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As soon as the selections for this year’s staff were complete, I gathered 
the editors and suggested that our theme be a modern, minimalist take 
on the style of  the Roaring Twenties. I felt that the dawn of  this new 
decade, like the one a century ago, would bring extraordinary changes 
and revolutionary development. I never could have imagined that a 
pandemic would strike and change everything about our way of  life. 2020 
has been tumultuous, challenging, and at times, terrifying. Through all of  
the social and political changes of  this year, I have witnessed people come 
together in a way I did not know was possible and dedicate themselves 
to education and growth that will help us be better on the other side. To 
me, the students, faculty, and staff at ASU are a reflection of  this, and we 
remain a community ready to help each other through it all.

Our university is not just a place that cultures academic growth. It also 
encourages and enables creativity in its students; it provides avenues 
of  expression that allow students to shine. The Oasis Art and Literary 
Magazine is one way ASU accomplishes this. Through this publication, 
students are able to showcase their talent and leave their mark here at 
ASU.

I want to thank all the students who have taken the time to show their 
interest and support the magazine. Without you, this magazine would 
not be possible. I also want to thank every professor who promoted the 
magazine and encouraged their students to submit their work.

I am grateful for each of  the editors that made this magazine possible. 
Each of  the editors worked diligently through the deadline changes, 
roadblocks, and uncertainties that came with ASU’s transition to online 
operations. We had to make a lot of  changes in order to finish the Oasis, 
and each editor played a vital role in making this happen. Thank you 
to Michelle Linter, Anna Marquardt, Madalyn Campbell, Julie Restrepo, 
and Mara Ruthenbeck for their hard work. This year’s edition would not 
be the same without the contribution of  each of  these women, and I am 
proud of  the work each of  them did.
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I - and the rest of  the staff - want to thank Dr. Musgrove, our faculty 
sponsor, for guiding us through this process and helping us make necessary 
changes in the face of  the pandemic. Thank you for answering my constant 
emails filled with countless questions and always providing advice when 
it was needed. Your guidance helped us every step of  the way, and we all 
learned valuable information about the publication process.

Last, but not least, thank you to all members of  the 2019-2020 Oasis 
Editorial Board who made the publication of  the magazine possible: 
Dr. Erin Ashworth-King, Chair, Department of  English and Modern 
Languages Standing; Dr. John Klingemann, Dean, College of  Arts and 
Humanities; Mr. Edwin Cuenco, Associate Professor of  Art; Dr. Chris 
Ellery, Professor of  English; Dr. Allison Dushane, Associate Professor of  
English; Ms. Kristen Kilpatrick, Student Representative; and Ms. Hannah 
Marks, Student Representative.

Once again, on behalf  of  my fellow editors and myself, thank you to 
everyone who has made this year’s publication possible. Our hope is that 
all who read the 2020 Oasis Art and Literary Magazine enjoy the talent 
and creativity ASU’s students have displayed.

Sydney Morris
General Editor
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“The Blue House”
Ronaldo Aguillon

I stood in the front lawn of  the blue house, dazed by the way I 
got here. I have no recollection of  traveling here, nor my intentions 
of  being here. An attractive force drew me to the egg white door. 
I grasped the knob and jiggled it and tried to force it open. To 
my surprise, with minimal force, the door slowly creaked open. I 
stepped inside to scope out the room. The furniture was antique 
and the air was musky, which smelt of  rotted wood and damp 
carpeting. The creak creak creaking of  a rocking chair came from 
around the corner of  another doorway across the room. Do I dare 
investigate such a terrifying cottage? I walked hesitantly towards 
the doorway, pausing to contemplate my decision every few steps. 
Soon I approached the mouth of  the entrance, and slowly creeped 
in. I peeked around the corner and to my horror, I beheld an old 
humanoid face, as if  it should have been buried a hundred years ago. 
The dim moonlight through a colonial looking window lit up half  
the face; the other side was hidden in the shadows. “This is what 
you have done to me.” A voice struggled to murmur. It was barely 
audible from where I stood. I stepped closer, slowly tip toeing to 
what I presumed was my doom.“Why are you here?” I asked loudly, 
stepping ever so closely. The body rose a wrinkly finger and pointed 
to a painting. “For them,” it started, “I’m waiting for them,” Afraid 
of  leaving the view of  the body, I slowly glanced at the picture. It 
was of  a family, brightly smiling and coexisting with each other 
happily. “That one’s me.” It said once again. The finger pointed 
at a lovely lady. She sported blonde hair and wore a lemon yellow 
dress that was faded due to the age of  the canvas. I studied her face. 
She seemed to radiate pure joy like the smile that beamed across 
her face, dual tipped with rosy red cheeks. The green eyes gleamed 
at the beholder, and felt like their stare pierced into the back of  the 
mind. What had happened to her? The face that rested before me 
was ghoulish and droopy, losing all resemblance to any face, let alone 
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one of  a beautiful lady that she claimed to be in the past. The face 
drooped into a permanent frown, almost as if  the happiness a smile 
brought was impossible to achieve at her present state. “Are you my 
Johnny?” She asked quizzically. I shook my head no, but my answer 
was oblivious to her. The finger dropped, and her hand slowly drifted 
towards me. Soon, she had gripped my arm and caressed the upper 
part. She stared into my eyes, and mine stared back. The green eyes 
had faded and looked empty, no longer piercing one’s mind with 
a glare. “Why did you take so long to return?” She whimpered. A 
tear rolled down the canyons of  wrinkles upon the surface of  her 
face. “I’m sorry.” My voice trembled. I stepped back from her. I 
had to get out of  this house. I trotted towards the main door, as she 
croaked once again,“Why did you leave me?” My trot turned into a 
sprint. The way back felt longer than the journey towards the rotted 
lady that had sat before me. “Why?” The voice wailed even louder, 
as I tripped out the door that had abruptly slammed shut after my 
departure. I layed in the front lawn from where I started, but when 
I looked up, the house had turned to ash black, the wood warped by 
a supposed fire that had raged once before. The grass had died, and 
the dirt was rough. I brought myself  up to my feet, as I caught my 
last glimpse of  the house that had resided here for years. I turned 
around to walk away from the once blue house with the egg white 
doors which housed a once lovely lady waiting for her other half, 
forever lonely and deprived of  life’s love and happiness.
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“Writer’s Block”
Grant Geary

