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Dear Reader:

In my nearly three years working on Calliope, our publication has been like a 
garden: planted by prior caretakers who sprinkled it with passion, blossomed with 
the energy and enthusiasm of new staff, and finally, picked by readers, thinkers, 
and artists. With each new season, Calliope has evolved to engage with the creative 
needs at Chapman. 

This semester we envisioned a new experience for our publication. To do this, 
Calliope editors communicated directly with selected writers and poets, allowing 
for a more in-depth conversation and analysis of the work. By going beyond solely 
copy-editing, we fostered a relationship reminiscent of editors and authors within 
much larger publishing houses. With this change, and the remarkable work in the 
pages to follow, I believe that our magazine is better than ever before. 

This book would not have been possible without the hard work of many talented 
individuals. To Ellie, my champion Managing Editor: you have been my loyal 
co-pilot, navigating through piles of emails and submissions, keeping me in check 
when my sight was foggy with stress, and always providing encouragement to 
our staff. To Kyra: If Calliope were literally a garden, you’d be the gifted gardener 
making us look pretty. We have been blessed by your artistic eye and eagerness 
to design all things Calliope. Thank you to the editorial staff: for your enthusiasm, 
passion, and commitment to making this issue the best that it could be. Thanks 
especially to Sasha, Melinda, and Jon, for your extra help proofreading the book. 
And of course, thank you to the art board: you make our publication more than 
just words on a page, but a visual experience. 

And lastly, but certainly not least, thank you to all of the artists who were brave 
enough to submit to our publication. Rejection and criticism are natural fears 
in our craft, but having the confidence and courage to share with others is so 
important to cultivating a creative environment. I hope that you, and others, 
continue to submit to Calliope, and to our readers: enjoy this issue!

Sincerely, 

Kelsey Parrotte
Editor-in-Chief
Calliope Art and Literary Magazine, Fall 2017 
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HANNAH TEVES 

woke up to a childhood 
morning, a young morning—  

chamomile trespassing on 
the back porch and tea cooling—
next to my salty pillowcase, our
dreams fall half-cooked and breaking—
in my hands, smaller than yesterday 
the air looks yellow and growing—  

i slide earrings in my lobes, still raw, 
like they’re new, unhealed and freshly bloody— 
brother giggles in the next room over, 
i smell an aunt’s unskilled pancakes— 
we’ll eat them on the back porch among the flowers.

8 JULY

POETRY
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SAGITTARIUS 

AVERY CARDOSI JAKE ZIEMAN

When did you forget who you are?
He asks,
You’re my-
Summer. i was His summer.
i was Pacific green salt on sticky lips
and beach-blonde waltzes under a June bug sky
and strawberry glossed glory with nothing to lose.

i was the smell of chlorine.

After all,
He says,
how could canary hair
and coke bottle eyes fit anything but mid-July highs?
Especially when my skin was paint splatter sun freckles with a malibu twist
and my smile was the click of a bicycle stuck in third gear
and i sounded like a spiked cherry slushie left on the boardwalk.
 
i never looked good in sweaters.
 
But lately,
I think,
Demeter misses her daughter
and I am bruised all the colors of December.
Maple sap seems more to match my eyes
and every morning I wake from a cold milk sleep
and my bare sugar breath comes in a gasp.
 
Even in this heat, I can’t seem to stay warm.
Besides, I was born in November.

CLOUDMAN

PROSE POETRY DIGITAL ART
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EMUNAH

I.
The charcoal and cornsilk combers nudge the 
hijab off the women’s hot necks
And into their funneling storm. 
Shouts drip off tongues, into the woodcut waves 
And it looks like the ripples of an epic backhand slap from God.
The prophets are holding up their hands and they’re shaking from the 
Scared children they packed in their guts that are trying 
to rock climb their large intestine
And there’s something about this picture the way the orange
Sunset looks like truth spilling into a bottomless pit of 
spiderweb sins, the way the
Mast looks like a toothpick and the people like silverfish, 
and even Jesus is small and maybe there’s 
Something there – maybe the best time to learn 
how to walk on water is during a storm.

II.
There are sunken ships in that cave you call a mouth.
You let a few out when you kissed him, 
you pulled up the sails and told them to ride
Slowly 
And who would have thought those few inches 
between your lips and his would be the perfect
brewing ground for a storm?
Who would have guessed the scratches you 
left on him would have made it to shore, 
Unscathed and iridescent,
Looking for a storm to get caught up in.

III.
Picture this:
You and God are sitting in a boat
It is small and cramped and he’s asking you 
to cut off a leg to use as an oar
So being the good girl you are,
You rip a page out of his bible and start sawing,
The paper is coming to life and slashing your hands
And the water is starting to blush.
He can see you’re struggling
Even though you’ve buttoned up your shirt 
to cover the burn marks,
There was never any chance 
of you turning the collar around your neck into
Something beautiful.
You tug the leash 
and look for what you’ll catch, 
getting closer to the root of this tempest,
You never thought to look in your own hands.

ALANA FREITAS

POETRY
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SET

The sun lies
on its side
against the hori
zon
and closes its eyes
until the earth turns
enough
for it to hide

it is shy

MĀLAMA ʻĀINA
CARE FOR THE LAND

GINGER CHEN CASSIDY KEOLA

EXPERIMENTAL POETRY PHOTOGRAPHY
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THE ANGEL

He really was a little angel, Mariana thought. A tiny little angel sent to try 
her patience. That’s what Mother always said and mother was usually right. 

