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To our dear readers,

From printing the first flyer to distributing the last copy, publishing an 
art and literary magazine is a team project. Inherently, it requires people 
who value the success of somebody else’s work — sometimes a friend, but 
oftentimes a stranger. So I thank all of you readers, editors, writers, and 
artists for valuing one another in these pages.

Every Calliope is a response to times and places — not only the ones that we 
share, but also the ones that matter to us as individuals. This magazine is a 
field of many stories, many ideas, and many choices: a mingling of our writing 
and art. Conforming to what already exists does not make a magazine special; 
encouraging multiplicity of genre, medium, and the self is what makes a 
magazine resonate.

Contributors, thank you for entrusting us with your work. We are delighted 
to share it. Kelly, thank you for your steadfast warmth, managerial wizardry, 
and professional integrity at every event and behind every scene. Madison, 
thank you for strengthening the connection between Calliope and the 
Chapman community with bright enthusiasm. Jojo, thank you for working so 
attentively with staff from both boards to bring innovation to the Spring 2022 
design. Art and Editorial Boards, thank you for your generous commitment 
to this semester’s submissions. This magazine is bound with your tenacity, 
talent, and camaraderie. It has been an honor to work with you over the last 
three semesters, to find echoes of past editors and contributors here too, and 
to wonder with joy and curiosity what the next Calliope will bring.

Readers, in this magazine, you will find words and lines doing wonderful 
things — everything in collaboration with everything. You will also find that 
sharing your work, and valuing the work of others, is a brave and tumultuous 
adventure. I’m glad you’re here. Safe travels.

Warmly,

Kyra Jee

Editor-in-Chief
Spring 2022
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on the road
Keira Deer · Poetry

in a rain-ruffled december, i am hacked away at
by nostalgia for summer: a tremendous heat,
a place where everything sidles and sways
and the vast spike-dotted canyons arrange like
post-guards around and around and around.
ra in the sky, sunscreen-scrubbed. alone
i can fantasize the roadway like kerouac—
on my pilgrimage, big rigs with empty open backs
and little rusty boxcars tug along toward
heaven’s vanishing point, oranges and big
californian suns carve into freeway walls, we sing
sinatra like saints approaching holy battle
reaching seventy in the side lanes. i want to be a
sandlot boy, i want it my way, i want and
i want to flee as if god intended for us to flee
from contentment in search of something even more.
a fever ache, a wish for this infinite monday, a thing
so unfathomable had i not felt it myself—
the act of remembering
is a self-inflicted pain.
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Our tree
Lauren Bramlett · Nonfiction

In October, we found a lemon tree in our backyard. I say we found it, but 
really it was Taylor’s mom. I say our backyard but really it’s our parents’ 
backyard, and I say it’s theirs but really it belongs to Tim.

The tree crawls up the side of our fence and spills onto our neighbor’s side, 
right in view of the window above his kitchen sink. I wonder if he smiles at 
the bright lemons swathed in the orange light while he washes his plate after 
dinner. 

I knocked on his door once but haven’t tried again. He sits on the porch most 
days and hears me sing while I walk to my car, but I don’t see his face, only 
the tips of his tennis shoes. 

Taylor cut one of the lemons up and delighted in showing me. “Look! These 
are from our tree!”

She used one slice and put the rest in a fake silver bowl, where they sat in our 
fridge for three weeks until we accepted defeat and threw them away.

I sought the expected words, something like “Wow, are they good?” but all I 
could think about was our tree, the tree that had been there for three months 
and that we never saw until it began to bear fruit. What had we done to 
warrant its ownership? 

The gardener comes each Monday morning. None of us have spoken to him. 
We don’t know his name. Tim pays him.

I see the fruit and claim it as my own. All of this beauty that I’ve marked as 
mine: the way that everyone joins the song when someone sings the first lyric, 
our shared pantry, Isa’s insistence upon baking chocolate chip banana bread 
for us to have together in the morning.  

Our lemon tree toppled over last week, uprooted by a windstorm. All of 
us noticed. None of us tended to it. The fruit was already rotting, and the 
gardener comes on Monday mornings.

a moment, suspended
Noah Jacobs · Photography
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Not at the Fair
Leven Edgar · Painting

Last Summer
Ellie Hoskins · Poetry

Hot sun cooking freckles on your shoulder.
Dock splinters, matted grass.
Bite of an orange on your tongue,
Fog of sunscreen separating us. 
The air is thick tonight; cicadas sing to you.

Cowboy loves his country, loves his beer, loves his car.
Hand me your keys and I’ll do the work for you.
Does it work for you? Not enough fireworks on the Fourth.
Okay so make your own; leave the door open so I can hear too.
Down the hallway you’re stuck in the earth.

Dirt hopeful between cracks in the parking lot.
Your front seat glows in the dark. 
Out the window, I press the moon between my fingers; your turn,
Your hands on either side of my face. 
Wet hair, fat lip when I drive you home.

My feet all over the sticky stain of the floor,
Hands dancing on my phone waiting for it to ring. 
Never does. Out on the street I look for you to answer me. 
I wish for you so much it’s the only thing I can think of. 
You never come. The abstract thought of you washes me to sleep.

Pupils bloated with tears I vomit up your last words to me.
In the bathroom sludging off makeup. Eerie and apart from time.
Besides my mother, you’re the last one I see.
Do you understand that?
The gravity of it, the way I will keep it with me.

I guess I’ll see you in November.
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darts t h r o w n at measly, well-situated balloons
no snap, no POP, just s
                  i
                  g        
       h
            s and
      h
      a
                       n
                                  d
                                  s jutting into pockets once more
fishing for extra tickets to win a large Scooby-doo plushie for someone you love
they keep nagging and you keep losing
only with the 

emptiness 

of your pockets does your sister or brother or friend or lover
settle with a small off-brand Tweety Bird plush toy
and you know it’ll be sold the next time they are doing a garage sale or shoved
into the back of messy closet, it doesn’t see the light of day
make your way to the 
             back
of the parking lot, all the way to the grass
because everything else was taken, people wanted in, and so everything became a 
parking spot
you climb into the middle seat: itchy, ankle bleeding, and stomach churning
        a mosquito attracted 
         to the light in the car, it’s trapped with you or maybe you’re
      trapped with it—Who knows
              all i know is that
                 i love carnivals

i hate carnivals
Gabriella Anderson · Poetry

i love carnivals 
and cotton candy
dis
      olv
           ing in your mouth
consuming consuming CONSUMING
sugar high at the top of the ferris wheel
spinning so fast on creaking machines
make you question whether you’ll leave alive
unimpressed ticket employees hunching over
                                                   buttons and craning their neck to the stars
to see when the clock gives them a sign to b r e a t h e
walking until your feet ache and there’s tiny blisters
forming, bubbling up your achilles heel
when the air becomes musty and the artificial lights
blind you and sting your eyes, the mosquitos come o  u  t to play
they want to kiss you, no consent: knicked arms, legs, and everywhere
they can get their little mouths on
you want funnel cake—your body will funnel it up on a roller coaster
and s p e w it on the kid sitting in front—he cries
sitting on the grass (exposed skin that will itch the rest of the night)
peeing in tiny porta potties that wobble when you squat
—if you b r e a t h e in you’ll definitely funnel up your funnel cake—
and someone keeps knocking on the door because the occupied button is bro
              ken
and you have to hold the door with your
right hand to keep people from barging in
and now you r
                       e
                           l
     ieve yourself only partly because 
you’re thinking too HARD about peeing
STOP thinking about peeing!
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Family Tree
Makena Metz · Poetry

My sister is in Ethiopia, which is confusing
   to most because I am white.
        She lived with my family as an exchange 
            student through her formative years
    high school to grad school 
              at USC, another country
                            of education and society
      that is unlike her own ancestral home. 

                            Now she does economics
          for an international firm which pays
                                          in USD instead of Birr,
          and she tells me about getting sushi
            in Addis, walking through the city
                    proper, valley girl in her high heels,
         stepping over puddles in the winter
  rainy season. Coming and going
       through revolving doors to get to meetings
                 on time, to help fix her country.  

I cannot travel to Ethiopia, which is confusing—
            having family                 in two
     countries makes                     me question
                  what found           family means
                     when you aren’t together.

To go to visit my sister
I would need needles

for vaccines: malaria, tetanus, shingles, yellow
fever to protect me from the wild

germs that come from animals like bats and giraffes,
which according to her aren’t even

in East Africa, but in Kenya on Safari.

And I couldn’t drink
from cisterns or wells,

only from “Arrowhead” or “Nestle” which exploit
African workers, in a paradox of consumerism—

which is what tourism is all about.