 
I turn again into the mine,
Unsure of  what I mean to find,
And hack the earth without a pick,
Groping, gasping, growing sick
 
Deeper yet into the cleft,
Between the right lobe and the left,
Loosing with bare hands the sod
Of  buried lovers, pains and God
 
Then up again the wretched shaft,
My lantern swinging fore and aft,
I, bleeding, scrape the sediment,
Of  crushed and ancient sentiments
 
Up and through the cavern’s yawn,
Crying in the blinding dawn,
I check my pail for what I’ve found,
I see a hole, my feet, and ground
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Stored Honey
Kamryn Alward
Photograph
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“Fire From a Distance”
Grant Geary

 
It was like a fire from a distance,
Respect and fear,
But I felt safe from here,
Watching the glow
And falling embers
In her steps
The smoke which cloaked
A shapeless, perfect dance
Of  heat about her path
 
Something on me lifted
I hadn’t known I wore,
Sopping wet with jaded pride,
Now hissing as it went,
Dying in steam at her approach
 
A primal force drives me to her
Like the first trance man ever knew,
It’s abandon and shelter drawing near,
The scorched earth shrinks between us
The smoke and glow condense
 
Fingers twine and singe at touch
Ignite and cool
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“A Child Once More”
Shea-Lynn Hale

Say it.
Just say the word.
I already know.
Just say IT!
I’m not a child.
Say the word:
Cancer.
That’s what it is
You know it.
I know it.
So just say it.
Once it’s said,
I will suddenly be a child again.
I will no longer be 20.
I will be a child who still needs a hand to 
cross the street.
A child who still needs tucked in at night.
You are the mother of  me.
And you are dying.
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“A Toast to Dad”
Erin Haley

 
We have won wars
And built great things.
Sending torches of  metal
Into nothing to make sure
That something is out there.
I have sailed the oceans
To make sure something is out there. 

Amazing! But not without my father.
He’s done pretty amazing things. 
He built the boat I still sail on. 
When he taught me to stand
I ran as fast as my legs could carry
Even taught me how to fly
As fast as any wings can carry.

Did you know that he can
Connect the dots in the stars?
The spoon he fills my plate with
Is ordained the Big Dipper.
Dad, aren’t you hungry too?
He says starlight is his favorite.

Dad, it’s my favorite too!
He’s seen my giants
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And stands my ground
When I can’t bear
To do it myself
I wonder if  I could be that strong 
To carefully adopt every burden.
I wonder how he got that strong?
 
I was taught that
Using mercy was more
Powerful than a weapon. 
Kindness carries a weight.
Is there there such a thing as too kind?
Does it get heavy? Suffocating?
Dad, who taught you to be kind?
 
I’ve learned to be gentle,
Letting go of  bitterness.
It’s okay to take up space
In a world that tries to shrink me down,
I owe a lot of  that to my father.
Even if  he doesn’t know.
I owe a lot to my father.

Dedicated to my Dad
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Daybreak
William Barry
Painting
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“I Am Dead”
Raiden Jones

I am dead
Were it the curses said
Or the troubles they bred,
I cannot for the lack of  life I led
Keep these words from pouring out my head,
I am dead
Yes, indeed, as it were fed
From bumbling preachers read
And whispered by them in their bed
So softly, beyond the stone it did not spread,
I am dead
As funded by the misled
Though others for life they pled,
They see fit to defile the corpse instead,
Troubling no other with the burden of  fear bled,
I am dead
Like others in trails tread
Impressed on mud stained red,
While colors twirl in their shadows’ stead,
Leaving imprints of  life beyond the mortal thread,
Am I dead?
I would finally ask the discerning med,
And, rather perturbed by the words that fled,
Sat, scrutinized my face, and asked to my dread,
Who is dead?
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“Anniversary”
Renee Leath

 
I wake up, and I feel more broken today
Like there is a crack on my heart and it has
w i d e n e d
Not much, just a hair’s breadth or so
 
I look in the mirror, and something is a little off
Like there is a bruise behind my eyes and it has
darkened
Not much, just a shade or so
 
I walk out the door, and I cannot keep a straight line
Like there is a fault line beneath me and it has
shifted
Not much, just a half-inch or so
 
I sit down and look at the calendar and…
Oh.
Has it been a whole year?
 