The day was stiflingly hot, and the dusty air drifted through the open 
windows like brown smog. The kitchen windows, rusted from years of dust 
and sunlight, creaked every so often with a rare breeze. She had always hated 
days like this, days when it felt like her bones would melt together and her 
mind would become hazy and all she could think about was how desperately 
she wanted air conditioning. Air conditioning was an unnecessary expense, 
Mother said. Made for rich people and crybabies. We don’t need any of that 
fake air. We live in the sun. We live in the wild. 

    Well the wild is hot as all the layers of Hell, she thought stubbornly. 
Human beings were made to evolve, why not take advantage of 
their progress? 

A metallic racket shattered the dazed silence, and she turned to find the 
little angel banging a spoon against his cracked pot. Bits of grass, dirt, gravel 
and heaps of sand covered the table, making it even more apparent the wild 
was attempting to invade their home. 

“Will you cut that out?” Mariana growled, dragging herself off the plastic 
chair and making her way to the fridge. 

The angel didn’t look up, but continued to sprinkle bits of rotten leaves 
into the pot. “I’m making a potion.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah. It’s magic.”

“Will it cool me down?” Mariana asked, sarcasm dripping from 
every syllable. 

“No. The princess needs it. It will wake up her prince.” 

“How very modern of you.” She reached into the back of the freezer to 
produce the last lemon ice pop. With a satisfied sigh, she pressed the frozen 
stick against her forehead and leaned halfway into the still open door.  

“Mother said I could have that!” The angel was on his feet, staring at her 
with wide brown eyes, the magic potion forgotten. 

“Yeah, well, I got it first.” She said, closing her eyes and trying to enjoy 
the waves of cool wafting from between the Hungry-Mans. 

“That’s not fair, I called dibs!” 

Annoyed, she turned to him again. “Dibs are for pussies and losers. 
Get your own.”

The angel’s lip quivered. She hated when he did that. All of it was fake, 
she just knew it. Mother knew it, deep down, but after He left there wasn’t 
much that the angel could do wrong. Mother always said he was her little 
miracle. Mariana wondered if she had ever been someone’s miracle. 

He whimpered pitifully. “But-but--” 

She turned away in disgust, slamming the freezer door closed so hard the 
entire fridge rattled. “Finish your magic potion.”

“I’ll tell Mother! It’s not fair! She said--” 

“You think I care what she said? She didn’t say it to me so it doesn’t 
matter.” Before he could react, Mariana was out the door and flying down 
the beaten steps of the house. The angel was right about one thing, it wasn’t 
fair. Nothing was. What he didn’t know was that he didn’t know the meaning 
of the word. 

Mariana stood at the corner of the block, taking two steps on the curb, 
two steps off. On, off, on, off. It reminded her of the county fair that would 
stop by every few years. They always had one rusty carousel where the horse’s 
eyes bulged and cracked in their wooden sockets. She remembered the tinny 
music, and the vague, happy memories of her time with Mother before the 
angel came. She even remembered Him. 

Stop it, she told herself. Stop it right now. The bitterness came easily these 
days. It bubbled up inside of her like black goo and she had to fight to keep 
the bile down in her throat. She scolded herself when that happened. She was 

BRIA HOLT

FICTION
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mature, sophisticated and fifteen years old. She should be setting an example. 
Mother always said a lovely young lady should act the part. A lovely young 
lady shouldn’t get jealous, or sad, or angry. 

But what did she know, Mariana thought savagely, kicking at an empty 
soup can and sending it clattering down the street. Mother wasn’t a lovely 
lady. She had been pretty at one time but that was when He was here. She 
had put her thick, dark hair in ringlets, smeared that dollar-store lipstick in a 
wide pout. She had worn that old perfume her mother had given her. She had 
laughed in those days. 

Now there were bags under her eyes and her thick hair lay lank and dead. 
Mother didn’t laugh now. Mariana had to strain to even remember the last 
time she had smiled. It was probably at something the angel did. Mother 
always cooed over his drawings of knights and wizards, laughed at his wild 
imagination. It only annoyed Mariana. 

Something sticky was running down her fist and Mariana looked down. 
She realized she had been gripping the lemon ice pop so tight the juices were 
now steadily dripping onto the asphalt. They sizzled on the black surface like 
tiny pancakes on a griddle. 

Now neither of them could have it, Mariana thought dismally. The sky 
was getting dark, and the heat seemed to become a woolly blanket sprinkled 
with stars. The hazy smears of dusk were sinking behind the faraway hills 
and the lights of the houses around her began to flicker on. She should get 
home. Mother had told her to watch the angel, like she always did. She had 
broken that promise. 

She turned and began to traipse back down her street, balancing on the 
edge of the concrete curb like a trapeze artist on a tightrope. If she just closed 
her eyes, she could still smell the popcorn of that wandering carnival. She 
could hear the laughter of children and the crack of the ringmaster’s whip. 
She might even hear His voice though she knew she had long ago forgotten its 
sound. 

The house was dark when she returned, the only light was coming from 
the kitchen. Mariana made her way through the now shadowy hall, trailing 
her fingers across the splintered plaster of the walls. 

“Hello?” She said aloud, listening to her voice crack the empty air. 
“Helloooooo?” 

The kitchen was empty, the sterile fluorescent light casting strange 
shadows across the table. The window was still open, and Mariana could 
hear the yowling of the old dog that lived several houses over. A few bits of 
leaves were still scattered across the table and floor, yet neither the angel nor 
his potion were anywhere to be seen. 

Mariana stilled, a seed of fear growing in her stomach. Where did he go? 
She couldn’t have been gone longer than ten minutes. She glanced at the 
clock. It was quarter to seven. Mother would be getting home any time now. 