I worry about my sister in this state
of emergency and all

I can do is send her memes
on WhatsApp saying “iwedihalehu”

and hope she can come back
home, where she was raised

because though we are not chopped from the same tree, 
we are both made of wood.

Found Home
Amelia Herbert · Digital Art
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Twenty
Calista Kirk · Poetry

I’ve been learning how to shut bedroom doors quietly; push down on the 
doorknob, slowly pulling the hinge shut. At nineteen, I find out I have a 
freckle nestled behind my left ear. G Natural and the ceiling cracks, the only 
Kansas I know plucks the strings of her bass in the front room: Bach between 
metronome clicks. Dead crickets in the hallway where we keep our winter 
coats and summer dresses, cockroaches hidden behind a hole we duct-taped 
in the silverware drawer. We wash mint leaves and bleach down the garbage 
disposal. Mom stops refusing when I offer her money. I am the sausage and 
how it gets made. Dropped a jar of marinara sauce on the checkered floor and 
swept glass out the side door, have to change out of my white shoes. No time 
to find a band-aid for today’s hangnail, so I pick two oranges from the front 
yard tree. I push my hips forward when I don’t think I can pedal any further 
on my sibling’s bike. The bathroom mirror back home makes my skin glow 
purple so I tend to close my eyes while brushing my teeth. My back pain hurts 
like my stomach pain. For a while, there were more clothes in the light wash 
than in the dark one.

Longing
Erika Taylor · Photography
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Poohsticks
Kelly Taylor · Fiction

“What’s a pooh stick?” 
Maddy’s little face contorted into a grimace, nose and eyes wrinkling like 

she could actually smell a steaming pile of turds. Sometimes cows did wander 
too close to the creek, leaving fresh surprises for anyone who happened by. 
But none were visible today. The long-bladed grass by the bank was thick and 
untouched. Grazing season was still months away. 

A soft rumble shook Drew’s chest. “Not pooh as in poop. Pooh as in Pooh 
Bear. Ever heard of him?”

The puffy folds of Maddy’s magenta snow coat swished together as she 
shrugged.

“Really?” he asked. “Your mom’s never read you Winnie-the-Pooh?”
She shook her head, sending wispy brown braids dancing in the early 

spring air.
“Augh! We’ll have to fix that. Everyone should know Winnie-the-Pooh.”
Two pearly white teeth peeked out over her bottom lip. He couldn’t tell 

if she was trying to bite the pink skin there or offer a shy approximation of 
a smile. It was the same look she’d made when he’d complimented her Dora 
the Explorer T-shirt and puppy dog leggings. She’d just stepped through the 
front door of his rental house clinging to her mother’s jeans. Hannah had 
to coax her into letting go by suggesting that she show him the baby tooth 
stashed away in her pocket, the first one to fall out. The bit of blood crusted 
at the pointed top had dried since its extraction four days ago. Maybe the tooth 
fairy will come to Daddy’s house too, Hannah had said with a pointed look in his 
direction as she gave her daughter one last squeeze. Drew raised his eyebrows. 
Four days? he mouthed. Hannah shrugged, her lips twisting upward into a wry 
smile. 

“Anyway,” he continued, “Poohsticks is easy. Want to play?” 
Maddy considered, glancing through the diamond-shaped slats in the 

rusty rail at the trickle of water under the wooden bridge. They were a couple 
of yards above the shallow creek, but the sight of it still sent a shiver up his 
spine. Drew remembered what it was like to splash through the icy tresses, 
searching for goldfish and trout as Rebecca hollered at him to keep up. She 
was three years older than him and had little patience for her younger brother 
when he kept getting his sandals stuck in thick wads of algae. They made a 
game out of walking downstream from here, following the bends until it led 
them back home. It was always painful. The first five minutes were

Birthday Dreams
Sarah Jane Coleman · Painting
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Cold fingers slipped into his as they skipped and stumbled over the raised 
tracks set into the overpass. She didn’t let go when they reached the other 
side. Instead, their joined hands swung back and forth as every inch of her 
three-and-a-half-foot frame vibrated with anticipation. He marveled at the 
feel of her small fingers as they shared their stickiness with his. Strawberry 
jam never filled so perfect a sandwich before. 

“I don’t see it,” she said, leaning over on her tiptoes. 
“They’re coming,” he promised. “Can you hear that?” 
She wrapped herself around the bars, getting rusty flecks caught in her 

hair as she pressed her face closer. “Hear what?” 
“The water running.”
“Water can’t ru—” She gasped, dropping his hand. “There it is!”
The crescent stick floated gracefully down the stream, shooting forward 

as it got pulled through a chute between rocks. It stalled a few yards out in 
a shallow pool where it leisurely meandered toward the drooping branches 
of the willow tree at the bend, returning to its mother after its aquatic 
adventure. 

“Where’s yours, Daddy?” 
“Keep watching,” he said.
As if summoned by his words, the bulky branch slid into sight, dragging a 

clump of algae like boogers clinging to the wrist of a toddler. 
“I see it!” she cried.
“You win.” 
She smiled, a real smile with all her aging baby teeth on display. Dimples 

split her rosy cheeks. Renegade stray hairs got sucked between her lips. She 
batted them away, never breaking that beaming grin. It wasn’t anything like 
Hannah’s, subtle and sly and always knowing. This was pure, unconcealed 
bliss. It was all Maddy. 

“Again?” he asked.
“Again!” 

Twelve rounds and twenty-four sticks later, they were sitting in his pick-
up, speeding down the freeway toward the closest Friendly’s. She beat her legs 
against the bench seat, dislodging chunks of faded yellow foam from cracks in 
the leather, as they sang along with Toby Keith’s “I Wanna Talk About Me” no 
less than five times. The multicolored glow from her light-up sneakers filled 
the cab with greens and purples in addition to the oranges and reds leaking in 
from the sunset.

excruciating as they waded deeper, waiting for their feet to go so numb that 
they hardly felt the sting from toes stubbed on jagged rocks. One day, he told 
her his feet had a headache. Rebecca scoffed. Feet don’t get headaches, bird brain. 
Suck it up. 

He should call her, Drew thought. Maybe after Maddy went to bed. He’d 
invite her for breakfast. She’d want to see her niece.

“Okay,” Maddy said in a voice so small it was swallowed by the wind. Her 
bright eyes returned to his and he realized how alike they were to the stream. 
Flecks of green spun in patches of blue that weaved their way throughout the 
mucky brown edges. They felt familiar. Like something from another lifetime. 
Something he’d stared at across the bed as warm legs had pressed into his. 
Something that had absorbed his whispered secrets in the dark of night, 
promising to hide them in the shadows under their water. Something that 
had looked so distant and glassy when tears flooded the marshy landscape. 
It was like the film of a portal had closed behind him, leaving only the 
untouchable image of a land he’d once explored.

“Okay,” he repeated, balancing two sizable twigs on his palms. “Pick your 
stick.”

She selected a crescent-shaped willow branch, cradling it to her chest like 
it was a porcelain baby doll. Gripping the remaining stick—a bulky, foot-long 
limb with stubs sprouting from its length where the scraggly parts had been 
snapped off—he extended an arm over the rail. 

“It’s like a race. We both drop a stick in on this side and see which one 
comes out over there first.” 

Her eyebrows twitched into a frown as she glanced pointedly at the 
boulders and large patches of moss. “What if they get stuck in all of that green 
stuff?” 

“Then we watch and wait. Are you ready?”
Sticking an arm between the bars, she mimicked his position.
“Ready.” 
“One. Two . . .” Her upper lip twitched a fraction of an inch. “Three!” 
Waiting until the stick slipped from her grasp, he chucked his own at 

an angle so that it landed several feet behind. They splashed into the water, 
dipping under the surface for a long moment before bobbing back up to ride 
the current.

Maddy strained forward, watching her stick wind its way through the 
reeds. “Mine went under! Mine went under!” she exclaimed. She did a little 
jumping dance, fists flailing by her chest. 

“Quick!” he said. “To the other side.” 
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“Kevin?” He leaned forward, studying a third, slightly bigger snowman 
with an orange body. 

“He’s Mommy’s friend.”
“Is he nice?” 
She nodded her head vigorously, grinning down at her little family 

portrait. 
“That’s good,” he said. Picking up the discarded purple crayon, he traced 

the lines of a fish set into his own mat. 
She slurped her milkshake, rapidly coming to the bottom of the glass. 

Her free hand idly continued to color. 
“Daddy, are you staying?” 
He thought of the social worker perusing his living room, checking under 

the couch cushions, sifting through the cereal boxes, scrutinizing the bag of 
sugar. “Yes.”

With one last flourish, Maddy pulled the crayon away from her work. 
“Finished.” 

