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Letter from the Editor
I don’t know all that much about 
coyotes.  I suppose most of us don’t.  
Oh, don’t get me wrong.  Plenty of 
people study coyotes, yet, even then, 
the number of people who claim to 
know about coyotes is still smaller 
than the number of the rest of us who 
know even less.  What I know about 
coyotes is limited by my observation 
of them, and I’m not keen.  I happen 
to live where they live, and I see 
them from time to time from a safe 
distance.  I hear them more than I 
see them.  I hear them when I sleep, 
separated by the four walls, the 12 X 
16 structure built recently compared 
to the coyotes’ existence.  Unless I 
make an attempt and get involved, I 
will retain my ignorance, inside of my 
enclosure, with my limited knowledge.

When I sleep, I hear coyotes near my 
house, and the sound is loud, wild, 
unconstrained, high-pitched, and a 

little scary.  I’m not scared.  The 
sound is scary because it sounds reckless 

and passionate.  If I have an interest in 
understanding the sounds I hear in the dark, from 

the security of my dwelling, I could easily ask.  I know a 
biologist.  I could inquire.  Because I don’t, the sounds 
are indecipherable, and I cannot assign meaning to them.  
That is not to say the sounds lack meaning; contrarily, I 
lack the ability or desire or both to ascertain meaning.   
What is unknown, then, remains scary.

Anthropocentric fear exists in us whether we hear coyotes 
in Wonder Valley or in Joshua Tree.  Again, most of 
us do not know much about areas outside of our frames 
of reference, and things which are unfamiliar can feel 
threatening. 

We must remember; though, humans have free will.  Being 
social creatures, with high levels of reasoning and the 
ability to express thoughts through oral and written 
communication, we can choose to inquire, therefore, 
enlightening ourselves through logical knowledge.

When we understand, we can appreciate and even love 
things previously unfamiliar and misunderstood.  When 
we love, we do not fear.  Without fear, there is the 
possibility of peace. “What’s so funny ‘bout peace, love, 
and understanding?” (Lowe)

Turq Teischa, Punk-Banana (Stand-in for Tanner Leader), Ellen e Baird, Gary Tufel, Sherry Harwin
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Also, because of free will, 
humans can choose to not 
investigate, remaining, for 
a variety of unknowns, in an 
ignorant state.  This state of 
unknowing can create intrigue 
and mysterious beliefs.  These 
mysteries, therein, can be used for good 
or ill – again we possess the option.  
If I choose to ascribe wild candor to the 
howl of the coyote, so be it, yet it would 
be irresponsible for me to convey my self-
stylized mystery on others and substantiate the 
claim as empirical knowledge.  If pressed, I 
must respond, “I do not know.”  To suppose is an 
untruth.

However, in our lives, there are many things we do 
not know.  Some, we may choose to allow to stay 
mysterious, unknown, mystical, beautiful, and 
wild.  Un-ascribed.  Others, though, we inquire of 
and invest in.  As long as our inquiry comes from 
a place of reverential curiosity and not of fear 
of (and eventually destruction of) the unknown.  
We must be ethical.  We must be responsible.

Gary Tufel, a stalwart editor and an excellent 
humorist.  Dismissing himself from rating pieces 
he felt he had no discerning eye for, Gary always 
acquiesced to the consensus. Gary, you are honest 
and open.

Sherry Harwin, a rule follower to a T.  Lacking 
empirical knowledge of the ways of academia, Sherry 
relied instead, dutifully, on the playbook.  Sherry, you 
are brave and just.

Turq Teischa, familiar with many students and their 
artwork, recused herself from the scoring of several 
pieces in order to remain fair.  Tunisia, you are fiercely 
loyal.

Tanner Leader, one of the most candid and unpretentious 
students I have ever had the pleasure of working with, 
thrives on his pure energy and his ability to incite otherwise 
hesitant artists to show themselves.  Tanner, you are a 
breath of fresh air, passing “. . . through universities 
with radiant cool eyes hallucinating Arkansas and Blake-
light tragedy among the scholars of war” (Ginsberg).

Sandy Smith and Sara Hutson, your unwavering trust in and 
support for Howl are qualities rarely displayed.  Thank you 
for believing in and defending what we have done for Howl 
for the past six years.  You are dedicated and responsible 
stewards for our community, our college, and our culture.

Most of the people 
involved with Howl will 
accept changes.  Are 
they sad?  Yes.  Are they 
mad?  Yes.  Still, they 
will continue on.  There 
is one, though, who is 
removed from the pack 
and sees the goings on 

from above.  Distinct, 
she sits and waits for the 

agents to move away from the 
target.  She circles back.  Thank 

you, Melissa Sabol, for believing in 
yourself and me.

Jolie Alpin, thank you for keeping us in 
line.

Kylee Muchenje, thank you for helping me see 
the truth.

Spelman Downer, so long.  Thanks for your belief 
in the unintelligible.  Thanks for opening your 
class and your students to possibilities without 
limitations.

Charles Peterson, thank you for listening, consoling, 
supporting, volunteering, and believing in me and in 
what I have tried to do with Howl.  You are a gift.

Lowen Thomas, congratulations!  Thank you for always 
contributing and never questioning.  May you continue 
to thrive artistically and creatively.  You are an 
amazing young man.

I have been informed Howl will continue to stay 
alive and thrive in some new fashion.  To those who 
continue to uplift Howl for the next twenty-three 
years, I say: “Good Luck.”  Not as Holden Caulfield 
understood it, but in its genuine meaning of good 
will.  If I ever utter good luck in your company, 
know I mean it.

After I learned decisions were made regarding Howl 
based on anecdotal knowledge, I had my own decision 
to make.  Willfully allowing the scary, unknown 
elements to remain magical yet un-supposed, I chose 
to let Howl go – like opening my hand and releasing 
the butterfly to lift, listening to the coyote howl 
outside my window and not desiring to interpret it.   
Some wild things are also true even if not to our 
untrained ears.

        Ellen e Baird
         Joshua Tree, California

     2019
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Swish -- the sound of a dropped shot.
Rubber bouncing against hardwood floors.
When you feel you can't go forward,
give a push and gain more.
Covered in sweat
is better than drenched in regret.

Play with forty minutes of passion;
you can only withdraw the cash you put in.
Make bountiful deposits
and positive impacts.
Energy and effort are two things we can control -- that is a direct 
quotation from my Head Coach.
Life is easier with a mindful approach.

You can play basketball alone,
but it is not as much fun.
We Won
sounds better than I Beat No One.
Team Spirit uniting us;
drive igniting us.

Two minutes left in the fourth quarter, and you are down by three.
One shot to tie is all you need,
but that is not enough to win;
Dig Deep. Find inspiration within.
Go beyond your limits
and get your second wind.

Going for The Win.
One minute remains, and you are winning now.
You take the last you have got,
and to your surprise, you sink the shot!
Look at you giving it all you have got.

Thirty seconds until the Buzzer sounds.
Take the things you learned in practice and apply them to the games; 
make yourself proud,
so you don't rely on cheers from the crowd.
A star still shines when no one else is around.

ON AND OFF THE COURT
By Briana Nieves
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I remember that horrendous day like it was yesterday. As I start 
to recount it, ghastly images begin to flood and invade my 
mind. My nostrils flare as I continue to recall the chill in that 

cold autumn’s morning. Even now, as I write these words, I can feel 
the pounding in my veins, as my pulse speeds more and more rapidly. 
My blood begins to boil as my breathing starts to become erratic. My 
body begins to prepare itself, as if  it will endure the emotions waged 
violently against the storm of  brutality once again. The squealing of  the 
bus tires could be heard across the wastelands of  the desert. The sound 
broke the silence and forced me to gaze in its direction. I first noticed 

Nameless 
By Jenn De Falco

YELLOW RAINCOAT
By Raydeen Mancera
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her when she tripped off  the bus and onto the sidewalk. She hit the 
pavement hard due to the fact that she didn’t possess any shoes on her 
feet. The bus doors immediately slammed in rejection and then sped off. 
My gaze returned to the woman who was cast out like unwanted trash. 
Looking at her, the first thing that comes to my attention is her outer 
appearance. Her hair was matted in knots and disarrayed. You could tell 
she hadn’t washed in quite some time. Her clothing was worn, and she 
had little blue ripped socks on her feet. She looked extremely frail and 
appeared to be in her late sixties, perhaps early seventies. I watched her 
as she slowly walked with a limp to the bench I was sitting at. She sat 
down, and I couldn’t help noticing the smell that she had due to the fact 
she had lost her bowels on herself. The pain of  her situation which had 
led her to this point of  existence was clearly seen in her eyes. A woman 
in her younger days who no doubt was so full of  life was now nothing 
more than a reflection of  her former self. She had become a mere shell, 
her self-confidence, self-respect and, most of  all, the will to live had all 
been stripped from her. The old bench we sat on was right in front of  
a restaurant. The workers of  the restaurant and some customers came 
out of  the restaurant and belittled and degraded the elderly woman. 
Some people walking by heard the loud vulgar comments and stopped 
to gawk, and all the while it was laughter I could hear every time a 
hateful word was spoken. This inhumane way of  treating someone 
quickly escalated as a few people started throwing trash at her. I could 
no longer keep my silence and I tried to reason with the people who 
were so cruel. A sad reality, there is no way to reason with bullies.  

I was jumped from behind; I felt the impact as flesh hit flesh across 
my backside. The fight was on and I would not yield. At this point the 
authorities were called, and the elderly woman went to hide. The fight 
was broken up and we all went our own way. The authorities arrived, 
but there was nothing to see. My hand was bloodied and was screaming 
at me, but all I cared about was where the elderly woman went. Is she 
all right?  I found this poor elderly woman hiding behind a building. I 
sat next to her and asked her if  there was anything I possibly could do 
for her. I then asked her, “Are you hungry? Perhaps, you are thirsty?” 
The woman did not respond and simply stared blankly. I decided to 
get her something to eat and drink. I immediately went to McDonald’s 
and ordered her two Quarter Pounders with cheese, a large fries, and 
several waters. I returned to find her not in the spot I had left her. The 

elderly woman had hidden behind a large bush. I sat again next to her 
and placed the food and drinks in front of  her. She finally spoke; “I am 
not hungry,” she said. I responded, ”Surely you are!” I told her I would 
simply leave the food and the waters for the next person. Perhaps, I said, 
they will be hungry. I asked her for her name; she looked at me and her 
eyes filled with tears. Her pain showered me like a cold bitter rain, and 
I ached for some sense of  warmth. The elderly woman’s response is 
something I will never forget; she said to me, “My name is Nameless.” 
My eyes filled with tears to think about her pain, that she felt she did 
not even deserve a name. I left the food in front of  her and I kissed her 
head and said goodbye. As I was walking away she whispered, "Thank 
you.” I drove around the block and then parked across the street. I made 
sure I would not be seen by the elderly woman. There I watched her 
cry and bury her face in her hands. I wept in silence for her. After a few 
moments which felt like hours, the elderly woman began to eat the 
food. A smile stretched across my face and when I gazed at her, I felt a 
connection, a connection like no other. A connection that binds us all 
together as humans.
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It was always us and them,

and them and us,

but our parents told us it wasn't thus,

they told us to hush.

Our parents lied--

now our parents have died,

and now it's us and the little rich boy

who used to like to pick fights

and there's no one around

to break it up.

In summary, let me just say that even Nostradumbass

couldn't have predicted

that the end of the world would be caused by

an orange man

wearing a wig

with small hands.

