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Missing
CHELSEY CLARK

 Alexandra woke up to the smell of cheap cigarettes 
and dust filling her nostrils as she attempted to open her 
eyes, only to remember that there was something over 
her head. She could see faint light beyond the fabric, 
and could make out shifting shapes, but beyond that 
she was blind.  The fear returned, in the form of a pit 
of despair in her empty stomach.  “Two left, one right, 
a big speed up, and a hill.” That was the mantra she 
kept telling herself. She knew that if she could manage 
to escape, she would need to know how to get back to 
where she had been waiting for her mom to pick her up 
after hitting the mall with her friends. She was sure her 
mom would be worried sick, and she had no idea how 
long she had been gone. She only knew that she needed 
to find a way out of this mess and back home to the 
smell of cookies and Pine-Sol. 

 She heard a person enter the room and caught a sniff 
of a familiar scent. Why did she remember the smell? 
“Come on Alex, think. Where do you know the smell 
from?” she thought as she heard the footsteps come 
nearer. It was a manly scent, full of musk and spice. 
She just had to figure out what memory the smell was 
connected to. As the person sidled up next to the bed 
she was sitting on, the smell became stronger, and 
suddenly, in a flash, she remembered her dad. He had 
been dead since she was six, and for seven years, she 
had forgotten all about that smell. She felt an ease in 
her posture as she was comforted by the memories that 
flooded her mind. She sat, bound at the wrists, with her 
head hooded, allowing the memories to take her away 
from this hell she had been hauled to. Suddenly a new 
smell crept in, shattering the memories. The cigarette 
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smoke crept between the fibers of the hood, making it 
hard to take a good breath. Reality came crashing down 
upon her and tears began streaming down her cheeks. 
“Why can’t I go home? What do you want? Why me?” 
She received no real answer to her inquiries, only a gruff 
laugh and the feeling of a hand patting her thigh. 
 Her innocence and naivety had always been something 
that girls her age had teased her about. She refused to 
allow society to influence her choices. Her daddy had 
taught her to keep what she valued most out of the hands 
of hungry wolves. She knew she was in the presence of 
a wolf now. This was no middle school boy, trying to 
steal a kiss on the school bus. This was a grown man, 
with ghastly intentions, advancing upon her when she 
was tied up and could not see more than a shadow of 
his form. She had to do something to stop this all from 
happening, but she was paralyzed by fear. His hand slid 

up her thigh, but instead of focusing on what he was 
doing, she fixated on trying to hear if there was anyone 
else around. She listened for voices, but nothing. She 
listened for the sound of music, or cars, or airplanes, and 
nothing. Everything was silent but for her racing heart 
and his ragged breathing in her ears. He gingerly undid 
the buttons on her school uniform blouse, taking his 
time, anticipating getting his fill of her and then leaving 
her there to wait for more. 
 “Get OFF of ME!!!!” she screamed as she slammed 
her forehead into the bridge of his nose. Blood 
immediately started pouring, and she heard a growl 
come from deep in his man’s chest as she struggled 
off of the bed and onto her feet. It was the sound of a 
wolf on a hunt, but she had been warned about wolves. 
She knew what she had to do. She had to run. She had 
to protect what she held valuable from the wolves, 

Floating
PAUL ARCENEAUX
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Light
ARIEL BILYEU

but what could she do with this hood on? The man 
noticed her pause, and lunged forward, knocking her 
to the ground. In doing so, the hood was flung off 
of her face, and over somewhere near the bed. She 
kicked, but had not opened her eyes. She was running 
on pure adrenaline and instinct. She managed to get to 
her feet, opening her eyes to balance herself and find 
the door again. The man looked up from the floor, a 
fiery rage lighting his black, and all too familiar eyes. 
“Uncle Clinton!? No! Why?” she exclaimed as she 
backed toward the door, a bundle of frazzled nerves and 
confusion. 
 Abandoning her need for answers, she ran. “Two left, 
one right, a big speed up, and a hill,” was the only thing 
she could think about once she got outside, but it didn’t 
matter. She knew where she was. She was two blocks 
over from her own home. She ran the whole way home, 
not stopping to think, or breathe, or cry, until she burst 
through the front door of her home, inhaling that scent 

she had craved. It was not just the smell of cookies and 
Pine-Sol, but the smell of home. She fell to the floor 
in the foyer, sobbing while her mother untied her arms 
and pulled her close. Her mother did not need to ask 
what had happened, because words were pouring out 
between the sobs. She was a mess of snot and dirty hair, 
but she told her mother almost everything. She left out 
the smell of daddy, for fear that it would tarnish her 
mother’s memory of him the way it had for her. All she 
wanted was a shower and to crawl into her mother’s 
bed and sleep for days, but they, instead, went down to 
the police station to file a report. They were leaving as 
Uncle Clinton was brought in, hands cuffed behind his 
back, blood running down his face, and a boot print on 
his dingy white undershirt from where she had landed 
a fairly decent kick. Alexandra and her mother went 
home, both emotionally and physically exhausted, 
relieved, sad, and confused.
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Two sisters born on the opposite sides of the moon,
Will be forced to change the world. 
One doomed to die at the hand of magic,
the second at the hand of man;
Their brother doomed to keep the world sane.
Together, these three will heal the world.
Morgana resented this prophecy nearly as much as she 
resented herself. Her conception had drawn her mother to 
tears nearly three hundred years ago. Her appearance in 
the world had 
effectively 
ruined her 
sisters’ 
chance at 
fulfilling the 
marvelous 
ancient 
prophecy. 
Her sisters 
Boudicca and 
Nimue were 
the epitome 
of summer 
and winter. 
Boudicca had 
wild auburn 
hair, fiery 
green eyes, 
and skin 
that hovered 
between 
nut brown 
and honey. 
Her short 
and stocky 
build helped 
her on the 
battlefield. 
Opposite 
her stood 
Nimue, lithe 
and tall. The 

angles of her face and body contrasted sharply with her 
sister’s. Raven hair and ice blue eyes were accentuated 
by her high cheekbones. While Boudicca consistently 
sought action, Nimue sought peace. She was the water to 
Boudicca’s fire. Yet, no two sisters had ever been closer. 
And then there was Merlin. All warm tones of brown 
and tan, his physical features embodied the earth he was 
raised to manipulate. 
Born to master elemental magic, these four siblings, while 
they could not fulfill the prophecy thanks to Morgana, 

could now 
take their 
places at the 
four corners 
of magic. 
Unlike what 
the silly 
Britons liked 
to think, 
magic was 
not mystical 
and ethereal. 
Even their 
view of 
Avalon was 
wrong. They 
thought 
Avalon was 
a fixed place 
in the world. 
Yet it was 
separate 
from all of 
humanity. 
It was a 
touchstone 
for magic. 
It lays on 
another plane 
of existence. 
Humans 
occasionally 
stumbled into 
the realm 

Fractured Siblings
KATARINA SCHOTT

Two Faces   
VIRGINA PEREZ
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by accident, yet such an occurrence is rare. As it exists 
outside of real time and space, its inhabitants are seen as 
immortal. Immortals could only leave at the cost of their 
mortality. 
Likewise, the Britons did not really understand the 
fundamentals of magic. Magic, true magic, was visceral, 
it was nearly primal. Their mother, Goddesses rest her, 
taught them from a young age that at birth, each Druid 
was chosen by one of the elements, one of the seasons. 
Until the day of her birth, Glinda had served as air and 
spring in the family. The strength of her mother was 
passed to her, as was her life. As with all Druidesses, 
when they give birth to their fourth child, they relinquish 
their lives. 
Now, as Morgana came into the age of nineteen, she was 
expected to serve as high priestess at the Clouded Tower, 
like her mother before her. It was up to her to maintain 
the Court of Air. While she couldn’t wait to take her 
place, that did not prevent her from loathing herself. Her 
sisters were supposed to heal the world, and she took that 
chance away from them. Her birth meant the “two sister” 

prophecy was not going to be fulfilled by Boudicca and 
Nimue. All of her constituents would blame her for that. 
All of her siblings’ constituents, she was sure, would 
feel the same. Ever changing, as the wind, she struggled 
to channel her emotions into the Heart of Avalon. The 
one thing that she could share with her siblings was this, 
the Heart. Their strength, their uncontrollable emotions 
were funneled into the Heart of Avalon. After centuries of 
searching, no Druid had ever found it. Legend bore that it 
was fragmented in some way, that it was bleeding magic 
into the world of men. It was thought that the sisters of 
the prophecy would heal the Heart as well as the world. 
But no one could know for sure.
“Morgana, darling!” Nimue hailed her from the stoop of 
the Clouded Tower. “I’ve been waiting for you for hours. 
Can Merlin and I enter? We’ve much to discuss with 
you.”
Morgana flipped her wispy blond hair over her shoulder, 
her grey eyes flashing. “I don’t have too much of a 
choice, do I? Come in.”
“I brought your favorite mulled wine. Cheer up, little sis. 
Your world is never as bad as you seem to think that it 
is,” Merlin lovingly put his arm around her shoulder. His 
gentle warmth always helped her. It always made her feel 
just a little bit better. 
Clean and spacious, the Tower welcomed her with a cool, 
calming embrace. As always when she entered these 
doors, she felt as though she was coming home. That was 
her right. This was her tower, now. She had every right to 
be here. As they climbed the stairs, Morgana felt her woes 
fall slowly from her shoulders. While she could never 
forgive herself, she could rest in the fact that, despite her 
own existence, she had a place in this world. 
Merlin scurried over to the fireplace, struggling to light 
it. “Could certainly use some of Boudicca’s fire, couldn’t 
we?” His eyes flicked to Nimue, “Are you going to tell us 
what this is about, sister? Why isn’t she here? Why is she 
not a part of this summit?”
Nimue’s sigh seemed to come from the very stone she 
was standing on. “She is the reason for this summit. She 
wants to…” Her hesitation seemed to last ages. Merlin 
and Morgana shared a glance. “She wants to leave 
Avalon.”
Merlin dropped the pot. Morgana choked on her wine. 
Nimue’s tears fell faster and harder.
“She wants to…”
“She’s going to…” They both looked at Nimue 

In Color   
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incredulously. Morgana sunk to the floor. “She wants 
to leave the Isle?! That’s impossible! She’ll lose…
everything! The others won’t understand. She’ll never 
be allowed back. Her magic will be ripped from her.”
“Why, Nimue?” Merlin’s quiet question stilled 
Morgana.
Nimue gathered herself. “A human. She has fallen in 
love with a human. She wants to forsake us. All of us. 
Boudicca, our flame, has fallen in love with a mortal.”
This was the worst that could have happened. Love 
was avoided by most of the Druids, not as a rule, 
simply as a tradition. Magic was unstable enough 
without love getting in the way. But to fall in love with 
a human? Humans were fallible. To love is to subject 
yourself to that person. And for the high priestess of 
flame to subject herself to a lowly human was the most 
dangerous thing that she could do. It endangered them 
all.
“What can we do?” Merlin sat cross-legged amongst 
the shards of pottery, fidgeting with the frayed hem of 
his linen trousers. “We can’t imprison her. It’s against 
the highest of our laws. Besides she’s our sister. How 
could we possibly do anything against her?”
Nimue gazed out of the tower window. The faraway 
look in her eyes spoke volumes. She was at a loss. She 
didn’t know what to do about this. Boudicca was her 
other half. For four hundred years, Boudicca had been 
her other half. And now, they were being ripped apart 
by a single human. It was unfair. 
“We have to stop this. Somehow. If she leaves, the 
circle, it will be broken. There is no way that Avalon 
can recover from this.” Morgana shook. She didn’t 
know how they would survive the fracturing of their 
family. None of them did. 
Suddenly, the three of them gasped. They each felt as 
though a piece of them had been viciously torn from 
their bodies. 
“What…” Merlin gripped the table, and hauled himself 
up. Tears filled his eyes. 
Morgana gasped, and fell to her knees.
Nimue merely shut her eyes. This was happening. The 
fracture was happening right now. And she didn’t even 
get to say goodbye. 
A tongue of flame curled out of the fireplace. A piece of 
paper fell out of the flame. The edges of the paper were 
singed. But the message was clear. Morgana could see 
the tear-stained ink through the back of the paper.

“She knew we would convince her. She didn’t want us 
to change her mind. She’s leaving. She just…” Nimue’s 
shoulders slumped, and her head went between her hands. 
She lost herself in a whirlwind of despair. 
“Nimue, we cannot fall apart.” Morgana rushed to her 
sister’s side and threw her arms around her. Though 
showing emotion in this way was not customary for this 
family, they were losing a sister. This was the equivalent 
of a death in the family.
“What is she doing?”
“She’s giving her soul to the Heart. The essence of who 
she is…her Flame.” Merlin’s voice sounded hallow. 
“How did she find it?”
Nimue suddenly looked at Morgana. “Well, I guess that 
there are only two sisters now. We were, after all, born on 
different sides of the moon.” Morgana froze. “We can talk 
more when I get back. I have to take this sword across the 
lake.”

