alcohol? Maybe it’s simply that al-
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coholism isn’t at all what we imagine it to be. Maybe it’s not debilitating. 
Maybe it’s not forever. But maybe it is.  

 I trace the scars made from cigarettes smoked, unable to truly re-
member how or when they got there. They’re noticeable, several shades 
paler than my skin. And I hope they never fade. 







POETRY
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terror-powered tesla coil aside,
could you send an electromagnetic mimeograph
of me to a few doors down
with a pretty please, maybe?

I know you’re eager to get on with this
interrogation thing. Busted lightbulbs
& filaments line the halls, smell salt
from somewhere, everywhere at once,
god of salt must be here, in a cell, my inmate!
imagine! the god of salt,
here to cast a pillar upon the pride
of all, the hidden pride of Arabia.

Black sight. Eager hum
of that thing, zapping at the walls,
mottled to the top notch on the dial,
number 108, same as the room.

And are you sure about that request,
just a few doors down, perhaps?
What difference does it make
when we’re already off the maps.

108
by Joseph Dye
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we go to the movies 
at 3am

a comedy 
maybe a love story

he says the girl looks like me
but i can’t see
her emotions

he looks at my shoes
i look at his hands

in the tub of popcorn 
and remember

i left the fridge open
i say to him my food is going bad

but he says you’re 
doing good

and i feel like slapping him 
in his heart 

while he punches my
mind and my head

does a 360
i ask the girl next to me

why people go to the
movies 

she sinks into her
seat 

whispering 
shut up

and 
watch

the movie

AFTER HOURS
by Michelle Hunter
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and they found me crooked, and
hoped that if they left me
alone i would straighten out, 
and hear their kitchen-conversation wisdom. 
but often i would miss these conversations, out in
the front yard, lying in the brittle autumn leaves, 
feeling the insect legs on my skin. 
Emily was crooked, too, 
but in the dark i couldn’t
see the scowl twisting her face, 
pale in the frost behind the shed. 
she saw all my crooked lines, 
where all the insects of the season
had marked the ground where i lay, 
feeble and silenced. she saw my crooked
face, sallow under the streetlight. 
once, to see if god spoke, 
she blessed my crooked lips. 
and now my lips are holy, 
a sad, twisted line in my
faded face. her eyes were blue
and grey, depending on the light. i’ve stopped
thinking about lines, about whether clouds drift
or roll across the sky. i’ve stopped thinking 
about who dies, and
why poinsettias grow in the snow. 
Emily’s house is louder than
she was. the stairs echo with
the creaking of crooked floorboards, with the
sounds of disturbance. like funeral bells, 
these sounds rise like incense
and vibrate over the states as

STRADDLING EMILY DICKINSON’S HIPS
by Jack Giaour
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a fanfare to announce the national poetic presence. 
it shakes the very ground sometimes, 
but there is nothing to shake in massachusetts
ground but granite and Emily dickinson’s bones. 
i remember the day the sun shone
in january. i remember the shape
of her hips, slightly curved like the
blessing on my lips. we
had a conversation in the kitchen afterward. 
i played the piano and she
said she wished i had learned the bagpipes. 
the strains of disturbance were quieter then.
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I don’t know what I was expecting
When I let you stay the night
I knew it was late and that
You only wanted a fun time to pack in your bags
But my body was an ancient book with thin pages that were close to 
breaking
And I was a lonely wolf howling for your hands
And when you put your arms around me
And showed me that you had done this before
I felt like this hotel was starting to feel like home
Because I had been a centerfold in recovery stories
And a definition for people to compare themselves to
But I had never let a face so unfamiliar make itself comfortable in my 
sheets

And I guess I thought that when you laughed,
You were pulling out a notepad to spell out my smile so that in the 
morning
You’d remember how I teased you and how you liked it,
And when the alcohol was gone from your blood, maybe I could replace 
it with my lips

But you forgot that last night you wrote me a note to text you in the 
morning
And when I woke you up two hours after we had fallen asleep
And six hours after we had gone to bed,
I swear you looked like you had forgotten my face
Like I was some term that you just had to memorize and forget for a 
test

And I bet my words danced out of your ears
While your hands tried to remember if I was someone to keep in your 

JOHN DOE
by Alana Freitas
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drawers
And I’m sure that your loneliness lasted only until you had finished 
your job,
Because you were the type of person who procrastinated on sliding in 
another body
Until you started to resemble my shaky book,
Falling all over your words and throwing out “I love you”s
Because you knew those words grabbed hearts faster than they dropped 
them