By Turq Teischa

TRUMP, HOURS AFTER 
DEPORTING OOMPA LOOMPAS 
TO LOOMPALAND, DISCOVERS 
HE IS ONE

THIS IS WHERE WE HUNG OUR PEACE SHIELDS
By Turq Teischa
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Between the desert gloamings
Arrives the night. But not the silence.
First heralds: Two of too few
remaindered, bats squeaking to each other. 
Humanly Inaudible. But they can hear. 
First creak of cooling as house settling into nightmode. 
Wending homeward traffic rumbles 
Whizzes, wheeeees, whines, rolls and roars along the hiway. 
Tires hiss, Red and blue flashing but silent 
CHIP motor car pursues a screaming, 
Whirling red dome lit Ambulance 
who serenades the distant injured, 
Help is coming. 
Soundlessly, a single stranded, blinking 
pearl necklace of Jumbo jet planes, 
threads its way down to LAX. 
Journeys almost done, 
House sharply cracks and wind 
scrapes against the windows. 
Midnight dogs and coyotes kick up their paws in the 
call and respond of an ancient Saturday night hoedown. 
A cockerel, satiated or forlorn, cocks his doodle doo 
announcing dawn. Four hours too soon. 
Two hours later a neighborhood  donkey 
Hees and Haws in hopes of an early breakfast. 
While the International Space Station 
with wise men and women aboard 
appears from the east, and for three minutes 
winks and blinks its way across the moonless heavens. 
Crew looks down on us looking up at them. 
House settles and creaks as encore. 
Semi-silenced calm descends until, 
After a few house creaks and ‘pops,’ 
The deep tympanic rumblings of empty 
Jurassic style garbage trucks rumble by 
in search of archeological treasures 
to be excavated from landfills millennia hence. 
Divorce papers between earth and sky are filed and 

NOCTURNE IN MOJAVE DESERT MAJOR
By Aubrey Leahy

demarcation begins with mountains faintly 
showing independence from the night sky. 
With the predawn arrives 
the morning gloaming along with… 
A very, faint, at first…humm, thrum, humm, 
fading away, returning stronger, 
louder, more insistent and 
again as a phalanx of thirteen 
Marine Corps choppers, 
in a three, four, three , three formation….. 
helicopter       Helicopters     Helicopters
stuttering, chattering whirlybirding 
WHUMPF   WHUMPF   WHUMPFING 
roaring, home trembling, house shaking
WHUMPFING   WHUMPF    WHUMPHING of a

, a heavenly earthquake envelopes the awakening world.  
Helicopters    helicopter        helicopter          h e l i c o p t e r……… 
rotoring away into the fast dawning day and the rising sun. 
The bats silently return home a half hour later 
and, if the air and thee remain very still, 
the downbeat flap, flap flapping of ravens’ wings can be clearly heard

Sunrise broaches the ragged horizon and a new day in the desert dawns.

taps the baton and another symphony begins Movement
in the desert symphony? chorale....
The conductor heavenly? unseen/ unknown...I Her Baton?

Garage trucks dinosaur (Jurassic) of today collecting archeological 
treasures oft omeemmorrow inaudible bats fly back to rest, digest and 
hide from what the day brings.
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What is free

Is it me

Is it the potential in all I see

Is it the morning and birds that sing

Is it the days I can feel my dreams

Or the thought process from my day to day

To live my life in an extraordinary way

Allowing my inner child to play

Or all these words I needed to say

In hopes that this could shed some light

On a broken girl’s continuous fight

To see the wrongs

And strive to be right

The thoughts that viciously keep me up at night

To break the mold created for me

Tear-filled eyes opened to finally see

That the only way I could ever truly be free

Is to love myself eternally

Picnic time in Winnie the Pooh’s 100 Acre Wood Remembering, as 

We strolled into The 100 Acre Wood, Tartan blanket arrayed Over 

one shoulder. Thee next to me And in between, a Wicker picnic basket. 

Full of smoked salmon sandwiches, strawberries, scones, champagne 

and, Of course plenty of hunny. We strolled through an early Autumn 

flutterdown of leaves, nimbly catching some, or vainly trying to, Before 

the earth did. And crunching others under well shod feet. We ate, we 

drank We laughed and We sighed, and laughed some more And, after 

strawberries were vanquished licked each other’s fingers clean of jammy 

clotted cream. And sighed again. None, save birds. A swarm of bees, trees 

and blue skies, were no more than we in selfsame woods so beloved By 

Eyeore, Pooh, And you know who. We agreed to Disagree with those 

Who frowned and naysayed Upon the desirability of Fine French lingerie 

As perfectly perfect and Singularly appropriate Attire for picnickers. After 

feasting we Cleared away, packed, Then, From THE bridge Played very 

merry Pooh Sticks In the100 acre wood. I have, conveniently, Forgotten 

who won. Which means you Most certainly did. 

By Shawnta Akins

By Aubrey Leahy

FREE

PICNIC TIME IN 
WINNIE THE 
POOH'S 100 
ACRE WOOD
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With thouthts so black, 

I can no longer act

So happy and bright or

I'll shatter and crack

I trip and fall

Smack down on my face

Reality hit me

And got in my face

Screaming so loud

My thoughts aren't with me.

No body can see me

Let alone hear me

My face crumbling away

My body thinning to paper

And blown away like ash.

With thoughts so black

It tore me apart

Now no one knows...

My life was art.

By Kayla R. J. Jenkins

THOUGHTS
SO BLACK

WE ARE ALL LIARS
By Tania Abramson
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Kenneth Jeffries was thirteen years old when he 
encountered Jennifer Jackson for the first time. She smiled 
back at him from the centerfold of  the Playboy Magazine 

he’d pilfered from his older brother Keith’s secret hiding place beneath 
a loose floorboard in their shared bedroom. The pilfering transpired in 
an effort to see what had all the other boys at school so out of  sorts. 
The first black Playboy centerfold: Miss March 1965. That’s all they 
seemed to talk about. However, it wasn’t until that very moment, that 
millisecond when the innermost middle page of  the magazine unfurled 
like a banner of  café au lait skin, that Kenneth finally understood what 
had every teenage boy in the neighborhood going hog wild. “Now 
this,” Kenneth thought as he began to sweat under his arms, “this is a 
woman.”

 Oh, yes. This was a real woman. A perfect example of  the 
female form right there in color print for the whole world to see. Plump 

REBELLIOUS MIRACLE
By Brianna Hams

lips. Ample breasts. A subtle hourglass shape. Wide, childbearing hips. 
But most of  all… oh, most of  all, those soft, knowing eyes that seemed 
to say, “It’s okay; don’t be embarrassed. You can look all you want, 
Honey. That suits me just fine. That’s why I’m here.”

 Kenneth began to feel lightheaded; he found himself  stumbling 
backward until his back met the wall and he slumped down to the floor 
with his legs stretched out in front of  him, magazine still in hand. He slid 
farther down the wall until he was laid out on the floor of  his bedroom 
like a dead starfish, the crown of  his head resting against the wall’s high 
baseboard. Kenneth let out a shaky breath, glad that Keith was still 
out with his friends playing basketball at the park and that Momma 
was pulling a double shift down at the diner. His shaky arms raised the 
magazine above his head and once again let the centerfold unravel. He 
held it open with clammy hands, so he could see the entire image.

 Staring up at the picture of  this woman, this newly discovered 
incarnation of  the Goddess, Kenneth felt the strange urge to speak 
with her, to ask what made her smile in that special way. Did the 
photographer say something to make her lips turn up in shy laughter 
just before he pressed down on the shutter button of  his camera? Did 
she have a secret she was delighting in keeping to herself ? Or was she 
simply being a woman and living up to legends of  the mocha-skinned, 
sand-footed temptresses spoken of  in the Hoodoo stories of  the Deep 
South? Kenneth didn’t know. What he did know is that his heart was 
beginning to race and his skin felt too tight. There was a stirring in that 
deep, dirty place between his hips. It made him squirm awkwardly. 

 “There’s something wrong about this,” his gut told him. “This 
is a sin.” He thought to say a quick prayer of  forgiveness, but his body 
had other ideas. Ideas his Momma would not like at all. Momma was 
an individual of  strict morals, the kind of  person polite society would 
call charismatic in her doctrine. After Kenneth’s father broke his and 
Momma’s sacred bond to run off  to California with some jezebel 
white woman, Momma’s heavenly devotion quickly grew into a 
deep fanaticism the likes of  which left Kenneth absolutely terrified of  
stepping so much as a single centimeter out of  line. 

 Momma was always reminding Kenneth and his brother that 
the Babylonian whore that was Modern Woman would surely spell out 
their doom if  they didn’t cling tight to the bosom of  the Almighty God 
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and stave off  their earthly lusts until they could be sanctified by the holy 
sacrament of  marriage. Momma never once had to say that she’d tan 
their hides raw if  she ever caught either one of  them in the sinful act 
of  self  gratification. No, that part was fiercely implied. The fact that 
Keith had even managed to sneak the magazine into the house without 
Momma knowing seemed like a miracle to Kenneth. It was a rebellious 
miracle, but a miracle just the same. Now, the only question was this: 
what to do with the subject of  such a spiritual occurrence?

 Kenneth could get rid of  it; go down to the basement and 
throw the magazine into the furnace, but that just didn’t sit right with 
him. He could simply place the magazine back into the hidden habitat 
where he found it and act like nothing ever happened, but that wouldn’t 
do either. Neither of  those options seemed fair. “No woman should be 
burned up in a furnace or have to live out her existence half-suffocated 
under a loose floorboard just for being beautiful,” Kenneth decided. 
“Not even one that’s made of  paper.”

 Kenneth knew what he had to do. He’d have to find Jennifer a 
new home; one where she would be safe and happy. He didn’t want to 
give her up, but this wasn’t about him anymore. He had Jennifer’s best 
interest to keep in mind now. That was when a brilliant idea came to 
him. 

 “Mr. Droit!” Kenneth said aloud with glee as he scrambled up 
from his position on the floor. He looked down at the centerfold and 
explained, “I’ll take you to Mr. Droit at the end of  the block. He’s a 
packrat. He never throws anything away. You can stay there!”

 Before he knew it, Kenneth was racing down the sidewalk 
towards Mr. Droit’s place with the magazine clutched close to his 
chest, the front door of  his house slamming shut behind him. Kenneth 
stumbled up onto Mr. Droit’s porch and extended one finger to ring the 
doorbell as he forced his body to stop short, almost bashing his face into 
the door in the process. The door swung open to reveal the figure of  
old Mr. Droit standing in the doorway, leaning heavily on the cane he 
grasped in his right hand. 

 Mr. Droit must have been a very tall man at one point in his life; 
this was evident in the severe hunch of  his back that brought his shoulders 
forward and down, so it looked like he was continuously bowing to a 
passing royal. His teeth were the same color as wet newspaper, and he 

had dark, leathery looking skin. His fingernails were overgrown and 
claw-like, and it looked as if  he hadn’t changed his clothes in a number 
of  days. In fact, the only part of  poor old Mr.Droit that seemed to not 
be in some shape of  disrepair was his piercing pale green eyes. They 
seemed to glow out of  his face in an otherworldly manner. 

 “Oh no,” the old man wheezed, his free hand rifling through 
his pockets for a dirty, yellowed handkerchief. “Not another one of  
youse!” Mr. Droit paused to hack something slimy-sounding into his 
handkerchief. “Youse boys been bringin’ me nudie mags all damn day 
long! Hell, what’s with ya? Even I don’t need this many.”

 “How many?” Kenneth asked in confusion. “Mr. Droit, I don’t 
understand—”

 “This many!” Mr. Droit exclaimed as he shuffled to the side so 
Kenneth could see past him. Kenneth poked his head past the old codger 
to see a stack of  at least thirty Playboy magazines set haphazardly upon 
Mr. Droit’s already crowded coffee table. Every single one was turned 
to its centerfold: Jennifer Jackson, Miss March 1965. 

 Kenneth stood there in shock, feet practically glued to the 
floor. “But, I thought…” Kenneth’s voice trailed off  into nothingness.

 “Thought what, Sonny?” Mr. Droit rasped before coughing 
into his handkerchief  yet again. “That a girl saves a look like that for 
only one man?”

 Kenneth nodded dumbly.