“Let’s see.” 
She passed him the slightly damp placemat picture. There, in the 

uppermost corner, scribbled over the menu box, two scraggly brown lines 
were set into a patch of blue. “It’s the Poohsticks,” she said. 

“I love it.”

Five minutes into the car ride home, Maddy slumped in her booster seat, 
head lulling and jaw hanging. He thought about leaving the engine running 
in the driveway, leaning the seat back and camping out for the rest of the 
night while she slept, but his heater hardly worked, and the temperature was 
rapidly dropping. Her cheek had a thick red line slashed across it from where 
the seat belt had made an impression on the skin. Carefully, more carefully 
than he’d ever done anything in his life, he opened the passenger side door 
and slid a hand around to unbuckle her. Released from the restraint, she 
tilted toward him. Her head collided with his chest as he scooped her out of 
the seat, kicking the door closed behind them. Fishing the house key from 
his pocket required some jiggling. He watched her as he moved, willing her 
eyelids to stay firmly pressed together. It wasn’t until he was sliding her arms 
out of her coat that The Sandman’s spell was broken. 

“Momma?” she asked, crinkling her forehead as she sank into the brand-
new twin bed.

“No,” he said. “It’s Dad. Can I get you something?” 
Her eyes snapped open, fingers clutching the unfamiliar princess-printed

The restaurant was packed with families from all over the county who 
had turned out for cheap food and tables set with crayons. 

“Just two?” asked a matronly hostess sporting the signature fifties-style 
blue dress and white ruffle collar.

“Just two.”
She peered down at Maddy through her cat-eye glasses. “The bar is fine?” 
“Sure is,” Drew said, resting a hand on his daughter’s shoulder. Her 

eyes were wide with wonder as she took in the pink tinge of the walls, the 
fake jukebox in the corner, and the dozens of framed pictures ranging from 
Polaroids of smiling families to cartoon renderings of silver-haired women 
reading stories to their herds of cats.

“Cool!” she squealed, swiveling around on the red vinyl bar stool. She 
dumped the crayons out of their Styrofoam cup and set to work on the 
under-the-sea-themed placemat.

“Your grandma used to take me here when I was a kid.”
“Grandma Hidey’s your mom?”
“Yes.”
“She makes really good cookies.”
He laughed. “I know.” 
The thought of his mother shot a sliver of guilt into his gut. He hadn’t 

told her that his timesharing started tonight, an egregious act that would 
surely bring down a wave of chastisement for the foreseeable future. He’d just 
thought it might be nice to have some time alone with her. Just the two of 
them. As a . . . 

As a family.
They ordered Oreo milkshakes and cheeseburger sliders from a blonde 

waitress with a strip of hot pink hair. Maddy raved about how cool it would 
be to dye her own hair. Did princesses have pink hair? she wondered. Time 
passed as they debated proper princess costumery; hers were a cross between 
a Disney imitation of a punk rocker and a ballroom dancer—high-top 
sneakers under flashy floor-length dresses—while his were more gothic chic 
with swarms of bunnies trailing their every move because who doesn’t like 
bunnies? She snickered as he made his princesses more and more absurd.

“Who’s that?” he asked after a hiatus in the argument caused by the 
shoveling of fries into hungry mouths. He pointed at a lumpy snowman she’d 
drawn in purple crayon with yellow stick figure arms. 

“Mommy.” She pointed at a pink blob with a triangle on its head that he 
took for a tiara. “And that’s me. And that’s Kevin.”
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Hannah picked up on the third ring. “Everything all right?”
“It’s Maddy. She wants to go home.” 
A deep voice mumbled on the other end of the line. He couldn’t tell what 

it said, only that it was male. Hannah let out a breath. “Let me talk to her.” 
Maddy wrapped her fingers around the phone, clutching it in a vice grip 

at her cheek. “Mommy?” 
Drew retreated to the threshold, letting his head fall back against the 

doorframe. His eyelids drooped and he squeezed them together, rubbing them 
vigorously with a hand. No matter how hard he pressed, he could still see her 
quivering lip, hear the quavering in her voice. 

“I don’t want to,” she confided to the phone.
Twitching. His fingers were twitching. It started with his right index 

finger. As it always did. Then the thumb.
“Okay.” Her voice broke. 
He slid a hand into the pocket of his jacket, sifting around the keys until 

his skin rubbed against the small discs he’d received from the last year’s worth 
of meetings. He counted them. One. Two. Three. 

“Okay,” she said. 
Five. Six. 
“I love you too.” 
Ten. Eleven. Twelve. 
She disconnected, wiping snot from her nose with the sleeve of her shirt.
Thirteen.
As the sniffling subsided, her eyes sought him out, finding him frozen 

at the edge of the room. He peeled himself away from the door, giving her 
the best smile he could muster. Her lips were still twisted downward as she 
fought off a second torrent of tears. 

“Can you read me a story?” she asked.
He closed his fist around the thirteenth disc, feeling the words engraved 

on its rim. To thine own self be true. 
No. Not to the self. To her. 
“How about Winnie-the-Pooh?”
It wasn’t that hard to retrieve the box of his old stuff Rebecca had sent 

over. He’d largely ignored it, tucking it into a corner of the closet as he 
focused on all the basic little girl things. Underneath Spider-Man underwear 
and participation soccer trophies was a boxed set of Winnie-the-Pooh books. 
Blowing dust off the spines, he slid out the second book in the collection: The 
House at Pooh Corner.

He settled back in her new bed, legs hanging awkwardly over the edge.

comforter. None of them looked anything like the ones they’d argued about 
earlier. She surveyed her new room, wide-eyed and terrified. 

The smell of fresh paint still clung to the air, mingling with the wooded 
scent of the recently-assembled Ikea dresser. An old doll house of Rebecca’s 
sat in one corner with a few well-worn dolls he’d pulled out of the boxes she’d 
donated to his cause. They were fat and clunky compared to the sleek, beloved 
Barbies she’d brought over in her backpack.

She pointed at the discarded snow coat. “My tooth.” 
He sank a hand into the pocket, retrieving a sandwich-sized plastic bag 

with a tooth smaller than a pearl. “Here it is.”
She stuffed it under her pillow before snuggling back under the covers. 

“Can I have some water?” 
“Of course.” 
Crossing the hall, he ransacked the cupboards for anything that could 

be used as a cup. Behind one door, he found three shelves of pots and pans 
he’d never know what to do with. His mother had insisted on stocking his 
kitchen with every “necessity” imaginable, driving over trunk-loads of mixers, 
measuring cups, and dishware. All carefully shut behind baby proof locks, 
of course, although—as he continuously reminded her—his baby was already 
four years old. 

The plastic cups were housed in the cupboard closest to the refrigerator. 
Selecting a blue one with Buzz Lightyear flashing that creepy, lopsided grin 
on the front, he held it up to the water purifier and waited for it to fill.

Maddy pressed the cup to her lips, taking several long slugs before setting 
it on the nightstand. Leaning back on the pillows for the third time, she 
tucked her arms into her chest, cocooning herself under the blankets. The tips 
of her fingers peeked out of the top, toying with a clump of ruffles fashioned 
into a flower. She stared at the lifeless ceiling fan which still held a fine layer 
of dust from the previous tenants.  

“Daddy?” 
“Yes.” 
Liquid welled in those beautiful eyes made brown by the soft light of the 

pink lamp. “I wanna go home.”  
He swallowed, tasting Oreo chunks and greasy ground beef. It all felt 

heavy in his stomach. “Okay,” he said. “That’s okay. Want me to call your 
mom?” 

She nodded, a single tear spilling over the edge.
“Okay.” Straightening up from his crouch by the bed, he slid the phone 

out of his pocket.
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The simple life
Jack Bunzel-Hardie · Photography

The section he wanted was easy enough to locate without scanning the 
contents. Its pages were bent and torn in places where they had taken the 
brunt of his youthful enthusiasm. “Chapter 6,” he read, thumbing a chocolate 
smudge, “In which Pooh Invents a New Game and Eeyore Joins In.” 

As he fingered the yellowed pages, voicing Eeyore and Piglet and Roo, 
her shoulders relaxed. She curled up on her side, resting her head against his 
chest as she leaned in to stare at the pictures. When the chapter was over, he 
closed the book. A big yawn escaped her lips and she nuzzled her cheek into 
his shirt.

“Daddy?” she asked. 
“Yes?”
“Read it again.” 
He stroked the top of her head, planting a gentle kiss on the fine hairs. 

Flipping back to the opening page, he cleared his throat. And began again.
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your individualism as a brown woman before the rest of the world does too 
based on their skewed perception of your political identity. 

Things we should discuss 

All of the above and more.