“Hello? You here?” She called again, backing out of the kitchen and 
taking the steps two at a time and checking the rest of the house. Nothing. 
Not a peep. The suffocating silence was beginning to frighten her. 

“This isn’t funny!” She called, louder now. She ascended the stairs once 
more, trying to quell her racing heart and made her way to the back door. 

Relief. It spread through as if she was immersed in a warm bath. Thank 
goodness, she thought. There, at the edge of their overgrown yard, the angel 
stood, silhouetted by the last rays of golden sun. 

Mariana let out a long breath before pushing open the screen door and 
making her way through the stubby weeds. 

“What are you doing? Didn’t you hear me?” She called. The angel 
turned, his brown eyes still warm with sun rays. 

“I’m waiting for the princess.” He announced. 

Mariana stared at him. “What?”

The angel showed her what was in his hands. It was the pot, filled with a 
mushy brown soup of leaves, dirt and gravel. The magic potion. 

Anger pierced her like a scalpel. “You’re still messing around with that?” 

He stared at her. “The princess needs it. How else will she wake her 
prince? They need to live happily ever after.”

Happily ever after? What about her happily ever after? Didn’t she deserve 
a prince with a magic potion too? Didn’t she deserve to lounge around all 
day, playing make-believe and getting hugs and kisses from Mother? What 
was so special about the angel? Why did he deserve every happy ending? All 
Mariana had ever gotten was a melting lemon ice pop. 
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“Give me that.” She said shortly, holding out her hand. 
The angel hesitated. 

“Why?”

She pasted a smile on her face. “I’m going to find the princess. Isn’t that 
what you want?” 

The angel waited a second longer, before a smile transformed his tiny 
face. He really was very small. “Okay.” 

He handed her the pot, and Mariana took it. She stared at its mucky 
substance for only a second before turning on her heel and marching up 
towards the house. 

“Hey, hey! Where are you going, the princess is this way!” The angel 
called behind her, and she heard him struggling to keep up with her 
longer strides. 

Mariana threw open the screen door and marched into kitchen. 
It was completely dark outside now. No more sun rays found themselves
at the window. 

“Hey, wait, NO!” Screamed the angel, but it was too late. Mariana 
poured the magic potion down the kitchen sink, and tossed the pot in with a 
resounding clang. 

The angel was sobbing. He wasn’t so pretty now. “Why, why would you 
do that? The princess, the princess!” 

“The princess isn’t coming.” Mariana said, and her voice was oddly flat. 
She watched as the angel groped in the sink, grasping only a few stray leaves. 
She watched as he cried, the tears streaming down that soft face. 

She turned away, and began to climb the stairs to her room, just as 
Mother’s headlights illuminated the hall, cutting their stark path through the 
newfound night. 

DOES HE LOVE ME, TOO?
ALICE PREMEAU

Acrylic on Canvas, 24 x 30”

PAINTING
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won’t the city wake one day, 
shrugging off its human 
jewels and stepping down into 
the atlantic to bathe, scrub the 
living from its great rocky
skin and splash the sleep from 
leviathan eyes— then mother will 
call for dinner, and it scrambles 
up the cliffs in haste, grazing 
a knee on the still-wet stone—
we’ll crawl among the ruins 
then, forgetting the church and 
the cheap patisserie that used to 
rest on that massive forearm,
and merely search the coast
for fragments of precedent.

OLD CITY
HANNAH TEVES

GOLDEN
SOPHIA BUI

POETRY DIGITAL ART
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SOLACE

Let’s go away.  Let’s be fishermen in weathered, yellow raincoats standing 
braced at the end of the pier, watching the clouded horizon as storms come 
and go, ever stoic and unmoving, but keeping each other warm.  We can 
watch for whales and mermaids and count the birds and find shapes in the 
sky and the stars until we have mussels clutching at our extremities.

Or move up North where the redwoods meet the sea, find a cabin far 
from all this and whittle bears and banana slugs into felled tree trunks and 
sell them by the side of the road.  Though you would hate the bugs I am sure 
we could buy some good deterrents and be happy anyway.  We could sit back 
to back and carve names and eyes and creatures into whatever we want and 
try dripping candles on each other’s torsos. 

Or make enough money to get in your car and just drive until we can’t 
anymore, and it doesn’t matter if we end up in the snow or desolate wastes or 
the lake, because we’re driving together in shifts and only stop for coffee and 
gas station bathrooms and we can sleep like spoons in the back seat.  And we 
can watch the reflections of the street lights through the windows onto our 
laps while we listen to your moody music from when you were a teenager and 
to the floaty, indie bullshit that you can’t stand and see how fast this thing can 
go without spinning out into those cacti a million miles from here. 

Or let’s find an island inhabited only by dull-colored lizards and cats and 
build a house out of palm trees and explore the bluffs and beaches every day, 
finding new animals and plants that I’ll draw in a journal that no one will 
see until we’re too old to keep walking and we die holding each other.  Our 
bodies will be mummified from the constant salty gusts but no one will ever 
see the way we buried our heads in the soft, wrinkled crooks of our necks 
until the sun exploded and all the stars were witnesses. 

I can’t stay here any longer my head is halfway across the floor and my 
arms are out the window and my toes are scattered like confetti and my neck 
is hollow and cold and my teeth have all been desecrated and my hands are 
still holding on to anything that’s left. 