 “Trust me, boy,” Mr. Droit punctuated the word “trust” with 
a stomp of  his foot. “There ain’t a woman in the world what gives that 
look to only one man. Now, you just set that there publication down 
with the rest of  ‘em and run on home. Go on, now. Git!”

 Kenneth went. He took the magazine and set it on the top of  
the pile, then turned and ran back to his house, tears streaming down his 
face as his feet pounded against the sidewalk. He collapsed on his front 
porch steps, chest heaving and ears buzzing. “So this is it,” Kenneth 
thought dejectedly as he tried to catch his breath. “This is heartbreak.”
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Sitting in the laundry mat is like sitting in the middle 

of a thunderstorm. The tumble, tumble, tumble 

of industrial grade dryers. The shuffling of other 

people’s feet against the tile floor. The “shhhhchikk-

shhhchikk” sound a plastic clothes basket makes 

as it is dragged toward a front loading washer on 

the other side of the room. My fingers are tapping 

out a nonsensical beat against my knee as I wait 

for my clothes to dry. My mother sits beside me, 

her scissors snipping away at the coupon pages 

she brought with her from home. There’s the bang 

of a washer lid as it slaps down. Whoosh, says the 

overworked air conditioner. Beep, beep, beep, beep, 

beeeeeep! Someone’s washing is done. A young 

child screeches out a tantrum while another begs 

for a soda from the snack machine. Three old 

women trade the latest town gossip back and forth, 

cackling like the witches in Macbeth. The distinct 

clink-clink-clink as the change machine spits out 

quarters. The wheels of an overloaded laundry 

cart squeak as a girl steers it past me. Outside a 

husband is calling out for his wife. Kathrine, the 

woman who runs the laundry mat, loudly says, “I’m 

sorry, sir. You can’t bring your dog in here unless 

it’s a service animal.” The man’s dog barks as he 

leads it back outside. Above it all, the radio plays a 

Joni Mitchell song I haven’t heard in years. “Don’t it 

always seem to go that you don’t know what you 

got ‘til it’s gone / They paved paradise and put up a 

parking lot.”

You are my Heaven

You have always been

And though through its gates Saint Peter may beckon

If you’re not there I won’t go in

Because paradise without you is Paradise Lost

And ignoring the moral of that story

I must be with you at any cost

And for this selfishness I am sorry

I understand that you want me to walk those golden streets

Even if you are not by my side

But I’d rather we both be entwined in bed sheets

And there in that sin we could hide

For Heaven is not made up of angels with flowing robes and 

golden hair

Heaven is made up of the people you love that end up there

WASHING DAY
By Brianna Hams

By Brianna Hams

MY
HEAVEN
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UNTITLED
By Aubrey Leahy

Starry-eyed...a moonlit dim sky. The 

formations of stars tonight are clear 

and concise. The Tropic of Cancer is 

exposed in its unblanketed elegance. 

The serene silence is a wonder in itself. 

Not an artificial light in sight, just our 

neighbor peaking over the horizon, then 

from east to west...waxing; displaying the 

crescent fingernail of God. This dezert 

is beautiful, all-natural, and unfiltered. 

The night air is crisp and breathtaking 

with a subtle hint of rain. The moisture 

encompassing the valley enhances 

the native and displaced plants alike. 

Coyotes HOWLing in the distance 

hunting for the meal that will have them 

slumbering well. Standing in the middle 

of all this...yes, what a wonder indeed!

By Nathan Cordova

DEZERT
VIEW
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Walking off the beaten path brings solace 

and tranquility. Those peaceful walks 

stepping alone through desert trails allows 

for thoughts to be distinguished between 

horrifying and gentle. Sweet day dreaming 

of both allocates to each. An inebriated 

internal passage through my cerebral cortex 

watches every moment. Not every snapshot 

recorded resurfaces, as well those lay 

dormant...suppressed. They rear years later 

when needed-needed for the future journey.

By Nathan Cordova

SOLIDARITY
SEEKER

Must we seek to tune in or are we needing to tune out? 

Maybe it is time we get in tune. 

Tune in to the energy that surrounds. 

Maybe too tuned in, time to tune out. 

Living consciously, self-awareness is our most precious birthright. 

It’s all within our minds sight. 

We can manifest and give the rest a rest. 

Give this life our best. 

Unbounded awareness, focused attention, and flexible consciousness are 

the pillars to activate and cultivate. 

Ultimately, we are instruments of life.

 Out of tune at one moment, then in sublime harmony the next. 

TUNE
By Janna Browne
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Darkness.

The dark of night brings the nightmare, the recurring dream. 

Running. 

Running but barely moving. 

The sandy wash, where the rains once flooded, holds me back. 

Barefoot. 

Star blanket covers.

Night hides. 

What’s there to run from? 

Where is there to hide? 

Questions linger. 

Where is the key?

Allowing me to break free.

Matter out of place.

Items left in the wrong space. 

They simply do not belong. 

No longer wanted or useful.

Abandon. 

A mark that Homo sapiens have been present. 

Departed, their descent is evident. 

Mother earth, sweet mother. 

Ever since her birth, mistreated, used and abused. 

Takers without love, prowling her surface. 

Destroying the very environment providing for us. 

This can’t go on.  

There needs to be a new dawn. 

Synergy and harmony must come about for us to save this place we are 

holding in space.

Whilst hidden in the panorama, they howl beneath the celestial body.

Demanding to be seen with their bold resonance. 

Insistent on being heard. 

Blessed you are, to catch a glimpse as the sun rises. 

Free, independent and savage they are. 

Unapologetically faithful to their true essence. 

The mystic coyotes roam the landscape. 

If you’re fortunate, you’ll lure their presence.

Dear Moon,

You control the ebb and flow of my soul. You know my heart. You see my 

true self. I love you when you are big and bright but also when you are 

gone from sight. I learn from you and when you are gone I yearn for you. 

Sitting under your light, rocking to earth's hum, beating my own drum. A 

sacred spiritual being, you transfer divine purpose to all who hold space 

for you. May they be many, and may they be true.

DARKNESS
By Janna Browne

M.O.O.P.
By Janna Browne

MYSTIC COYOTES
By Janna Browne

DEAR
MOON
By Janna Browne
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I’ve attempted to escape. 

No recollection of the date.

I watch the sun… as it rises then as it falls. 

Awareness is gained, the moon waxes and wanes. 

They’ve said time is linear. 

Numbers, hours, days, on and on. 

But time is not linear. 

Moving through the many dimensions of this concept known as time. 

What is the reality? What day is it? 

The concept of time is nothing more than an illusion. 

The moon rises and falls. 

The time associated with each day, each evening, means nothing. 

All that is certain… is the sun, the moon, and the warm desert breeze. 

Capture a person as they are… in place of who they are masquerading as. 

The mask worn conceals the depths of our souls. 

Can’t even see the holes. 

The holes where the heart used to be whole. 

Cannot share, never would we dare. 

Too much darkness and not enough light. 

Take the façade away and I become a bird who has taken flight. 

You cannot see me because I hide. 

Maybe one day this will fade. 

I’ll show my mutilations, no longer in a masquerade.

The sign read High Road, take the next right. Admiring 

the sights, the universe has changed. Rearranged 

and rather strange. High Road welcomes the bold. 

Those unable to be bought or sold. The eccentric, the 

bewitched. The ones who’ve switched. Journeying along 

the paths less traveled. Letting the conformity from 

society unravel. Standing in true power.  This is the hour. 

Minds are ever clear. In the light with sweet delight. 

Oracles of the new world. We see the third dimension 

for what it genuinely is. Light and dark, intertwined 

as one. The soul goes on, never truly done. Forever 

growing. Continuously glowing.

ESCAPE
By Janna Browne

MASQUERADE
By Janna Browne

HIGH ROAD
By Janna Browne
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One afternoon, pick-up trucks 

With license plates from 

Iowa and Missouri

And South Carolina

And bright red bumper stickers 

Urging other motorists to 

"Lock Her Up!"

Pulled up before the

Old white house at the end

Of the unpaved desert road.

The Marines soon filled the

Pair of plastic trash containers

They found behind the house

And set them out front

Without bothering to 

Push the lids down tight.

That night, a big wind came along

And blew the trash far and wide,

Filling the darkness

Like an invasion of pint-size ghosts.

When the sun rose over the barren hills,

Wrappers from Del Taco and Burger King

THE
RAVENS
By Michael G. Vail

Mingled with instructions on

Interrogating prisoners of war and

Letters from the Veterans Administration,

All impaled on the gray chollas' needles

For as far as the eye could see.

Not long after that,

A pair of ravens arrived

Eager to eat whatever was left

Slathered on the fast food wrappers.

When they finished,

The loud black birds

Filled their beaks with

Discarded love letters

From lonesome sweethearts and wives

And flew together

To the nest they'd begun building

In the rocky hillside 

Above the valley floor.

END.
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HAPPY LAND
By Michael G. Vail

In June of  1970, right after I'd graduated from high school, 
my parents fell on hard times. My father suffered a nervous 
breakdown, meaning it would be a long time before he 

returned to his job as an eighth grade math teacher. A week later, my 
mother was demoted to part-time at the phone company where she 
was an information operator. 

That night over dinner, she explained what these hard times 
meant for me, their only child. 

"Sheila, I know we've always promised to pay for your college 
education," Mom told me while Dad sat silently at the end of  the table. 
"Now we can't afford to help. You need to get a job."

As it happened, we lived only a few miles from the most famous 
amusement park in the world. I spotted an ad in the local newspaper the 
very next day, announcing that it was hiring. "Join our cast of  characters 
here at Happy Land!" the ad proclaimed.

When I arrived that afternoon at Happy Land's employment 
office, the middle-aged woman behind the counter looked me up and 
down. I was barely five feet tall and, in those days, more than a little 
chubby.

"Here at Happy Land, our employees play a cast of  characters," 
she explained. "Unfortunately, you're not a fit for any of  the characters 
we're hiring right now."

"Are you sure?" 

She glanced down at a clipboard on the counter top. "There is 
one position that might fit you," she said. "We need a maid at the hotel."

Ever since I was a little girl, I'd helped Mom keep our apartment 
clean. And I was good at it. "That sounds fine," I said.

"You can start tomorrow." She handed me several forms. "Just fill 
out this paperwork. And before you leave, stop by the hotel and ask for 
Irma. She'll get you a uniform."

Irma was a Latina about my mother's age who stared silently at 
me for a moment once she'd handed over the uniform.

"Girl, have you cleaned before?" she demanded forcefully in a 
thick accent.

I nodded.

She tilted her head to one side as she continued to watch me. 

When I returned to the Happy Land Hotel the next morning, 
Irma gave me my keys, showed me my locker and where the linens 
and towels were stored and took me to the cart I'd be using. Pushing it 
ahead of  me, I followed her into a nearby service elevator that stopped 
at the fourth floor.

She pointed down the empty hallway. "Girl, you see those rooms? 
Those are your rooms. When you get done, you come and see me."

I'd never before been inside of  a hotel room--much less one in a 
high-end place like this. When I entered the first room I was to clean, 
I stopped in my tracks. Before me was a picture window that provided 
a sweeping view of  the expansive swimming pool below. I wandered 
about, admiring the beautiful furniture, plush carpeting and handsome 
bathroom fixtures. What a nice place to work! I thought.

In a few hours, I found Irma in the laundry room.

"I'm done with my rooms."

"What?" she replied loudly, startling me. "Girl, let me tell you 
something." 
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"My name's Sheila," I interrupted.

"Girl," she continued, "you're working too fast. If  you clean six 
rooms, they'll give you seven. If  you clean seven rooms, they'll give you 
eight. Besides that, you'll make the other girls look bad. Because of  you, 
everyone will have to clean more rooms!"

She paused for a moment, studying me.

"If  you can keep your mouth shut, you can earn some extra 
money. Want to make some extra money?" 

I returned her gaze, a puzzled look on my face. 

"Can you keep your mouth shut?" she demanded to know.