The Epitome of Brown
Nour Abuelreich · Poetry

Things we don’t discuss

When your skin is shades of brown and you pray at dawn, the barriers 
begin from within. They come in the form of no sleepovers with the other 
little girls from your class or boys on the phone or anywhere else. And 
skirts that graze the floor and not your upper thighs. Even your friends are 
chosen based on their attitudes and appearance which are measured on a 
scale designed to be the yardstick for outsiders but, its liberalness meant 
that it could never be applied to you. And it goes like this: not her, she’s too 
outgoing and dresses immodestly; a bad influence. Maybe her, she doesn’t 
wear booty shorts and blushes when she addresses her elders. Her voice is 
soft, and she seems polite enough. She won’t be a problem five years from 
now.

Every single aspect of your being is scrutinized and so, to evade the 
scrutiny the rules will always be made clear. The harshest judgements come 
from within the community and your household members. And rarely ever 
does freedom come knocking on the door but, when it does; you must be 
an intellectual prodigy for the plan that’s been created since they’ve found 
out your sex, to be aborted. You must be worthy of the freedom to choose 
your own major, college and profession rather than be chosen by a man. 
When freedom comes knocking, you’ll be forced to make a decision about 
everything when two years prior, the sound of your voice seemed to ricochet 
off walls and people’s eardrums whenever you voiced an unsolicited opinion—
not a demand—just an opinion, about your own future.

 The weight of decisions will bury you under—and if you hesitate, the 
decision will be made for you before you know you are capable of saying no 
and branching out. And you will hesitate as you pause to decide which choice 
will be accepted and praised. The people factoring in on your decisions are 
the next-door neighbor and the ladies your mother has over every other week 
who warned her against letting you venture out on your own. They believed 
the brightest girls needed to be molded earlier than most into housewives 
before they became too difficult to control. When your skin is shades of 
brown and you pray at dawn, the community condemns you for asserting
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A sit-down talk with my mother,
raised here since she was 6,
about the dangers of the now —
that somehow this has become 
better and worse than her experiences
in the ‘70s.
 
My mother asks my dad to accompany her 
to work,
to open houses,
to places she spends weeks modeling
ideal homes for future families.
What does she say to her clients
that look like us?

At 11:30 PM, I receive a phone call:
my god-sister, 19 and alone in NYC.
Reaches out to me for the first time
in over a year.

She’s afraid of walking 
to the corner store,
just 100 feet from her apartment. 

My environment like a warzone,
I scan the middle-aged man
on the side of the boardwalk, a red hat with 
four
short 
white 
letters 
printed above his brim.
He can hide his eyes behind dark shades,
but certainly not his attention.
What must he be thinking as he watches me 
hurrying along 
in his town? 
How much does he lean into the preaching 
of the man that made those four letters famous? 

Presence Not Present
Tyler Yang · Poetry

I kneel down on the turf,
20 miles East of 
stinky tofu and oyster pancakes,
15 minutes North of 
Little Saigon and boba shops,
within the state with
the most amount of people
that look like me.
 
A cold sip of water
seeps through my body:
cooling me down,
calming me down,
reminding me 
as I look out at the black and white jerseys
of those I do battle with
that I am alone. 

My teammate asks:
“Was it really that bad?”
“Did anyone really press you?”
“Were you ever confronted?”
during quarantine.
Yes.
 
It is a parent’s nature to worry for their children
until they grow old and the roles reverse —
but I had an expedited journey —
my parents have yet to hit 60 but
in January, I spend $150
on pepper spray for my mother, 
tasers for my cousins.
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Some people picked up quarantine hobbies
or chose to exercise;
we picked up 
necessary, 
obligatory
survival skills.

I put my helmet back on.
Surrounded by my “second family”
for the sport that represents this country.
Despite my shield of assimilation
or my mask of confidence,
the caustic sin of phobia
seeps back into me.
As I listen to my friends’
hiatus,
their adventures,
their “few years off,”

I realize.

I remember.

I’m alone.

The mother that gently 
but unsubtly 
pushes her children away from us. 
Is she being careful because her children are young, 
or does she think I have an innate ability to spread the virus? 
Why did she react to my presence so differently than 
other pedestrians on the sidewalk? 

What could I have possibly done in walking by 
to draw the ire of so many individuals 
that are complete strangers to one another?
 
My girlfriend finds a way to budget
10 hours a week for kickboxing classes
as a full-time student with a part-time job in a medical program.
She calls me in broad daylight,
despite the “safety of crowds.” 

A man takes exaggerated steps to cross the street
as we make eye contact,
separated by 6 feet
and something a little more.
A woman tells me she loves my people
but she’s afraid to visit the H-Mart.
A man talks too loudly to me
about his appreciation of our women.
A lady asks me if I’m from “around here.”
She decides “apparently not” when I attempt to answer.
A little boy with a tennis racket calls me 
“chink” in front of his parents.
They smile and wave.

In China, we say, “See you again.”
In America, we say, “Good-bye.”
For the Chinese in America,
now we say, “Be safe.”
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Garden Conversations 
Lehua Johnson · Poetry

I asked you, late one night
when the leaves of your garden grew dry,
and cut against our skins,
to tell me a            verified
            indisputable
            fact. 
             A rose amongst weeds.     
I knew how gentle your lies were,
dandelions, chicory, nightshade. 

The care with which you graced every seed.

Larkspur heart, green willow love,
I wander through your grove.
             Lavender trust along the path, 
             encrusts your pond in peony trove.
I wake up to morning glory, 
        with pruning shears in hand. 

picked apart
Gretchen Albers · Photography
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april in peaces 
Kyra Jee · Poetry

ease knife through pebbled clementine
by twilit april eave.
fit thumbs inside of seam
to pry // open like gutting fish
           — just as messy.
our chairs are hip to hip.

out back, wisteria-drenched trellis
sing-summons beady bees; wisteria
drips open wooden ribs
like honeyed wine; wisteria
         — wisteria.
there is no other longing.

evéry { rise and scrape chair from table } ,
lid my eyes with lips that anchor your return.
won’t know which time’s the lie,
but, god! promise you’ll try
          — come home.
windless, unwild night: heare bees reduce to sleep. 

Narcissus
Sam Andrus · Digital Art
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In time
Gabriella Brandom · Prose Poetry

I think we should go and sit on that little hill. The one with the shade. You 
can bring your unstitching satchel, and your phone that just ran out of power. 
Or maybe we can go and walk someplace. Get lost in the forest. The one that 
creaks like firewood. 

Or maybe you can come over to visit. We can sit in the backyard of my 
parents’ house. There’s this ancient bench that we tried to paint one time, but 
the blue didn’t cover up the big hole in the center. I’ll have to stand, though. 
There are too many spiders.

Okay, it doesn’t have to be soon. I was just thinking of that time when we’d 
walk through rain puddles. Not because we wanted to, but because there was 
no path around. So we disturbed some gentle reflections and got our socks 
wet. I’m only really certain of what it felt like for me.

The train sounded like an accordion this morning, and I imagined it folding 
up like one, too. The bell tolls all the way over to reach us now. I think the air 
changed.

I was crying, and you gave me half a box of raisins. Shaking them into my 
hand. They were all stuck together, so they came out in one big chunk. All I 
can do is say things and hope you know I mean them. It’s sort of uncatchable 
in that way.

I am lucky to think of love often. It’s in the sunlight coming through the 
morning blinds, casting stem and leaf shadows inside. It’s you struggling with 
the front door lock in the morning, or closing the door that shakes the whole 
house.

There are things I knew when I was fifteen that I know no longer. And there 
are some things I will never know. I think I go around learning lessons only to 
forget them all again.

But sometimes, I am in the garden with you. It is night. It is raining. You 
come around the corner on your pink bike, and you are smiling, and I think I 
am going to be okay.

familiar path, unfamiliar destination
Gretchen Albers · Photography
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Horror Movies, and Other Abjad Confessions
John Finnegan · Poetry

I am well-dressed, not for anything of particular importance—
not that today is small in the scheme of things,
but in the sense that everything of yours should so revered
that it’s worth wearing your best winter sweater for.

My love is expressed through poor online translators:
English to Spanish, Spanish to French,
French to stories, stories to late-night conversations.
Late-night conversations to “missing you when the nights stretch on
so long that the moon forms a single lunar ring
across a midnight sky, God’s spilled inkwell,”
and back to English.

Let me try and fail to find the words for what you are to me.
Let me take attempt this impossible task, for how could words explain
what it’s like to be shown love, truest love, beautifully unkempt love,
your undefinable love.

My eyes meet your gaze but my lexicon cannot.
So let me love how I can. Grant me this pidgin.
Let us dance to a crunchy radio
played from the apartment across the street. Let us
watch horror movies and root for the villain to win. Let
us be here for as long as we can be. To revel in an ephemeral
now. May God let that be the language I can confess in.