Child   
ALEXA NORRIS
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Season Sisters
KASSANDRA SALAZAR

 A long time ago, a young god was banned from his home by his family. Oro was never normal, one moment he 
would be a model child and the next he would act like a totally different person. Oro’s parents could not understand 
why their only child, the future ruler of Aucha, was acting so strange. They decided to take a two-day trip to the 
dark land of Medica where an old magical goddess by the name of Splita lived. Splita had also been banned as a 
child for her strange outbursts; it was rumored she had a condition no one had ever seen before. The rumor stated 
she was a woman of multiple personalities with no self-control, making her dangerous to her land. Oro and Splita 
met in an underground cave in the presence of his parents, and as soon as Oro and Splita locked eyes, it was certain 
they were alike. Splita confessed Oro was a man of not only one but many personalities, making him unfit to rule. 
Oro’s parents were devastated and took the decision to cast him out forever. Oro took his own path and decided 
to stay with Splita. Even though they were unpredictable, their love wasn’t, and they fell deeply for each other 
not measuring the risks of their condition. After a few months, Splita realized she was carrying Oro’s child. As 
the months progressed, it was time to give birth. However, they were hit with a tremendous surprise. Splita had 
been carrying quadruplets, which would explain her enormous size. Nevertheless, they were beautiful, but it was 
evident they were all very different. While one laid quietly with a smile, the other seemed angry. Splita and Oro 
named them Falla, Summar, Wintar and Sprana. As they grew up, their differences were even more apparent. Even 
though they were sisters, they could not and would not get along. They had such distinct powers which made them 

harmful to each other.  Oro was forced to 
send his four beloved daughters in different 
directions; he was only grateful they did not 
possess the curse he and Splita did. In spite of 
their terrible faith, these four girls flourished 
in their land becoming true rulers. Falla ruled 
the land of fallen leaves and changing colors 
becoming what we know now as Fall. Summar 
lived in the land of the flaming sun full of joy. 
Her spirit and warmth kept that land alive, 
which is now known as summer. Sprana was 
the flower child living in the beautiful fields 
of flowers. She was what gave the land such 
fertility, becoming what we know as Spring. 
Last, but not least, the most distinct of them 
all was Wintar. She lived in an icy land 
surrounded by nothing but snow. She was 
strong and dangerous but so beautiful. They 
did not coexist with each other but they were 
aware of each other’s existence, catching a 
glimpse of each other across the bridge that 
separated them. The story of these four sisters 
is what we use today to explain the existence 
of magnitude of our four seasons. While many 
believe this is a myth, others truly believe of 
its existence.

Sunflower Harvest
ENEDINA MARTINEZ
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Time’s Up
GISSELL HERNANDEZ

A Tiny Fairytale 
LIZA VILLALTA

Once upon a time, there were three best friends: Gunther 
the lynx, Goldie the fox and Loopie the bear cub.
Gunther was a bad little kitty. No one in the community 
of animals in the forest liked it when he was around. 
“Always causing a ruckus!” they said.
Though in Gunther’s defense, his guardians would never 
treat him with the love a child deserved.
Goldie was as smart and handsome as they come. 
His intelligence was nothing to giggle at within the 
community, but as soon as he turned away from his 
finished boasts, vicious words from others sprouted.
“Does he actually believe he is better than everyone else? 
His guardians can’t stand him!” they said.
Loopie was everyone’s friend. The community loved his 
family and adored little Loopie even if he was the laziest 

cub one can find. Loopie had a special ability to bring 
the animals together, especially when it came to his best 
friends. 
“He is always such a good cub!” they say. Unknowing 
what happens to a cub when there are too many 
expectations.
Now, it is imperative to understand just how much love 
and appreciation this little trio had for each other. Like 
other best friends, they shared laughter, adventures, 
tales, worries, dreams, and their frustrations. Within the 
community, they shared a bubble unbeknownst to anyone 
else. They were more than best friends with a bond 
stronger than they themselves ever realized.
And so the story begins within the community. A small 
community that lies within the secluded parts of a 
gigantic forest, in the middle of what was to be nowhere. 
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In a gigantic forest there are gigantic wonders, and 
some catch the attention of guardians from all around. 
And sometimes, when a cub’s guardians feel like they 
can be happier at a wonderful place in the forest, they 
often take the opportunity when it flies their way. Come 
springtime, Loopie’s guardians are taking their entire 
family to that place.
That place was no wonderful place for the small little 
trio; they would have to separate, and they all knew 
without Loopie’s sweet words to comfort them when 
something bad happened in their family home, they 
would be very, very sad.
The day came when Loopie left; how it went between 
the trio at the time is not important. Their prediction was 
correct, and they became sad. And mad. Gunther and 
Goldie could not live in that small community anymore. 
The only reasonable solution to their problem was to 
run, and so they did with no one wanting them to turn 
back.

Did you know that when you run with anger and sadness 
in your heart, you end up losing track of where you were 
going? 
After what seemed to be a timeless sprint for the duo, 
they arrived at their breakpoint. Unaware of their senses 
and surroundings, they met a cougar or the cougar met 
them.
“Where are you little brats going?! Turn back now!” the 
cougar roared.
“Why should we listen to you! Leave us alone!” little 
Gunther scowled back for the both of them.
“My, my. What fearless creatures you twerps are. Let me 
tell you, there is a beast in these parts of the woods that 
loves to gobble up beings like you!” the cougar warned.
When the cougar realized that the little fox and lynx 
were not heeding his warning, he let them be and trotted 
onwards. Then something sniffed them through the trees 
of the gigantic forest and called out to them in a whisper.

Moonscape
SARAH MEDRANO
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The time came when Gunther and Goldie 
arrived at a cottage. It looked like a 
welcoming place that almost seemed to 
invite them in. But the cottage didn’t 
invite them in; the fox did, a gorgeous 
fox which neither has ever laid their 
eyes upon before, and the fox seemed to 
already know who they were. The fox 
knew who Gunther and Goldie were and 
wrapped them in comfort using nothing 
but its eyes. The fox almost reminded 
them of Loopie.
Moons went by while the new trio 
played and laughed and had nothing but 
the grandest of times. Everyone in the 
community has heard of the whereabouts 
of the little unwanted children.  The last 
one to hear this was Loopie when he 
and his family arrived for a visit to their 
hometown.
It can only be imagined how devastated 
Loopie was to find his friends missing 
and alone, probably gobbled up by the 
forest. He would ask all the people he 
knew,
“Do you know where my friends Gunther 
and Goldie are?” 
With everyone telling him they are better 
off alone or Loopie is better off without 
them.
How was everyone to know who Loopie 
is better off without? They just don’t 
know who we are... Loopie thought. Well, 
finally someone spit out the location of 
the duos, but they forgot to add that they 
were enchanted by a beast.
Loopie went off on a search, in secret that is, and never 
took a break despite his lengthy walk. Wouldn’t you 
know it, he ran into a cougar. The cougar roared at the 
little cub telling him to go home and that there is a beast 
who already caught a little fox and lynx who passed by 
some time ago. Charming Loopie let the old cougar talk 
until he gave him the direction towards the two little 
creatures who headed to the beast’s home.
When he arrived, he saw a gorgeous fox who looked 
at him with the sensation that invited Loopie into the 
cottage. Gazing into these eyes, Loopie asked,

“Where are my friends?”
Before anyone could do anything else, Gunther and 
Goldie came out of the cottage, but they were not happy. 
They filled themselves with rage aimed towards their 
old friend Loopie.
“Get out of here, Loopie! Go back to where you came 
from!” 
“You’re not wanted here! Leave us alone!”
The confused Loopie said, “Why should I leave? I came 
here to bring you back home. You don’t belong here.”
That is when Gunther and Goldie both cried out, “What 
are you saying?! No one even likes me! Nobody cares 

London Bridge
ISIS VENCES
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for me! I destroy everything!” Gunther cried. “Everyone 
talks behind my back, and you know it! All they do is 
smile at me or bully me because I’m smarter than them! 
It’s not fair!” Goldie cried.
Loopie, by now, is in pain to see his friends were 
suffering so much and so deep, but he responded, “I 
miss you both. I do care.”
Then the fox said in a deep and wrathful voice, “Leave.”
And so he did.
The fox noticed the little lynx and the little fox started to 
soften their thoughts. 
“Should we go after Loopie?” Gunther and Goldie 
pondered.
“Nonsense! You are with me now because Loopie left 
you. Besides you shouldn’t bother with him rather than 
bother with me; after all, I saved you. I’ve been with 
you for a long time now. There is no one else who loves 
you more than I do you two. We are family, we are kin, 
and no one should break that,” said the fox. 
In the forest, Loopie was crying for his friends. He cried 
and cried and cried. No one should walk and cry in the 

forest alone; a mixture of these can cause someone to 
lose their way.
Suddenly, at a distance, Loopie heard a faint commotion. 
He ran towards it, trying to forget his sadness, and found 
the noise coming from an opening through a large bush. 
He wondered inside a run-down cottage. No one would 
suspect someone lived there or that this cottage was here 
at all! He found the source of the commotion coming 
from behind a thick door. There were people crying!
“Hello?! Are you okay? Do you need any help?!” called 
out Loopie. 
“The fox! The fox has been keeping us here! He wants 
to gobble us up! He gave us a black liquid and has been 
keeping us here! We were fooled!” the voices behind the 
door yelled out.
Shocked to hear this, Loopie almost ran out without 
releasing the prisoners though he found the key to the 
lock.
He struggled to find his way back to Gunther and 
Goldie. It was nightfall when he finally found his way 
back to the fox’s cottage. He ran inside and witnessed 

the fox serving them 
a black liquid. Loopie 
cried out, “NO! Don’t 
drink that water! That 
fox is a beast! He is 
trying to gobble you 
up! Gunther! Goldie! 
I’m SORRY! We will 
stay together! We 
will ALWAYS stay 
together! Please! Don’t 
drink that water!”
Gunther and Goldie 
look frightened. They 
had already drunk a 
portion of the magic 
water the fox gave 
them. When they 
looked at the fox, 
he smiled and then 
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grabbed them both. He also fought with Loopie and 
overpowered the cub. He tied them up and prepared for 
a feast.
It happened that the prisoners were hunting for the fox; 
only they had been locked up so long they almost forgot 
the way. When they arrived, they all pounced on the 
unsuspecting beast and simply put it down for good. In 
return, they released Loopie and his friends from their 
restraint. After that, the prisoners carried the fox off 
to a burial site so that it might not reanimate again, as 
tradition of the forest 
calls for when dealing 
with beasts.
And so the story goes 
that after that matter, 
the trio stayed in the 
fox’s cottage. They will 
now be together forever 
as promised, separating 
themselves from the 
small community. Over 
time, Loopie sent letters 
to his guardians to let 
him know he was doing 
well and told of his 
travels. The trio lived 

their lives filled with adventure and thrills as they each 
honed their skills with every beast they encountered and 
demolished. They grew to be idols of the gigantic forest, 
but they all knew their true home, the fox’s cottage. 
Gunther lost his infamy and gained the title of ‘What 
beasts should fear’ as he became the knight of the forest. 
Goldie has been recognized more by his intelligence 
rather than his unmatched beauty, and he is called ‘the 
fox who knows all’. He only showed arrogance to his 
two comrades but has learned value within life through 

his experiences. Loopie took 
the title of Forest King. He 
was still a bit of a sloth, but 
his charismatic personality 
made him the essence of the 
animals of his kingdom. 
Loopie’s reign made for an 
almighty kingdom in which 
history remembered for a 
long time, almost forgotten 
now or more like a little 
fairytale. 

Totem
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Sun and Moon
CARTIER ASBERRY

     Long ago, before the creation of the sun and the 
moon, the night sky contained nothing but darkness. 
In any direction, North, South, East, or West, 
nothing but pitch black could be seen. This left the 
inhabitants of Earth feeling cold and emotionless 
inside, for they had no color or vibrancy to enliven 
them. Day by day these feeling grew stronger, 
making Earth a place of despair and hopelessness; a 
lifeless body. 
     One day, a goddess named Celeste visited Earth 
and realized just how spiritless this planet was. This 
brought her a great deal of sadness because she was 
very joyful and radiant character. Seeing so many 
people with no happiness was something she could 
not bear to witness. Being that the gods could not 
simply give to the humans, she devised a plan to 
ensure that they would one day receive the same joy 
that she possessed. Celeste came to the realization 
that the humans would be presented with this gift if 
they truly desired it. Therefore, with every positive 
thought that came from each human, a new star 
would be added to the night sky.
     The humans had no knowledge of Celeste’s 
plan and therefore continued to live in despair. 
Although one child, Ester, had recently developed 
an imagination unlike anyone around her. She 
began to dream of what the world would be like 
if things were not always dark and dismal. One 
night, the same night Celeste implemented her plan, 
Ester was laying down on the ground staring out into 
the sky’s shadow. She had begun to imagine what the 
world would be like with color, a concept that was non-
existent in this dark world. As she thought of this, a 
single star appeared in the sky. It was dim and did not 
twinkle, but it caught Ester’s attention. She stood up 
and turned her attention directly to this gleaming speck. 
Squinting her eyes and twisting her head from side to 
side, Ester observed her first encounter with light. It 
made her feel warm inside knowing that there was now 
something brighter than what she had been around her 
entire life. As her mind raced with new explanations for 
this discovery, more and more stars began to appear. 
     Ester went to tell her mother, who knew that her 
daughter had a spirit unmatched by any other human. 
At first, Ester’s mother tried to dismiss what she told 
her because she knew that it was something that could 
not have been true in their somber world. Ester had to 

beg and plead, but she finally convinced her mother to 
look into the sky and search for the orbs of light. It took 
a few seconds, but when her mother’s eyes adjusted she 
saw the pair of stars and gasped in amazement. They 
were unlike anything she had ever seen before. Their 
beauty incomparable to anything present on the planet. 
As these thoughts raced through Ester’s mother’s head a 
new cluster of stars began to appear. 
     All around the world now, people began to stare 
into the night sky and witness these celestial bodies 
appear. As more stars became visible, the world 
began to experience waves of cheerfulness, glee, and 
merriment. The people were now beginning to see what 
they had not been able to see before. The stars brought 
luminescence and felicity to this once unlit world. 