"Yes!" I replied nervously.

It wasn't long before a bell hop, dressed in one of  those outfits 
from an old Philip Morris ad with a bow tie, rows of  buttons on his 
chest and a funny little hat, strode towards me as I pushed the cart to 
my next room. He was past forty and no taller than me.

"I heard you can clean a room fast," he said. "Show me a clean 
room."

After he inspected the room, he glanced down at his wristwatch.

"Come back in an hour and clean the room again," he said.

"But it's already clean," I protested.

"Trust me," he said with a smirk. "It'll need to be cleaned again."

A few minutes later, a man in a business suit stepped out of  the 
elevator with a tall, elegant-looking blonde woman on his arm. They 
went to the room I'd shown the bell hop and disappeared inside.

What's going on? I asked myself.

An hour later, I stopped at the door of  the room, knocked and 
announced loudly: "Housekeeping". When no one responded, I used 
my pass key to enter.

The room was empty. The sheets and blankets had been pulled off  
the bed and tossed on the floor. Moving closer, I saw that the mattress 
cover was spotted with stains.

As I finished making the bed for the second time that day, the bell 
hop appeared in the open doorway.

"I told you it'd need to be cleaned," he said with a wink. He 
stepped forward and placed a five dollar bill next to me on the fresh 
sheet.

"Come back in an hour and clean it again," he said.

*            *            *

I didn't think much about the immorality of  the shenanigans that 
were going on until a week later. I entered a room right after the hooker 
and her john had left. Setting in plain sight on a nightstand next to the 
unmade bed and its dirty sheets was a brown leather wallet. I picked it 
up, intending to turn it in at lost and found. But first I rifled through its 
contents. My curiosity had gotten the best of  me. Perhaps there was 
something in the wallet that would give me a clue as to what kind of  
man paid for sex with a stranger.

According to the drivers license, his name was Gaylen Eddy, 
born on October 15, 1930. He was quite handsome--a dead ringer for 
Tab Hunter, the Hollywood actor. "North American Director of  Sales, 
National Heavy Forge, Oakland CA" stated his business card. This 
meant nothing to me. What's a forge? I thought. There were business 
cards for other men, too, as well as several credit cards.

The next thing I found made me wish I hadn't looked in the 
wallet. It was a family portrait, obviously snapped by a professional 
photographer. Smiling at the camera was Eddy. At his side sat a strikingly 
beautiful young woman with long, curly red hair and, between them, a 
darling little towheaded boy, perhaps five years old.

Why would someone with all of  this sneak off  to meet a 
prostitute? I couldn't get my head around it.

The next time I saw the bell hop, I asked him: "Where do these 
men come from?"

"Some are in town for a business convention. And some  are on 
vacation with their wives and kids. While their families spend the day 
next door in Happy Land, they're getting happy, too."

Seeing the shock in my eyes, he stopped grinning.

"How old are you?"

"Eighteen."



46

2019 - Howl Art & Literary Magazine

47

Art & Literature

"Let me tell you something, young lady," he said. "This is just the 
beginning. For as long as you live, human nature will disappoint you."

No longer playing the role of  the smart ass bell hop, he stared at 
me a moment longer before he turned and walked towards the elevator.

*            *            *

When I was in the sixth grade, I began keeping a diary. Ever 
since, I'd faithfully recorded the ups and downs of  my young life. After 
I started the job at the hotel, I literally turned a page and launched the 
diary's newest chapter.

"I'm making my own money," I wrote. "Some of  it's 'dirty', but 
it's mine. Soon, I'll be going to college. So, I'm feeling pretty good about 
myself. But there's something I still need to do--LOSE WEIGHT!"

Almost overnight, I ended most of  my bad habits. No more candy 
or snacks between meals. Cottage cheese instead of  fully loaded baked 
potatoes. Oatmeal instead of  pancakes and syrup. Working as a maid 
forced me to end one of  my worst habits--avoiding physical activity. 
I was now using muscles I didn't even know I had in order to get the 
rooms cleaned. I also took advantage of  my breaks and lunch to stride 
briskly in my maid uniform on the sidewalks that surrounded Happy 
Land and the hotel.

One afternoon as I passed the amusement park's entrance, I 
heard a voice behind me.

"Hey, slow down!"

I turned to face a young man in his early twenties with long black 
hair, a thick beard and deep blue eyes.

"You're a fast one," he said.

"I don't have much time. I'm on my break."

"Mind if  I join you?"

"If  you can keep up."

As we walked side-by-side, he told me his name was Ruben.

"How long you been working at the hotel?"

"Since the beginning of  the summer."

"You walk every day?"

I nodded as we slipped past a group of  children wearing Happy 
Land caps.

"I'm always around here. It's funny I never bumped into you 
before. Want to grab lunch some time?"

"Sounds like fun. But I'm on a diet. I bring my own food to work."

"The hotel's coffee shop has some nice salads." He paused. "I 
think we should get to know each other." 

There was something I hoped to accomplish during the summer 
that wasn't written down in my diary: lose my virginity. I'd had very few 
boyfriends. But I figured that would change once I lost some weight. 
Now I'd met someone, even though I was still on the heavy side.

*            *            *

He was waiting in one of  the coffee shop's snug booths, 
surrounded by tourists who were taking a break from their visit to 
Happy Land, when I arrived the next day.

"Do you work around here?" I asked after I'd slipped in next to 
him.

He hesitated, as though the question had taken him by surprise.

"Well..." His voice trailed off  for a moment as he scratched at his 
beard.  "Sort of."

"Why were you hanging around the entrance to Happy Land?"

He leaned close to me, until his face was just a few inches from 
mine.

"I was spying on the place," he whispered.

The feel of  his breath, gently caressing my cheek, made me tingle 
all over.

"Spying?"

He looked over his shoulder to make sure the family from Omaha 
in the adjacent booth wasn't listening in. 

"Ever heard of  the Peace and Love Party?" he said.

I shook my head.

"We're a revolutionary organization of  young people fed up with 
what's going on."
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At that moment, a waitress appeared and we each ordered an 
iced tea.

"'What's going on?"' I repeated after she left.

"That's right. Haven't you had it with The Establishment and all 
the things they're doing to ruin the world?" 

I hadn't kept up with current events. I'd been too busy cleaning 
rooms and trying to lose weight.

"What exactly are you talking about?" I said.

He suddenly seemed angry. "I'm talking about the war in 
Vietnam," he snapped. "You know what our soldiers are doing over 
there? Murdering innocent people and turning the local women into 
whores. I'm talking about the pig businessmen who are ripping off  The 
People every minute of  every day. I'm talking about the racism and 
poverty that's everywhere." 

He made a slashing motion with his hand, as if  he was lopping 
off  the heads of  the soldiers and the pig businessmen. 

"It all has to change," he said in an ominous tone.

I thought of  Gaylen Eddy. He certainly was a pig. Maybe Ruben 
and his friends were on to something.

"What does all that have to do with spying on Happy Land?" I 
said.

"Most people don't seem to know or care about the bullshit that's 
going down. We're going to wake them up--do something so dramatic 
that they won't be able to ignore our message of  Peace and Love.

"August 6 is the twenty-fifth anniversary of  the day the pigs 
dropped an atomic bomb on the people of  Hiroshima during World 
War II," he continued. "That afternoon, we're going to invade Happy 
Land--and take over the hotel."

"Oh my God!" I covered my mouth with the palm of  my hand. 
"That's next week!"

"Don't worry," he said. "We're not going to hurt anyone. We just 
want to get on the TV news."

"What are you going to do at the hotel?"

"Tell the employees to go home. Thanks to us, you'll have the 
afternoon of  August 6 off." He leered at me. "For once in their miserable 
lives, the pig guests will have to fend for themselves."

He reached out and took my hand. "Think you could help me?" 
he asked, studying my face.

"What do you want me to do?"

"Find out if  the pigs suspect anything. That's all."

"Sure," I said.

"We're having a planning meeting tonight at my place. Can you 
come?"

I stared at his handsome face and nodded.

*            *            *

That afternoon after work, he met me in the hotel's parking lot. I 
steered my '58 Ford Fairlane onto the avenue and followed his VW bug 
to his apartment.  The place was filled with other young people. They 
were passing around jug bottles of  wine and talking excitedly about 
the upcoming takeover of  Happy Land--and the good news they'd just 
heard. The park's management had eliminated its dress code for visitors. 
That meant the invaders wouldn't have to get haircuts or shave in order 
to infiltrate the place. 

While the rest of  the conspirators went over the logistics for 
August 6, Ruben took my hand, led me to his bedroom and closed the 
door behind us. It was a mess. Discarded articles of  clothing littered 
the floor and the little bed was unmade. My instincts told me to start 
cleaning, but I realized this wasn't the time for that.

He pulled open a drawer in a nightstand next to the bed and 
produced a fat joint. While I watched, he lit it and then handed it to 
me. I'd never gotten high before. I sucked in a mouth full of  fumes--and 
began to cough uncontrollably. 

He took the joint from my fingers. "Come over here," he said, 
putting his arm around my shoulder and guiding me to the edge of  the 
bed. We sat next to one another on the mattress.

"Short tokes," he said softly, handing the reefer to me again.
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I did much better this time. When we finished it, he dropped the 
roach in an ash tray and began to massage the back of  my neck. "Does 
that feel good?" he whispered into my ear.

Without answering, I turned to him, placed my hand on the side 
of  his face and kissed him on the lips. We silently slipped out of  our 
clothes and got into the narrow bed. He was the perfect lover, tender 
and experienced.

Afterwards, he cradled me in his arms. 

"I think I love you," he said.

I stared into his eyes. "I think I love you, too."

*            *            *

Every day after work, I'd drive to his apartment and we would get 
high and make love. At some point during each of  my visits, he'd ask if  
the pigs suspected that a takeover of  the hotel was imminent. "I don't 
think so," I'd tell him. Of  course, the only people I had any interaction 
with were Irma, the bell hop and guests asking for an extra towel. I had 
my doubts about how valuable my information could be.

When I arrived at his place on the afternoon of  August 5, Ruben 
seemed uncharacteristically nervous.

"Heard anything?" he asked anxiously.

I shook my head, but that didn't satisfy him.

"You sure?"

I nodded. I didn't know what else to do.

He led me into his bedroom. But this time, he didn't bring out a 
joint and there was very little foreplay. As he penetrated me, I could tell 
that his heart wasn't in it. Once we were through, he abruptly stood up 
and pulled on his jeans.

"You'd better go," he said. "I've got plenty of  stuff  to do tonight."

He has so much on his mind, I told myself  as I drove home. After 
the invasion's over, he'll go back to being the man I love.

*            *            *

Nothing seemed out of  the ordinary the next morning at the 
hotel. But just before noon, Irma found me cleaning the toilet in one of  

my rooms and told me to go to the first floor. When I arrived, most of  
the other maids were already there. Before us stood an older man in a 
business suit and, next to him, a police officer.

"I'm Gene Stubble, the general manager of  this hotel," the man 
announced. "The reason I've called you here is to let you know we're 
going to be evacuating our guests."

The other maids glanced, wide-eyed, at one another.

"We'd like you all to go home," he continued, "and come back 
tomorrow morning."

"What's going on?" someone asked.

"I can't tell you any more," Stubble said. "Now please leave the 
property immediately."

In the lobby, the guests were being led outside to waiting buses. I 
rushed to my car. I had to warn Ruben that, somehow, the police knew 
about the Peace and Love Party's scheme.

I parked behind the apartment building, climbed up the stairs to 
his unit on the second floor and banged loudly on the door. When no 
one answered, I tried to turn the knob, but it was locked.

The only thing I could think to do was return to the hotel. As 
I approached Happy Land, the traffic slowed to a crawl. Up ahead, 
crowds of  tourists streamed out of  the amusement park. The police 
were directing the cars down a side street that took us in the opposite 
direction from Happy Land.