So I guess I should have known that 
We could never have been more than two cold bodies in an empty 
morgue,
Because you held me like we were the last two people on a wasted 
planet,
Loving because we were simply alone
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in the dollhouse 
we live 
painted to porcelain 
displayed  
in the window 
we stand 
for all to see 
but 
in the dark 
our smiles 
turn 
and we hang 
ourselves on 
our marionette strings  

LES POUPÉES
by Amber West
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painted prisms down in wilson
licked mercury off the ceilings of attics and basements
better known
to better times
didn’t you hear?
shorelines roasted in pubescent shine
echo[echo] the beating of rustled five a.m. sexed leaves
brushed them from his knees 
called the coroner
screamed “choke! gag! die!”
can’t touch my Mother like that
she’s still here 
come find us 
under the blackshit with whiteshitspecks and one large whitehalfshit
i’ll be writing a poem 
something about time travel  
or her favorite colors 
and how will rises from instinctive head hums
i said
will rises from instinctive head hums
so sing the damn song
‘til ya lungs ah bleedin’
passed out
on the shoulder of an interstate
picked up
roughed up
pocketed, squared 
remember
her words
bedside machine corner, winter of ‘13. 

MERCURY
by Charlotte Phroso Wood
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Clipped crow feathers,
frizzled halo—
She’s a calico cat chasing
a red herring in drag.
With red crescent-caressed cigarettes,
She smoked out her purity.
Skin drying on the clothesline,
The dirty lemon-dropped virgin.

STUDY IN BLUE
by Caitlin Dinunzio
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“What I’d do for a cold breeze,” 
says he, as the condensation drips down
the side of his beer glass
faster than the sweat on his forehead
sliding down
the side of his face
and his eyes trace
her pace across the bar
feet busy, hands full
voice bright, across the room
shooting past the din
like a dart through
wet paper
pinning our ears
against the backboard
of our minds
a bullseye
that would prompt applause 
and ooh’s of awe
an effortless, unintentional talent;
herself the sun, the room
a magnifier, ourselves
the burning ants on the ground
insignificant but still
alive, our senses transfixed,
unwilling captives—
“Oh, what I’d do,” says he again,
voice softer than before,
the water ring at the bottom of the glass
marking its spot, imprinting its shape,  
“for a cold breeze.” 

WHAT I’D DO FOR A COLD BREEZE
by Zoe Zhang
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Lines and rays stretch across the vastness of light
Piled on top with smooth delicacy and symmetry
A world comes alive within the viewer’s sight
As shapes coalesce with the greatest tangibility
The mind plays tricks as the shapes move through in time
Reflective space taken over by irreality 
When intoxicants lace the subconscious rhyme
Colors and patterns extending beyond eternity
The crystal image shatters as the real world
Thrusts itself on to the viewer mentally unfurled... 

THE ABSTRACT VOID OF PARALLAX
by Colby Stearns
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i am in the empty house. 
should i lock the doors and savor
the taste of freedom? should i 
cover up all of the mirrors?

since now I cannot leave the house, 
don’t dare to walk to the nearest
bus stop and finally become invisible, i
speak only to trees and sidewalk cracks. i’m

still not ready to disappear, especially
when others appear to want me
here, but tonight i am alone, gasping
with social relief in the sweet emptiness. 

closed off from the rest
of peabody, from the rest of massachusetts, 
my body and i will
revisit the happy isolation of the womb. 

here, then, is where i stay, 
taking scissors to my head and watching
the sink fill with bits of my hair, 
drooping, still very visible, in the mirror. 

not one of my hairs are white. 
no one hopes for white hair
but all are waiting for it. 
waiting and willing to disappear. 

no venal offerings to the
universe will prompt any cosmic generosity;

THE EPISODE OF THE EMPTY HOUSE
by Jack Giaour
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when you become invisible you can still
see your own reflection, down to

the last timid hair on the
back of your hand. but i’ve covered
all the mirrors in the empty house, 
to disappear for just a few hours.  
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New Orleans

I don’t want to die in New Orleans. 

Like a rat in the gutter of the French District.

Right between the Barely Legal Cabaret and the voodoo shop. 

This place is fucking lonely. 

My friend told me to find the highest roof I can get to, and overlook the 
city.

I don’t think that’s a good idea right now.

My Hotel

The people next to me sound Russian.

They came in late last night and talked a lot.

I can’t tell if they’re Russian or I just can’t understand them behind the 
walls. 

I pushed my ear hard against the connecting door, but it did little more 
than concuss me. 