This break, this bruise, this shift
I understand them now
But that does not make them hurt less

I miss you
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String Theory
William Barry
Painting
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“Sweet Nothings”
Renee Leath 

hearts are soft and good for eating
hungry is what i am, always all the time
i am not a thing but a hole in the middle of  what has been
and i have a jaw with two teeth
you name my teeth and call them guilt and anxiety
i lick your cheeks as i slide down them
you taste like your sadness, salty and sweet
you carve my story on your body in hopes of  exorcising me
but i am not a demon
demons are classifiable
i defy your explanations
i learn to hover outside your brain
wedged in the crevice between your skull and your folded 
gray matter
and when a pain too real for bearing opens a hole in your 
mind
i slide in as though invited
you grasp me as though i was an answer
try to name me
you cannot give me any but your own name because that is 
who i become
gradually indistinguishable from my host.
i am the most committed relationship you will ever have
i promise never to leave you and never forsake you
i bite into the soft bruises on your heart and cling to you
your blood is my blood.
you are my home
and i am your only friend
you hold to me likewise because you fear letting me go
if  you do not have your depression, then what do you have?
what are you without me?
and i whisper in your ear and tell you
“nothing. without me, you will collapse.”
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“It’s so good to see you!”
Renee Leath 

We are sitting across a table
But it could be an ocean
What’s going on, how’s your life, your job?
You tell me about it all
Piling successes like Jenga blocks
I listen and I smile
Amassing my meager wins
You got a raise and an engagement
I survived blackness of  soul
Yours is impressive, gilded with pride
Mine, nothing worthy of  note
Improper to be spoken out loud
So, when asked, I just bluster
Weaving lies about a dead-end job
Spinning tales of  empty days
You’re nice enough not to call me out
We pretend like we’re still close
Like you know how hard I fought myself
“Still breathing” is my trophy
I’m happy for you, don’t think I’m not
But it’s a zero-sum game
And even through our laughter and jokes
My mind keeps intruding with:
“I wish we had never met again”
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Helvetica
Kamryn Alward
Digital Print
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“Natural Discovery”
Shannon Perez

 
Rid yourself  of  the repressive air,                                                                                         
who engulfs thought and experience.                                                                                    
Retreat then, to the beauty that lays ne’er;                                                                
whose clarifying wonders allow brilliance.                                                               
 
Surrounded by green of  every possible shade,                                                                      
away from monsters whose footsteps damage;                                                                     
The brain relaxes- no longer feeling betrayed,                                                                                  
ready to embark on this passage.                                                                                           
 
Focus on that which goes unnoticed,                                                                        
allow the brain to exploit its innate grace.                                                               
Dive deep into the natural hypnosis,                                                                         
to ignite a revelation tucked in a hiding place.                                                                      
 
Feed the ambitious curiosity living inside,                                                                
who demands fuel like a raging fire.                                                                                     
Allow no reflection or thought denied,                                                                                 
Our natural world only here to inspire.
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“Milkweed”
Renee Leath

Milkweed is a flowering plant which seeps a milky substance called latex when 
damaged. Though its flowers feed bees, butterflies, and other necessary insects, 

the plant spreads insidiously and can easily overtake a pasture, choking out 
native plants.

It was hard to get the milkweed up without breaking the pods, 
releasing the milky substance inside, letting it reseed again. Her 
eleven year-old hands lacked the coordination. The borrowed gloves 
were big and bulky and slipped on the rough stems as she tried to tug 
them out of  the dry ground.

“Careful, Cara-Bear,” her father advised when they had begun, 
“That white stuff is the seeds. If  it breaks, then we’ll have to come 
back soon and pull up a whole new batch of  milkweed.”

Cara tried, because she wanted to help. This had been 
her mother’s idea, to come to the upper pasture of  her great-
grandmother’s farm and pull up the milkweed that had been slowly 
overtaking the grasses for the past year. Cara wanted to be back at 
the air-conditioned farmhouse, sitting on her bed with a book.

Instead, she was here, because she was a good kid and at eleven, 
it did not occur to Cara to refuse. Besides, she wanted to help her 
great-grandmother, and Cara loved this farm too.

There was something new here too, something Cara didn’t 
entirely understand. It was in the way her mother hovered a bit 
more while their great-grandmother cooked, or slipped back into 
the kitchen after the lights were down to make sure the stove had 
been turned off.

Cara got glimpses, like when she opened the cabinet to get a 
plate and found a banana instead. Her mother had discreetly thrown 
the fruit away, and told Cara to wash the plate before using it. Then 
her great-grandmother told her the same story twice over dinner, 
with only ten minutes between. Cara had known to smile, nod, and 
act as if  she had not ever heard it before, but her stomach felt tight 
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and unhappy.
Now, she wrestled up another milkweed, pods intact, and slipped 

it carefully into her bucket. Sweat dripped down her back beneath 
her t-shirt. Thirst scratched at her throat just as the grass scratched 
at her ankles.

Her father dumped another bucketful of  milkweed into the back 
of  the pickup truck. Later they would drive the refuse to the dump 
down by the creek, to rot and in turn feed something new. Cara 
lowered her head and grabbed the stalk of  another weed.

She yanked too hard, and white latex spilled over her glove. With 
a furtive glance, Cara wiped the ooze on the grass and shoved the 
plant into the bucket to hide the busted pod.

Cara’s mother brought her and her sister up to the farm every 
summer. They packed up and left straight from school after the last 
day, driving until late at night, turning down the crunchy caliche 
road and arriving at this place of  quiet refuge.

Only now, the quiet was not the same as it used to be. Instead 
of  permeating with calm and peace, the quiet turned itself  inward, 
searching, prickling, restive.