When I got home, my parents were sitting on the sofa before the 
TV. The screen was filled with images of  the fleeing crowds, rushing 
out through the park's gates. 

Mom and Dad stood and embraced me. "We were so worried 
about you," she said breathlessly. "Isn't this horrible?"

All I cared about was finding out if  my boyfriend was okay.

The next morning, the hotel looked the same as ever. "It was a 
big fuss over nothing!" Irma said indignantly. "Just a couple of  dozen 
kids raising hell. All they did was hang a Viet Cong flag on the roof  of  
the carousel and run away."

"Did they get inside the hotel?"
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"No! Like I said, Girl, they ran away."

At lunch time, I drove to the apartment. Once again, there was 
no answer to my knocks. For the next three days, I stopped by. On the 
fourth day, an old woman saw me at his door.

"He's gone," she told me.

"Gone?"

"Yeah. He moved out the night before those crazy kids tried to 
take over Happy Land."

A few days later, the bell hop stopped before me as I dropped an 
armful of  dirty sheets into my cart.

"What's wrong?" he asked.

"I don't know what you're talking about," I replied impatiently.

"You look so sad. Like you've lost your best friend."

He pulled on the sleeve of  his tunic until he could see his 
wristwatch.

"A convention of  insurance agents rolled into town yesterday," 
he said, looking up at me. "In fact, one of  these fine gentlemen will be 
here in ten minutes.

"Got a clean room?" 

END.

Tiny little feathers on a tiny little body

with tiny whirring wings

and neat little feet on tiny little legs

tucked way underneath.

Tiny little eyes looking out

from a tiny little head

with a long skinny tongue

inside a long skinny beak

sucking tiny drops of nectar.

All the while inside a tiny beating heart

sings a joyful cosmic song

and then it’s gone.

GOLDEN
MOMENT

By Karen Mortensen
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This day . . . 

Is a soft kitten purring and kneading

in the lap of luxury.

This moment . . . Is a precious jewel

sparkling with celestial light

born millions of years ago

of apocalyptic cataclysm

and delivered just now

into sacred timelessness.

Then . . . Just around the corner lying in wait

a soft kitten jumps into your lap

and curls up purring and kneading.

On a wintry morning

Egret was ice-dancing on the frozen pond. 

The fish were far below

in their frigid stupor

watching this cold ballet.

Orchestrated with chilly wind instruments

the stormy music was accompanied

by a chorus of furry children

who very much enjoyed the culmination

of the magnificent lift-off.

BIRTH
By Karen Mortensen

GRAND PERFORMANCE
By Karen Mortensen

SOLACE
By Karen Mortensen
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Yard work is the man’s work

Not to mention

A fool’s errand

However I tried

To quench my big oak’s thirst

Its needy branches

Spring, barren

While on the next door lot, it taunts

Another oak, blooming envy green

While that house rots

Its tree, it flaunts

Propelled by neglect

Tenants unseen

It is maddening!

My hose and our tears of futility 

Has poured over

Tons worth to nourish its roots

I’ve raked all its decay

In the same sad charade

Only to vanish

Its past power

Its proof

By Gabriel Hart

And then, when the sun sets just right

That other tree

The GOOD tree

Not MY tree

Throws shade on my skeletal excuse for life

But when I saw God throw down the black of eve

All the secrets revealed 

The Killing Tree

At its trunk, the caches come of the coyote

Once squirrel, once bird, once cat and bunny

Now carcasses overlapping

All-natural blasphemy!

Blood dripped from the bones

Onto the fallen leaves

Seeping into circuits

Of putrid mulch, still rotting

Worms and maggots munched

Making pungence to feed

Screaming roots of true life

Inherent amoral need

Then I saw the whole world

As a grave upon grave

The darkness now perceived

As the subsequent shade

THE
KILLING TREE
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His fingers crowd my mouth 
Rubber glove olfactory gag
Asphyxiate, a reflex
My mouth, his magic hat
For his next trick
He pulls out my lie
“Do you smoke?”
I say nope
The abbreviated alibi 

What should I have told him?
That smoke is my only time with God
Where I speak out loud
Take pause
To give thanks
Reflect proud
That I can’t show gratitude 
Unless I take my own self down a notch
Knowing every drag I take
Shaves a second of my life off?

That I must get to that “in-between”
In order to commune
And reconvene 
With all the dead and the divine
As I blow the smoke up
Heavens high

That it all started when I was twelve and I missed my 
Aunt
I creaked open her old Volvo
Interior sun-cracked
The dead air escaped like a catacomb well-preserved
Helen!

By Gabriel Hart

Long gone but a part of her still there, 
though inert
Her cigarettes in the glove compartment 
As I thought
“One won’t hurt.”

Teenage initiation into the decayed sublime
A lighter in her old pack
I lit the end in second’s time
As if it were pre-destined
As if we were conversing
Through the puff of smoke
That made her gone
Now, she’s universing!!!

Yes, I smoke for the divine and dead
Only on rare occasion
Each one with nuance, no regret
But with respect to their annihilation
Like that time under the black light
When we were not of sound mind
We stared into our embers
Exposed a world unkind
A tiny depiction of Hell
A Bosch painting come to life
A tale of overindulgence
Imbalance
Remembered 

The dentist calls me Mister three times
To make sure I’m still alive
I apologize
“Yes, I am.”
I’ll never tell another lie

ABBREVIATED ALIBI
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The front of  our car burst into flames! I watched in horror 
from the backseat! My father was slumped in a horrible 
position. His head was hanging at an odd angle over the 

steering wheel. His face was bloody and gaunt. My hands felt scratched 
and dirty. I could hear the distant sounds of  police cars and fire engines. 
I felt so helpless. I tried so hard not to faint. I called to my father over 
and over. Time and time again, until I couldn’t take it anymore. I gave 
into the darkness that was already overwhelming me. I let myself  pass 
out.

I woke up in a cold sweat, trying hard not to scream. My 
breathing slowed down when I realized that it had just been a dream. 
I remembered my nightmare perfectly. I always did. It wasn’t the first 
time I had dreamt about the accident. The nightmares were always the 
same: a replay of  the original accident. However, when I woke up after 
the actual accident, I wasn’t in my bedroom. I was in a cold hospital bed, 
surrounded by beeping machines. My chest was aching horribly. At first, 
I couldn’t remember what had happened. Then, I heard a doctor talking 

THE STARS IN MY SKY
By Shriya Roy

LITTLE PRINCE
By Zara Kand
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to my mom, out in the hall. “Anna is a miracle child Mrs. Loring!” she 
was telling my mother. “To survive an accident like that with only three 
broken ribs…” Through the open door, I saw my mom’s face. Even in 
my numb state of  mind I could tell that something was wrong. Mom 
should have been relieved that I was fine. Instead her face was covered 
with glistening tears and an expression composed of  pain, horror, and 
disbelief. I knew it then, as the thought entered my mind, scaring me 
half  to death, something had happened to my dad.

The morning after my nightmare, Mom drove me to school. 
We sat there in silence like we usually did, lost in our thoughts. It had 
almost been six months since my father’s funeral, and ever since then 
my mother and I hadn’t been able to enjoy a nice, normal conversation 
in the car. We pulled up in front of  school. 

“Have a good day sweetie,” my mother said half-heartedly and 
weakly attempted a smile. I got down and at a brisk pace set off  for 
the front doors of  the school. I was walking fast, and wasn’t paying 
attention, so I ended up bumping into someone. 

“Watch it, loser!” said a voice that I knew far too well. This was 
the one person that I had so carefully avoided over the past two months, 
Bridget Baker, my ex-best friend. She had been spreading rumors about 
me for no apparent reason for the past couple of  months. Bridget smiled 
sweetly at me. 

“Since we have first period together, why don’t you walk with 
me, loser!” she said.

I pulled my homework out of  my backpack. I had somehow 
managed to lose Bridget on the way to first period, but now she was 
sitting in the back glaring at me. As I considered running out of  the 
classroom, something caught my eye. “Sticks and stones may break 
my bones, but words will never hurt me.” The quote was written on 
the whiteboard. This wasn’t true! The words “Your father is dead,” 
had more of  an effect in breaking me than the car accident did! Mrs. 
Macmillan was droning on about some old British author when the boy 
sitting behind me passed me a note. “Sticks and stones may break your 
bones, but a car accident seemed to do the trick for your dad!” I glanced 
back; Bridget was smiling evilly at me. Blinking back tears, I did the only 
thing that made sense to me then. I slowly took out my dictionary and 
hurled it at her!

If  you’ve never been to the principal’s office because you plunged 
into trouble (headfirst), then you wouldn’t have known how I felt. 
Surprisingly, I didn’t regret throwing that dictionary at her. I know 
she could have been badly hurt, but she was being a bully! She had it 
coming! 

“What happened?” my mother asked as she burst into the office 
looking frantic. Mr. Johnson pointed to the empty chair by me in front 
of  his table.

 “Sit,” he said in a clipped tone. Bridget and her parents were 
sitting on my other side. My mother pulled the chair out slowly. I could 
see her weariness. 

“Mrs. Loring…” the principal started in the same clipped tone. 
“Your daughter could have seriously injured Miss Baker here,” he 
continued, pointing at Bridget.

His lecture went on forever! I knew I had to do something! I 
couldn’t risk being suspended! My mother beat me to it.

 “I don’t believe that Anna would do this!” she said. 

“Bridget provoked me!” I hurriedly added, handing him the note 
that had been clenched in my fist.

 His hard expression softened quite a bit when he read the note.

 “This doesn’t change anything!” Bridget’s mother said angrily. 

“Mrs. Baker, Anna lost her father a few months ago, and if  she 
is being bullied about it then the person behind this outrage will face 
serious consequences. For example, suspension or expulsion, by the 
school” Mr. Johnson said with a glance at Bridget who was putting ice 
on her bruised forehead, “Or, expectedly getting a dictionary thrown 
in their face! Both girls are at fault here, so they both shall get a serious 
warning. If  one person was at fault they would be suspended, but 
according to this note written in Miss Baker’s handwriting and the 
bruise on her forehead, that isn’t the case.”

 He motioned for someone behind my back to come over. I hadn’t 
noticed her leaning on the doorway until now. The woman had short 
blond hair and hazel eyes. The principal ushered my mom, Bridget, and 
Bridget’s parents out of  his office. Mrs. Baker’s face had turned as red 
as a tomato. She walked out of  the office muttering things under her 
breath. Bridget trailed behind her parents. Mom walked behind them. 
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“Miss DeLaurentis please escort Anna to fourth period,” the 
principal said, shortly. 

The woman with the short blond hair turned towards me, “Hi 
I’m Miss DeLaurentis, but you can call me Evelyn!” she said.

The long walk back to class seemed longer than usual. Evelyn 
was quiet. 

“What do you teach?” I asked her, eager to break the unbearable 
silence. 

“I’m the school counselor,” 

“I didn’t know we had a counselor,” I said, taken aback 

 “Most people don’t.”

“Hey, umm Anna,” she said, after a while, trying to get my 
attention. I looked at her. 

“Why’d you throw that dictionary?” she asked slowly. That was 
the moment that everything crashed down on me. Words couldn’t 
explain why I did it! Of  course, it was partly because of  the note, but 
there was so much hatred and anger inside of  me. That was what truly 
made me take the heaviest book I could find and throw it at Bridget. 
I couldn’t answer this question! I started crying. At first it was a slow 
stream of  tears, but it gradually became so bad that my body trembled 
after every breath. The dam had been breached, with tears and with 
words. Between sobs, I told Evelyn everything, starting from the car 
crash and ending with the dictionary incident.

 “Anna” she said, holding me steady, “I’m going to counsel you. 
I want to see you after lunch every day in the office, okay?” I nodded 
reluctantly. I didn’t have anything else to do.

The counseling went on for months. On one special counseling 
session, we talked about the environment at home. I explained how 
distant Mom and I were. 