Waterlily
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Sweetness
LIZA VILLALTA

It seems to always start off with a drink at a bar. A 
separate drag bar that is away from the thump of the 
club it is connected to. The sounds of that enticing dance 
floor could only be heard if the musical performances 
of this separated bar had been turned off. Completely. 
There may have been the slightest thump if one listened 
for its sounds. 
Tonight was another lively night. The place was full of 
ambition to love and forget.
The ladies and gentlemen that arrived at this place knew 
they would feel safe. They knew that the person who 
owned this place cared for every single individual who 
walked in. 
At times, a warm shoulder to cry on was available when 
they walked into this palace. This place was in a city 
that looked like it came straight from a fairy tale but 
seems to only birth nightmares for its citizens.
Eugenia was the name of this bar, and here we met 
Angelo, the bartender of a safe haven for all who need 
it. You’d meet all kinds of outcasts and slaves to their 
own situations coming to sit for a drink and enjoy the 
momentary performances.
One ordinary evening, a dark-haired, dark-eyed man 
came in with lifeless thoughts and a bitter heart. He 
sat down for a drink, ordering a nice tall glass of water 
with ice. He decided he could not exist any longer after 
tonight.
“Why only water tonight, sir?”
“It is a water for only this type of night, you see. Today 
is a special day in this fairy tale place,” he replied.
“Usually, at a bar...” Angelo mixes a cocktail, “…on 
special days, such as this one…” prepping his drink, 
“… good feeling people have a glass of my personalized 
mixture.” Angelo passed his drink, Blue Sky, to the 
man who ordered water. It was a peculiar name since it 
looked like a starry night with a dancing purple ribbon 
in it rather than a blue sky.
It was a fairy tale encounter, this singular encounter, for 
which many yearn for day-after-day and at night before 
bed. The next morning, the dark-haired, dark-eyed man 
lay heavy in the arms of Angelo who caressed him 
carefully as if he would be taken away by a nightmare. 
“Who are you?” asked Angelo to the sleeping beauty.
Time went by, weeks went by, then months went by 

until these two would meet again.
The dark-haired, dark-eyed man walked into Eugenia’s 
and asked for another glass of water. This time, Blue 
Sky wasn’t offered to him by Angelo because dear 
sweet Angelo was in the process of leaving his job as 
a bartender. Angelo was with the owner he had known 
for years now, talking of private matters behind closed 
doors but with a clear glass window overlooking the 
bar up the ceiling. The man who ordered a glass of 
water looked around the room, amidst the crowd, for 
the man who could give him a Blue Sky. As he looked 
up, he could see him departing from a deep hug with the 
owner.
He looked down at his half empty glass of water. 
Then he was made to look up at Angelo who sat next to 
him.
In the moments sitting there, they both felt as if they 
knew so much about one another and yet didn’t know 
each other at all. This was their final encounter at 
Eugenia’s. Two weeks later, the owner received a visit 
from two city officials searching for a bartender related 
to what they call fraternizing with the wicked - a phrase 
used loosely in this city. 
He was last seen with a dark-haired, dark-eyed man.
They are probably far away from this fairy tale city.

Legs
BARBARA ALDANA
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     Ptision, the god of flight, came up to his great 
uncle Zeus one day and stated that he felt he no longer 
needed guidance as a god, and he wanted to prove this 
by visiting space on his own for one month. Zeus was 
infuriated that Ptision felt he did not need his guidance 
any longer, so he told him that the only way he was 
allowed to go to space was if he stayed there for twenty 
years without any contact to any gods from Olympia; he 
then could make all decisions concerning flight alone. 
Ptision contemplated this proposition. Could he really 
last two decades in space surrounded by mortals? After 
a few moments of contemplating the pros and cons, he 
accepted, and the next day he would be on his way to 
space. Zeus told Ptision he must reside floating in the 
galaxy for his twenty years. 
     Ptision began floating along the sea of stars, seeing as 
this was where he would live for the next twenty years, 
when suddenly he bumped into a girl. He looked up just 
to be met by deep blue eyes and beautiful curly red hair. 
He wondered who this magnificent creature was. He had 
never seen a woman so beautiful; she did not compare 
to any goddess in Olympia. He introduced himself as 

Argos, as he did not want to reveal his true identity 
as the god of flight. She looked at him, attempting to 
cover up a slight giggle, and introduced herself as Bella. 
Ptision told Bella how he was new to space, and she was 
quick to offer to be his personal tour guide. Swimming 
through galaxies and planets, the two soon became close 
friends, and Ptision was truly infatuated with her. 
     Several months have passed and the two are still 
close, spending almost every day together and never 
going a day without speaking. Ptision has revealed 
himself as the god of flight and has explained to Bella 
that he only has twenty years with her before her time is 
up and he has to return to Olympia to be with the other 
gods. Bella is torn - she explains how she is truly in love 
with Ptision and she does not know how she will survive 
in the wonders of space without him. Ptision explains 
how they still have the remainder of these twenty years 
together, reassuring Bella. 
     Nineteen years have passed and Bella is beginning 
to grow sad, she has spent all this time with her one true 
love and in 365 days he will be taken away from her. 

Bell explains her worries to 
Ptision and states that she 
wants to have a part of him 
for whenever he goes away. 
She wants to have a child. 
Ptision contemplates this 
for a moment: it is frowned 
upon to have a child with a 
mortal, but he doesn’t want 
to leave his one true love 
with nothing to remember 
him by. Ptision soon 
agrees, and nine months 
later, a child is born. She is 
a beautiful girl, with bright 
emerald eyes like her father 
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and ruby red hair like her mother. Her 
name is Vanessa. She seems to grow fast 
within her three months that her father 
has remaining in space, Rather than 
crawling, she is walking, and by three 
months she is beginning to learn how 
to fly. Ptision becomes worried: will his 
child try to find him in Olympia once 
he has left by flying there? He could not 
possibly imagine putting her in that type 
of danger, with every god known to man 
discovering his demigod daughter. She 
would be killed. 
     Ptision does the only thing he knows 
to do and places all mortals on earth. He 
creates gravity, so they must stay there 
and they can’t leave. His twenty years 
are up and he begins to weep as he says 
goodbye to his newborn daughter and 
the love of his life. He watches over 
them each day from Olympia; it brings 
him much pain to see Vanessa grow 
and that he cannot be there with her. He 
saddens each day but tries to stay happy 
knowing he proved Zeus wrong. He 
made it twenty years in space, but now 
his true loved ones reside on Earth and 
he can be with them no longer. 

Red Hair
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Kaleidoscope
NICO MACKEN

The Goddess of Nature
VIRGINA  ESCAMILLA

 Keisha was a young girl who never knew her family 
background, for she was an orphan. She didn’t know how 
old she was or even where she was from. Her family had 
abandoned her and that was all she knew about, but the 
real question she always had in mind was why? 
     It was a cold windy night, and Keisha didn’t have 
any blankets to cover herself up. She had no home, and 
no money: she simply couldn’t provide for herself. Over 
and over again, she thought to herself, “Why me? Why 
do I suffer so much?” But of course, she couldn’t answer 
that for herself as she didn’t even know the answer to 
it in the first place. That night, she closed her eyes and 
wished for daylight to come, for the sun would come up 
and heat would take place of the cold. In less than three 
minutes, it occurred. How astonished she was as she 
couldn’t believe it herself.
     On the second day, Keisha saw a little girl 
skipping up and down, holding her mother’s hand. Keisha 
became sad. She always wished she knew her mother and 
wished she could have done the things the little girl was 

doing with her mother. Tears came out of Keisha’s eyes 
and she became mad. All of a sudden, the sky darkened 
and rain started pouring. Keisha couldn’t control it 
anymore; her heart was broken in so many pieces that 
hail started falling from the sky. It was a coincidence, she 
thought, that such a thing could occur. Her tears stopped 
and the sky then cleared up. Even though she didn’t have 
a mother, she knew she had herself. A smile took place of 
her frown, and the birds came out and started chirping as 
the sun rose. 
     On the third day, Keisha was walking in an alley 
minding her business when two men approached her. She 
panicked and didn’t know what to do, but had an idea. 
She had realized that every time she would close her eyes 
and think about something, something would occur and 
she no longer thought it was a coincidence. As Keisha 
closed her eyes, thunder came upon, lighting was seen 
and “BOOM” it was struck. In between her and the men, 
flames rose high enough for them to lose sight of her. She 
knew it was her opportunity to run, so she did.

     On the fourth 
day, an old lady 
approached her and 
said, “Young lady, you 
have a gift that no one 
will ever have. Cherish 
it, as one day you’ll 
rule a kingdom.” 
Who would have 
thought that Keisha, 
an orphan, would 
one day be a ruler, a 
goddess per se? As 
a matter of fact, she 
did rule, three years 
later. She went from 
rags to riches and she 
became the goddess 
of nature, who casted 
things when she spoke 
her mind like Mother 
Nature. She never got 
the opportunity to find 
out what happen to her 
family but she hopes 
one day she will.
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   Pen Stories: The Case of the Swindling Students
       MISTY DUKE 

  “I have to go all the way upstairs!” cried my little 
sister, Charlie. 
 I rolled my eyes and said, “I’ll get it Mom.” 
 My mom was working on a craft project and needed 
her good scissors, which always mysteriously end up in 
places where they do not belong. Once, we found them 
on top of Dad’s car; Mom was not happy. 
 “Thanks, Penelope,” said Mom as she grabbed the 
scissors, “Oh, before I forget, Mrs. Parker asked if 
you could go by this afternoon and help her with some 
chores.” 
 “Sure thing, Mom. I’ll head over as soon as I’m done 
with this chapter of my book.” My Mom, humming the 
theme song to Annie, smiled at me and returned to her 
project.  
 Thirty minutes later, I found myself donning a large 
sunhat while climbing a ladder to water some purple 
petunias. The sweet-smelling flowers hung in baskets 
along the deck in Mrs. Parker’s backyard. Mrs. Parker 
was sitting in a rocking chair stroking her cat 
Stella’s silky white fur while talking about how the 
hummingbirds love her petunias and how much she 
appreciated my help. 
 “Pen, it’s hard to tell which one of us is the little 
old lady with you wearing that big sunhat,” Mrs. 
Parker giggled. “Never mind that. It sure is nice of 
you to come help out this little old lady on a beautiful 
summer day,” she said. 
 “Oh, it’s not a problem. In fact, I enjoy helping 
out,” I said as I jumped down the bottom rung of the 
ladder and slid it over a few feet to the next basket. 
 Mrs. Parker reminds me of my grandmother. They 
both enjoy gardening, and each of them has a great 
sense of humor. I imagine that if they had met, they 
would have been good friends. Her salt-and-pepper 
curly hair sat just above her shoulders. She wore 
glasses as thick as coke bottles and always smelled 
like lilies and honey. She and her late husband, 
Paul, were two of the first residents on this block. I 
love spending time with her; not only did she offer 
delicious treats, usually brownies or chocolate chip 

cookies, but she loved sharing stories from her days as 
an investigator in the FBI.
 When I was done watering the petunias, Mrs. Parker 
and I went inside to sit in the sunroom. Stella, and Mrs. 
Parker’s grey cat Blanche, sauntered in behind us. Mrs. 
Parker sat down at the table and motioned to the seat 
across from her. 
 “Here dear, have some lemonade and cookies. I’m 
sure you are as hot as a lizard on a rock in the desert!” I 
laughed as I sat in a white wrought iron chair and picked 
up the sweaty, ice-cold glass of pink lemonade. 
 “So what are your plans for the rest of the day?” Mrs. 
Parker said as she slid the plate of cookies my way. 
 “Oh, Katie and I plan to go to the library,” I replied.
 Mrs. Parker looked at me in awe, “You girls are 
always at the library! Too bad you cannot get a job yet. 
You probably know that place better than the librarians.” 
 We watered and trimmed plants in the sunroom 
together and talked for another hour before I left for 
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Katie’s house. 
 I rode my bike four blocks to Katie’s and found her 
in the garage with the radio cranked up, working on her 
latest project. 
 “Hey!” I yelled over Lady Gaga’s latest song. 
 Katie stopped and looked up, pulling the safety 
googles off and turning down the music. “Hi! I’m 
almost finished.” she replied.
  “What is that?” I asked in a puzzled tone.
 Katie grinned, “Oh, I had an idea for my darkroom. 
I’m taking apart this old microwave and reusing the 
control panel as a timer.” 
 “Your skills with gizmos always amaze me, Katie,” I 
said. 
 “Thanks! You know me, I’m either reading, taking 
pictures, or tinkering with something in my garage,” 
Katie said. 
 While she finished and cleaned up her mess, I filled 
her in about Mrs. Parker and her thirsty petunias. After 

letting Katie’s dad, Mr. Simonson, know we were 
heading to the college library, we jumped on our bikes 
and rode away. 
 Tremont Community College was not far from our 
neighborhood. We rode past the Millers’ yellow two-
story craftsman house on the corner and over the bridge 
that covered one of Houston’s famous bayous. A few 
minutes later, we crossed an intersection and rode into 
the parking lot of the library. After locking our bikes up, 
I texted my dad to let him know we were on campus. 
My dad has worked for the college for fourteen years; 
he is now the Dean of Student Services. 
 Once in the library, we passed the desk and stopped 
off to say hello to the librarian. 
 “Hi, Ms. Green,” I waved. 
 Ms. Green looked up from the computer. “Well, good 
afternoon girls!” she replied her voice barely above a 
whisper. “I have the book, Past Crimes, you wanted, 
Pen.” She handed me a book and winked at me with a 
smile.