MARINA BURANDT

It’s too late for you to hear this but can we please just

go

EXPERIMENTAL FICTION
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IT WASN’T SUPPOSED 
TO BE BEAUTIFUL
ALANA FREITAS

there is no story left
in the creases between my shoulder blades,
no semblance of sweat he left
that I can present as proof
because your warm, polite hues are taking up
the spotlight and my bruises are left in the corner fighting

for their turn to speak and you told me
no one pays admission to LACMA just to be reminded
of the girls who grip keys in their hands as they walk to their car
and thinner strokes might leave space for the truth, but nobody listens
to music for the lyrics anymore and maybe you’re right but

I didn’t drag all one hundred and twenty two
pounds of me to your doorstep or wait
in that room and sit still for four hours,
just to become another pretty painting,
or rape that got turned into something beautiful.

POETRY

HAIWAIIAN WATERS
CASSIDY KEOLA

PHOTOGRAPHY
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We sleep in the same wooden box for the better part of the beginning
and wonder why we’re the exact same size

Some things, you say, take even longer than a year

I have so many questions for you,
about the length of your hair and the strength of your stride and
those feathery bangs that would be disaster for me and
the barbell mark on your elbow

I have so many questions for you,
which sit in the hollow spaces between my bones and blood,
but you are asleep and unable to answer

I count the dust in the air and the purposefully placed water spots
on our window from the desert rain that never comes soon enough

I listen to your heavy breathing
mouth ajar, loose limbs
tan and almost unscathed
the last time you’ll be that way until
the next time you are any way

I hear your ankles stretching and your toes
running off the edge of the twin bed like
you can’t wait to get out of here
nothing comes soon enough

one day we’ll look so alike, you said,
people will tell us we could be sisters

SMALL AND SMALLER
GIOVANNA ZAVALA

POETRY

AN OLD FRIEND
TYLER FITZPATRICK

DIGITAL ART
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He wakes easy and she licks his wounds. Says this is what we live for. Says this 
is why you come home. 

She unfurls her limbs and he gazes up. Says morning prayers. Says thanks 
for the sunshine and this day and the restful sleep and her. He glances quick 
and her hair falls down the small of her back like all it was meant to do was 
ornament her skin. 

She stretches down and back up and the chain around his neck clang as 
he follows her movements around the hazy room. Murmurs something 
about the desert. Murmurs questions about the time. They never talk 
about it so he stands and pulls up his pants. She frowns when his skin 
goes camouflage caramel. 

Whispers about young men and ambitious fathers. Whispers four years 
is long enough to graduate college. She wraps her body around his like a 
backpack, weighs him back down to the bed. Asks about the future, about 
what is supposed to happen when the desert consumes him too, about 
whether or not he believes in rebirth anymore. 

He turns her around and never answers. Kisses into complacency. Kisses 
until tears dry up and she sobs cold. She curves her body like a pill bug, 
never looking about and always begging him to stay. He turns her inside 
out expecting something other than broken and starlight and bloodshed 
to come out. 

Says I’m just trying my best to fight the good fight. Says this is the last time. 
She tenses cruel and he strokes her easy morning skin. He stands stiff and she 
zips her body tight. 

Says you said that last time. 

CAMOUFLAGE CARAMEL
EMILY BERNSTEIN

DAYDREAM
GINGER CHEN

PROSE POETRY COLLAGE
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The bed feels like cotton candy. My entire body is floating above the 
cotton, dissolving into a fluffy, pink substance and my thoughts are floating 
even higher away. What time is it? What year, what month? 
What’s my birthday?

I don’t want to open my eyes because then my questions will have answers 
and I am not sure if I am ready for those answers yet. I look around the room 
with my ears instead. 

A soft humming noise is drifting towards me from the ceiling. Footsteps 
cross the halls, a woman’s high heels mark the wooden floors. Heavy 
breathing pants from the opposite end of the bed. Maybe if I open my eyes 
slowly, the room won’t disappear.

A man is stretched out to my left, his arms edging just past the point of my 
personal space. He is sleeping in striped gray pajamas, lying on his stomach, 
so that I cannot see his face. He looks about my age, which is just about the 
only thing that calms me in this moment. I know his name. It’s on the tip of 
my tongue, like a forgotten song lyric, or an ex-best friend’s new husband. I 
retrace my memories in my mind, as I would if I lost a pair of earrings. 

Sitting with my mother at the kitchen table, and it is raining, we are 
discussing an episode of I Love Lucy over her homemade waffles. 

And then I’m late for work; I run into the classroom and 23 nine years 
olds are staring at me, waiting for the day to begin, asking me questions 
about space, timetables, and how to spell.

Sitting on a couch, Homestyle Living in one hand, a baby in the other. 

I’m laughing, I’m going for a run, I’m in a hospital. I’m on the beach. 

My mother, my father. My sister. My niece. Playdates. Classrooms. 
Cleaning. Cooking. Dancing. Kissing. 

My mind is a puddle of endless memories but the timeline is fading. 

SUNDAY, RAINY AFTERNOONS
AVERY SILVERBERG 

I sit up, inching my way out of the covers so that I can leave the unknown 
room with the strange man sleeping beside me. When I move, he moves, and 
suddenly I cannot breath, so my legs move for me. 

“Marguerite,” a lady enters the room, with a cup of water and pills. She 
opens the blinds and a harsh sunlight hits my face, forcing my eyes closed 
again. “It’s a beautiful day outside, once again. 73 degrees and not a cloud in 
the sky. Would you like to go for a walk?” 

I run past her without replying. It isn’t until I am in the next room that I 
wonder who she is and how she knows my name. 