“Anna, she needs you as much as you need her. More than that, 
she needs someone to tell her it wasn’t her fault! You would be surprised 
at how much she blames herself !” Evelyn said. That day, I went up to 
mom and gave her a hug. When I let go she looked at me, surprised. We 
hadn’t hugged in months. 

“What was that for?” she asked. 

“It wasn’t your fault!” I said gently and hugged her again. It wasn’t 
her fault.

The next morning, I felt different. Things had changed. The 
stiffness in the way my mother usually said “Morning” was gone. The 
way she smiled had a sort of  freshness to it. That day after lunch, I went 
to my counseling session with Evelyn. As soon as I saw her, I ran up to 
her and hugged her. 

“Thank you!” I whispered. 

“What for?” she asked.

 I told her about this morning. 

“Anna, you did it all by yourself ! What are you thanking me for?” 
she asked again. 

“I would’ve never gotten this far without you,” I said. 

She laughed. “Anna, I’ve been meaning to tell you…I’m not going 
to counsel you anymore,” she said sadly.

 “What?!” I asked, looking at her in disbelief. 

“You don’t need it anymore!” Evelyn said gently. My eyes got 
teary. I hugged her again. 

“You’re my best friend!” I whispered, clutching the counselor like 
I was afraid she’d disappear. 

“You’re my best friend too!” she said happily. 

Bye Evelyn, I thought as I left the room. She had helped me in so 
many ways, and I loved her for it.

That night I looked for my mom. I found her outside. She 
was almost always outside during the night. She was rocking in our 
hammock looking up at the stars. 

“Why do you come out here every night?” I asked, joining her. 
Mom smiled. Then, she sighed.

 “For that,” she said, pointing up at the night sky. I looked at her, 
confused. 

“What do you mean?” I asked. 

  She put her arm around me.
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 “I look up there and wonder sometimes if  your dad is one of  the 
stars in the sky.” Mom looked at me.

 “Is that silly?” she asked. 

“No!” I said. 

“If  he is up there, then I bet he’s looking down at us and smiling.” 
I said, grinning.

 “I love you, Anna,” Mom said as she wrapped me in a hug. 

“You’re my hero, Mom,” I said softly. 

I couldn’t see her face, but I knew she was smiling. 

“How?” she asked. “I’m not Superman!” she joked. 

“I know, you’re better! You didn’t give up on me when we lost 
Dad!” I exclaimed. We were both quiet for a little while. I was thinking 
about Evelyn. She was so much like Mom. They were both heroes 
to me. At that moment, I realized something. I wasn’t living every 
moment in pain anymore. The huge void that used to fill my heart had 
shrunk. I had been saved. I might not have been rescued by Superman 
or Batman, but I had been saved by heroes, my heroes. I had been so 
focused on what I had lost, that I hadn’t realized what I’d gained. For 
the first time in a long time I was happy, content. There was goodness 
in this world. There were firefighters fighting fires, doctors saving lives, 
and the police, keeping us all safe. Then, there was my mother, fighting 
for me, and Evelyn helping me get through life. I had people watching 
out for me. I had heroes! Heroes around me.

“My existence is very complicating and 

frustrating for the simple mind of people, 

and there is nothing else I can say other than 

‘I am sorry for the lavender breath my lungs 

release into society and the decaying taste of 

homemade honey that I receive as priority.’”

By Paige Sparti

MY
EXISTENCE
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From the day I first met you,
I knew I would always love you.
That day you recited George Watsky, 
Just like me.
Only, you spoke on the insignificance of life, 
While I spoke on the importance of life.

That was the first sign.

We would sing love songs
At the top of our lungs,
Flying down Highway 62.
Man, there was nothing we couldn’t do.
I knew you were my soulmate, but not as a lover,
Rather, as another. 
You were more like a sister ; a sister I never knew I needed.
That Valentines Day you gave me a book. 
I didn’t even need to look.
It was How to Ruin Everything by George Watsky,
The artist and poet that led you to me.
In it you wrote,

The meaning of life varies between individuals.
It can depend on your outlook your willingness to

‘laugh it off ’
Make your meaning a good one.

I love you Amy!
-- Ashley

We went to Joshua Tree Coffee Company.
You told me you were depressed.
I told you my life was a mess.
I told you what meds I take,
But warned you, it might make your emotions feel fake.
You didn’t care,
You just hated feeling like life wasn’t fair.

That was a sign.

DEAR ASHLEY
By Amy Fangmeyer

Months went by
And I don’t want to lie, 
But life was too hard.
I stopped answering my phone. 
How would I have known?
You started taking the pills,
And you kept getting refills.
You got in a crash,
And your mind went to mash 
When your doctor gave you 
Two
Conflicting pills.

Two weeks later,
You were no longer yourself.
You seemed like someone else.
You wanted to party.
I wanted to study.

I should have known.

I kept looking at my phone.
The chat-bar hungry for words.
Blinking.
Over and over.
“I’ll answer her later.”

At 2:30 a.m. I was getting settled in bed.
I heard my phone go off again.
I chose to sleep.

I should have answered it then.

“You’re a beautiful girl Amy. Know your worth, and hold onto that.”
What did you mean by that!
Don’t tell me to hold onto my worth when you threw yours away.
You have been haunting me ever since that day.
And I don’t know what to say
When I tell your fiancé.
I wish you would have chosen stay.
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I am the product of “Come on baby, you know I love ya,” to four months 
later, “You know I gotta leave, I can’t be with ya.”
I am the product of my father’s conniving lies and my mother’s deceiving 
eyes.

How could this be? 
How could this happen to me?
Daddy, Daddy, can’t you see?
All I wanted was to know you, all I wanted was to show you who I could 
be. 

Daddy, look at me. 

Daddy, Daddy, look, I’m buzzing around, just like a bee. 
Daddy, Daddy, look, I’m growing, just like a tree.
Daddy, Daddy, why did you have to leave? Was it because of me? Where 
did you go? 
I’ve been so alone. All the kids at school make fun of me, I think it’s 
because mama got married.

Daddy, Daddy, look, I’m in first grade. 
Daddy, Daddy, look, I’m in second grade. 
Now, third and fourth. I’m growing so big. I’m getting so smart. 
Daddy, Daddy, look, now I’m in fifth and sixth. Look, I’m in Jr. High, time is 
flying by. 
Daddy, Daddy, look, I’m a big girl. I’m in high school. Look, I’m graduating. I 
would have invited you but I could never get ahold of you. 

Daddy, Daddy, why weren’t you ever there? It’s like, you’ve never even 
cared. 
Daddy, I’m all grown up. 
I know this isn’t how it should have been. 
I grew up thinking this is how life was, but-

Daddy, Daddy, where were you when there were monsters under the 
bed?
Now, they are in my head. 

Daddy, Daddy, where were you when I got hit by that bike? It left a scar 
by my eye. 
Now, I have them all over my thigh. 

Daddy, Daddy, where were you when I had my first crush? 
You were supposed to tell me boys are mean and icky and to stay away 

DADDY, DADDY
By Amy Fangmeyer

and even when I got mad, tell me not to fuss. 
Daddy, you weren’t there when he beat me, when he broke my nose and 
said, 
“Come on baby, you know I love ya,” just like you said to mama. 

Daddy, Daddy, where were you when the next guy told me he loved me? 
Daddy, you weren’t there when I told him no. 
Daddy, you weren’t there when I told him to get off. 
Daddy, you weren’t there when I kept screaming out- 

STOP. 

Stop living in my head. 
Just look how far I’ve come. 
I’ve made it this far without you. 
I didn’t know what I was going to do, but-
I’ve made it through and I realize never really needed you. 
All I’ve ever really needed was me, because-

Who was there when there were monsters under the bed? I was. 
Who was there when I got hit by that bike? I was. 
Who was there when I had my first crush? I was. 

Without you, I thought I was weak but now I see, without you, I am 
strong; stronger than you will ever be. You no longer have a hold over me. 
I am setting that little girl free, who used to scream, 
“Daddy, Daddy help me, Daddy, Daddy please notice me.”

Because you were never there for me. 
You never cared for me. 
You never saw me. 

So I thank you. 

I thank you for making me strong. 
I thank you for letting me see I never needed you and you never needed 
me. And because of you, I have been set free. And I thank you for making 
me, and for helping me see who I am without you. 

So, thanks for never callin’ 
Thank you, 

--Allen
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There is an elephant-sized balloon in my 

chest and it’s been there since the day I really 

felt my heart break. It won’t seem to pop 

until I’m laying in bed feeling smaller than a 

mouse. My meds taste like my misery has 

been rotting in the back of my cabinet since 

the day someone pulled up my skirt like some 

sick joke that was never funny.  “She’s asking 

for it,” they tell us. Was the seven-year-old in 

the knee-length polka dot skirt asking for it? I 

have no substance. I am a box full of something 

weightless. Feathers perhaps. Everything is 

there but my importance seems to be absent. 

You’d expect me to weigh as much as his ego 

but of course looks can be deceiving. 

By Kayla Pedroza

UNTITLED
By Sienna Bland-Abramson

UNTITLED
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I find solace in my lonely room with the music filling the void in my 

chest. Loving myself never came easy and I’m trying to get ahead of the 

negativity. I’ve done a lot of soul searching, watching, observing. I can feel 

the anger radiate from my body, the hatred beam from my palms with 

every touch of his innocence. The red eating away at the blue creating 

a purple seam of hurt. Leaving the bruises unable to be seen. Hiding 

in the shadows of my demons. Can I really love myself if no one ever 

taught me what love looks like? Love looked like locked closet doors 

and broken cell phones. Love looked like empty cell letters and sticky 

leather couches that grabbed onto my purity. Love looked like “I’m 

sorry’s,” hidden behind “I hate you’s.” It always looked like everything it 

is not. So when people tell me “Child love yourself.”  That love to me 

is written in the imperfections of my skin, haunted by the loves I have 

come to see between the fogged halls containing all the lies. The love I’ve 

come to learn was the way it looked when lyrics of my favorite '90s song 

appeared on the old box TV. My emotions flutter faster than my yellow 

ladybug. Love isn’t locked closet doors until the count of ten. Love isn’t 

broken cell phones. That is not love. Love is the only thing people can not 

see. I have never seen a love that makes me forget the way your brown 

eyes pierced my heart. It left an ache that makes me believe in faucets 

with doors concealing gold and happiness.

By Kayla Pedroza

When I was twelve years old, I asked myself if 

things would ever get any better. I was getting 

yelled at by a man who claimed to love me, 

though he was a man who only loved me in the 

night under my purple skirt.

I asked myself again if it’d get any better as the 

bullies at my junior high told me to kill myself, 

that my cuts were for attention.

The question kept coming up, will it ever get 

better as my parents fought and my mom 

made me stay with the man who only loved 

me at night.

Lost friendship after lost friendship, fight after 

fight, bully after bully, I asked myself if it’d ever 

get any better. 

The last time I was eighteen, my heart freshly 

broken. My heart sent in panics and my mind 

simply lost. I asked myself if it’d ever get better. 

Maybe I don’t know if I’ll ever get better, but I 

do know I can try to be better. 

By Kayla Pedroza

UNTITLED

BETTER
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You left me just days before my 18th birthday.
I had just started my new job in preparation of my mom leaving in just a 
few short months.

I encountered so many new faces, so many new smells, so many new 
moments.

But there was one smell that always lingered in the back of my mind. 

I’m constantly suffocated by the smell of you.

It was no longer the places we went or the things we did. It was the 
way it smelt to the feeling of you kissing my neck as you untied my floral 
romper.

The smell brought it all back and suddenly I was suffocating.

One whiff of you and we were swaying to christmas rock comforted 
with laughs and swaying while I told you I felt safe. 

One whiff and I’m swaying and feeling safe again, I was finding comfort in 
my pain like I always did. 

The smell of you takes me back to when we snuck around and fell in 
love with the shortness of breath. 

Black ice was no longer just a smell, it was a painfully not so distant 
memory.