Take My Hand
Morgan Grimes · Photography
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Half
My identity
A shameful secret
I tuck away

Though I want to shout it
But it is like speaking static
My voice unheard
meaningless

They already decided
not American enough
yet no ties to a home country
Existing in the in-between

Today
I long to make the journey
through a land
where my halves hope to become whole

Existing in the In-Between
Elizabeth Tran · Poetry

My life, split down the middle
defined only by 
Where my family is from
but they do not care who I am 

“Born and raised in the United States” 
The words have no meaning 
on American ears 
No matter how many times I repeat myself

“Where are you really from?” 
A question that is always asked of me 
never asked by me 
because I do not truly belong

Anywhere
not in the place I am born
the one my family left behind 
and I will always wonder where is home

Somewhere in the Middle
Jay Dye · Digital Art
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Now, in kindergarten the rules were different. We were all stubborn, 
opinionated, and idiotic. We all talked and thought in short sentences—
sometimes less. We were creatures made of pure, unjustified emotion. 

Natalie and I were in kindergarten. 

Our opinion on kindergarten: We were casually indifferent about it.

Our opinion on the first grade: That is where the scary big kids were and they 
were not us.

Conversations between us were quick, useless, and blunt—but never 
pointless. I distinctly remember asking Natalie what she thought about money. I 
wore that disgusting, booger-filled red sweater that day. 

Natalie was a sweet girl who loved animals (especially pandas) and 
whenever she was asked “What do you want to be when you grow up?” by 
adults she’d loudly and proudly shout “VET-TEN-NAIR-IAN!”

When I asked her this question, she shrugged her shoulders. She hadn’t 
really thought about money before. But once this question circled ‘round her 
brain for a bit, she decided, “I kinda like coins more. Pretty much because I 
don’t understand paper money.”

I nodded, “Mmmhmm. Yeah. I mean, I can’t really read.”

Natalie nodded back (and whether or not she was nodding because we 
were taught to nod as a form of nonverbal communication in class or if she 
was mimicking me was unclear in retrospect), “I can’t read too.”

“I can make scribbles that look like words though!” Natalie smiled 
proudly.

“Oh?” and it took me a while to process that before asking, “Like 
hieroglyphics?”

“I don’t know.”

“Ah. Um. Okay.”

I think about two months had passed when I was invited to ‘Evan’s Fifth 
Birthday Bash’ at the ‘Jumper Z Jamz Fun Zone,’ a trampoline park half an 
hour’s drive away from home, located in a mall in the Santa Anita hills.

Economics for Big Kids
Natasha “Fisheye” Young · Nonfiction

I am having a long, long day at work. Everything is just a little-too-loud, 
a little-too-quiet, a little-too-everything-but-perfect. Even now, when I’m 
on my lunch break, when the orders are slowing down, and the lunch rush is 
over, and the cars honk less out of frustration and more out of fun—I can’t 
help but want to quit. 

I don’t want to quit my job. No, not really. I mean, it pays. It doesn’t pay 
well, but it pays. “Is it worth it?” is something I ask myself every day when I 
have to clean up the twelfth spill of the day. Ha, and I never have an 
answer . . . I don’t know if I want an answer. If someone were to give me an 
answer I’d assume that they were trying to sell me something. 

Even if it weren’t about the money, I don’t know if I could quit my job. 
I have dreams and aspirations and et cetera et cetera, but I’m worried that if 
I don’t have this job then I won’t have a distraction. On TikTok, I see lots of 
kids talk about what they would do if they had more time—that work and 
school is a distraction from their art. 

Like, cool. Cool. Yeah. 

But, I think. I think I have the opposite problem. Work takes up so much 
of my day, I can only concentrate on making sure that the bathrooms are 
clean—I don’t have the time to think about the impending doom upon our 
planet, or whether or not it’s selfish of me to want to be a fiction writer in a 
very un-fictional world. It’s helpful! My job is helpful! It’s . . . worth it. 

“How did I even get here?” I whispered to myself. 

A humble 2009 economy car zipped by, generating a gentle breeze. The 
breeze rustled the green leaves gracing the single birch tree standing in the 
middle of the parking lot. I looked down to my feet, feeling the decades-old 
gum stick to the soles of my shoes—planting me in place. 

And then it hit me:

Natalie and I were in kindergarten. 
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Not me though. I couldn’t be a coward. I couldn’t afford it. My mother 
told me so. She told me to keep my grades up so I could stay in the ‘smart kids 
class.’ In my tiny mind, all it took was one tiny slipup and my life was down 
the drain. 

After roll call, Ms. Chan opened up a small student store. If we wanted, 
we could buy a banana or a pencil or a scented eraser. She was open for 
business! The price ranged from 50 cents to 5 dollars. If you bought a banana 
you were rewarded by being able to eat your banana in front of the entire 
class on the couch while everyone else started their school work. 

The couch was dark green, beat-up, and scratchy. It was probably there 
for generations.

Ms. Chan stapled pictures of all her students on the right wall (the wall 
closest to the green couch) as a friendly greeting to class. I say class, because 
if you were lucky enough to have parents that had the free time to be in the 
PTA, your photo would be in color. If you weren’t, your photo would be in 
black and white. The board was checkered with bright, happy colored photos 
scattered among a dark, grainy sea of blandness. All of us smiled though. 
Because that’s what you do when your picture is taken. You smile. 

Ms. Chan’s students would start spending their lunch money to buy her 
overpriced dorayaki-shaped erasers and beg their parents to take time off to 
join the PTA, unwittingly being taught the true values of capitalism. 

Looking back, that’s kind of hilarious. I think. The joke is on me, so I 
guess I’m allowed to laugh. Or be angry. Or be both. 

This type of thought translated to the playground. Putty erasers were 
BIG, and I needed to cash in. It was no secret that it wasn’t easy for me to 
keep friends, and to me these putty erasers were going to be my godsend. 
At home, after homework, I spent upwards three hours a day making eraser 
shavings and kneading them into putty erasers. I kneaded putty until my 
fingers were sore, my hands were reddened, and my muscles tensed. 

 
When I finally made six different varieties of erasers, one for every 

color of the rainbow, I was ready to barter them for friendship. I showed my 
handiwork to, and I don’t like to refer to them as ‘popular girls,’ so I’ll refer to 
them as ‘well-adjusted’ girls. 

I had a good time. I don’t remember much. I think there was pizza and 
lemonade. However, before leaving, my mother crouched down, looked me 
in the eyes, and said to me, “Evan’s parents are richer than us. That’s why he 
could invite you here. Make sure to say thank you.”

So, yeah, naturally—Me, being three-and-a-half feet of bluntness, went 
up to Evan the next day in school and asked, with absolute sincerity, “Hey, are 
you rich?”

Funny thing is, I don’t remember his response. It probably didn’t matter 
anyways. 

Summer came, and soon, so did the first grade. All the fears I had about 
the big kids vanished because—magically—the second graders were the scary 
big kids now, and they were not us.

Our new teacher, Ms. Chan, was very different from Ms. Kim. 

Ms. Kim was our kindergarten teacher, and she comforted me when I 
cried and complimented my subpar handwriting.

Ms. Chan told us, on the first day, that she did not want to be our 
babysitter. She told us that she wanted to teach us about money and she 
wanted to teach us about life. Ms. Chan never missed a single day of work, 
even when she was so sick she couldn’t speak.

When she couldn’t speak, she typed our instructions on a laptop and 
projected it up on the whiteboard. 

Keep in mind that I got my glasses in the 2nd grade, meaning, at this 
time, not only was my eyesight as crisp as applesauce left outside on a hot 
Southern Californian day, but that I could barely spell my own name.

At the beginning of the day, first thing, she would have us line up in two 
rows, facing each other. After a few minutes, she would conduct a militaristic 
roll call (all the while I was painfully holding in my bladder, because I was too 
afraid to ask to use the restroom), where she would check off on a roster who 
was too cowardly to not show up.
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24 Hour Diner
Angela Darjuan · Digital Art

One of the well-adjusted girls, the nicer one, asked me, “Why are you 
doing this?”

And funny thing is, I don’t remember what I said. I probably lied. I think 
I lied. 

I never learned though. I tried this gig over and over: Mad Libs, cats-
cradle, rubber band bracelets, high-top shoes. I tried it all, and I was still just 
as unloveable as ever. 

I mean. It was my fault. It was my fault, right? It’s my fault. 

In church, I was told that money was evil and the only money that wasn’t 
evil was the money that was given to charity. Mostly, that charity would be 
the church itself. Not always because they were greedy, but because they could 
barely balance the books as it was. 