The house could be a hotel. The lights aren’t on in the living room, but 
the windows provide enough light to fill the entire space. Outside, all I see 
are hills and valleys. 

When I hear footsteps enter the room, I ask “Where am I?”

“Home,” a man’s voice replies. The same one I saw in my bed this 
morning, I assume.

“Where is home?” 

“Newport, baby.” He points to the street we can see from our window. His 
wrinkled, blue eyes match the curtains. “Villa Point Drive, where we’ve lived 
for forty-three years. And right over there is the country club, where we get 
drinks with Susie and Bill every Thursday night.”

It’s sunny outside today. I can tell by the way the street glows. “I have to 
get the boys to school,” I say, looking towards my wrist, before I realize I am 
not wearing a watch. I try to find the coat closet, but the photos lining the 
walls distract me on my way there. So many photos in golden frames, it is 
almost difficult to see the striped lavender wallpaper behind them all. Young, 
smiling faces of girls and boys I do not recognize, posing in front of castles 
and burger stands and oddly shaped trees. I study each photograph, sure that 
I have never seen them before. I have never been here before. 

On the other side of the room, across from the couch, is a wall full of 
mirrors. I walk up to face one of them, forcing myself to look past the gold 

FICTION
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frame, and into the reflection. Silver, unbrushed hair and fearful brown eyes, 
shrunken like a prune— I do not know if it is a reflection or a painting, a 
memory, or the time. 
 

Will Trepany can’t keep his eyes off me.

Every time I think Jenny and I are alone, I feel his stare tracing us. If I 
move, his eyes move. I don’t remember how I know him or why his name 
feels like my own. Maybe he sat next to me in Geometry class junior year. Or 
maybe American History. 

I nudge Jenny, hoping to telepathically communicate with her. We have 
the type of friendship that doesn’t need words. 

“Are you alright, Marguerite?” she asks. 

“Yes, I’m fine.” I glance up as I speak to make sure he cannot hear me. 
“That boy over there— Will, is it? He keeps staring at me.” 

Jenny smiles but doesn’t say anything. 

I look at him once more, this time not so subtly. I do not know why I 
want to know him so badly. I feel like I know his entire story but I have 
never heard him speak. 

“Help me up,” I tell Jenny. My legs are weak today. The beach chair 
feels oddly low to the ground. Jenny holds my arm as I stand up to speak my 
mind. Will is sitting in the lawn chair directly next to us, a Hemingway novel 
folded over on his right leg, clearly unread. I want to ask him why he keeps 
staring at me. I want to tell him it isn’t polite to stare. 

I want to tell him that I can’t fall asleep without music, that I like walking 
more than I like driving, that I cry during comedies, that I like dogs more 
than people. I want to tell him everything and I want to tell him I’m sorry 
but I do not even know how I know him.

Instead all I say is, “Will.” 

“Hi, baby,” he says back.

Now that I hear him talk, his words feels like poison. He doesn’t deserve 
to call me anything without knowing my middle name first. 

“So, is that what you say to all the girls?” 

He doesn’t respond, he just laughs instead. His face looks happy to see me 
but his eyes do not. 

“Is your way of flirting just staring until they feel disturbed enough to 

come over to you?” I put my hands on my hips, and stare at him, waiting to 
see what answer he can come up with on the spot.

I feel Jenny glaring at us now. She’s giving us an odd look, like she knows 
something that we don’t. Will tries to grab my hand but I pull away. 

I hate the sand on my legs and the heat on my back. Kids run past us, 
giggling, holding malted milkshakes and cameras and my stomach burns at 
the sight of them. I don’t want to be around anyone and I no longer want to 
be in my own skin. 
 

I am by the pier, looking out at the Pacific Ocean. 

I wish I knew a different ocean. A different view. I wish I had new people 
to talk to. A life that didn’t feel so suffocating. It smells like fish and sewage 
water, and I want to vomit. 

“Marguerite,” a man says behind me, but I can’t think about anything 
else besides the stupid smell. “Marge, honey, please come here.” Will, again. 

“This is what I’m talking about,” Jenny says to Will. 

She thinks I can’t hear them, which only makes me that more attentive. 
I know they are talking about me. 

“I’m not enough for her anymore. She needs to go to Karlton in Anaheim. 
She’d do so much better there, Will, I really think you should consider-”

“No, Karen.” He sounds like he might cry. “This is home. 
I won’t leave her.” 

“Do you love me?” I ask him. 

We are sitting on a park bench. Will is eating vanilla ice cream, his arms 
are around me, which I am thankful for because my chocolate ice cream is 
giving me goosebumps up and down my arms and legs. 

“Yes, baby. I love you more than anything.” 

There is playground in front of us. We are watching kids play. Boys and 
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girls are running around the play structure, screaming, chasing each other. I 
do not know how old I am but I know I want to be young again. 

“Where are we?” 

“Peninsula Park. Where we used to take Jeff and Hadley when  
they were boys.” 

I stare into his blue eyes, wishing I could see what he sees. All of a sudden, 
I know I want to spend the rest of my life with this man. 

“I remember this one time, Hadley was about seven and he fell off the 
monkey bars.” Will is talking, but not to me. He is staring ahead at the play 
structure, lost in some era I was never apart of. “I swear I thought he broke 
his arm. You ran over to him so fast, I thought.  Two minutes later he got 
back up and shoved Jeff so I knew he was okay.” He laughs, waiting for me to 
say something. “I wish you knew what a beautiful life we had.”

“Do you love me?”