One whiff was all it took for me to feel like I was breaking all over again.

By Kayla Pedroza

I want to scream
Don’t tell me to be happy
I will yell
I can be down if I want

I don’t have to smile about 
Being alive—all the time
I don’t have to be grateful 
For my lunch—all the time

I can hate doing my check book
It can suck—having to wake up 
I can hate—getting dressed for work 
It can suck—doing paperwork 

It doesn’t mean I failed
It doesn’t mean I hate 
Being alive or having food
It only means 
I feel down for a minute 
So leave me alone. 

JUST BE 
HAPPY 
GRATEFUL 
YOU'RE 
LUCKY OTHER 
PEOPLE HAVE 
LIVES THAT 
SUCK
By Robert Wanless

THE SMELL
OF YOU
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The bookstore is a time machine. The bookstore is one 
of  the only places in contemporary society where you 
can visit the past, experience it, learn from it, reconcile 

with it, and experience it in an uncensored way. This differs greatly 
from the internet where access to information is limited and access 
to text in their original form, and uncensored by taste, is essentially 
unavailable. Ninety percent of  the internet is falsified information, a 
nearly complete democracy, although not without censorship, that 
lends itself  to disinformation. With books, one can count on at least 
some amount of  discipline and expertise to have seen a project through 
to completion, versus one-click publishing of  unedited ideas filtered 
through the censorship of  commercial interests. 

The bookstore is a place where ideas can be exchanged in a safe 
environment. While booksellers curate their selections, they gravitate 
towards an environment of  free flow of  ideas and tend to facilitate 
such conversations. Only in such places where this type of  thought 
process is encouraged can new ideas flourish, revolutions be born, and 
beliefs challenged in a productive way. Once a published book is in your 
hands no one can change its contents. This is simply not true in digital 
mediums. How many times have you removed something that you 
said? A physical book retains the truth, albeit of  its moment.

And these moments are exactly what literature attempts to retain. 
Fiction is the emotional history of  a culture. Not what happened but 
how we felt about it. A record of  the internal lives of  people. In some 
cases an exaggeration to help us understand, in others, more truthful 
than fact because it contains not only what happened but how the 
people experienced it. The bookstore is a repository of  these feelings 
while the internet is a dumping ground that lacks the quality control of  
real public scrutiny, an essential ideal of  real democracy. 

Many books made in the past centuries will outlast those made 
today. Not for reasons of  literary merit but because of  the quality of  
the paper they are made of  and their binding. The attention to detail, 

ON THE BOOKSTORE AND ITS ROLE IN 
CULTURAL MEMORY

By Jean-Paul L. Garnier

the veneration of  books in the past, and the general higher quality of  
objects made by hand, leaves books as a more permanent record of  the 
past, one that is essential to our future generations. Not only should 
physical books be made and preserved but we must return to the quality 
manufacture of  real physical goods. Only through these means may the 
positive aspects of  our culture be retained for generations to come. 

The bookstore, the library, the archive, the museum. These 
temples of  human knowledge and folly are the time machine that 
allows us to visit the past in a real and emotional way, unchanged by 
the passage of  time. The fact that these relics are physical disallows for 
their alteration. They cannot be deleted from the history of  mankind 
unless they are physically destroyed. Many times throughout history 
this attempt has been made and at times successfully. Imagine how 
easy this would be digitally, no fire would be needed, just a censoring 
algorithm. Perhaps written to remove secular language, or whatever 
current society deems obscene. The self–censoring society leans 
towards totalitarianism.  

When we fail to encounter a variety of  ideas culture stagnates. 
There is always more than one way. And indeed to have a rounded 
system of  belief  we must encounter ideas which challenge our own. 
Limiting ourselves to concepts that validate our preconceived notions 
is a sure path to cultural stagnation. Only through uncensored 
access to information can we achieve a free society. The bookstore 
is an independent symbol of  this ideal. A place where dissidence, or 
compliance, cannot only be accessible to the public, but also aid a 
profitable economy, both truly American ideals. Exchange of  ideas is 
the fluid that keeps a true democracy possible, however unpopular 
those ideas may be. 

A bookstore is a place of  passion and humanism. A place where 
one can privately experience the refined ideas of  another human being 
directly. Where those from the past can speak to us. Not to be skimmed 
through, but a conversation. Experienced in an almost identical way as 
when the book was first made into a physical object. Smell it. Feel it. 
Know that another person wrote it, printed it, bound it, sold it to you. 
You hold a piece of  history in your hands. Cherish it, know where it 
came from, preserve it, and ultimately retain its topical value for those 
yet born. It is the record of  our collective feelings. 
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FROZEN FIGURES
By Zara Kand

We are the animals of the elements
earth, sea, and air.

You will never see us together
unless you brought us there.

What are we?
fox, shark, and vulture.

RIDDLE ME THIS
By Lowen Baird
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bring some wine with you
and we'll dance freely tonight
with the desert moon

we'll disrobe from pain
and swirl in the happiness
of sharing our lives



I listen to rain
when storms come to the desert
tonight all is good



where there is desert
I will walk in the desert
and know all is good



the joshua trees 
hang down heavy with their song
praising compassion



the winds through the wash
sing my morning and evening
prayers today



By Shoichi

seasons keep coming
there's no way I can stop them
the same with haiku



summer walking
coyote and myself
covered with sweat

together
we choose the cholla trail
and walk the cholla trail



sleeping bag rolled out
nothing left to eat
perfect day



blue sky 
dog barks
cloudy
dog barks



I stand on the peak
the blue desert sky
surrounds me today



drank too much last night 
and I ended up sleeping 
with the scorpions 

warmed with a blanket 
someone spread on top of me 



I see no help 
for the likes of me 
I'll keep on walking 

crossing the washes  
that are all dried up



I am glad for hands 
to scratch the itchy places 



I soak in movement 
hot springs over my body 



another new house 
another path for rainfall
deeper in these hills



I will stay alive
much better than I deserve
in this desert air



conquer the hilltops 
or contemplate the hilltops
science or artwork

I taste the hilltops



walking forward
behind me clean hills
I’ll never see again



STOP BY
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Gramfest at the Artists’ Tea
In the niche below Cap Rock
nothing is burning
no sage rises
to bless the spirit here.
Was it released?
or does it linger, longing
for a wailing song
or a good guitar?
a scrap of windblown paper?
a vial of lover’s tears?
A cold wind worries
the back of my neck –
fingers too frozen
to form a chord or write a lyric
curl around empty air…
Buckwheat blooms overhead in a fissure –
a memorial bouquet
a beacon for lost souls
a last refuge…
Sometimes only wilderness
feels like home.

By lalo kikiriki

California Lullaby (a meditation)
Imagine yourself
   driving a dark desert highway
       wind through an open window
           cool in your hair
blossoms of orange and lemon trees
   fresh-cut hayricks
       perfume the deepening dusk
gold
   to red
       to green,
finally purple –
   the brightest stars
       pierce through
Venus is rising early
   over your shoulder
Moon in the rearview mirror
   clears eastern hills
       black as torn strips of paper
           over gray fields…
Is there a light in the distance?
   just ignore it
ride with the purposeful moon
   to the edge of the sea
You’ll find an empty beach
   at the end of the land...
low tides drift
   and pull away with a rhythm
       that soothes you asleep
               just as you’d imagined
your engine tick-tick-ticking
   into cool dreams

CALIFORNIA 
LULLABY
By lalo kikiriki

GRAMFEST
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WHAT’S THE STORY, I’M TRYING TO TELL?
 ROUND AND ROUND LIKE A 
CAROUSEL.

FACED THE FEAR WITHOUT REGRET
 BEYOND THE SHADOW OF MY 
SILHOUETTE.

EASY AT FIRST, I DECLARED
 PISTOL ROSE TO THE AUCTIONEER.

MATTER SAID, PURPOSE FOUL
 RAPID VOICE, DISEMBOWELED.

demons come, demons go
 step aside, let them flow.
demons come, demons go
 step aside, let them flow.
THIS IS WHERE I EXPLAIN MY FATE,
 POINTING FINGERS, MALICE HATE.

TROUBLED PAST, PAIN WAS TRUE
 TEMPLATE DIRE, OPTIONS FEW.

AMENDED FATE, YEARS TO LEARN
 ABACUS, TACITURN.

PERHAPS I SEEK, WHAT I GET?
 LOST WORDS WHEN TONGUES DUET.

demons come, demons go
 step aside, let them flow
demons come, demons go
 step aside, let them flow.

A LOUD VOICE, HELD SUCH SWAY
 COWERED, CORNERED HELPLESS PREY.

DEMONS COME DANCE
By Paul R. Abramson

WHISPERED PHRASES, WANDERED SOUTH
 VANISHED, VANQUISHED TANTAMOUNT.

PRIDE TO SWALLOW WILL BEFALL
 THE TOURNIQUET TROUBLES ALL.

SEEMS LIKE WORDS COUNT
 MATTERS LESS AS SERMONS MOUNT.
demons come, demons go
 step aside, let them flow
demons come, demons go
 step aside, let them flow.

IT IS FINE, WE NOW INSIST
 NO REASON FOR THE ANARCHIST.

I HAVE A PLAN TO BURY THINGS
 A FUEDALIST WITH EMPTY RINGS.

CALL BEYOND CONSCIOUS THOUGHT
 A HURRICANE VAINLY FOUGHT.

ALL THIS SAY AGAIN,
 RACKETEER DENIZEN

demons come, demons go
 step aside, let them flow
demons come, demons go
 step aside, let them flow

DANCE
DANCE 
DANCE 
DANCE 
DANCE
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The weather has a way of  defining our daily experiences.  
Expectations met, or dashed, seem contingent on 
atmospheric conditions.  Childhood memories are 

inextricably tied to expectations established by the whimsical, 
headstrong systems of  highs and lows. These are dictator-like and un-
malleable, molding adult longings in indefinable ways. It is possible to 
pine for a climate as one does for home, to feel comfort based only on 
the weather. I had recently come home to the valley of  my childhood.

 The morning was as perfect as could ever be allowable on this 
earth. No disappointment to be had. Bright and clear, optimistic and 
brave, the atmosphere evoked a calm competence. Trees stood proud 
and content. Banks of  yellow and orange blooming ice plant adorned 
the landscape. Life by necessity must be good. 

I parked my practical brown Mazda sedan a few blocks from 
the strip mall, to leave spaces for the customers. The brisk walk to the 
Security Pacific National Bank branch, tucked into the row of  typical, 
unmemorable small businesses, was daydream worthy. The 118 freeway 
formed the back border of  the mall, with a slope of  ground and a 
guardrail between us and a relentless stream of  traffic traversing the 
San Fernando Valley.

 Mary Jean, small, dark-haired, and competent, met me from 
behind the imposing glass door. Her duty each morning was to arrive 

A DAY APART
By Katherine Christian

first, search the interior of  the bank, and re-position a poster on a 
stand in the lobby to signal the all-clear. If  the poster was in its original 
position, we were to turn on our heels and summon law enforcement. 
Fridays were busy, so all hands on deck, but we were to arrive at the last 
possible moment to avoid overtime on this extra long day. My timing 
was perfect; I had just enough time to deposit my bag (containing a 
tuna sandwich and Hershey bar) in the lunchroom fridge, get my 
cash drawer out of  the vault (Mary Jean’s purview), and appear at my 
window, smiling and ready. Unfailingly, customers would gather at the 
door, peering in for clues as to when the unlocking would commence.