Dog & Mummy
JULIE ARELLANO



20  Table of Contents

 “Thanks!” I whispered, “My friend, Mary Parker, 
knows the author of this book. I can’t wait to read it.” 
 One of the best things about TCC library is that it is 
also a branch for the Houston Public Library system, 
so there are twice as many books here than most 
community college libraries. Katie and I have been 
coming to the library for a long time. Several years 
ago, Henry Trinkner, one of the janitors, told us about a 
storage closet that is used for excess books. He gave us 
a key and said we could make the back of the closet into 
a reading retreat if we wanted. Katie and I were ecstatic. 
There were already two soft, comfortable upholstered 
chairs in the closet. I found two milk crates at the local 
grocery store; my mom helped me cover them with 
batting and fabric to use as ottomans. We found an old 
rug in Katie’s garage for the cold floor and hung some 
battery-operated Christmas lights against the back wall. 
We used some lamps Mrs. Parker gave us for lighting. 
The room came together nicely, considering we did not 
spend much money. It is our retreat from the world, 
which is the best part. 
 Katie was just starting to read Escape from Mr. 
Lemoncello’s Library by Chris Grabenstein.  I 
decided to start reading Past Crimes instead of 
continuing with my favorite book, The Tale of 
Despereaux by Kate DiCamillo. I have read it a 
million times as it was. One time in elementary 
school, the teacher was reading it aloud to the class 
and we were following along in our book. However, 
I had already read it a couple of dozen times by 
then, so I put A Series of Unfortunate Events by 
Daniel Handler in front of it and read it instead. It 
was not as if I could not answer any question the 
teacher may have come up with; I know that book 
like the back of my hand. For some reason, I feel 
the need to re-read it once a year or so. 
 It was not long before we were deep in our books 
when I heard someone’s phone ring. It caught my 
attention because the ringtone was set to play The 
Walking Dead theme song. My big sister, Isabella, 
is a huge Walking Dead fan, so I recognized the 
song. My attention distracted, I stopped reading and 
started hearing pieces of the conversation outside. 
 “Did you hear that?” I whispered.
 “No,” Katie grunted, barely looking up from her 

book.
 “I think he said something about codes,” I said. Katie 
still was not paying much attention.   I leaned over, 
nudging Katie and quietly whispered, “Are you hearing 
this?” 
 “Shhh!” Katie exclaimed as she held her hand over my 
mouth. 
 Suddenly, we heard footsteps and another guy joined 
the first guy. This corner of the library was rarely used 
since most of the books were for young adults, and most 
young adults were home playing video games or at the 
swimming pool in the summers. 
 “Dude, where have you been? I said 2:00 pm, it’s a 
quarter to three,” the first guy complained in a muffled 
deep voice that seemed as if it would belong to a giant. 
 “Yo, I’m here, aren’t I?  Don’t jump my case already,” 
the second guy’s voice whined in a southern drawl.  
 I looked at Katie. She was finally listening intently. 
 “What are they saying?” I whispered. 
  Katie shrugged her shoulders and motioned to be quiet. 
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Trying desperately to hear more, we 
moved closer to the door and put our ears 
to it. 
  “Did he just say something about 
a code?” I whispered. It was difficult 
to make out what the two voices were 
saying.
 “I heard something about a Cooper,” 
Katie said.
 “Cooper?” I said, “Cooper? Why is 
that familiar?” Katie shook her head. “I 
know!” I said excitedly. “They mean the 
Von Cooper exhibit!” 
 “Von Cooper exhibit? What’s that?” 
Katie asked. 
 “My parents were talking about this 
exhibit. It is a collection of rare paintings 
by Chance Von Cooper on display here. 
They made a big deal of it and the fact 
that the college’s art department was 
able to get them from the Smithsonian 
Museum for display for three weeks was 
amazing,” I explained.
 “Okay, so what’s the big deal?” Katie 
asked.
 “I don’t know for sure. But something 
doesn’t seem right,” I whispered.
 Katie looked at me and said, “I think 
they are leaving.” She shrugged and said, 
“I think you are too wrapped up in your 
crime book, Pen.”  
 “Wrapped up in my crime book? No 
way!” I said. “I know these two are up to 
no good, I can feel it. Codes, Von Cooper 
paintings. These two are definitely up to 
no good!” I said. 
 As the footsteps begin to walk away, 
Katie jumped up and cracked the door 
open. She stuck out her phone and snapped a picture as 
quickly as she could. 
 “Are you crazy?” I half-whispered half-screeched. 
“What? You said they were up to no good. Might as well 
follow your gut. Besides, they were already halfway 
down the hallway. Look,” Katie said as she shoved her 
phone in my hand. 
 The picture was blurry and showed mostly ceiling 
from when Katie stuck it out of the door. However, she 
managed to capture two guys who looked to be dressed 

in skater clothes. One was tall; I imagined he was the 
large booming voice. The other guy had a black hoodie 
on over his head, so the only thing we could make out 
was his height; he was short and rail thin and the back 
of his hoodie had a red dragon drawn on it. One of the 
things I like least about our reading retreat is that we 
can hear everything outside the doors. However, I never 
expected to hear someone plot a crime.
 “We have to go to the police!” I said in a panic to 
Katie.
  “Wait, slow down, Pen. Let’s go talk to your dad 
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first,” Katie said as she reached for the doorknob. 
 “We can’t, he is in a meeting until five. We can’t 
wait two hours. We need to let someone know now!” I 
pushed Katie out the door and grabbed her hand. “Listen 
to me, I’m older than you!” I hollered over my shoulder 
as we took off for the stairs. 
 “You are only five months older, Pen!” I could feel 
Katie’s eyes roll as we reached the bottom of the stairs 
and headed out the front doors. 
 Beads of sweat were beginning to run down my face. 
It was hot, not in the normal sense, but the kind of hot 
that makes you wish for a sudden snowstorm. It was so 
hot you could bake cookies in a car. Katie was right at 
my heels. We ran as fast as we could, dodging between 
students walking on campus and around trashcans. 
 “I wish we had stopped for our bikes!” I yelled to 
Katie.
  My mind was racing. We had to get to the police 
station. Would they believe us? I couldn’t think what 
I was going to tell them exactly, but I had to try. Katie 
stopped abruptly then pointed across the street at the 
police station. At last! 
 We stormed into the station, panting. I asked the 
officer at the desk, “Can I please speak to someone in 
charge?” 
 The officer replied, “What is the problem, young 
lady?” 
 My heart was beating so hard that I could hear the 
pulse in my ears, rushing through my veins. 
 “My name is Penelope Grayson, and this is Katie 
Simonson. We just overheard a conversation and 
think two students at Tremont Community College 
plan to steal the Von Cooper paintings that will be on 
display next week.” I stopped talking and sucked in a 
deep breath of air.  
 “Slow down,” the officer replied.
  I had the distinct feeling this woman thought we 
were mad, or perhaps she thought we were playing 
around. 
 Katie jumped in, “Please! We must speak to 
someone that can help!”
  “Okay, okay…let me see who is available, girls. 
Have a seat and give me a few minutes.” She 
motioned for us to sit on a bench in the hallway.

  A few moments later, a middle-aged man with a 
mustache and rimless glasses wearing a wrinkled grey 
suit and crooked tie walked into the hallway and called 
us back. 
 He introduced himself. “Hi, I am Detective Trevino. 
I hear you girls want to report a crime…that has not 
happened.” Detective Trevino rolled his eyes and 
motioned with his hand for us to follow him. We 
walked down the hallway through a set of double 
doors unlocked with a badge key that the Detective had 
hanging from his pants pocket. 
 “Usually we don’t take statements for crimes that 
have not occurred; seems as if I have drawn the short 
stick today,” he said.  I did not get the feeling Detective 
Trevino wanted to be dealing with us. 
 “Hey, we know what we heard,” I blurted out. “Just 
because we are kids, doesn’t mean we don’t know 
what’s going on around us.”
  Detective Trevino smirked as he opened an office 
door and motioned for us to go inside. His office was 
just as I suspected, disheveled and unorganized. There 
was a stack of take-out Chinese food containers on 
one side of the desk. On the other side of the desk was 

TV
VIRGINIA PEREZ
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a computer that looked to be older than I was. There 
were sticky notes stuck all over the desk and the walls. 
I guessed this guy didn’t remember things very well, or 
maybe he hasn’t learned how to use the reminders and 
calendar features on his smart phone. 
 The detective sat down at the desk and fumbled with 
the keyboard. “Let’s see,” he said. “Start with your 
names.” 
 I sighed as I looked over at Katie; this was going to 
take a while. 
 Forty-five minutes later, Detective Trevino escorted 
us out of the station. He took down our information and 
said he would look into it. Katie and I walked back to 
the campus, but we first stopped by the corner store for 
cold sodas and some peanuts.

  “I wonder if the police are going take us seriously?” 
Katie asked as she sipped through her straw.
  “I don’t know, Katie. I’m beginning to think they just 
thought we were crazy and took our story just to make 
us happy,” I sighed. 

Hands
VIRGINIA PEREZ
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Se Olvidan
YULISSA CRUZ
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I dream of it every day
When I have time I sometimes pray

I know I deserve this ring
I know I deserve everything

Show me that you love me
Show me that you care

Tell me I’m not alone
Show me that you’re there

I know we can’t be together
I know that’s why we fight

I know I can do better
But I know you’re Mr. Right

Slide it on my finger
And watch my face light up

I know I deserve this ring
I know I won’t mess up

The Ring 
ALYSSA CURIEL

Tea Time   
SHAVRIELLE CHARLES
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You, Me
CATHERINE HERNANDEZ

You are here.
I see you every weekday.
I know your favorite color,
You don’t know mine.
The days are hot.
You are tall.
My hair is long.

You are leaving.
I won’t see you every weekday.
I still know your favorite color.
You still don’t know mine.
The days are cool.
I try to preserve the image of your tall form in my mind.
I hide my disclosing face with my hair.

You left.
I see you one in a while.
And the world shines in your favorite color.
You never knew mine.
The days are bitter cold.
You’ve gotten a little bit taller.
My hair’s grown a little bit longer.

You’ve been gone a while.
I hardly ever see you.
I catch glimpses of your favorite color.
But the world is colored by mine.
The days are lengthening.
You’re still getting taller.
My hair is still long.

You left a long time ago.
I don’t see you anymore.
I don’t care about your favorite color.
I changed mine.
The days are warm.
I don’t remember how tall you were.
I cut my hair.

Green Eyes
XANDY DUHE
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Enigma
MARIEL GARCIA

There the color was in the distance – faded.
The pale hand that reached out in front of 
him was blurred, but the shaking was still 
evident.
Was it his hand? That hand that reached 
out towards the red ahead of him?
Yes, he could feel how his muscles tensed 
as the hand clenched into a fist.
A dull pain formed in the back of his 
mouth as his teeth threatened to break 
under the pressure.
The color – it was becoming clearer to 
him.
A little closer and he would be enveloped 
in that bloody cloud.
A small gasp escaped his mouth before he 
could stop it.
There she was, a beautiful figure that stood 
in the color.
She smiled at him and he choked as his 
quivering hand reached out to her.
Could it be her? The one he had lost so long ago?
Was she his mother? His daughter? His sister? His lover?
No, not any of those. She was a simple hallucination in the enigma that was his mind.
The dream of having her was starting to become a haunting nightmare.
Still he reached for her even as the figure started to wither away.
Her long black locks slithered around her throat and her smile was wrenched away.
Then she was gone and he was alone once more.
How could she have done this to him when he had given up everything for her?
The color was now becoming distance and no matter how far he reached, the further it got.
Now there was no longer the smiling figure nor her red color.
Could he have done something to prevent this tragedy?
A blink of his eyes and he was no longer imagining things.
How she wept over him, her fat tears dropping over his cheeks and spilling to the ground.
Her hands held him, as if he were a child and it almost made him weep.
Could there have been a way to prevent her heartbreak?
Another spilt tear and his hold on her was no longer an obsession.
But how could he apologize to her after all these years?
Even as he drew his last breath, he could not remember what love was.