I see Hadley in the sky. Usually it’s night time, when I can see his blinking 
lights, smiling at me. I’m lying in a cotton candy bed, the blinds have not 
been closed yet, Will is busy reading the newspaper somewhere else, and my 
heart is pounding. I hear the soft hum and the bright lights rolling past the 
bedroom window, in a patterned sequence. 

Tonight I have some energy so I walk towards the window. There he is.  
I see Hadley, my Hadley, up there, his silver wings and blinking lights  
which I know so well. 

I am alone, but seeing him up there flying makes everything a little more 
familiar. Will walks in and sees me laughing at the sky. 

“We used to fly to Paris every summer, Margie.” He is standing in the 
corner of the room, near the bedside lamp. “You used to try to convince me 
to move there, but Newport is home.”

“Yes,” I say back, just to see him smile. He does. 

I wish he wouldn’t speak in so many words. I don’t want Will here 
tonight. I want to hold what is my creature in the sky. I want my boy, I want 
to know he is safe. I point to the creature, laughing “It’s Hadley,” I tell him. 
“Goodnight, Hadley.” 

Will closes the blinds and I forget why I am not in my cotton  
candy bed anymore. 

We’re sitting at a table in a fancy restaurant. Not the kind of place 
I can afford. The funny looking trees I always see in pictures line the 
front of the building. Everyone is wearing nice clothes, and using tiny 
forks to eat small salads.

My parents never would have taken me here. I wonder what they are 
doing now. I just visited there the other day. Mom had cleaned out the closets. 
I’d barely seen Dad because he’d been writing in the study all day.  

Or maybe that was a few years ago.

Will and I are with a man and a woman, and Jenny, of course. They  
look at each other like they could be a couple, but their shared hair and  
eye coloring suggests they might also be twins. They holds hands and  
I have my answer.

“Glad you had a safe flight,” Will tells the man. This makes the man 
smile, and he takes my hand, which only makes me flinch. “The country  
club misses you. It’s not too late to move back, and get back to your golf  
days, you know, Haddie.” 

“Tennis apples jungle, court, dad, see?” 

I tug on Will’s suit jacket pocket. “What? What did he say?”

“His business is doing well in New York.” The man gives Will a funny 
look. “And he’s a big time east coaster, now.” 

“New bread sunsets, grow inwards do York?” the woman says to the man.
Will chimes in and says, “This is true, but our grandkids need to see the 
Pacific Ocean, sometime. What is a childhood without the pier?”

We are at a table full of blurred faces who know me. Everyone is laughing 
and talking and holding hands in someway. I wonder what it must be like to 
be that happy. 

“What you, salad eating, health laughter bread dinner?” the women at the 
opposite end of the table looks at me.

Something about the woman’s eyes make her easier to talk to than the 
others. Her eyes flash me back towards my mother’s again. 
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An image of her in our kitchen, standing over a stove with curlers in her 
hair and a pink apron around her waist. She made this one meal I always 
craved. I can see the pot on the stove, filled with some liquid to the very brim. 
It’s steaming hot, and my mother is looking at me. “Don’t touch it, Margie,” 
she says. But I want to touch it, only because she is telling me not to. I was 
never tall enough to see into the pot, but it smelled so good— like salt and 
pepper and spices I will never know the name of. She takes a wooden spoon 
and dips it into the pot, offering me a taste. I burn my tongue on the creamy 
liquid but I don’t care. It tastes like Sunday, rainy afternoons. They didn’t 
come often in Newport. Eighty degree winters beamed over us, but when it 
rained, my mom would be by the stove with her apron. 

I am not sure if it is raining today or not, if it is winter or summer, but I 
know what I want. I want the taste of Sunday, rainy afternoons. 

“What?” the nice woman says. 

“Sunday, rainy afternoons,” I say again. That’s what I want. I can 
practically taste the spices in my mouth, the burning in the back of 
my throat. A man wearing an apron, similar to my mother’s, and a 
pen and notepad looks at me, with a blank stare. His pen is shaking, 
tapping his notepad over and over again, while we are all waiting for 
someone to say something. 

In a crowded restaurant room full of faces I don’t recognize, Will’s face is 
all I know. In a dictionary of words, his name is all I remember.

“Just salad order mom bread for her, dad,” a man says, to my left. 

“She’ll have the chicken,” Will says. “And a cabernet. I’ll have the lamb, 
and a manhattan on the rocks, two cherries, please.” 

Will grabs my hand but I shove it away. 

“No,” I tell him. He doesn’t know me like I thought he did. Everyone is 
talking all at once. “You’re wrong.” 

“Wrong about what, baby? What is it?” 

“I want Sunday, rainy afternoons.”

“Baby, I don’t know what you mean. Do you want the salad?”

“NO. I. WANT. SUNDAY. RAINY. AFTERNOONS.” 

We speak two different languages, we come from two different worlds. I 

don’t have a word for what was in that pot. It’s a feeling, it’s a time, a place,  
a taste, a home. 

I’m shaking now and my entire body feels lifeless. I throw my water 
glass on the ground and the entire restaurant becomes silent, staring at me, 
and only me, but I don’t care. Let them stare. Let them all go on with their 
happy evenings while I savor the taste of my home in my own imagination. 
Everything I know is so far away. 

I’m running as fast as I can until the restaurant door slams behind me. I 
know they will be here soon. I have a feeling I can’t get very far but I still try. 

I know I am lying in a bed but it doesn’t feel like cotton candy. It doesn’t 
even feel like mine. The pillows are hard, the blankets are stiff. A television 
is speaking faintly, coming from the corner of the room. I don’t want to 
open my eyes. And then I hear a beeping noise, a man’s dress shoe walking 
towards me. 