My brother told me that money was pointless and that the system has 
to change, but he still spends it to buy food, water, and video games. I don’t 
blame him. Life is a lot. 

But me? I’m casually indifferent to it. 

Maybe that’ll change when I’m finally a big kid.
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Sailing on Time
Ashley Anderson · Painting

The Grelling-Nelson Paradox
Saif Khan · Poetry

[word] dancing from syllogism to lyric
remains itself

still an [erudite] [english] [noun]
flaunts différance into meaning

[polysyllabic] and [sesquipedalian] sculptures
demanding [unhyphenated] gardens

lest their [recherché] [magniloquent] forms
be unveiled as [obfuscatory]

[proparoxytone] curios are [suffixed] out of [autology]
in bloodless massacre

as are all [hellenic] fruits
plastic roses trapped in simulacra semiology

our only solace the [monepic] escape
into the freedom of contradiction:

heterological heterological heterological
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The cemetery was a small plot of land behind the old church, filled with 
stones jutting out at sharp angles where the ground was uneven. It sat next 
to a bright park that overflowed with geese in the summer. Davenport was 
a small town, but over the centuries it had become enormous, with most of 
its people underground. Not living, but there still, a population marked by 
stones. A low brass gate marked the perimeter, and someday they would need 
to extend it, or move to a new plot entirely. Otherwise they would run out 
of space, for people kept on dying and no one had risen back yet. I supposed 
people would keep burying one another until there was no one left.

We walked the uneven ground between graves, though I did not 
remember entering the yard. Some stones were grown over with moss, as if 
they emerged from the earth that way. The dirt was still soggy from the rain, 
leaving the sky a fresh and foggy haze. The ground could probably sink down, 
open up into a cavern and expose centuries worth of old townspeople, lying 
there in their dusty clothing from all the eras before, with a sprinkling of 
those dead in the time of now.

“We’re here,” Davis said, and I realized we were no longer walking.
The marker was small and white, placed there six years before. It emerged 

from the base of a small sapling, a barrier to the next grave behind. An 
older couple stood beyond there, maybe looking around for plots. “This is 
incredible,” I said, feeling along the stone. Davis stood back with her arms 
crossed, head down, and I was unsure why she did not come closer. If only 
I had a piece of parchment and a pencil to shade along the inscription; I 
had heard about grave rubbing but I did not have the tools. “David,” I said, 
reading the name, and I laughed.

“I was named after my father,” she said. It was a neutral statement, really, 
but something was off about how she said it. She had told me she never liked 
her name; she said it did not fit, but I disagreed. She looked down where I was 
as if wanting to sit, but the grass was still wet, so she stood, sort of levitating 
there. I held out the carnations for her and she took them. She kneeled to 
place them at the bottom of the stone.

“I wish we had a pencil and some parchment,” I said. “It would be the 
perfect memento for you. Something to remember him by, so you don’t 
always have to come here.” Davis gave a nod but she didn’t meet my eyes.

“For your dad,” I said, in case she didn’t understand. “I could hang it up 
in your house. It would be wonderful. It would look great there, I know you 
don’t have a lot of his things around.”The old couple looked over at me. Was 
my voice too loud? I could barely hear myself. Their faces were unreadable, 
but they could have been mocking me. 

Townsend and Davis
Gabriella Brandom · Fiction

The third day of autumn was upon us, and I had finally convinced Davis 
to bring me to her father’s grave. The pavement was slick with late afternoon 
rain, reflecting Davis’s soggy shoes as she strode down the side street. She had 
the longer, faster legs, and I struggled to catch up. I had been asking her to 
bring me here for the past year. She always declined, either giving an obscure 
excuse or saying someday but failing to follow through. Today she agreed. Her 
yes had something wrong with it, but it was a yes nonetheless. 

We turned the corner of the street and came upon the florist, Marie. 
“Flowers?” I asked, and Davis nodded, surprisingly. It would be a whole 
occasion, then. The store was open to the air, and the day’s cuttings of 
flowers lay in woven baskets. Marie stood behind the counter and looked 
at us with her downturned eyes and triangle nose. There was a glass case of 
desserts, glazed sweet rolls and fresh baked bread delivered by the baker two 
streets over. Marie hand-picked white carnations. She handed the bouquet 
to me, and Davis gave her coins in exchange. Marie held up a finger before 
disappearing behind the glass case. She wrapped two sweet rolls in a brown 
napkin and presented them to us. “Only the best for you girls,” she said, and 
I grinned, shoving both of the rolls in my satchel, while Davis stayed empty 
handed. I held the bouquet gently as we left, Davis in front of me in her flowy 
skirt. It jostled around in the wind. Like she wore it just for that image. Davis 
had a way of making everything look intentional, and now it was the hair she 
was trying to grow out, the scraggly bits at the back growing faster than the 
front. She had been growing it ever since we met, and hair took a long time 
to grow. I imagined Marie looking at us leaving together, walking close, white 
bouquet and sweet rolls, and I hoped she thought something of it.

“I don’t think my dad would recognize me,” Davis said once, a 
questionable declination to me asking to go to his grave. I had been pushing 
her about it all day. We wouldn’t even be seeing her dad; it would just be me 
and her and the cemetery. I tried to explain this, but she only pretended to 
listen. I stopped myself and said nothing then, and I said nothing now.

Instead, there was the two of us sitting in an old house, in some dazy 
future time, afternoon light flooding through an open door. Her standing 
there in front of me, absolutely dazzling. I wanted her to look back and reach 
out, and envelop my hand in hers.
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I stood above nothing; there was no one under there. The stone was placed 
ages ago, and P. Marshall was out there somewhere in the world, making the 
most of his time before it had to come to a close. 

I looked back at Davis, but she had gone. I knew her father was under 
there, because she was there when they lowered him down. She never told me 
the story. I did not know Davis before her father died. I only knew her after. 
I had pretended to understand what she had gone through so well that she 
never talked to me about it again. She did not start at the beginning and I did 
not listen, because we both pretended to already know. The truth was that I 
did not understand. It would seem deceptive if I admitted I was so far away 
from it all, and I had no idea. It was right for her to watch me walk away. I 
wondered if she would wait for me. 

I walked around P. Marshall’s grave three times, trying to rid my mind 
of Davis’s face. I scanned over the words we exchanged and tried to find the 
awful things I said, but I kept skimming over them. It used to be more than 
just me and Davis; there were two more to fill out wider sidewalks, but those 
people I can barely recognize. Now it was just me and Davis and all sorts of 
things we struggled to leave behind. The cemetery shaped the mouth of some 
tremendous creature, the stones its mismatched teeth, the grass its rotten 
pelt. Teeth crooked and crowded. A strange twilight sky took hold, and I 
looked up there in the expanse. It was exactly what I was expecting. I doubted 
there would be space here for me. Where was Davis? I took one of the sweet 
rolls out of my bag, gray and deflated. 

I looked at P. Marshall’s stone again. I had never lost someone to death. 
Only to silence. The stone was rough, and the cold traveled through my 
fingers and under my skin. I hoped to never know what it was like. I felt some 
gravitational pull downward, so I sat next to the stone, shoveling cold bread 
into my mouth, barely sweet, waiting for Davis to come back and find me.

“Excuse me,” said a man. He held up a brass lantern and the light fell 
over me. I hadn’t realized it was dark. He wore worn-out brown shoes and his 
pants were cuffed unevenly. He was very old, and a large green overcoat hung 
from his shoulders like a tapestry, its marbled buttons the same as his eyes. 
We looked at each other and I didn’t know why. He looked at the grave of P. 
Marshall, and it occurred to me that he might be P. Marshall, and I was some 
kid leaning against his marker like it was mine.

I scrambled to my feet. “Sorry,” I said through a mouthful of bread, again 
pushing the sweet roll into my bag, where it squished into the other one.

“It’s quite alright,” said the man. He looked like he had been caught in the 
rain, though it hadn’t rained since earlier. He rested his palms on a wooden

Davis never spoke to me about her father, and I wanted her to more 
than anything. I never knew him, but she did, and yet she kept her mouth 
shut. She stayed there kneeling, pretending not to listen, or listening and not 
understanding, so I opened my mouth again to explain.

“Townsend,” she said, before I even started. She never said my name, 
rarely ever, and I wanted her to say it more. “Just be quiet.”

I laughed, but she wasn’t smiling. Maybe she’d stop the act there, reach 
out and touch my shoulder and tell me that it was a great idea, and to get 
started right away. But she just looked at me, which was so much worse.

“You’ve been so quiet today,” I said. My fingers were still sticky from 
pushing the sweet rolls into my bag, and I felt the weight of them now. “Is 
something wrong?”