Labyrinth
DENISE SANCHEZ
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     Four-Letter Word
           CATHERINE HERNANDEZ

Every time one of us would jokingly yell, “I hate 
you!” with an insanely wide grin, 
The other would slyly smile back and exclaim, 
“Love you too!”
Every time, without fail.
I took the last piece of cake.
“I hate you.” “Love you too!”
She celebrated April Fool’s by replacing the 
sugar for my coffee with salt.
“I hate you!” “Love you too!”
I beat her in a water balloon fight that left her 
soaked and shivering.
 “I hate you.” “Love you too!”
She was much too beautiful, making me forget 
how to speak or focus.
“I hate you.” “I love you too.”
Every “I hate you” was a declaration of love.
So when we finally broke up,
When our tempers were raging,
When her eyes, which were once so soft and 
kind, were as hard and unfeeling as ice,
When I didn’t want to do it anymore,
When she yelled so loudly that my bones shook
“I hate you!”
I didn’t know what to think of it.
I still don’t.
But she is long gone now.
She refuses to come back.
So I say I hate her.
But I still don’t know which four-letter word she 
meant.
I don’t know which one I mean either.

Blue
BERNAVE OVIEDO
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      Not Roses
              KATARINA SCHOTT

To what do we owe the world?
People are far too destructive. 
To whom can we contribute success?
Our choices and thoughts are all our own.

“Stop and smell the roses” actually means something.

Nothing we do is ever good enough;
All we are is too much.
Nothing we know brings us to contentment;
All we know makes us arrogant.

“Stop and smell the roses” actually means something.

Go sit by a lake,
And you will know.
“Stop and smell the roses” actually means something.Burning Love

BELEN RODRIGUEZ

Milk
VIANNY 
RAMIREZ
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Humans have a visceral reaction to nature, 
If they allow themselves to.
We are all at the mercy of it.

To sit at the foot of a mountain and gaze at its glory,
Is to gaze upon the might of the earth.
To wander through the forest
Is to grant yourself a passion for it.

“Stop and smell the roses” actually means something.

Our lives are too busy, too cluttered.
Our minds are much the same.
We have gotten too distracted.
We have forgotten.
And, in our forgetting,
We have neglected to preserve. 
We have abandoned the ancient ways of respecting the 
land.
We have lost respect for others and for ourselves.

“Stop and smell the roses” actually means something.

We lounge in the armchairs of our selfishness,
Inscribing judgment upon the walls of our minds.

This is not a plea for hysterical tree-huggers.
This is not propaganda for an environmental terrorist 
sect.
This is not anger.

This is a plea for your own sense of worth and purpose.
This is a reminder that we owe much to Mother Nature.
This is encouragement.

“Stop and smell the roses” actually means something.

Do something today to cultivate goodness in the world. 
Do something every morning to nurture the world 
around you.
Do something healthy for yourself. 
Remember that this world cares for us.
We should at least enjoy it. 
We should at least give something back.

Stop.
Smell the roses.
Enjoy them.
Before they die.

Maleficent
GISSELL BONILLA
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Heartache Healers
CATHERINE HERNANEZ

My mind and heart were filled with images of you.
Then I walked among the shelves.
Then the remnants of you still in my blood were forced out by the paper cuts the pages gave me.
You were blotted out by ink.
The scent of you was washed away by the smell of paper.
Sorry, honey. Words were my first true love, not you.

Friction Penitentiary
LIZA VILLALTA
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Pattern #3
ESMERALDA NIETO

Two best friends, Ariel and Erick, walked in the building
1. holding hands,
2. talking about love,
3. thinking if it would work between them,
4. hoping that their love is strong,
5. ending with a kiss,
But, without them knowing, it would change everything.

Patterns
EMERIE MORALES

Pattern #2
ESMERALDA NIETO

Feeling love as flying in the sky
 Sometimes makes us cry
Dealing with a heartbreak
 The heart starts to ache
Thinking about if it will go awry
 Or maybe if it will stay
Making a decision if it’s right or wrong
 Will only make time feel lonely

Pattern #1
ESMERALDA NIETO

His heart is breaking slowly
Her heart is healing slowly
Both of them making effort
It’s a difficult situation
Between passing periods they make eye contact
In their eyes they see sadness
Despite people around them, they feel only
Everything they’ve been through
In their relationship, they still feel the spark
Of love
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Sliver
EMIRETH NEGRETE

Opportunity is like looking for a needle in a haystack;
Near impossible –
But once it’s found you never want to let it go;
Willing to prick yourself – 
Holding that delicate metal in your rough, callused, and 
broken hand,
Watching it as it glistens in your palm in the sun
A twinkle,
Promising hope;
Your link
To knitting a quilt.

An American Quilt
EMERIE MORALES
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Mother Nature
EMERIE MORALES
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Prototype
EMIRETH NEGRETE

You don’t get to do a prototype for every little thing;
A million blank sheets of paper crumble to the ground.
Not everybody is patient enough to slow down their 
universe to wait for you to make a single sketch.
The universe will not provide you with infinite supplies.
Time still goes on.

This is how the world collapses.
Rushing to turn in and show whatever you can before the 
last second ticks away,
Compressing your complex, original thoughts into a 
simple sentence that has already been said.
Barely getting by, only creating more work for yourself;
To fix up those scrapes you plastered together that you 
called a solution.
A chance to perfect your prototype, before it causes any 
harm.

Scream.
Shrivel up.

Then thrive on the nest drop of water and sunshine that 
drift by,
No matter how small.

Add your improvements.
And later – 
Darken them.

Clock
EMERIE MORALES
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Senses
LAURA GARCIA

I can almost imagine their morning, perhaps yesterday 
evening
Many of them in a circle, black suit and tie
Knee-length skirts and hair-sprayed hair, barely dyed
Some are sitting, others standing
I see politicians, and hands waving
Their mannerisms as if they were debating
Proving themselves, while some turn colors
Others hold in their thoughts
I hear politicians, campaigning about sexuality and other 
cause
It’s time- time to address the final thoughts
What will they say? Will they let us be?
All negative comments, gender and sexuality rights aren’t 
on the agenda this week
I can almost taste the hate, but maybe on another day
What are we to do now?
We sit back and wait, maybe they’ll listen
As I touch my partner gently
Days go by and no speech in forecast
If only it was more important to them
I feel so anxious, this isn’t over yet.

Freckles
LUIS OVALLE ACOSTA

Fibers
JAVIER SANCHEZ
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Free Verse
GEORGE PU

I fall asleep and think what if my family were to leave.
No papers but set a home and a place for us to sit and eat.
Does paper have more value than blood, sweat, and tears?
Have all these years been nothing but a waste when one day we wake up to see
That everything we have worked for has been nothing but a lucid dream
That begins at the end of the day and ends when the day begins?

Toast
ARIEL BILYEU
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Something Like a Train
KATARINA SCHOTT

It was one of those perfect days. Saturday morning 
started early and finished productively. Now, it was 
road trip time. The only clouds in the sky were those 
picturesque kind that every photographer dreams of. 
Though it was summer in Texas, the air was drier than it 
had been lately, so it felt a mere ninety degrees outside 
rather than one hundred twenty. There was a breeze that 
kept the air moving and comfortable. Few things can 
mess up such a beautiful day. Only something like a car 
accident or a break up. Only something like an anxiety 
attack or a fire. Only something like a train.
I had been working at a church camp for the past week. 
This was a small summer camp that I had grown up 
attending. I loved it. Now that I’m grown, I take off 
from my real job for a few weeks every summer and 
volunteer there. This week had been the hardest that 
I had ever worked. Not only was I volunteering as a 
camp counselor, I was also the worship leader, games 
director, and counselor liaison. There was a lot of work 
and stress that I put into every single day. Though every 
single second of that week had been worth the stress and 
sleepless nights, I was ready for beach day.

All week, the staff and I had been planning a beach 
day. Originally, I hadn’t wanted to go, but Daniel, the 
lifeguard, convinced me to go. I didn’t want to take my 
rickety old car, so he kindly offered to drive. 
Up until Friday night, Daniel and I had not particularly 
liked each other. I think that that distaste had stemmed 
from us both battling anxiety and depression and a very 
strong flavor of sarcasm in our everyday conversations. 
We clashed. Regardless of what it was, on Friday night, 
I was determined to fix the feud. We spent nearly an 
hour discussing anxiety and talking about how hard it 
was to deal with. We shared horror stories of having 
anxiety attacks in public. It was enlightening, and it 
helped us form a bond that we wanted to continue. So 
the next day when the entire staff drove the three hours 
down to the beach, we were going to ride together and 
see what else we had in common.
On the drive down, we spent a lot of time talking 
about our interests.  He had spent the summer at camp 
as the lifeguard and photographer. I love befriending 
professional photographers. They have such a rare 
view of the world through the camera lens. Funnily, 

Brow
KIMBERLY 

SAAVEDRA



 39 Table of Contents

we learned that we share a fallback career option as 
working for National Geographic; he as a photographer, 
myself as a journalist. We also share a love of old 
architecture. Quickly, we realized that though many 
of our personality traits are incredibly different, our 
interests are much the same. It was an interesting new 
friendship to explore.
Driving through a few small towns in Texas hill country, 
I would point out a building and simply ask “yes, or 
no?”
We said yes to most of the same buildings.
And then, we saw them. 
Two of the most beautiful bridges that I have ever seen. 
One was an old road that was no longer linked to the 
highway. The iron was rusted, and the concrete was 
crumbling in many places. It was beautiful. The other 
was a rickety-looking railroad, suspended over the vast 
river below. It cut a lovely figure: the structured, rusted 
iron railings springing up from the lush vegetation that 
surrounded it, struggling to take over. On the approach, 
we briefly discussed pulling over and taking photos. 

Neither of us like making decisions. So, I told him, 
“You’re the one driving! You have to make the choice! 
There’s the exit! YOU PICK!”
I put my hands over my eyes, like a little girl, and we 
both started screaming. When I opened my eyes, we 
were pulling off of the highway, and into a small parking 
lot. 
“Do you want to bring your camera?”
“Heck yes!” He answered, looking at me like I had lost 
my mind. He was right, the answer to that question was 
obvious. I’d been stupid to ask.
It was a peaceful day, and he was a peaceful person to 
be around. We had one of those rare friendships that 
didn’t need to fill every single second with talk. Our 
walk wasn’t filled with inane chatter. Both of us were 
too far lost in our own thoughts to truly converse. 
After climbing around the concrete bridge for a while, 
we looked at the railroad longingly. It was a beautiful 
bridge. At the tallest point over the river, it was easily 
one hundred feet off the ground, probably more.  With 
the river flowing under it, the vegetation all around, 

and the perfect sky, we couldn’t help ourselves. 
The bridge was begging to be explored. Surely, this 
bridge was out of commission. It was too broken. 
Too old. Only a fool would seek to use something so 
desperately decrepit. There was no way that anyone 
was still using it.                         
Mental note: next time, don’t wear flip-flops. Flip-
flops are always a terrible idea for adventures. They 
are unstable when climbing. They get slippery when 
it’s humid outside. They don’t stay on your feet when 
you really need them to. They’re just a bad idea. 
Muttering about how the new rule for any adventure 
was tennis shoes, I climbed the rocky hill up to the 
track. Daniel was already quite far down. We had a 
marked difference in our physiques. While neither 
of us are remotely overweight, he’s athletic, and I 
most definitely am not. I could be if I wanted to, 
but I much prefer staying inside and reading. Thus, 
naturally, he was faster in getting down the tracks 
than I was. Not wanting him to have to wait around 
for me, I told him to go on ahead. As peaceful as 