The people across from me seem very happy.

Tell them to be quiet.

THE NEW ORLEANS SAGA
by Jude Hoffman
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The Mississippi

I saw the Mississippi today. 

It made me feel so small.

And dry.

The Roommates

I have been communicating with the people next door to me.

We pass papers underneath the shared door.

They seem nice. 

The Mirror

I stood, naked, in front of the mirror

I circled everything I didn’t like about myself with watercolors

I only circled my heart, but it ended up running everywhere

An Omen in Paints

I spent yesterday painting

I could never get the watercolors to do quite what I wanted

Ironic

I stared out the window for an hour, wondering if it was tall enough for 
me to fall and not feel any pain

I got a text from a stranger asking me to go out with them to dinner

It probably saved my life
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And the jumbalaya was good too

I got back and the paints were still trying to figure out what to do with 
themselves

Pull Me Through The Streets

The air between moving bodies is the most stale and foul in the world

And nothing is harder than moving through a crowd

But you reached back and took my hand

in yours

and you pulled me. 

You pulled me through the crowd, and into the light

underneath a wet streetlight.

You pulled me close, and it all felt symbolic

We never kissed, but I felt better in my soul 
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Falling

A sky
 
A light           A boy in blue
 
There are yellow leaves   Who could stop the world
  
 Just about everywhere           With nothing more than a toy gun
 
 But the grass is still a bit wet  And a smile. So, he walked
  
 And the fog is a bit dense without looking
   

   And a car that doesn’t see anything in blue
   
   And the world and the gun fall apart
    
     And a smile stops 
     faster than 
      brakes do.
      
      And there is a sky
      And a light
       
       And yellow
    And red   
      and blue. 
  

    And there are leaves just about 
      everywhere. 
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ASTRONAUT’S LENS
by Amber West

Melted wax on canvas
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ALL TILES TAKE YOU THE SAME PLACE
by Santiago Cervantes
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THE EGGS-FILES
by Liz Walcher

Digital Art
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FAIRE PEAU NEUVE
by Liatris Hethcoat

35mm film, double exposure photograph; 
done in dark room
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SAN FRANCISCO
by Madison Switzer

Colored pencil
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EMMANUELA
by Maya Scott

35mm film; altered in the darkroom 
with solarization.
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PTSD
by Cristiana Wilcoxon

Mixed medium (paper, ink, photoshop)
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BLACK SEA 1
by Madeline Lucas

Created in the dark room through a camera-
less process that incorporates elements from 
traditional black and white film development 
and exposure
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CRUMBLING
by Kayla Velloso

Watercolor and sharpie
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BENEATH THE THORNS
by Danielle Simmons
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WHITE ROCKS
by Matthew Tanner

Captured at Piedras Blancas, CA. 
Canon 7D
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SMILODON
by Liz Walcher

Digital art
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Her goal is to continue writing for the rest of her life.

Jessica Fry, a senior creative writing major, writes mostly memoir pieces.  
Her work is inspired by real-life events she experienced growing up in a small 
town on the eastern shore of Maryland, as well as by her time spent abroad.
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Jack Giaour was born in Everett, Massachusetts, but is finding his poetic 
voice in Chapman University’s MFA program. His poetry has been published 
in several east coast publications, including East Coast Ink, Zig Zag, and the 
undergraduate literary journal at the University of Massachusetts, Amherst. 
Most of his time is spent buying alcohol and running late for work. He currently 
lives in Redondo Beach, California.

Liatris Hethcoat is a sophomore double majoring in French and Studio Art. 
She is grounded in both language and art; she feels these two things are equally 
beautiful and important modes of communication that have the potential to 
affect the way people think about things, including themselves. She’s learning 
and evolving each day.

Jude Hoffman is a second year graduate student studying Marriage and 
Family Therapy. In typical postmodern-American fashion, his writings are 
formed as a stream of consciousness. Like Kerouac and Bukowski, there is 
little-to-no editing. The final piece comes raw and (hopefully) shies away from 
the pretentiousness that often comes with hyper-critical literary poetics. The 
poems aren’t pretty, but they are honest.

Michelle Hunter is a creative writing major with a psychology minor. She 
enjoys writing short fiction pieces and poetry.