Even now, Cara spotted her mother pausing in her work, looking 
back at the farmhouse, eyes and mouth tight.

The sound of  the cicadas became too loud all of  a sudden, a roar 
that drowned out the blood in Cara’s ears as she bent and pulled up 
another milkweed. This one came out intact, and Cara put it in the 
bucket too.

One of  the milkweeds had already flowered, far earlier than the 
others. A white butterfly fluttered around it, and Cara watched it 
for a long moment. With a glance over her shoulder to make sure 
no one was watching, she bypassed the plant and went to the next 
flower.

No need to deprive the butterfly of  its food. No one would notice 
if  she left one milkweed.
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“Cara-Bear, lunch time!” her father hollered from the truck. 
Cara’s little sister was already climbing into the cab.

Cara picked up her bucket and trudged back to the truck. Her 
mother fell in step beside her.

“Wow, look how many you got!” her mother praised, glancing at 
Cara’s bucket, “I know GG-Mom is going to be so grateful. This has 
needed to be done for so long.”

Cara heard the wistful sadness trailing on the end of  her 
mother’s words. Uncomfortable, because the sadness seemed like it 
wasn’t meant for her youthful ears, Cara changed the subject and 
said, “What’s for lunch?”

“I’m going to make sandwiches,” her mother said as they dumped 
their buckets, “Maybe you can come help me cut up so fruit? I know 
it’s nice for GG-Mom to have a break from cooking.”

“Okay,” Cara said, because she was worried about the banana in 
the cabinet and liked the idea of  keeping an eye on the food.

Cara rode in the back of  the pickup on the drive back to the 
house. Her great-grandmother stopped sweeping the carport and 
walked over as Cara hopped down from the tailgate.

“Look at that,” she mused at the pile of  green stems in the truck 
bed, “I’ve been meaning to do that for ages. Just been too busy.”

That was not true, and everyone knew it was not true, but no one 
pointed that out.

“Oh, of  course,” Cara’s mother said, “We were happy to do it 
for you.”

“Come on in,” their great-grandmother said, waving a hand, 
“We’ll take that down to the dump later.”

Cara followed them inside the house, tensing a little when her 
great-grandmother laid a hand on her shoulder and patted it. As 
soon as the great-grandmother removed her hand, Cara flitted 
inside the house and ran to wash her own hands, just in case anyone 
noticed the little bit of  milkweed latex that had gotten on her fingers.
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Flower
Lisa Cheek
Photograph
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“Cage”
Kayla Pluff

Whatever you are,
Each sliver of  essence and every

Pearly drop of  soul,
Say it- Boldly

With your chest,
Lungs full enough to snap

The ribs that
Hold your heart,

Seeping through the bars of
A calcium cage

Like the last of  the dough
Held within the whisk.

Say it, without Hesitation
Knowing the taste of  you tongue.

Say it, because I’d hate
To see anybody
Hung by death

With their ribs intact
And so much left to say
Behind ground teeth.
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Novelties
Jessica Dennis
Painting
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ARCH 5
Raelyn Hill
Photograph
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“Her”
Kayla Pluff

I know about pollen,
And bees and honey and
All of  those reasons
We’ve been taught that
Flowers exist. But
Right now, looking at
How the lavender
Brings out her eyes,
Nobody could tell me
That flowers were created
For any other purpose
Than to be placed
Behind her ear.
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Man
Axel Marcenaro
Photograph
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“Smile, You’re on Camera”
Kelsi Rogers

I contradict the universe
I live in an upside down
Surrounded by the fog of  a hot breath
Black is the day when it rains on the 
mountain
The Fog lifts and death lies on my back
lonesome and rightside
Are you happy now?
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“I See You, Do You Hear Me?”
Kelsi Rogers

I see you, do you hear me?
I sit cattycornered from the nightmare
A bright light shifts into my eyes
A hope for others because a trick
I am blinded by my own misconceptions
A heart flutters to the sound of  footsteps
A head hurts to the shatter of  glass
I stand in the still of  a night
A break for unrest
A run for the weary
I lay down on the bed of  man
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Girl
Axel Marcenaro
Photograph
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“We”
Kelsi Rogers

The light comes in with early morning dew
We wake to a dim world
A world tormented by murder and chaos
Yet we still get up everyday
Everyone else does
We have no other choice
The spiral seems to never end as we detest and crumble
We are against ourselves
Nature has begun to rebel
We have stayed too long
We have been too far
We have broken the rules not made by us
But by something bigger than we could ever be
And it is angry
 
We are the cause of  destruction
We have disrupted the natural order of  things
We were never meant to become this
But even as we change and grow exponentially
We fail to look back at our shortcomings
In this we repeat our mistakes again and again
 
We used to have gods to talk to
But we have killed them all in exchange for the quick 
and easy
We left this hole
Now instead of  biodiversity in every sense of  the word
We have chains
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Chain restaurants
Chain stores
Chain crops
Chain religion
Chain mindset
We have readily accepted being shackled into an 
unforgiving world
We have blinded ourselves with screens because it’s 
easier to see the truth from a lense that separates 
emotion from meaning
But who am I to so judge
I myself  accept these chains because it does make life 
easier
For now
That’s the catch
The for now
 
Soon enough what makes life easier will actually make 
life incredibly harder as nature changes in an order to 
kill us
When you only have one type of  corn, what do you do 
when a disease kills it all
When you force antibiotics down your throat for every 
slight inconvenience, what do you do when they stop 
working
Nature is evolving to kill us off
And our stupid decisions are paving the way
Money makes the world go round
And global warming makes it tilt off its axis
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“Lessons of  Mass Corruption”
Senora Scott