Rhino
BARBARA ALDANA
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it was that day, I didn’t want more chatter than was 
needed. I wanted us both to breathe in the beauty 
separately, as that is the only real way that beauty can 
be enjoyed. Individually. That’s the only way that it can 
truly penetrate the heart.
Fear settled in the further I got. These tracks were not 
stable. Wood was rotting, railroad spikes were littered 
on the ground below. This thing was not stable at all. 
Cautiously stepping from one rail tie to the other, 
I could barely take my eyes off of my feet. When I 
finally reached Daniel, and looked up, I gasped. Oh, 
but it was beautiful. There is a certain fascination and 
beauty held in old, decaying things. Tracks like this are 
only seen in movies, read about in books, and featured 
in photographers’ portfolios. Daniel took advantage. 
Snapping away, he stopped in the center of the bridge. 
So many feet off the ground, in the middle of the river, 
it was perfect. Looking around us, the world seemed so 
big, yet so simple. Our eyes feasted on the beauty that 
laid around us. 
We couldn’t hear it. There was a bend in the tracks, so 
we couldn’t see it. But that didn’t mean that it wasn’t on 
its way. I turned around to see if I could see the car from 
where we were, and I saw it. 
The train was coming.
Yellow and blocky, like all freight trains are, it was 
barreling toward us. To this day, I’ll never know why we 
couldn’t hear it.
“Daniel.”
“Oh my…”
Looking behind us at the tracks we hadn’t walked on 
yet, we saw that there was no way down the other side. 
We had to run back. We had to run toward the train. But, 
I couldn’t run. 
Clumsy is a word that is frequently used to describe me. 
I was also wearing slippery flip flops. I tried to run. I 
tripped and fell hard on the tracks. The train driver must 
have finally seen us, because the horn started blaring. 
“Kat, you have to go faster.”
I sped up.
Face to face with the train, I knew what was going to 
happen. We were going to jump, or we were going to 
die.
“We’ve gotta jump.”
We finally reached a point on the tracks that wasn’t 
guarded by walls. It wasn’t so bad now. We were only 

25-30 feet off the ground. Compared to 150, that doesn’t 
feel like much. I sat down on the edge of the tracks. 
Oddly enough, I wasn’t scared. I don’t think I had time 
to be. The train was coming. I had no real thoughts other 
than YOU HAVE TO DO SOMETHING. Turning to 
look up at Daniel, we realized that we might not make it. 
Uttering some unintelligible curse, I counted to two. 
I jumped.
There was no way I could hear the crack over the train 
roaring past me. But, I definitely felt it. I spent some 
time in the dirt trying to convince myself that I wasn’t 
really in that much pain. I wanted to believe that my 
back was just feeling the shock of landing feet first. By 
the time the train had passed, and Daniel had crawled 
over to me, I was sure that I would be able to walk away 
from this. Standing up, though, proved impossible. 
When I tried, the pain of it made me black out. So, I 
would keep waiting until the shock wore off. There was 
NO way my back was broken. 
Hours later, the doctors told me I was wrong.

Owl
DIANA TOVIAS
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Journey
LUCERO LOREDO

The infinite amount of paths
Twisting and twirling in the void
We go forward in courage
Yet turn back in fear
Standing undecided and alone
How does one choose
The way towards an end
Took a left
Missed a right
Found a u-turn
Which path is for me
Did someone else take it
Or am I the first
Making decisions with purpose
Does it fill you with joy
Or regret the action
Each choice holds both
Making a decision
Why not give it a shot
Afterall each of us make it to an end
It only means where

Moped
BARBARA ALDANA
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Mother
CHELSEY CLARK

Do all young ladies hate their mothers, or was that just 
a genetic predisposition in my family? You see, my 
mother hated her mother at 16. She hated her mother so 
much that she 
was married 
and a mother 
before her 17th 
birthday, just 
to spite her. 
She married 
a monster of 
a man, who 
would later 
kill himself 
and leave her 
with three 
young children 
and no skills 
with which to 
accomplish the 
task. When I 
was 16, I was 
a never-been-
kissed virgin 
and vowed to 
never hate my 
mother, but, 
also to never 
become her.
Alas, before my 
17th birthday, I 
was pregnant. 
When I told 
my mother, 
she smiled in a 
way that made 
her entire face 
light up, but 
made me feel 
as though she 
could see my 
future, and it 
was as bleak as 
I had always feared. Something in that smile furthered 
my fear and dread. I wanted her to yell. I wanted her to 
slap me, or hate me, or go to my stepdad for a ruling, 

as she was wont to do. No. She smiled. I immediately 
told her I was going to terminate. I had no idea what 
that really meant. It just spilled out from between my 

quivering lips 
and landed on 
deaf ears.  It was 
the first time I 
ever had to really 
assert myself. 
It took one 
week, countless 
false starts at a 
conversation that 
needed to happen, 
and, finally, me 
slamming my fist 
onto the kitchen 
counter while 
she sipped her 
black coffee and 
read her Redbook 
magazine. 
Startled, she 
looked up at 
me, indignation 
lighting her 
beautiful brown 
eyes. I cried for 
hours, partly out 
of sadness, but 
mostly out of fear 
of confrontation. 
I had to tell her 
what I had known 
since I was a 
young child—
that I refused 
to become my 
mother. Once 
my well of tears 
dried up, and I 
had thoroughly 
convinced her 

that I was not going through with the biggest mistake of 
my life, she cried. This is the moment I knew that she 
had accepted what I had to do. From then on, she was as 

Spirited Away
LUIS OVALLE ACOSTA



 43 Table of Contents

supportive as she could manage to be, considering she 
was quite conflicted on the idea of abortion.  When it 
was over, I hated her. I hated that she made me work so 
hard to convince her, and I hated her for letting me do it. 
She did not deserve my hate, but she had it for the rest 
of my teenage years.  
Shortly after I turned 21, when my mom and I had 
bonded as adults, I asked my mom why she hated my 
grandmother so much. They had not even spoken in 
15 years, and I was scared that she and I would end 
up in the same situation. She told me that her mother 
was a terrible person. She told me about her mother 
threatening to kill her, taking her first child, my sister 
Debbie, and leaving the state, and all-out refusing 
to acknowledge me or any of my other siblings. She 
explained that my grandmother was a Southern belle 
who had unrealistic expectations of her daughters. She 

constantly criticized them and made them diet, although 
both my mother and my aunt were gorgeous and not 
an ounce overweight from the time they were four. She 
would allow grown men to flirt with and grope them 
when they had dinner parties. This was supposed to 
prepare them for how to submit to their husbands. All it 
did was ignite the fires of hatred that burned deep inside 
my mother for her entire life. I could now understand 
why my mother hated my grandmother and felt extreme 
guilt for ever believing that I actually hated my mom. 
She was good to us, and I needed a new perspective to 
change my behavior toward her. 
The perspective that I was so eager to find came in the 
form of a diagnosis. My mother found out she had an 
autoimmune disease called Lupus, a pulmonary disease 
called COPD, and breast cancer, all in one visit to 
our family doctor. I immediately went into caretaker 

overdrive. I had to make up for all 
of the lost time by being right by 
my mother’s side through all of it. 
She had a double mastectomy soon 
after her diagnosis, and then slowly 
but steadily started the deterioration 
caused by lupus. Over the next 
few years, her health got much 
worse, until she was bedridden and 
in hospice by my 27th birthday. 
She refused daily care from any 
outsiders, and my siblings were in 
denial about how bad she was, so it 
fell on me to be her everything. This 
disease, lupus, causes a person’s 
immune system to attack itself 
and the body. It is extraordinarily, 
terrifyingly voracious. In a matter 
of a few short years, she could no 
longer walk, so it fell to me to make 
sure she got to the bathroom when 
she needed to. It was up to me to 
wash her and comb her hair. It was 
up to me to change her clothing and 
bedding when she had an accident. 
What most people do not realize, 
unless they have been in a situation 
like this, is that I had to be more 

Hair
TWYLA WILLIAMS
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than a daughter and caretaker. Suddenly, I had to also do 
all of the mom things, like taking care of my 75-year-
old father and doing all of the cooking, cleaning, and 
housework. At the time, I had just started back in 
college full-time and was working more than full-time. 
Every second of my life contained some task that had to 
be done. I simultaneously never felt closer to her and, 
secretly, never hated being her daughter more. 
During her last week, her health got worse and worse. 
She had trouble talking for more than a few seconds, 
and was in the hospital twice before her final visit. I 
was consumed with anger and fear and resentment. I 
resented her taking so much of my energy and attention. 
I resented her refusing her meds and getting worse 
every day. Mostly, I resented that once when she did 
speak, she used her ragged breath to tell me that I was 
a good daughter, but that she wished she had seen me 
raise babies. She told me her one regret in this life was 
that she could not talk me into having children in the 
decade since I had aborted the only pregnancy I would 
ever experience. I hated her for wanting more for me, 
because I was happy with the decision I had made to 
never have children, even if I did still regret my haste in 
making the decision to abort. She had no right to want 
more for me than I wanted for myself. 
The night before she died, we talked as much as she 
could. I guess you could say that I talked, and she 
mostly listened. Either way, we reconnected. She told 
me that she wanted me to have a chance to say goodbye, 
just in case. I did. I said my goodbyes, and sadly poured 
my heart out about how put-upon I felt lately. She 
was understanding and let me climb onto her in-home 
hospital bed and lie down with my head in her lap. She 
told me how proud she was of how I had stepped up, 
and I told her that I did not want her to die. I told her 
how sorry I was about being “such a little shit” as a 
teenager. I told her that even when I was overwhelmed 
and stressed out, I was glad that I could be the one to 
help her in her final months. She just ran her fingers 
through my hair and listened to me go on and on about 
everything I was feeling, including the hate. After all 
of the emotional upheaval, I passed out in my bed. 
Normally, I was a light sleeper and would wake up and 
check on my mom very often, anytime I thought she 
may need something. On this fateful night, I slept like 
a rock and woke with a start in the wee hours of the 
morning to check on her, since it had been hours. 
I found her sitting in her bed, doubled over, gasping for 
air, and unable to speak or acknowledge my presence. 
She was sweating profusely, and began what looked 

like foaming at the mouth. The raspy, gargling sound 
she made while I held her and waited for the ambulance 
still haunts me over a year later. I rode in the ambulance 
with her to East Houston Regional, calling my siblings 
to tell them to come to the hospital. I didn’t cry. I had 
no right to cry. My mother was dying and it fell to me 
to be everyone’s pillar of strength. I had to talk with 
doctors, nurses, specialists, and my family. I had to keep 
all of the information straight and make sure I was a 
comforting presence to my loved ones. The one thing 
I could not do was see my mother. She never regained 
consciousness and was on life support until my sister 
could find the DNR paperwork my mother had signed 
months prior. I already could not un-see my mother 
the way I found her; I did not need to add this sterile, 
cold image of her with tubes everywhere to my haunted 
mind. When she finally passed, I was the only one not 
in the room. I was just outside the door, silent tears 
streaking down my face, wishing I had not spent all that 
time hating her.

Peacock
DIANA TOVIAS
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The Truth
NATALIE TORRES

I’m sitting here, and I’m wondering,
Am I depressed?
Lonely nights and it’s thundering,
Am I unimpressed?
They say things will get better,
Are they providing falsity?

Let me sit here and write a letter
Before I build up some hostility.
I provide a smile for others to visualize
Even though you cannot see the emptiness.
I hope one day you will be able to realize
That all of this is not continuous.

Peter Pan
TATYANA WOODS
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Bath Time
SHAVRIELLE CHARLES
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      From a Black mother’s daughter to a Black
      mother’s daughter
SARAH ROBINSON

She wakes and eats little after sleeping little
She watches and think little after talking little
She sleeps – and dreams of better things

My mother cries for me, and I don’t know why.
She beats her hands down on the floor.
She slings the dishes against the walls.
The mirror, it shattered.

The fractured fragments show a life – ruined
In one I see my mother, in another I see by brother
His reflected in hers, and theirs in mine, both dead.

My mother cries for me and now I know why.
She taught him how to walk the line.
She taught him how to sing the white tune.
But still – he was Black.

It wasn’t the scuff mark on his left shoe
Nor the blemish on his teenage face
Nor the dreamy gleam in his big brown eyes that beckoned the bullets.

But, as all real truths ring true, the gun rang *BANG* *BANG*
The perpetrator penalized with petty punishment
My mother patronized with pretty words – 
Police? Please.