Madeline Lucas is a mixed-media artist born and raised on the California 
coast. Borrowing concepts from quantum, cosmology and consciousness, Lucas’ 
work elicits an experience that transcends the scientific and the spiritual. Her 
practice explores the physicality of creation and frequently integrates notions 
of index, chance and accident. Lucas’ most recent piece, Black Sea series, is 
a product of ephemeral reaction. Sans camera, Lucas implements themes of 
perception, space and time via experimental exposure and development. Her 
process naturally undoes the work’s formal relationship with traditional film 
photography—composing imagery that yields the aesthetic of recursive form 
and pattern in organic growth and decay. Lucas currently resides in Orange, 
CA, working towards a BFA in studio art.
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Nicole Mormann is a self-described idealist with a passion for writing, music, 
traveling, and good guacamole. She’s written articles for sites such as Thought 
Catalog and Lifehack.org. She has her own creative writing blog and Youtube 
channel, but only her closest friends know those links.  Get on her good side 
and she may just share them with you too.

Lizzi Murtough is a fourth year creative writing student. She doesn’t like 
dolphins and never will. Nothing you can say will change her mind about this. 
Feel free to contact her at lmurtough@gmail.com.

Dani Neiley is a junior double majoring in English literature and screenwriting. 
She likes candy corn, Chuck Klosterman, and the oxford comma.

Maya Scott is an English major trying to figure out how to incorporate art 
with it. She has practiced photography for many years, primarily with film, and 
hopes this will continue for the rest of her life.

Danielle Simmons first became interested in photography while on a trip 
to Italy as a kid with a new camera, fascinated to capture everything.  Now she 
won’t go anywhere without one. Since then, she’s gone on to receive formal 
training, and her work has been featured at the Orange County Fair for several 
years. Dani’s favorite subjects to shoot are architecture and landscapes.  She 
hopes to convey emotion through light and depth in her work.

Colby Stearns was born and raised in Orange County, California and holds 
a major in creative writing at Chapman University. While studying abroad in 
China, he created his own blog entitled “Poetry of the Mind’s Eye” where he 
regularly publishes his aforementioned poems, song lyrics, and short stories 
online. When he’s not focusing on his latest works, he’s out taking his daily walk, 
catching the latest movie in theaters, or collecting objects that catch his interest, 
including Ancient Roman coins. You can find his blog at coderathegreatspoems.
blogspot.com or send an email to colbystrns2@gmail.com.

Madison Switzer is a senior graphic design student at Chapman University 
from Colorado. Growing up, she always had a passion for drawing and painting. 
Her other hobbies include visiting the Rocky Mountains, snow skiing, traveling, 
and spending time with friends and family, including her identical twin sister. 
After graduation, Maddie would like to return to Colorado and pursue a career 
in branding, packaging, and custom fine art.
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Kayla Summer Velloso is a full-time college student and documentary 
filmmaker. In addition to documentary film making, Velloso doodles and paints 
frequently.

Liz Walcher enjoys creating charming, vibrant paintings. She is particularly 
passionate about videogames, science fiction, and nature, all of which influence 
her work significantly. Liz is currently a sophomore, and is majoring in digital 
arts.

Amber West is a junior creative writing major with a minor in television. 
She hopes to one day write for TV and film. She often writes about her fears 
and anxieties, but loves to make people laugh. Her biggest fear in life is being 
attacked by a clown.

Cristiana Wilcoxon is a photographer, writer, and editor based in Orange 
County. You can view her work at www.cristianawilcoxon.com or follow her 
instagram @criswilcoxon.

Michael Wong is a comedy writer pursuing his BA in Creative Writing at 
Chapman University. Michael’s work has been featured on websites such as 
theChive and Rumpus. When he’s not at school, he works in social media 
marketing. For more musings, follow him on Twitter @chinaboytellem and on 
his blog writingwong.com.

Charlotte Phroso Wood is a creative writing major in her senior year at 
Chapman University. Inspired by avant-garde literary movements such as 
Futurism, Charlotte creates works that are similarly rich with freedom of 
expression and explore the parameters of the written word. 

Zoe Zhang is an enthusiastic reader, wannabe writer, aspiring editor, and all-
around geek. She loves to surround herself with the creative, collaborative, and 
constructive, and constantly craves great storytelling, all foods, and sweater 
weather. Follow her on Twitter @zoeczhang.





 85

from the Calliope editorial board!

From top left: Zoe Zhang, Lila Zai, Marina Shugrue, 
Nicole Mormann, Charlotte Phroso Wood, Lizzi Murtough, 
Arianne V. Advincula

From bottom left: Charlotte Hughes, Dani Neiley, Melinda Sherrill, 
Maya Rahman-Rios, Kira Weiner

Not pictured: Darin Milanesio, Sean Reed

THANK

YOU