“She’s going to be okay, Mr. Trepany,” the deep voice belonging to  
the shoes says. 

That’s when I feel his hands around mine. 

“She doesn’t know anyone here. She barely recognizes her own kids, how 
the hell is she gonna get used to things around here, without me?” 

“We have some of the best nurses and caregivers here, 24/7 care. You 
can’t handle this all on your own anymore, Will. Give yourself a break. Write 
a memoir, read the newspaper, travel, spend more time at the beach. Visit 
whenever you want. This is for the best.” 

His head rests on my shoulder. My shoulder is moist now. He is breathing 
heavily, his scent warming me from the cold air-conditioned room. 

“I’m so sorry, Margie, baby.” His breath deepens. He brushes the hair 
away from my forehead, and kisses my cheek. “I’m so, so sorry.” 

For a moment, I taste Sunday, rainy afternoons all over me. 

And then it leaves, just as quickly as it arrived and all I taste are  
pennies in my mouth. 
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POPPY GROVE
DANA PLASTERER

The crow has evolved to ignore.
Take that, it says to me in my driveway. 
Join your caste.

The student in his cubicle has nothing
To teach the crow.
He has a blue conviction and so the sky

Reminds him of night.
His mother taught him to sing,
To sit quietly amongst the listeners’ caste.

The crow cannot vote.
The crow cannot be chosen for work
That might bring him peace.

The young understand him,
And you understand the young.
One crow disappears and another is in the offing.

The story of the crow is simple—
He has a blue conviction and so the sky
Imprisons him at night.

FOR MILDRED LEWIS
BRIAN GLASER

DIGITAL ART POETRY
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i guess i don’t
really think about sex.
i just kind of look
at people.

some people are pretty.
some people are nice
to look at.
I like to look at
some people, and
others too.
most people are
good to look at –
most girls, and
some boys too.

it is fun to
look at me.
i look at me
in the mirror
and think, wow,
that’s me, a
whole living human
able to do whatever
i want.
i can do it
perfectly, immediately
and exactly how i
want it.

i do like my
legs, i think,
ignore my stomach but
the rest is ok.

PERFECTLY, IMMEDIATELY
JAYE DYE

i wish my hair
would grow out
already and cover
my ears and face.
i wish my tailbone
didn’t protrude so far
and my toenails grew
in straighter, but
i am ok.
that’s it.
the end.

POETRY
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IRISH GAY PRIDE PARADE
DANI WEISFELD

I ask what you do when you’re under your sheets and
the lights are off

You just gnaw on your cheek like a mealy peach
you bite long, white nails,
pretty nails,
we both agree,
our one true treasure

I see your eyes fill with something heavy
let’s sit down before someone gets hurt,
I say
I’m sorry I didn’t call,
you say
it’s not that I couldn’t, it’s just that
I couldn’t

Somebody sit down before I get hurt,
you say,
but it means,
before I hurt myself

You carry so much water,
but the last time we had to leave somewhere in a hurry,
I picked you up like it was nothing.

TWICE
GIOVANNA ZAVALA 

PHOTOGRAPHY POETRY
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You were dying. We’d known it for a while. I can’t remember who told me 
it was time to make peace, say goodbye, get in every possible conversation 
that we wouldn’t be able to have later in life. 
Well, later in my life. 

Instead of spending time with you, I avoided home. I’d go out and meet 
friends for coffee early in the morning and come home when everyone was in 
bed. Or share a rushed dinner, and then run back out to the movies. Or to 
have a late-night coffee alone. I avoided sleep like an enemy, driving up and 
down PCH until the sun rose, or walking down the middle of the quiet streets 
of Huntington Beach. 

I didn’t realize I was avoiding your sickness. Mom worked nights and 
Amelia was away at college, so evenings were you, Mariel, and me. And I 
had places to be. 

You’d been sick for over a year and half, why should anything 
change now? 

Because I didn’t believe you being sick meant you’d actually die. Because 
a couple weeks before you died, you were driving a boat on a lake in New 
Hampshire. Because just a month or two before that, you hopped back on 
your motorcycle for the first time in a year. Because I was nineteen and 
you were forty-four, which meant we were supposed to have decades more 
together. Because after the initial bouts of chemo and morphine pops and 
learning to inject you with meds, you got better. You seemed to get better.

In the stock market, they call it a “dead cat bounce.” After months of 
battling, there was a glimmer of hope. A ghost of remission. Weight returned 
to your bones. Your face got full again, not like it used to be, but certainly 
fuller than the skeleton who had stolen it. He’d steal it again after you died, 
when you’d lay frozen in your casket, the makeup and embalming process 
would turn you into a broken animatronic version of yourself. 

It’s crazy to think of how fat you’d gotten before you got sick. Switching 
out mountain bikes for motorcycles really added on the pounds. You went 

OUR LAST TALK
MIKE GRAVAGNO 

from “always being a really big guy, you know” in an intimidating way to a 
classic middle-aged, really-big-in-the-gut-and-neck more than the arms-and-
legs kind of way. I wonder if you’d be even fatter now. Maybe you’d get into 
Paleo or Crossfit. Maybe you’d call me incessantly asking what I benched, if I 
knew about kettlebells, if I ever tried Tabata. 