Click, whirr goes the tape in your mind,
Play an automated response then it’s click to rewind.
If  we took the time to process we’d stand frozen, like ice
But what’s really going on, the soundtrack of  our lives?
Set to autopilot it’s always a race for time.
What are we doing to each other, all humans, our own kind?
Is our influence used for good or an assault on the heart and mind?
Take advantage of  others because it’s better for me,
And you look at what I’m doing but do you really see?
I tell you a story but the lines are often blurred,
So you leave with a sinking feeling…remnants of  the assault that 
just occurred.
They say that’s when these weapons of  influence come into play,
But really I just take the light out of  you and send you on your way.
You care what others think so you’re committed to the cause,
But now you’re in it for you…just for the applause.
You listen to the regurgitation of  the information, but it’s all part of  
the game,
The psychology of  the strategy is messing with your mind frame.
In your wish to be consistent, you commit and play the role,
But feel it deep inside because it’s wearing down your soul.
And yet you play along because there’s safety in numbers,
But as it turns out we just want the approval of  others.
Does one laugh really deserve another?
Or is it just a response to feelings we’re trying to buffer?
What’s the cost of  monkey see, monkey do?
You think you’re being unique but actually that principle is being 
used on you.
It’s a case of  mob mentality, follow the leader to become more 
than,
However we’re all just part of  the herd being lead to a vat of  
poison.
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The reliance on compliance and search for social cues,
Is imitation really the highest form of  flattery or are they 
programming your view?
The game of  association is recreated despite the times,
Scarcity and authority pull major plays on all kinds.
This jigsaw puzzle of  life can leave us all a little uncertain,
But recognizing the pattern is the first way to stop the hurting.
We’ve all been the victim of  the same crime,
See it, want it, do it, all standing in the same line.
Now you want to change but you know it’ll be a struggle,
Because with change and growth there’s usually a rebuttal.
Noticing the problem, we can now de-victimize,
No longer on the path leading to our own demise.
So, fight the fight and win the war with your new weapons of  mass 
destruction,
Just make sure you use them wisely after you’ve learned these 
lessons of  mass corruption.
They say foolishness abounds when things remain the same,
So be sure to keep track of  that tape inside your brain.

32



The Fruit of the Dead
Eliah McGough
Print
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“C3 Out of  Commission”
Brittny Stegall 

The ceaseless fire engines
and the ceaseless old Fire Chief,
the sirens and the whistles
with its smoke-filled aroma
and the hoses gushing
room after room
down the hallway to the bedroom
through the fire blaze—
but not this time
that ceaseless old Fire Chief
before the door of  C3,
and right before his eyes,
his view straight through the glass
beyond the curtain,
its millions of  fiery flashbacks,
and there in a hospital bed
less heroic then previous days
lies the outline of  a hero
distended from the blankets
staring at the something
a bedside stand
the memorable cup of  water
with its curved straw
reminiscence of  a hose
reminding him of  his days
only to run away for so long
and who exactly is he gazing at
a father, grandfather and himself.
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Peace
Dana Lorentz
Photograph
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“The Garden”
by Joseph Vargas

What do you call it?
The end of  your allotted time
when beauty makes its peace
to be a part of  the delicate
and burnished earth
With winds above
making music
for the dancing grass
celebrating
The end of  a chapter
The beginning of  a journey
For there I would lie
And from my decay
There in the land
I shall grow
Where I will live eternally
In the garden
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“End Of  Wind”
by Joseph Vargas

The rain settled on the rotting 
wood. Crewmen scattered across 
the deck. Their bodies swaying 
in unison with the rocking of  the 
boat as water from the angered 
seas splashed around. The swift 
and sharp movements of  the wind 
had left nothing but the wreckage 
of  a man’s memory. Into the 
deep it escaped sinking into the 
earth to forever be imprinted. 
The eye of  the storm slowly 
passing over the wreckage looking 
down on its creative destruction. 
Calypso marveled at the beauty 
of  the colossal ship to be forever 
immortalized. And there it would 
remain at the ends of  the earth, 
never to be disturbed as the end 
of  winds has determined its fate 
to be forever a part of  the world’s 
wonders. 
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“Astra inclinant, sed non obligant”
by Joseph Vargas

Darkness formed from the light in your mind
Destiny written

Devil’s own luck  manipulating Thoughts
Habits

Actions
No!

Constrained you are not. your own devil hindering
Your mind
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“A Good Poem”
Hailey Wells

You want me to be structured, and to fit between 
the lines of  your page without telling me what the 

parameters are.
Am I supposed to sing your song in iambic pentameter, 
or be a living ode to every good thing you’ve ever done?

Always going behind me to make sure my words are 
displayed and spoken in the exact way you want them to 

be because you’re the poet, right?
I’m supposed to stand tall on my own two feet, but 
always be a representation of  how well you write.

All the other poets praise your verses and rhymes like you 
actually spun these lines all on your own.

How long until you tell them you’re merely posthumously 
publishing someone else’s work?

And how long until you realize I’m not a poem at all, 
but a poet same as you, that someone else taught, and 

someone else supplied and gave the tools for me to write 
everything you never wanted said out loud.