So, my mother cries for me, and I know why.
From the daughter of her mother
To the mother of her daughter

I’ll teach her how to survive, but still – 
I’ll wake and eat little after sleeping little
I’ll watch and think little after talking little
I’ll sleep – and dream of better things.
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      Murderer
             CHELSEY CLARK

“I don’t remember much of that night, but I do know 
that if I didn’t do it, it probably would not have 
happened, so I had to have done it.” The idea that you 
can be semi-conscious and commit murder may seem 
far-fetched, but for Mickey, anything was possible. 
He had this habit of getting spectacularly wasted and 
trying his luck with the ladies. Rejection was all he 
knew, but not because he is unpleasant to look at. His 
real problem wasn’t his trend of drinking and trying to 
take ladies home; it was that he was married. “Where 
I’m from, there’s a stop-light and a half. That’s it. 
There was nothing to do but drink, and when I drink, 
the last person I want to hear bitchin’ is my old lady!” 
So instead of going home to his wife, 
he spent his evenings trying to find 
someone else who could make him feel 
good. 
 Small towns are notorious for breeding 
boredom, and Winnie, Texas was no 
different. On a fateful September night, 
Mickey’s wife was visiting some family 
down in Galveston. Mickey got a call 
from his wife, inviting him down to 
have a few drinks with her family. “I can 
drink a beer anywhere, the way I see it,” 
Mickey explained, “so I got in my truck 
and headed that way. I may or may not 
have had a beer for the road, who can 
really keep track of shit like that, you 
know?” He arrived in Galveston at the 
Drip Lounge before 10 p.m. and quickly 
found his wife and her family. “That 
girl’s got a mighty delightful aunt, and I 
sure was happy to see her there. If I had 
known I would be blamed for killing her, 
I never would have left my recliner.” 
 They ordered some drinks. “A scotch 
neat with a beer chaser for me,” he told 
the busty bartender. With glass and beer 
in hand, he snatched up a seat closest 
to Justine, his wife’s aunt. The others at 
the table made small talk, while Mickey 
focused on downing scotch rather 
steadily. “My old lady doesn’t know 
when to keep her trap shut. She bitched 
me up one side and down the other all 

night, and then she left by herself,” Mickey stated. “She 
was thinkin’ I would go too, but I was just trying to 
make the best of a long drive down there. I thought it 
would make her look like a jerk if I stayed and played 
nice with her Auntie. I wanted them to get it, you know? 
The bitchin’, it was stupid and no good woman talks 
to a man like that!” Mickey began flicking his Zippo 
lighter’s lid open and shut, and chewing on the inside 
of his lip as he recounted his tragic story. There was a 
shift in his facial features, a furrowing of his brow, and 
a simple, but effective downward twitch of the corners 
of his mouth. Then he sighed, saying, “Don’t remember 
much between then and the shower, but from what I 

Meditate
JANETTE SANCHEZ
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been told, it was bad…real bad.”
 News reports would go on to say that the victim, 
Justine, was beaten and strangled, then dumped into 
the water off of a jetty adjacent to 37th Street. There 
were no witnesses. Mickey’s wife told the cops that her 
husband had spent the night flirting with Justine and 
had a habit of getting rejected and lashing out. Mickey 
pulled out a cigar box, and when he opened it, I saw 
a picture of a beautiful woman in her mid-forties next 
to an article that quoted his wife. When I pressed him 
about that night and what he could remember, he said, 
“I woke up in the shower, claw marks on my chest and 
face, just real banged up and couldn’t seem to piece 
together what in the world I could have gotten myself 

into. I turned off the water and 
went to bed, butt naked, and 
I remember being glad my 
wife had not showed up here 
before I passed out. Next thing 
I knew, my wife was jostling 
me around and yelling at me to 
wake up because the cops was 
here and wanted to talk to me. 
They walked in before I even 
had a chance to get dressed. I 
was sitting there, butt naked 
with a pillow on my lap, and 
they were asking me crazy 
stuff. They told me Justine was 
murdered and that I had to go 
in for questions. I told them I 
didn’t know nothing, and to get 
out of my house, but they made 
me get dressed and go down to 
the Galveston Police Station. 
They asked me questions all day 
long. They told me if I admitted 
what I done, I could get a deal. 
What does that even mean? I 
didn’t remember anything past 
my wife leaving, and then the 
cold shower. They asked about 
my cuts, and I told them I don’t 
remember. That really started to 
aggravate them, but they had to 
let me go.” 

 A few days later, DNA results came back from 
tissue collected from deep under Justine’s fingernails, 
matching Mickey, giving the police the evidence they 
needed to arrest him. He was arraigned and assigned 
a lawyer. I asked how long he was in jail for, and he 
replied, “My momma would never let me sit in there. 
She put her house up and got me out, and boy was she 
furious!” He got his job back and went back to “business 
as always,” while behind the scenes, detectives worked 
to piece together a credible case. It was an uphill battle, 
but three years after that fateful night, Mickey faced trial 
for the murder of beautiful Justine. It took two weeks 
and buckets of tears from the family of the victim. “The 

Beard
JENNIFER 
GONZALEZ
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DA said my wife told them I was a skirt-chaser and 
probably tried to hit on Justine. That was their whole 
case, that rejection is why I killed her. I guess it could 
be true. I don’t have much luck with girls around here, 
and she was so pretty.” The jury holed up for two days 
debating whether to convict him.
 Getting misty-eyed and frowning the tears back, he 
said, “Not guilty. That’s what they told me, and then 
they let me go back home. My lawyer had been telling 
me all the time that the DA couldn’t prove a damn thing, 

other than that me and Justine had had a fight, and to 
keep my mouth shut and keep not remembering.  It 
wasn’t right.  I couldn’t remember doing it, but the guilt 
I had when they told me I could go home told me that 
jury was wrong. Now I just have to live with it. Who is 
going to just tell them no? I didn’t want to go to the hole 
for something I didn’t even remember. Doesn’t change 
the fact that I feel like I did it. I got away with murder. 
You’d think that would feel good, but it don’t. I hate 
myself. My wife hates me. People ‘round here don’t like 
me much either. I guess that’s my jail, my home.” 

Franken-huahua
JENNIFER GONZALEZ
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A Life That Could Have Been
BY RICARDO FLORES

I thought it was just a prank,
That someone just wanted to scare me.
Despite the proof, I still didn’t believe it.
So she made her decision, and you were no more.
It wasn’t until I saw her, and at that moment I knew what happened.
Now I can’t stop thinking I could’ve stopped it.
But now there are two lives that could have done something.

Tiger
ASHLEY BISHOP
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      The Best Day I Ever Had: How
              HECTOR GUZMAN

     Not once but twice, I let the phone ring 21 times. No 
answer. Here I am sitting in this court room about to 
throw this cellular phone that cost Rigo $400 (I think). 
But I can’t, I am in a court room. My knees are shaking 
uncontrollably, faster and faster with every negative 
thought. Is she hurt? Is she giving birth? Is she dying? 
And why is anyone not answering the ------- phone? What 
about the baby? Is it a boy? Is it a girl? Is it healthy? Oh 
God, is it still born? My head falls into my hands and 
my arms are propped on my shaking knees. My entire 
body is bouncing now. My eyes are starting to water, that 
salty water that a man should never produce. Rigo is a 
witness to what is happening and places a hand on my 
right shoulder. Is he shaking too or am I shaking him? I 
don’t know. The bailiff sees my reactions and comes over 
to ask what is going on. I try to answer but all I could 
muster was “AAH!” 
    Rigo reports that his 
sister is at the hospital 
maybe giving birth and 
no one is answering the 
phone. The bailiff informs 
us that I have ten minutes 
to wash up because the 
court will come to order 
soon.
    I thank him and start 
to wipe my eyes. Taking 
his advice, I go to the 
rest room to splash water 
on my face and start to 
compose myself. I have to 
force my nerves to calm 
down. (She is alright. 
They are alright.) 
   Rigo enters the room 
informing me that 
everyone is coming back 
in the court room. “It’s 
going to be fine, bro,” he 
says and he is once again 

placing his hand on my shoulder. I could see the sweat of 
his pits through the dark black long sleeve shirt. Good, I 
am not alone. But of course he would be worried -  Elvia 
is his sister. 
   We walk back into the court room and I see the bailiff 
talking to the judge already on the bench. The bailiff 
motions me to where I need to be. I can see the judge 
looking at me, so I bring my right hand to my forehead 
and bring it downward. My one last attempt to adjust my 
appearance. 
   “Alright Mr. Guzman, let us get started. But before we 
do, I understand that you are going through a trying time, 
as it was explained to me by Officer Brown. I would offer 
you the same choices as before, what say you?” Judge 
Gillispie asks me. I can feel him urging to take another 
option.

Distracted
SHAVRIELLE 

CHARLES
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I make an effort to clear my throat. “I choose to 
represent myself, your honor.” I mean, if I have missed 
my opportunity to be with Elvia, I still have to think 
about my army career. I have to return in two days.
  “Very well, then are you ready you proceed?”
   “Yes sir.”
   “Counselor, are you ready with your case?”
   “Oh yes, yes we are!” (Is this guy excited? Yes he is.) 
The prosecutor answers while getting some paper work 
in order. 
   “Read the charges,” the judge orders.
   “The City of Houston--------Blah—blah—blah—
blah—and we would also add the charge of failure 
to report to the courts at the appropriate time, as in 
accordance with his bail.” Upon hearing the last part, 
I cannot help but turn towards him and see that damn 
smile. 
    “Let me get this right, you wish to add bail jumping 
to the list of charges?” the judge says. “You don’t think 

that the list was large enough?” My head is turning back 
and forth between both men as they are speaking about 
me like a ping-pong ball. 
   “Yes, your honor. Mr. Guzman was late for his 
arranged meeting, costing the city,” he replies.
   I look back at the judge in complete stupidity. All I 
could do is look at the judge with my forearms in front 
of me and my fingers pointed back at me. (I AM RIGHT 
HERE. I should have jumped -  at least I would have 
been with my wife and child.)
  “Counselor, look to your left. Is that Mr. Guzman?” 
The judge is speaking louder than before.
  “Yes, your honor but as I menti..” He tries to make his 
point but is cut off.
  “I will not accept that this man be charged with 
jumping bail when he is here in this court room before 
me!” Judge Gillispie demands the control of the court 
room. “Now we are to go ahead with the charges as 
before. The first charge I wish to address is this livestock 
with a five-year warrant. Now, Mr. Guzman, do you 
know of this charge? 
  “If it is the one I am thinking about, I did not know that 
it was a ticket. I was told that it was a warning, sir,” I 
reply. 
  “Wait, you did not know that you received a ticket 
for having livestock in your property within the city 
limits?” The judge looks at me as if to say, you can’t be 
that stupid, and I am getting annoyed.
  “Like I said your honor, I was told that it was a 
warning. If I had known that I was to go to court for that 
I would have gone, or I would have just woken up my 
mother so that she would have gotten the ticket. You see 
your honor, I had to call the pound to pick up my dog 
because she was causing my baby brother health issues.” 
I explain as best as I can. “When the dog catcher asked 
about the pig, I told him that my family was going to 
butcher it later that night. The pig was not even at my 
mom’s house for more than eight or nine hours, sir.” 
(What was messed up was I did not even have a chance 
to eat any of that pig.)
   “But it was on his property, inside the city limits, your 
honor. And the ticket was a valid one,” the prosecutor 
interrupts.
   “Property, I don’t have property. It was my mom’s 
house, not mine.” Now my voice is getting louder.
   BANG. “Order! Counselor, the defendant is not the 
property owner. Do you have the ticket naming him as 
such?” (That gavel scares me - I flinch.) 
  “Huh, no sir. Due to the fact that it was so long ago, I 
was unable to retrieve it and show up on time.” 

All Wrapped Up
LUIS OVALLE ACOSTA
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  “Well then, the court has no way of recognizing if it was 
a warning or citation, and add the fact that the defendant 
was not the owner of the property, I am left with one 
option. Case is to be dismissed and all records to this 
case wiped from Mr. Guzman’s record.” BANG! (I flinch 
again.) “Now, Mr. Guzman.” 
   One of the judge’s aides, a female, enters the court 
through his door and walks up to him and whispers 
something in his ear, interrupting him. She hands him 
a paper and then leaves. I take the time to look at the 
prosecutor and see that he is mad at me for winning. (I am 
loving it.) I look to Rigo for a glance, hoping that he could 
tell me that Elvia is fine, but I see him on the phone. (That 
is a good sign—I hope.) I turn back around to the court, 
hoping that I can do it again. 
  “In the case of Mr. Guzman, driving with a suspended 
driver’s license, how do you plead, Mr. Guzman?” Judge 
Gillispie asks.
  “Not guilty, sir.”
 “I have a paper that was just handed to me from State of 
Texas showing how your license was suspended and you 
filed for a SR-22. Do you have a reason as to why it was 
not complete?”
  (WHAT?) “I do not know your honor. I paid the SR-22 
and non-owner’s insurance for two whole years as I was 
told to do so. My mother paid the lawyer to ensure that it 
would be reinstated, sir.” I resound with complete honesty 
and wonder.
   “What about you counselor, care to add to this?”
   “Sir, it is the individual’s responsibility to maintain his 
records. The fact that his license is not active, is the fault 
of his lack of action.” (This ---------------------------)
  “Sir, what else could I have done?” I look directly at the 
prosecutor. “Like I saidm I paid what I was told to pay. I 
did all that I was ordered to do, so what else could I have 
done?”
  “That is enough,” the judge commands. “Counselor, 
I want you to locate this person and have him call my 
office number right away. Until that time of contact, the 
court will take a recess and await your return.” He writes 
something on the paper and hands it to the lawyer (which 
he had no choice but to obey).
   Unlike the other recesses, the judge stayed in the court 
room this time. It is at this time that he starts asking more 
about my shirt, my deployment to Kuwait and to Qatar, 
and why I joined the Army in the first place. He in return 
informs me that his father was in the Marines and that he 
did four years in the Air Force. He even has me execute 
some stationary movements: left face, right face, about 