You never stopped laughing. Not when you and Mom told us you had 
cancer in that small hospital room on Christmas Eve. Mariel wasn’t there, 
she’d only just turned 8 and you didn’t want to ruin Christmas for her. But 
you, Mom, Amelia and I hugged and cried, and Mom said, So now you know. 
And Amelia immediately said, And knowing is half the battle while refusing to 
break eye contact with me, daring me to finish the saying. Which I did, I had 
to, a muted, dirge-y, G.I. Joe. And we all laughed, probably until we cried 
again. You didn’t stop laughing the next day, Christmas morning, when you 
sang I want a colonoscopy for Christmas, only a colonoscopy will do to cheer Mom 
up. You didn’t stop laughing, back in the hospital months later when you 
flashed Mom in the very easy access hospital gown when the doctor turned 
his back. 

You didn’t stop laughing when you taught me to inject you with medicine. 
I was nervous, and you calmed me down. You methodically walked me 
through the process and you let me know There’s no way you can hurt me. And 
then I plunged the syringe into your arm, and you yelped so loud I jumped, 
and you laughed so hard and for so long, apologizing and wiping tears from 
your eyes.

Two months before you died, our nineteen-year-old-cat Precious died. 
You held him in your sharply-thin arms and wept as you told a nine-year 
old girl her cat was gone forever. I’m sure you knew, and that she did not, it 
wasn’t only the cat you wept for. 

The night before you died, we could all feel it. There was something in the 
air, a fog more than an electrical charge, wafting through the rooms of the 
house, cloying. In a dying person’s house, the atmosphere is thick and heavy 
with expectation. 

You’d been bedridden for a few days. How many? Could be two or six? 

NON-FICTION
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Maybe longer. I can’t remember. Your mom and sister flew into town. So, 
somebody must’ve known something more concrete than I did. Or they were 
in town for weeks. I can’t remember. 

Your parents refused to be in the same room at the same time. Even 
though they’d been divorced for decades. Even though their son was dying. 
They’d call to make sure the other wasn’t there before coming over to sit by 
your bed. I’m lucky that it wasn’t like that for us. That you and Mom could 
be in the same room as Dad, that you could call and have quick catch-up 
conversations. The three of you always made sure it was cordial, if not easy.

I was antsy that night. I couldn’t sit still, walking from the couch to the 
stairs and back again. I’d take that path again the next morning, when we 
waited for the EMTs to come and zip you up. But that night I wanted to 
go out; I had plans with friends. We were going to play Car Bond. I don’t 
know if you knew about that game or if you would’ve approved of it. Even 
though it was tame compared to what you did in high school. We’d hop 
fences and sprint through backyards and dodge dogs and cops and climb 
roofs to get away. 

That’s all I wanted to do the night before you died.

I can’t remember if we were consciously taking turns saying goodbye to 
you, or if we were all “casually” hanging out and naturally fell into a pattern 
of having one-on-one time with you. 

Every light in the house was on. The TV was loud, playing nonsense no 
one paid attention to. Conversations were library-quiet with bursts of erratic, 
grating volume. It was as if we thought we could scare the Reaper away with 
all the bright, loud, life-filled energy overflowing the house. He’d come to the 
door, and not even be able to hear your rasping breath, the scrape of your 
paper-thin eyelids underneath our plastic cacophony, and he’d walk on by. 
He’d get distracted at a neighbor’s house, and take one of them instead of 
you. He’d already done that three times in the last six months, and he would 
stop by our cul-de-sac twice more before 2006 finished.  

I went in to see you. I had been pacing to build the necessary momentum 
to propel myself through the threshold to your bedroom. I sat on the side 
of the bed closest to you. You were propped on a stack of pillows, in the red 
cardigan you wore often towards the end. Because you were always cold then. 
Because no matter how much weight you lost, it would stay cozy. I think it 
still slouches on a coat rack at Mom’s house today. 

Or it could’ve been boxed up, because walking by the empty sweater 
every day was too hard. 

You’re right to think I’m avoiding the topic of what we said to each other 
that last time. I can’t remember. 

Not a word. 

Maybe you told me how you were proud of me, of everything I’d done 
so far in life. Maybe you told me you wished you could see me after Basic 
Training, when I’d be in an Army uniform I could actually fill out. Maybe 
you told me it was up to me to take care of Mom and Amelia, that it was 
up to me to walk Mariel down the aisle when she grew up and got married. 
Maybe I promised that I would. Maybe I said that it was a hell of a time to put 
that much responsibility on a 19-year-old. I would’ve wanted to say a fuck ton of 
responsibility, but out of respect for you, I wouldn’t have. 

Maybe I told you how much I looked up to you, how much I learned 
from you. Both what to do and what not to do. At that moment, holding in, 
or more likely failing to hold in sobs, would I have been honest about your 
failings? I don’t know. Maybe.

Maybe I told you that even though I didn’t come from you, you were my 
father. No matter our differences, no matter our fights, no matter my sullen 
silences and your roaring screams, I always said that growing up. I’d talk 
about my dad, and my real or biological dad. He got the modifier, not you. 
Maybe I told you how much I loved you, how I wanted to make you proud. 
How everything I’d go on to do, I would push harder in your memory. 
Because if you were still around, you’d tell me to push harder. I hope we said 
those things to each other. But maybe I simply cried, and you had to work 
through physical and emotional pain I cannot even imagine, to tell me it was 
okay. It was okay to cry, and we’d all be okay going forward. 

I don’t know. 

I left your room. I washed my face. I left the house. 

I screamed, all teeth and red-eyed, an inch away from a friend’s face when 
he complained about me being late to the game. I sprinted through the streets 
of Huntington Beach, banged my knees against walls, scraped my arms 
crawling through thorn bushes. 

I don’t know if I got caught that night, but I don’t think so.  
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