She dropped her shoulders down. “I don’t even know what you expect,” 
she said. I wanted to take a step and stand next to her, but I never knew how 
close to stand to Davis. “I shouldn’t have brought you here.” The skin around 
her eyes was red and the pimples dotting her cheeks were flushed. When 
Davis was upset her voice got low and muffled. I knew that. But it had never 
been because of me. “Just go,” she said.

I was incapable of reading the look on her face. Always incapable, 
Townsend. Cannot comprehend a look from an old friend. I walked away 
then, my hands grasping nothing but cold air. Making a little bit of distance 
in the smallest cemetery, the largest in town, awfully overcrowded. Anyone 
who saw us then would have said the worst of me.

I wandered to the right until I came to the grittiest stone. It was plastered 
with what must have been centuries worth of muck, a thick layer brought 
up by the wind, or perhaps the rain when mud sloshes. It was a very old and 
porous stone, laden with lichens, an encyclopedia for all the shades of green 
in existence. I pushed my woolen sleeves away to grasp at the lichen rooted 
to the top of the stone, but its grip was immovable over the name of the 
deceased: P. Marshall. 

His birth was early in the century, but the date of his death was illegible 
from the weathering it had undertaken. Perhaps the man had been born and 
never died, but they placed a marker for him just in case. Something to tether 
him here, a reminder that he really ought to die one day, and he couldn’t just 
forget about it. His grave would be ready when the time came, but for now it 
was empty, the stone an old artifact, and me as the first person to discover it.
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“I do understand.”
“You don’t have to,” she said. “You don’t have to understand, Townsend. 

Just be here with me.”
And so I was. She swung her legs on the bench. I took the sweet rolls out 

again, or at least what remained of them. They barely resembled the dessert 
from earlier, but they were sweet still. I placed the whole one in her hand.

cane. I expected him to reach down and open the ground like a hatch, pulling 
up clumps of grass and dirt to reveal an empty chamber and a ladder. He 
would crawl down there and close himself in, and leave me standing there as 
the sole witness.

But he did not do that. He just stood and waited and looked at the stone.
“Did you know him?” he asked.
I nodded for some reason, and we stood next to each other and looked at 

Marshall’s stone in graveyard silence.
“Brilliant man,” he said, perching glasses on the bridge of his nose. “I 

haven’t been here in ages. I’ve been out of town.”
“Me as well.” The air felt strange and dewy, and maybe it had rained again.
“Funny we dropped in on the same day,” he said.
“Yeah.” I looked out across the empty yard, sounds of night setting in, and 

then back to the man, careful not to stand over the grave. I guess P. Marshall 
was under there, and I guess he had been all this time. “Funny that.”

Davis was there at the front gate. She had her hands deep in the pockets 
of her skirt. She told me that she walked around the perimeter three times 
waiting for me, and I didn’t know how to say that I had been waiting for her, 
too. Crickets scurried over my shoes. The old man’s lantern beaconed from 
the center of the cemetery, keeping P. Marshall company. We began the walk 
back.

“I don’t need parchment, or even a gravestone,” Davis said, breaking the 
quiet. Her hand swung softly and it would not take much for me to take it. “I 
don’t need you trying to make things better for me.”

“I don’t know what to do,” I said.
We were quiet for some time, Davis more so than me. I knew the path 

we were taking; it was automatic at this point, veering towards the park. My 
mind played the image of the rickety house once more, Davis standing and 
opening the door that rattles the walls. There in the doorway, illuminated by 
the sun of evening, waiting for me. It was a tainted image, and that Davis was 
not the Davis here with me now. The wind picked up and a horrible absence 
opened within me, even though she was right here.

“I wanted to do something for you,” I said, and she shook her head. We 
were far past the cemetery now. We came to a stop by a wooden bench, and 
sat on leaves and rain. I had been a very bad friend, and I would continue to 
be one if no one intervened.

“This isn’t fair to you,” she said at last, then she laughed. “I can’t expect 
you to understand.”
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Anti-Hype Man
Lehua Johnson · Poetry

permanent blisters on the heel of a gay foot
just the foot is queer, entombed in a doc marten
          homosexual imhotep
feel yourself restored with each kiss, consumption
of flesh brought anew the foot, the calf, 
the thigh, to the aching hips
  and all you can think about are her lips
    – cherry addiction against your cheek
  and how they make you feel alive again

dream of stability, lie to your 
grandmother; tell her you’re gonna 
be a writer, let her believe you’re 
braver than she is,           she who still lives 
 on government pension from a teaching 
         career, wish you were brave enough 
          to change your major to education

you put expired eyeliner and lotion over 
last night’s makeup, make up
for the shower you should’ve taken
and the stale sweat you hide under
lavender lacquer and sweet pea perfume. 

but at least your underwear matches your shirt
black with white stars
   the carpet matches the curtains, huh?
yeah. that’s funny. 
you’re funny and that makes up for 
how dizzy you are.

it makes up for the mango juice and toothpaste
you had for breakfast, and the lexapro
you were supposed to take last night
       how ironic that you forget to stop stressing 
                   when you’re stressed
               can’t you just be happy?

Grandma is Dead
Lucia Beatty · Photography
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That Night
Michael Aronson · Digital Art

Have you ever been trapped in a dream? 
Lucia Beatty · Drawing
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We danced for plywood,
Shed termite tears,
Tumbled down gardens
Of silver platters
While flamingos smirked 

Neck-deep in ferns,
Garnishing bus tickets
With grass stains,

We popped blackberries,
Soothed bee stings and bruises,
Let dimes polish calloused hands
Crying “cold sugar!”
To the lonely song
Of tetherball chains,

We ran loose
In our solar domain,
Bound by love
Through slumber,
Crude, yet invincible.

There was a day I could not move
I could remember but not see,
And with that, I slept in peace.

Eve Drowned in the Makgadikgadi Salt Pan
Jules Raymond · Poetry

There was a day I could not move,
I could see but not remember,

I saw ancient galleons 
and splintered hulls
Buried in the mud 
and rotten scales,
Their rising rib cages
Bursting the underside of caked dirt
Like gray horns,

And as lifeless winds ushered daybreak,
Beckoning us to poke our skulls
Out from Eden,
We coughed up dust and opened our eyes
To witness the miracle
Of a baobab tree
In the upside-down sky.

I’m starting to remember—
Coming back to me like faraway bells
Calling from an unborn dream
Before my eyes roll back to sleep,

I remember canvas tongues fell
With tidal obedience
In a trance-like march to the sea,
I remember barnacles carved rotten wood
And tired heels
As we climbed onto rafts dressed in seaweed,
Drifting over starfish
On knots of nylon,
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The clouds are rolling in
Morgan Grimes · Photography

i am not religious but
Keira Deer · Poetry

there is something about watching the cross on the hill
flicker on over a clouded sunset, and the way it says
something has ended: a ride home, a windy day, another
closing scene of sitcom. this is poeticized lockstep,
this is positively life itself, this is
stuff you just can’t make up.
when i say i saw that cross light up, i say i was meant to see it,
because in the thrill of theatrics i beg for meaning in every
thing. i read somewhere that
petrarch died with his head bowed over
a book, his beloved, and i figure i could never die
so romantically—the most i can do is make it so
for anything else. you see, i am not religious but
every evening the cross lights up and points abroad, heavenbound—
when sunlight falls from the cusp,
a metal light-bulbed cross on a hill awakens
electric
people open their eyes and look at that hill
up where the cross twinkles high
over headlights and brakelights and streetlights and
the kind of frailty that comes
at the end of each day. and i figure
there must be meaning in there somewhere.
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Today I rest atop the cathedral scaffolding at dusk. It is the highest point 
in the heart of the city, streets like veins running from the 
cathedral and splitting gray buildings and wooden complexes. 
The church’s stained glass catches the bit of orange light that sneaks 
through the smog. The church bells chime, so loud it resonates in my 
chest. The sky envelops me in its golden light, in a gentle glowing hug.
A bird sings. The horizon swirls. I think this is heaven. I think this is heaven.

When I am home, I still see a bit of the sky from behind the curtains.
I keep them open. 

Today I rest 
Olivia Garcia · Poetry

Twelve nails sit on the edge of the plank, lined up like coffins 
before they are lowered into the ground, embedded into wood, 
embellished with the circle of metal that parallels the sky. 

I am honest. I am fair. I use all twelve nails.

When I was younger, I brought a girl to my room. We sat outside my window, 
feet dangling against the shingles of my roof. Her hair smelled like lemons, 
overgrown, yellow, bumbly things. I thought we were going to kiss, but we 
didn’t. We sat and talked and watched the sunset over the tips of winter trees.