My words still cower along the margins every time I’m 
in your presence, but just know that one day these words 
and my voice will be too big to force back into the neat 

lines of  your good poem.
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“Dark Red”
Anthony Signorelli 

The trains above the intersection of  W. Lake and N. Wells were 
loud and swift. On the rails there were transports and passengers, 
and the interchange was congested with various Metra Lines. 
Beneath the infrastructure of  the interchange there was the sound 
of  cars and box trucks and people passing with conversation and a 
street performer, whom held an old trumpet, playing some Louis 
Armstrong, to collect change. The homeless man and the Bunny 
Rabbit with him leaned against a streetlamp near the corner, across 
from an admired grill, while he brushed Her long, floppy ears back 
from the front. Outside it was chill and the movement of  traffic was 
constant. The streetlights alternated color at the intersection about 
every three minutes and managed likely gridlock.

“Quit moving. I got to put your hair up for school, kid,” he said, 
pulling the Stuffed-Animal’s ears back and wrapping them with a 
black rubber-band from his wrist.

“Your curls are real crazy today and you can’t be going to school 
looking like a mess, kid—your moms gonna get mad at both of  us. 
And you ain’t want that, do you?”

The Stuffed-Animal did not say anything.
“Sure. You can let your hair down after school. But you got to 

promise you’ll keep it up all day. We ain’t want moms getting mad. 
We can go to Millennium and play catch, or some, after you get off, 
if  you want. But you got to promise me you’ll keep your hair up all 
day, kid. You promise?”

He waited a couple seconds and then wrapped his right pinkie 
around the Bunny Rabbit’s right hand and kissed his knuckle.

“Good girl. Hey, guess what?”
The Stuffed-Animal did not say anything again.
“No, no. Not chicken butt, silly,” he laughed, “I love you.”
The homeless man placed Bunny Rabbit on his left kneecap and 

focused on the torn apart children’s toy.
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“No, I love you this much,” he said, spreading his arms as wide 
as his body would allow him.

“All right, well, I can’t beat that, kid—nothing is bigger than 
Infinity and Beyond—”

“—I know, I know. I’ll miss you, too. But I’ll see you right after 
school. Promise,” he told the Stuffed-Animal.

“Yeah, I’ll be at Home Tree right when you get done, waiting 
for you. Promise. Then, we can walk over to the park. I’ll pack some 
PB&J’s, too, right after I drop you off—”

“—mhmm, we can do that, too, kid,” he nodded.
The homeless man picked up the Stuffed-Animal and rested it on 

his chest and right shoulder, laying Bunny Rabbit’s head against his 
lower neck. Fastening his ripped raincoat, he repositioned himself  
and the homeless man and his companion fell asleep against the 
streetlamp with the sound of  an afternoon Chicago as background 
noise.

“—sir, are you all right?”
The homeless man slowly forced his light-hazel eyes to an open, 

rubbing them with his knuckles, and eventually gave attention to the 
stranger.

“Did you hear me? I asked if  you were all right, sir.”
He did not respond.
“Can You hear me?” the stranger said, gesturing his hands to 

his ears.
He did not say anything again and continued to glare at the 

stranger.
“Well, never-mind. Just looked like you needed some help. That’s 

all.”
Then, the stranger walked away, flustered and defeated from 

silence, down the sidewalk and rounded the corner.
“Trying to help. Get the hell outta here, breh,” he mumbled to 

himself, “Where was you when I needed help? F—outta here, breh.”
He moved the Stuffed-Animal back to his lap.
“I know, kid. I’m sorry. Daddy shouldn’t use bad words—”
“—you’re right, it’s not nice. I’m sorry kid,” he said.
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The homeless man turned his head and watched more and more 
people cross the intersection.

“I-it’s all your fault. Your fault. Your fault. You ain’t try,” he 
mumbled hitting his head with his palm.

“You’re sorry, breh. You promised you’d watch her. Where was 
you at?”

“It’s all your fault. Why’d you take Her away from me?” he 
asked, “What gives You the right to look down on me, huh?”

More and more pedestrians walked along the crosswalk staring 
at the homeless man.

“Answer me!” he screamed at passing pedestrians.
“Yeah, yeah. Thought so, breh.”
Above the intersection, the trains at the top of  their voice flew by 

on the L—short for Chicago’s ‘Elevated’ transit system.
“You ain’t never answer us. You just sit there. And take. And 

take. And take from us. You took everything from me, and I hate 
You.”

“I hate You so much, breh. And that’s on everything, breh, On 
my moms, breh,” he cried.

He teared up and rubbed his eyes with his knuckles to hide his 
hurt.

“No, no. I’m not sad. I promise,” he said, looking back at the 
Stuffed-Animal and holding its hand.

The homeless man stopped with his hands and began to use his 
raincoat sleeves to wipe the tears from his face. They ran down his 
cheeks with weight and his expression was empty of  Happiness.

“I don’t know why people cry, kid. People can cry when they are 
real happy, too, though. It’s not only when you’re sad,” he explained, 
“You want your Good Memories to outweigh the Bad Ones, and 
that’s why a lot of  people cry because they forget all about how 
happy they were, and they remember all the times when they got 
scrapes on their knees from bike rides, or like when they fell off the 
playground at recess—”

The streetlight flipped to green and more and more cars and box 
trucks moved down N. Wells Street and people at the corner waited 
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for the walking man again to cross.
“—I don’t know, kid. It’s just the way it is. Can’t really do nothing 

bout it,” he said.
“What’s my favorite Good Memory?” he asked himself, “I’m in 

it right now.”
Then, the homeless man pulled Bunny Rabbit close to him and 

put his thin arms around the children’s toy, hugging the Stuffed 
Animal as if  it were the last time. Then, he released and placed 
Bunny Rabbit on his lap, facing the brick wall, and began to pull the 
rubber-band off the ears.