face, parade rest, and stand at-ease. (Yes, I actually do all 
the moves in the court room.) But then I ask to see if I can 
contact my expecting wife, which he clearly understands. 
I look at my watch - 1434 hrs!!! Holy sh--! I walk up to 
Rigo and he tells me that he tried twice, still no answer. 
I reach out to ask for the phone but the damn prosecutor 
returns. So I just ask Rigo to keep trying, and then go up to 
bench when the judge was talking to the prosecutor. 
  “Well, Hector (Gillespie called me by first name), it looks 
like your attorney that you hired to ensure that your license 
would be reinstated will not be able to call. Because he 
passed away two years ago and was unable to complete 
the reinstating process.” 
  I just stand there not knowing how to respond to this 
information. “Wh-wh-what does that need for me, sir?” 
I can feel my body go limp, and I start looking at the 
floor. The prosecutor told me before he left that it is my 
responsibility to check my record and maintain it. He got 
me. (But I did everything!)
 “I will have to look at something before I can answer that, 
if you all will excuse me?” the judge asks as he is getting 
up from his chair.
  “All rise!” announced the bailiff.
  “I am sorry, but the best that I will be able to offer is 
three days in jail that has to be served immediately with a 
$3,500 dollar fine,” the prosecutor states. “Why don’t you 
use this time to find out about your wife?”
  “How did you know?” Is all I could ask. 
  “We all know, the bailiff briefed us. Gillespie has been 
trying to help you, but there will be nothing that he can 
do now. It’s the law. I am truly sorry.” He goes back to his 
table to do something.
   I get to Rigo and inform him about the passing of the 
lawyer and that it meant I was driving with a suspended 
license, so I will have to go to jail, again. The salty water 
comes again; my body becomes so heavy I cannot do 
anything. But still I ask about Elvia. The reply makes me 
feel worse - still no answer. 
  After a few minutes (what felt like hours), we are all told 
to rise again as Judge Gillespie reenters and goes straight 
for his bench. 
  “I am sorry, Mr. Guzman, but there is nothing that I can 
do here. I have looked through everything that I could 
find relating to your type of case.” (My knees are about 
to give. I am in the position of parade rest when my eyes 
pour tears. My skin starts to shake like I am a Brahma bull 
surrounded by flies, and with every word I could not bear 
weight.) 
“It is at the regret of this court that you serve a minimum 
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of three days in jail and pay a fine of $3,500 dollars. 
This sentence is to be carried out immediately.” 
BANG. This time I do not flinch. I drop to both my 
knees. 
  “I gave up going to airborne school so I could go on 
leave and come here to be with my wife and my kid. I 
did everything thing I was told to pay my debts. I joined 
the Army - how could I have joined the army with all 
these warrants? I mean they do a background check!” 
The bailiff comes close to me with the handcuffs out. 
The judge stops him and tells everyone to let me speak. 
  But I am not speaking, I am ranting, unloading 
everything that brought me here. “I even bought a brand 
new two-thousand Chevy Blazer. I bought it for my new 
family. We even got insurance for right before someone 
crashed into us at the parking lot of the clinic. How can I 

get insurance without a license? If I could just go see my 
wife, I will gladly turn myself back in. I am not afraid of 
it, but I have to be with her right now. I can’t even make 
contact with her right now; I have been trying all day. 
She most likely had a c-section and needs me. I have to 
know that she and the baby are okay. I swear I will turn 
myself in, but tomorrow.” 
  I look to the prosecutor, and he doesn’t even want to 
look my way. “Please, I went through a lot this week. 
From the police officer telling everyone that he got 
himself an Army boy, to the crash on Elvia’s side and 
the arguments of paying for the tow when I was arrested. 
Even the fact that I got here Saturday, got arrested and 
got out Monday morning started an argument that I did 
not want to have.” 
  BANG! BANG! (I flinch both times.)

Weight
JAVIER SANCHEZ
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   “When were you arrested?” Judge Gillespie asks.
   “On Saturday, the day I came into Houston. I was 
asked to go pick up my dad from…” BANG!
  “What time were you arrested?” he asks as he is 
looking through his paperwork. 
  “Around 2130 hours sir.  That’s 9:30 pm Saturday.” 
Oddly, I feel the need to stand up now that I am 
answering his questions. 
   He found the paper that he was looking for. “And 
when were you released?” 
  “He was released Sunday, your honor,” the prosecutor 
says for me.
  “No, no sir. I was released at 0220 hours Monday 
morning,” I argue.
  The judge looks at two different papers and then drops 
both off them and goes for his gavel again. “No, he 
did not. Prosecutor, look at your paper work, he was 
released Monday.” BANG! “Time served!” 
(Now what does that mean?) “What does that mean?” I 
ask because I cannot even think at this point. 

  “It means that you have served your jail time and all 
that you have to attend to is the fine, Mr. Guzman. Then 
you can be on your way. And don’t let me catch you 
here again! Now to see my clerk for your payment plan. 
Court is adjourned.” BANG!
 (Holy shit) It’s over! I throw my hands to both sides of 
my face so fast that I slap the crap out of myself. I send 
my repeated thank yous. Then I snap back to attention 
when I hear “All Rise!” It really is over. I did it. I 
quickly go to see the clerk and pay it all with one card. 
It is 1456 hours now and I am running out of the door. 
I run all the way to the car, Rigo right behind me. With 
all that has happened and me just wanting to get out of 
there before they changed their minds, I leave my wallet 
with the clerk. Luckily, Rigo picks it up for me. Good 
thing we still have to pay for the parking. But I don’t 
have any cash in my wallet, and Rigo spent his money 
on the hotdogs and sodas (which reminds me, I did not 
even eat or drink. So that is where my watch comes into 
play. It is the same guy that liked my watch, and I give it 
to him for letting us go. (Did I mention that I loved that 
watch? Who cares? Let’s go!)          

Sunglasses
TERESA ROQUE
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Success
LUCERO LOREDO

Success is seen as being on top
To work hard and improve
To have determination
For a person to be successful
They need to be smart
They need to be wonderful
Being honest on success
It is a strain
You have to show your best
On a constant rate
You have to win
Without any regrets
I am tired of this
Why do I have to find success
Within this changing world
Trying every day without rest
Exhaustion is my soul
My head in constant pain
My body weary of time
So why continue for success
When it’s easier to stop

Mountain Goats
BARBARA ALDANA

Love Is Love
ASHLEY PEREZ

It doesn’t matter if you’re black or white
Short or tall, skinny or fat
Love is love
You are in control of your own life
No one can tell you who you can or can’t love
Love is love
Men can love men
Women can love women
Love is love
Love comes in shapes and sizes
You can choose whoever you want
Love is love
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Thanks to String
KATARINA SCHOTT

Thanks to string, we have clothes. 
We don’t live in an awkward existence of perpetual 
nudity.
We are able to sit on the outside patio of a café in the 
fall, and watch as fashionable women saunter past, their 
scarves and coats swishing gracefully.
Snuggling up by a hot fire in cozy pajamas, and a quilt 
made by grandma is made possible by string.
The joy received from cozy sweaters, and loose maxi 
dresses are sourced in the little threads that make them.
Hammocks in the hot summer sun are brought to you by 
string.

Thanks to string, we have music.
We don’t live in an awkward existence of perpetual 
silence.
We are able to sit in upper boxes of the grand opera 
houses of the world, listening to the great sopranos of the 
21st century, and the grand orchestras who accompany 
them.
Teaching a child to play the piano on lazy Sunday 
afternoons is made possible by string.
The joy received from blues guitar, and a classical harp is 
sourced in the fibers that make them.
Cellos duking it out on a stage are brought to you by 
string.

Thanks to string, we have relationships.
We don’t live in an awkward existence of perpetual 
loneliness.
We are able to form bonds, and attachments in the arms 
of our friends, family, and lovers, relying on them despite 
our own fears.
The joy received from a sibling bond, and a relationship 
with your best friend turned lover is brought to you by 
every experience and tie that make them.
Relaxing into the comfort of a real relationship, held 
together by loyalty, is made possible by string.

Strings give us emotional bonds, clothing, tied up brown 
paper packages, theories, cheese, and music. 
Strings give so much to our lives, and the majority of 
our acknowledgement of them consists of ripping loose 
strands from our clothing. 
Thankfully, in an orchestra, strings usually stay attached. 
Wonderfully, in true emotional bonds, loyal strings are 
attached, and are hard to break.
Blessedly, the strands in cheese only come apart when 
they are supposed to.
I raise my glass to strings.

The Astronomical 
Pizza

HEATHER STARETT
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C ontest Winners
Poetry

“Not Roses” by Katarina Schott

“From a Black mother’s daughter to a Black 

mother’s daughter” by Sarah Robinson

“Four-Letter Word” by Catherine Hernandez

Fiction

“Pen Stories: The Case of the Swindling 

Students” by Misty Duke

“Missing” by Chelsey Clark 

“Fractured Siblings” by Katarina Schott

Honorable Mention

“A Tiny Fairy Tale” by Liza Villalta

Nonfiction

“Best Day I Ever Had: How” by Hector Guzman

“Murderer” by Chelsey Clark

Drawing

“Violet Eyes” by Jazmin Rivera

“Hair” by Twyla Williams

“Hands” by Virginia Perez

Honorable Mentions

“Look” by Barbara Aldana

“Beard” by Jennifer Gonzalez

“Girl With Dragon” by Luis Ovalle Acosta

Painting

“Tea Time” by Shavrielle Charles

“Tiger” by Ashley Bishop

“Peaches” by Xandy Duhe

2-D Design and Mixed Media

“Sunflower Harvest” by Enedina Martinez 

“Rhino” by Barbara Aldana

“Red Hair” by Bernave Oviedo

3-D Design and Sculpture

“Totem” by Barbara Aldana, Alexis Garcia, 

and Therman Jones

“Milk” by Vianny Ramirez

“Friction Peneteniary” by Liza Villalta 

Peaches
XANDY DUHE



5800 UVALDE ROAD, HOUSTON, TEXAS 77049
281-998-6150

WWW.SANJAC.EDU

Prism 2017
Student Literary & Arts Magazine

Michael Taggart, San Jacinto Times
Andrea Vasquez, C ommunications C oordinator

Jeannie Peng-Mansyur, Senior C ommunications C oordinator
Jahmal C lemons, Social Media/Web C oordinator

Linda Harrison, Web C ontent Manager
Nancy VanHandel, Graphic/Web Designer

Mary Hind, Marketing Project C oordinator
Janet C owey, Director of Marketing

Charlotte Jackson, Events C oordinator
Danette C onaway, Campus Services 

San Jac Print & Mail Center
San Jac Tech Support

Ruth Perez, Upward Bound Tutor
J.D. Mota, Upward Bound Director

Mark Johnson, Dean of Business and Technology
Ken Luce, Art Professor

Monica Yancey, Speech Professor
Carol Buys, Sr. Administrative Assitant for Liberal Arts

Karen Hattaway. English Professor
Rick Bridwel l. English Professor

Mary Kay Jennings, English Professor
Jon Nelson, English Department Chair
Shawn Silman, Dean of Liberal Arts

Wil liam Raffeto, Provost
Much of the work featured in Prism was created in composition, humanities, creative writing, drawing, painting, and 
design courses, which are offered through the English and art departments at San Jacinto C ol lege’s North campus.

© 2017 San Jacinto C ol lege - North

Faculty Editor: Professor Pamela Bond
Art Advisor: Professor Joe C lark 
Special appreciation extended to:

Dedicated to Mary Kay Jennings
Original ly from Mobley, Missouri, Mary Kay Jennings earned her bachelor and master degrees in English 
from the University of Missouri at C olumbia and her doctorate degree from Rice University. She has been 
an English professor at San Jacinto C ol lege since 1984. Since then, she has overseen 30 issues of the 
Prism magazine and taught dozens of creative writing courses. Dr. Jennings has been an inspiration to her 
students and the col lege appreciates al l she has done for our community here at San Jac. She currently lives 
in Atascocita with her husband, Don, who worked for DuPont. She enjoys traveling, especial ly to visit her 
three sons and grandchildren. She wil l be greatly missed and we wish her a happy retirement!

THE SAN JACINTO COLLEGE DISTRICT IS COMMITTED TO EQUAL OPPORTUNITY FOR ALL STUDENTS, EMPLOYEES, AND APPLICANTS WITHOUT REGARD TO RACE, CREED, COLOR, NATIONAL ORIGIN, CITIZENSHIP STATUS, AGE, 
DISABILITY, PREGNANCY, RELIGION, GENDER, SEXUAL ORIENTATION, GENDER EXPRESSION OR IDENTITY, GENETIC INFORMATION, MARITAL STATUS OR VETERAN STATUS IN ACCORDANCE WITH APPLICABLE FEDERAL AND 
STATE LAWS. THE FOLLOWING COLLEGE OFFICIAL HAS BEEN DESIGNATED TO HANDLE INQUIRIES REGARDING THE COLLEGE’S NON-DISCRIMINATION POLICIES: VICE PRESIDENT OF HUMAN RESOURCES, 4620 FAIRMONT PKWY., 
PASADENA, TX 77504; 281-991-2659; SANDRA.RAMIREZ@SJCD.EDU.


	_GoBack
	_GoBack
	_GoBack
	_GoBack
	_GoBack
	_GoBack
	_GoBack
	_GoBack
	_GoBack
	_GoBack