The twelve nails are spaced evenly. It’s all I can fit in one reach. Once
I align the shingles and nail them in, I use my roofing caulk to seal the hole. 
Airtight. Waterproof. Nothing slips past me anymore.

            I really wish I had kissed her. I wish I told her how much I loved her.

I am a roof repairer now. No one else wants to risk it on the edge, 
but I climb every day. My challengers are houses on 
hills with slants to send me slipping into concrete. Rain that turns 
my caulk to muck and the roof into a slide. Elementary schools with 
roofs so thin I fear falling through the supports. 

After elementary school let out, my mother never came to pick me up. The 
bus didn’t drive to our side of town, so I walked through the rain, the snow, 
the sleet, the scorch, the sweat. When my shoes bore holes and my big toe 
stuck out, I used duct tape to fix them.

I do things myself. I repair my shoes and I repair roofs.
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if we could do it all over again
Kyra Jee · Poetry

we ought to spend more time dusting the pockets
and delicate grooves of our windowsills. this could change everything
we know about our cars, our river-banks, and priorities.
we should study that place where jaw and ear hinge together —
the angular jut of nerve-endings we were never meant to look at
on our own bodies. we could forget the color orange
and come back for it — later, though. much later.

i’d like to see the comma again, but that’s a bit personal.
schools everywhere would start with botany, linguistics, 
bread-making, and counting: these are the basics. these
are what we need. i don’t want to hear anything
about cyanide ever again, except in apples or almonds.

 when we start the world over, you will have to decide:
 either everything gets a name, or no-one does.

tell the universe we are starting again. tell me i am more myself 
than anyone. next time, we will make sure that every otter
has a chance to meet all the other otters.

we will tell the babies: don’t pet the wolves. they are real
and soft and hungry. we will reinvent umbrellas. we will
reinvent loyalty. personally i will bring forth
a series of water-based instruments.

and next time, you would write letters to me,
and ask me to call you my baby,
and i’d do it — i want to — i want you to — please —
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Jack Bunzel-Hardie is a freshman film and digital photographer by hobby, 
looking to expand his passion and experiment with new mediums. Portrait 
and surf photography are his favorites.

Sarah Jane Coleman is a freshman screenwriter at Dodge College. Born and 
raised in Los Angeles, she was transplanted to the UK for five years at the age 
of 13. As an outsider, journaling, writing, and art became an outlet to express 
what she observed about life and the human condition across two very 
different cultures.

Angela Darjuan (she/her) is a business administration major and graphic 
design minor. She finds inspiration through buildings, nature, food, and the 
people around her.

Keira Deer (she/her) is a freshman creative writing major and self-proclaimed 
vintage junkie who enjoys thinking big thoughts and attempting to capture 
them in the form of written word. Considering her lack of driver’s permit 
and license, she writes about road travel far more often than she ever realized/
expected/desired.

Jay Dye is an artist and writer from Orange County, CA. She is an MFA 
student at Chapman working on her poetry thesis this semester. Follow her 
on IG @ghostprincessxyz.

Leven Edgar is a 21-year-old actor turned painter in her spare time. Although 
her work is just for fun, she makes sure to explore different mediums and 
themes, with her pieces often reflecting her moods. 

John Finnegan (they/them) is a sophomore English literature major and 
proud member of Calliope. When they aren’t writing, they’re likely studying 
what others have written.

Olivia Garcia (she/her) is a writer and musician originally from Kansas City, 
Missouri. Currently, she is a third-year undergraduate student at Chapman 
University studying creative writing and film music. She likes to write in a 
way that highlights the mobility of introspection and examines emotions 
through the fantastical and speculative.

The Contributors
Nour Abuelreich (she/her) is a first-year MFA student at Chapman. She likes 
to explore the effect of race and culture on different societies throughout 
her writing. She is most interested in Middle Eastern narratives and mental 
health.

Gretchen Albers (she/her) is a freshman television writing and production 
major from Northern Virginia. She has been a photographer for 6 years, 
working on travel, nature, street, sports, and portrait photography. Her love 
for photography led her to begin working on videos, especially focusing on 
cinematography, and apply to film school. She is excited to further develop 
her creative style during her time at Chapman.

Ashley Anderson (she/her) is an abstract painter from the Bay Area. 

Gabriella Anderson (she/her) is a senior creative writing major and a graphic 
design and advertising double minor. When she’s not creating, she loves 
going to beach bonfires, playing her Gretsch electric guitar, and drinking hot 
chocolate with her friends on movie nights. 

Sam Andrus (he/him) is a pre-law student who likes to write stories 
sometimes.

Michael Aronson (he/him) is a filmmaker, editor, and motion graphics artist. 
He makes still art as a hobby.

Lucia Beatty is a artist, activist, and poet, who loves to explore the realm 
where mysticism meets queerness. They are passionate about nature and try 
to render their subjects and emotions in a way that proves they are natural, 
fluid, and uncapturable. 

Lauren Bramlett (she/her) is a junior studying dance and English. She loves 
reading memoirs and going on runs which usually end up being walks. When 
she’s not dancing or writing, you’ll probably find her eating some form of 
potato while watching Gilmore Girls for the 8th time.

Gabriella Brandom is a senior majoring in creative writing and anthropology. 
She likes to write stories and would love to learn how to whittle someday.
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Jules Raymond (they/them) is a sophomore creative writing major and 
secondary education minor from Seattle, Washington. While primarily a 
writer, they are also passionate about music, fashion, visual art, geography, 
and the outdoors.

Erika Taylor is a student, writer, model, and occasional photographer based 
in California. She works in fashion and is currently pursuing her degree in 
marketing from Chapman University. 

Kelly Taylor (she/her) is a second-year student in the Honors Program 
majoring in creative writing and history. She’d like to thank Grammy for 
meticulously and thoughtfully editing all her stories and Grandma Goose 
for playing Poohsticks. Read more of her work in past editions of Calliope, 
Ouroboros, and Sapere Aude as well as on her website kellyarieltaylor.com.

Elizabeth Tran (she/her) is a Dual MA/MFA English/Creative Writing grad 
student. She’s currently working on a sci-fi/fantasy YA novel series. Elizabeth 
enjoys overanalyzing song lyrics, discovering new music, and rewatching her 
favorite shows because she sees something different every time. When she’s 
not reading or writing, you can find her hopping from one coffee shop to 
another in her attempts to find the perfect latte. 

Tyler Yang (he/him)
“Presence Not Present.”

Natasha “Fisheye” Young tries her best to be a writer. Fisheye is currently 
writing and producing a weekly surreal sci-fi psychological horror comedy 
radio show loosely based on Plato's Cave titled, The Fisheye Forecast. She also 
enjoys making music and painting. Fisheye posts daily art on her Instagram 
@fisheyeyoung.

Morgan Grimes (she/her) is from Houston, Texas, and now lives and works 
in Los Angeles, California. As a chemistry, biology, and studio art major at 
Chapman University, Morgan has built an art practice that encompasses all 
three. Her interests in science and art have driven her to create work that 
combines them. 

Amelia Herbert is a digital artist and animator. Through her work, she 
strives to shine light on unique stories and voices, especially from those in the 
LGBTQ+ community. 

Ellie Hoskins (she/her) is a sophomore screenwriting major from 
Charlottesville, Virginia. When she’s not writing, she enjoys making 
friendship bracelets, skiing, and hosting theme parties. 

Noah Jacobs (he/him) is a self-taught artist and photographer, drawing 
inspiration from his upbringing in SoCal immersed in skateboarding, 
contemporary art, hip-hop, and celebrity culture. An ecommerce analyst by 
day, Noah uses art as an outlet for his creativity and as a means to explore his 
emotions. Noah graduated from Chapman University in December 2019 and 
currently resides in Irvine, CA.

Kyra Jee (she/her) is a writer and editor who loves it when words are made 
to do unusual things. She is very proud and very grateful to be the Editor-in-
Chief of her last Calliope.

Lehua Johnson (she/her) is a fourth year creative writing major; terrified of 
what comes after college and spiteful enough to find out anyways. She enjoys 
writing about experiences, finding those feelings that ground us to reality. 

Saif Khan (he/him) is a senior English major and philosophy minor. He likes 
satire, 90s hip-hop, and the Oxford comma. He dislikes hangovers and willful 
ignorance. 

Calista Kirk (she/her) is an aspiring director and producer of live television 
broadcasts. She writes for fun except when it’s not. 

Makena Metz (she/her) is an LA native who writes fantasy, sci-fi, and magical 
realism for the page, screen, and stage. She is getting her MFA in creative 
writing and MA in English from Chapman University’s dual degree program 
and is a member of DGA, ASCAP, and the SCL. Follow her on 
@MakenaMetz and find her work on Coverfly or NPX!
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