He thought to himself  and wondered why Good Memories could 
become Bad ones from withdrawal and reminiscing. To him, it made 
no sense. And the homeless man hated the idea. Recalling the good 
should heal the soul, not bring unfathomable agony. Every moment, 
good and bad, was cemented into his mind, and the homeless man 
wished to forget and erase everything, to have a spotless mind, but 
those thoughts were all he had left. And if  he gave up the Good 
Memories, and the Bad Ones, any argument to stay would be 
worthless and would hold no weight. So, the homeless man chose to 
stay. And hurt. But it was the only way to immortalize Something of  
Great Importance.

Changing color, the opposing streetlight switched to green. 
Across the way the street performer finished his set, and he began to 
collect his change and pack his belongings. More and more cars and 
box trucks and pedestrians moved down the street, claustrophobic 
from crammed conditions. The homeless man watched the street 
performer to his left place his trumpet back in its case and walk away.

“I guess he ain’t got no more music left in him, huh.”
“Well, I liked him a whole lot, how bout you, kid?” he asked.
The Stuffed-Animal did not say anything.
“Yeah. It’s kind of  sad we ain’t gonna see him again,” he 

responded, “But that ain’t mean we’ll forget the music he made and 
the songs he sang, though.”

He pulled a small pink brush from the side pocket of  his pack 
and the homeless man began to brush Bunny Rabbit’s ears back 
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toward his chest thoroughly.
“He made me smile, too, kid.”
As more and more cars and box trucks and pedestrians passed, 

the sun fell past the horizon. The night air was frigid, and the wind 
blew strong against the high-rises. After the homeless man finished 
brushing the Stuffed-Animal’s floppy ears, he tossed the small pink 
brush back where it belonged—the same one used before school 
and church and bedtime stories—in its designated pocket, and gave 
Bunny Rabbit a sweet kiss good-night on top of  the head. Throwing 
his hood over the top, he protected his aged face from Chicago’s 
harsh nights, and from the hiking pack beside him the homeless 
man pulled out a Cassette Player with headphones wrapped around 
the plastic music box. Unraveling the tangled wires, he placed the 
retro metal headset over his ears, and pressed the play button on the 
side. Then, the homeless man’s heavy eyelids finally dropped as he 
listened to an old tape given to him as a child, which reminded him 
of  his Mother cleaning on Sundays singing along to slow soul music. 
Once the music began to become less prominent and more distant 
within his head, he fell asleep—untroubled—like his light-hearted 
Mother only on Sundays.

His dreams were heart-rending and short-lived. Every night, 
the homeless man dreamt of  what lied ahead for himself—mostly 
things in store held together from remaining hope—but more so, 
he visualized the remnants of  the time before now, where his mind 
attempted to lift the spirit with sweet moments, to make him feel all 
the better, yet, unfortunately, only brought more hurt to his heart. 
Most of  the moments the homeless man dreamt of  were about his 
Childhood, like when he would help his Mother dry the dishes, 
trying to help as much as possible, or when he hung out with his Wife 
as a child by the creek, skipping rocks, talking for hours, and losing 
track of  time. And any other space for thought was designated for 
Bunny Rabbit. All the dreams with Her, despite being short-lived, 
were wholesome and dear. His favorite was when he was able to 
hold her hand with his hand, whether it was walking to the corner-
store a block away, or waiting for the train, watching the rain drop 
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while underneath the station’s overhang. And also when he could 
see her shy, sweet smile—the same one his Wife wore—during small 
interactions like when being pushed on the swing, back and forth 
and as high as possible, or when she saw snow for the first time, her 
nose cold, wet, and red, and her all wrapped up inside of  a puffy 
pink winter-coat with a matching beanie and scarf. Every dream felt 
so real to him. As if  it were yesterday.

His eyes still shut, the homeless man felt a hand slightly shove 
his shoulder, in attempt to wake him from his rest. But he still rested 
there, though, asleep against the streetlamp, undisturbed by the 
initial effort. Then, on his shoulder the homeless man felt another 
push more aggressive and pressing than the first. He woke from his 
sleep and standing over him was a policeman in uniform, a younger 
officer with a pale, distinct featured face, a weak jawline, and eager 
dark-brown eyes underneath a set of  thick black eyebrows.

“Got another complaint from one of  the residents around here,” 
the policeman said, “Told us you’ve been yelling at people all day 
again. I thought we talked about this.”

The homeless man looked down at his dirty white scuffed 
sneakers and began to fidget with his bony fingers, trying to release 
some stiffness from his joints. His hands always hurt from the cold 
night air.

“No, I ain’t.”
“Come on man. We talked about this literally last week. You can’t 

just scream at people. I could arrest you for Disorderly Conduct if  I 
really wanted to.”

“I’m not,” he said.
“Why are you lying to my face again? I saw you just do it the 

other day and I decided to let it slip, and be nice, but if  you don’t 
stop, I’m going to have to do something about it. And I don’t want 
to do that. You know that.”

“I just don’t understand.”
“I’m telling you not to scream anymore. What’s not to understand, 

man?” the policeman asked.
“I just ain’t understand how they can make a phone call, and 
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complain, and look down on me from up there, knowing I’m hurting 
down here. Crying down here. Absolutely empty down here. And 
they ain’t care. They don’t. Nobody does anymore,” he ranted, “And 
they know I need help. I know I do, too. But they ain’t never really 
try to help. Like look at me, breh. I’m homeless and I’m hungry. I’m 
outside of  a restaurant for Christ-sake and all these people walk by, 
leftovers in their hands, and look at me for a second, and turn their 
head away because they feel bad after making eye contact with me. 
But if  they really feel like that, if  they really feel for me, why not help 
me? Why not give me some food? They know I’m hungry, and they 
walk out that restaurant, stomach full, probably gonna throw their 
leftovers away anyway, and still won’t give me some. I see people walk 
into that restaurant, every goddam day, and I watch through that 
window, and I see people barely touch their food, and once they’re 
done, it just gets tossed into a trash can by some busboy, while I sit 
out here, imagining someone walk out that door and look my way 
and say, ‘Hey, you want my food? Probably not gonna eat it anyway.’ 
And I say no, of  course, because I was raised to do everything on my 
own, like my moms taught me. But then, they respond back, ‘No, 
I want you to have it. Please. Take it,’ showing that they actually 
care I get a meal that day. Even if  it’s barely anything. But I sit here 
hungry and hoping someone looks my way. Because I’m tired of  
having sleep for dinner. And I know you ain’t know what that tastes 
like,” he said, “I just don’t understand how those people up there 
walk by me, again and again, every goddam day, and choose not to 
care for me and help me and look at me like I’m not a human being, 
or something. Like I ain’t got feelings, too, or something. I just don’t 
understand, breh. It pisses me off.”

The policeman looked down at the homeless man and stood 
there, trying to collect his thoughts together.

“It’s okay. It’s okay. Go back to bed, kid. I’ll be right there,” the 
homeless man whispered to the Stuffed-Animal.

“Those people in there have jobs. And lives. You can’t expect 
everybody to go out their way and try to help you. You haven’t even 
tried to help yourself, man. When was the last time you tried to 
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actually go and get some?” the policeman finally responded, “To 
me, and everyone else, it just looks like you’re another homeless man, 
moping around and trying to mooch off other people. Why would 
a hard-working man, like me, want to give someone like you my 
leftovers after I worked a long day? Do I not deserve those leftovers, 
too? Like why not get a job like everyone else and earn your food? 
You’re a man. You can get up and shave and go get a job like the 
rest of  us. It’s not that hard,” the policeman explained, “And I know 
you’re hurting. I understand that. But you aren’t the only one who’s 
got problems, you know. We all do, man. You just gotta learn to keep 
them to yourself  like everyone else and keep going.”

The homeless man raised his head, looked up at him, and with 
swollen, teary eyes stared at the policeman.

“You ain’t understand.”
“What?” the policeman asked.
“You ain’t understand. Used to have a job just like you. I actually 

was the first one in my family to graduate college and make it out 
the projects. I tried getting help, but it’s hard talking to someone who 
ain’t know where you come from. Where I’m from, people ain’t talk 
about their problems. And when we do, they ain’t understand. They 
can imagine, but they won’t ever understand. And the sad thing is 
they pretend like they do, and give out some bum advice like ‘Oh, 
it’ll be all right,’ and ‘Don’t worry. It won’t matter in the long run.’ 
But in reality, it never will be all right and it does matter in the long 
run, which makes me worry all the more. You ain’t have problems, 
like I do. You do not know pain, like I do, breh,” he said, “You 
ain’t know what it feels like to hold your Mother’s hand, at nineteen, 
and see her run out of  fight, day after day and night after night, 
losing her to something someone else might deserve. You ain’t know 
nothing bout your auntees secretly touching on you as a youngin, 
feeling like did wrong, or something your whole life. Or having your 
Father walk in and out on your Mother constantly, stealing the smile 
off her face and the sunlight out her eyes. You ain’t know what it feels 
like to have the Love of  Your Life not grow up on the same advice, 
so when times get tough, she walks out on you, just like your Father 
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and everyone else in your life, and remarry a man who looks like 
you, someone who even does the same thing as you, but ain’t you—”

“You have to let g—”
“Let me finish,” he said, “And you ain’t know what it’s like to 

watch your daughter get her soul snatched right in front of  you. 
Right in front of  you. It was my turn to watch her. And I ain’t try. 
She was riding her new bike I just got her. Even had the training 
wheels off, too. Just turned six. Every day I wish I ain’t come from 
the Southside and try to talk to my Father that day. Every goddam 
day. I hate myself, so much. And every day, I wish I died that day. 
Every day. You have no idea how smart she was. She wanted to be 
an astronaut, like Neil Armstrong. But that dream was taken away 
from her, and I hate Him so much because of  that. I hate Him so 
much, breh. And that’s on everything,” he said, looking down at 
Bunny Rabbit, “Sienna was my best-friend. I swear I’ve never loved 
anything more in my life. God, I miss her so much,” he cried, “So 
don’t tell me you’re sorry. And that you understand. You ain’t know 
me, breh. You ain’t know.”

The policeman looked down at the homeless man. His eyes were 
pouring pain down his cheeks and into his overgrown beard and 
his body was shaking from the amount of  stress and anxiety he had 
held. Unable to react once more, the policeman stood there trying to 
think of  some way to help. But he could not think of  any advice, for 
he had nothing supportive to offer the homeless man.

“I’m sorry. But you can’t stay here, Hadrian. And you know 
that.”
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