Bursting into the lunchroom, its door ajar, a model of  efficiency, 
aiming for the white, full-sized refrigerator, I was spun around violently. 
Staring at the barrel of  a revolver aimed at my face and held by a ski-
masked man, I froze. Towering and skinny, the assailant gripped my 
arm tightly. My confusion was at its highest ever, my brain at its fastest 
ever, as I scoured my mind for a saving grace. Was it a prank? Our only 
male teller, Dan, was tall and skinny. He wasn’t exactly capable of  
this kind of  outrageous behavior. A jerk of  my arm and an order, “Sit 
down!” penetrated my fog and dashed any hope. A brain can be quite 
silly, evidenced by my crystal-clear memory of  thinking, “The couch 
would be a suitable and comfortable choice for a hostage situation.” 
Completely and forever unapologetically, the bank’s money was at rock 
bottom on my list of  concerns. Second-to-the-bottom on the list was 
the location of  my purse, vault drawer key inside.

Plopping down, eyes averted, (survival mode), alone together, he 
wrapped gray duct tape around my wrists, not too tightly, and I began 
to form an expectation of  how events could unfold. He wrapped my 
ankles, tore off  a piece for my mouth, then eyes, smoothing the lengths 
of  stickiness across my skin. I prayed a heartfelt prayer, with one clear 
thought, that God would please watch over my young daughters. At 
that moment his cohort smaller, yet commanding and menacing, had 
appeared, to deal with my coworkers. They arrived unsuspectingly, 
picked off  one by one. 

I realized that I could see a little out of  my right eye if  I looked 
up. Joanne was now on my right, white-haired, no nonsense, sturdy 
and unbending. She was glaring in utter defiance at the small one as 
he tore off  his piece of  gray tape, roughly and mercilessly plastering 
it on her delicate skin. She held her head high, her glare still evident 
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through the tape. Others were added to our little group amidst a chaos 
of  threats, strangely vague, yet utterly terrifying. Now Sylvia, Connie, 
our manager Miriam, all of  us except Mary Jean, sat bound. The threats 
intensified as the small one demanded keys. I stole little peeks; I saw 
that no one was cooperating. Appalled, and knowing my drawer held 
an unimpressive amount of  cash, I paused. Absolutely afraid for our 
lives, I hesitantly raised my hands. The tall one yelled “Where is it?” and 
I replied like an amateur ventriloquist, lips taped shut, “mmm, mmm,” 
(in my purse). He demanded frantically, "Where, where, is it?” I had no 
idea, but it materialized next to me and I handed it off. As the room fell 
silent I dared to raise my head enough to peek at the clock on the wall. 
A shot of  despair seared my gut as I saw it was eight minutes after nine. 
We would be hostages with no comprehensible exit plan. Customers 
were surely outside the only door, ready for nine a.m., now a restless 
throng. The silence deepened and lengthened. 

Straining to hear, we began tentatively to stir. Helping each other 
to get free of  the duct tape, I thought Joanne’s skin would tear like 
our stockings as Connie gingerly peeled the tape from her eyes. In 
disbelief  that they had vanished, we watched Miriam place the call to 
911. Fuzzy on protocol and wandering in a loose group, we answered 
any phone ringing near us, assuring the police again and again that we 
were, without explanation, alone. Reunited with Mary Jean, her level 
of  trauma eclipsing ours, we chattered about sketchy details, and by 
unspoken agreement, formed a league. 

Anticlimactic and solicitous, F.B.I. agents swarmed in, exuding 
calm control. Seated by the bank of  windows, a hint of  the outside 
filtered in as a mocking reminder that peace is tentative, fleeting at 
best. As an agent interviewed me, my mind felt clear, but details were 
scarce. A glimpse of  a pale wrist with fine blonde hairs, an accurate 
gauge of  height, and confirmation of  weapon, were the sum of  it. 
We milled around, and with elements of  “an inside job” apparent, we 
were individually and skillfully separated from the herd. Locking eyes, 
the polite, take-charge agent stepped up abruptly, asking if  I would be 
willing to take a polygraph test. Without hesitation, staring directly 
into his eyes, I replied, “Yes, I would.” The agents passed out water and 
ordered pizza that went untouched. 

 After endless time passed, calls to assure loved ones of  our safety 
were allowed. On the cusp of  widespread cell phone use, the take-over 

robbery hit the news. My L.A.P.D. father had heard the police call, 
fending off  the unthinkable with “she’s not working today”. There was 
an awareness that it was over and I felt antsy. I longed to pass through the 
door and back into the comfort of  that distant climate. Not possible; the 
sense of  calm pleasure the weather had exuded earlier was completely 
evaporated, replaced by a sense of  estrangement. Otherworldly and 
foreign, a veil draped over me, obscuring comfortable thought and 
movement. The steps outside and into the parking lot placed us under 
the same but different sun. Something had shifted and realignment was 
out of  reach.

Soon after, anxious to mitigate the damage to our psyches, the 
higher ups assured us that our experience would eventually be down-
graded to an interesting story. Skeptical as I was, that was true in my 
case. Sure that I would never forget the sound of  their voices, and always 
grow instantly weak at the sight of  a revolver, I was wrong and they were 
right. What I learned about myself  resulted in a fundamental shift in 
perception and priorities. Cool headed under terrorizing circumstances, 
and no longer willing to be intimidated by anyone, I considered this 
knowledge precious. I sometimes lean on it, even today.

Annoyingly dubbed “the hole-in-the-wall gang” (ludicrously 
undeserving of  the reference to Paul Newman or the original Wild-
West gang), the nineteen-year-old cop’s son and his twenty-two-year 
old partner cased the bank from Dad’s condo across the street. Breaking 
into an outside maintenance room, they accessed a common wall. 
Cutting a hole through the men’s restroom wall, and hiding it with an 
open stall door, the hole in the wall went unnoticed by Mary Jean. They 
went on to violently rob two more bank branches, and were caught 
spending dyed money in Las Vegas the following year. 

As the days and weeks passed, the weather proved to be radical 
and obnoxious. Wind-driven ashes bespoke the distant glow of  flames 
egged on by the Santa Ana winds; ridiculous and unnerving flooding 
swept through neighborhoods, and long stretches of  gloom dampened 
down ambition. My childhood memories on hold, much time would 
pass before longing for the comfortable, heart-healing climate returned 
to me. Bright and clear optimism was not completely destroyed, only 
buried for a time.
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Little cataclysms

A universe make

The tiny moment

When the spider’s web

Unfurls in an indifferent gust

The architect/builder riding

Unmoored silken threads

Its spinnerets preparing

For fresh anchors

CURRENTS
By Greg Gilbert

TURQUOISE CREATION
By Olivia Web
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The Jewish Ghetto is just off the busy
town square.  In hot, humid July
the square bustles—restaurants, shops,
a violinist with a box of scattered

Czech crowns. In a stone tower  
the anatomical clock tolls on the hour, 
a trumpeter blows from above. Abruptly, 
the Ghetto, quiet. In the cemetery, 

row upon crooked row of tilted 
gravestones leaning into each other, 
more raised by the gnarly roots 
of thick, old trees. Then I’m standing 

in the museum, looking at childish 
drawings done just before the children 
were boxed-in, railroad cars, Auschwitz.  
Just before, the teacher buried a suitcase 

unearthed after the war. Angels, girls 
in dresses, boys in short pants, running 
dogs, daggers, skeletons, drops of  blood.  
In the next room, the glassed-in Torah, 

that can be read, but not touched. Sweat
slides down my forehead. Finally, I walk 
out and  up the street, back toward the town 
square. I turn at the corner of Prada and Rolex

and that’s when I hear my old neighbor
say to my father, “This is a damn used
car lot. You’ve got to Jew him down.”
Jew him down, Jew him down, down.

The sun has come back, the deep snow is melting.

I walk over to the neighbors to walk Bell (his

owner in Helsinki.) Bell is happy to see me. I give

him a treat, a pat, a “Good boy, Bell.” He pulls

the leash with his mouth, leading me into the field.

He doesn’t care that I’ve been rejected by Cincinnati

Review or that I’ve become irate with the politics

of Wisconsin. He doesn’t care that my chronic bad

back aches a little bit more. It’s the moment. I can

see him smiling—I remember that look, my own

lost dogs, even my deceased cat… “Can’t you 

see here that I am busy getting ‘my dog fix’”.

All of my daily problems (in the moment, like

everyone else) disappear with the melting snow.

PRAGUE, JEWISH GHETTO
By John Sierpinski

By John Sierpinski

BELL
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We are in Athens
up the mountain
the Parthenon 
motor bikes scoot

past the changing
of the guard.
You deserve love
don’t you know.

You have lost one 
wife to overblown
obesity and she 
sucks your money

down, perpetually.
Your second wife
died suddenly
(on the operating

table no less)
but you are a sweet
man and here
in Greece you

We have arrived in the rain,
the net of gray clouds,
the drip of water
from the pines.

Mosquitos swarm
around our heads. 
The cottage is old,
nineteen twenties?

Nothing is quite level
or straight. The toilet
weeps, the gas heater
heaves and thunders,

the full length mirror
projects a funhouse
over-lengthy view.
When I look into it

I say, “Why the long
face?” The electricity
is feeble, the small tv
sits (comfortably useless).

By John Sierpinski
By John Sierpinski

approach us
with your new
girlfriend, your new
love. Here in Greece

in summer toasted
Athens, the orange
moon peeks over
the mountain.

We all laugh like
it’s never going
to end. Then we
watch you two walk 

away in moonlight
hand in hand 
both of you in your
floppy hats.

The old Reader’s Digest
books, the coffeemaker,
the cracks in the wall.
Years ago, my mother

would have taken out
the broom, the mop,
the bottle of Pine-Sol.
The spiders would

have run for cover.
Now, some of the spool
of the city unwinds.
Loons call to each other,

spooky. The winds
pull a sleight of hand,
the pines whisper to me, 
“You’re running out of time.”

FLOPPY
HATS

THE COTTAGE, 
ST. GERMAIN LAKE
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I.

Folks hereabouts have dug the whole countryside full of  
holes looking for Dan Buster’s gold.  Early in the morning 
or near sunset, you can look across the fields in the half-

light and you would swear there had been half  the U.S. Army at work 
on the valley, if  you didn’t know better.  Even the road is getting filled 
with trenches.  It’s worse near the edge of  town, where the nine- and 
ten-year-olds already tired of  toting their shovels stop in their tracks 
and start digging.  Just last week, I was driving my brand new Model 
T down the steep ridge on the Fourth Crossing side of  the valley.  I 
noticed a dark shape across the bottom.  I thought to myself, “That’s 
one hell of  a shadow, considering the sun’s shining in my face across 
Farner’s fallow field”, so I stopped.  Sure enough, it was a ditch.  Biggest 
one I had seen in years.  Must have been some awful husky youngsters 
working all night to dig that one.  When I told Evans, he didn’t seem 
too concerned, which was what I expected.

DAN BUSTER'S GOLD
By Michael G. Vail

UNTITLED
By Aubrey Leahy
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“It’s probably some of  those Mexicans that have been moving up 
here to work in the vineyards.  They haven’t been around long enough 
to know the rules,” he said, leaning against the jailhouse’s timbered 
wall.  Lazily, he raised his arm and tossed a dart at the board.  Missed 
the bulls eye by a foot, at least.  Evans isn’t much of  a dart player.

“Well,” I said, “as sheriff, you had better make sure they learn 
the rules awful quick.  Someone could break their neck driving into 
that thing after the sun goes down, and I don’t need business that bad.  
Broken necks aren’t worth their trouble, anyway.”

“All right, Doc, all right,” he said, tossing another dart.  This time, 
he missed the entire board.  “I’ll send some of  the boys over to Larson’s 
for shovels and we’ll have it filled back up by sunset.”

That made sense.  One way or another, Darcy Larson’s always 
benefiting from this mess.  Same as his father did.  If  any strangers 
wander into the general store, you can wager your last dollar they will 
be rushing out fifteen minutes later with a shovel in each hand and 
the story of  the gold ringing in their ears—only now, it’s not forty-five 
thousand dollars in gold that Buster buried but one-hundred and forty-
five thousand.  The same thing happens with the young ones.  Any time 
a boy runs back home from an errand in town and starts saving his 
money like he has heard of  a bargain on Salvation, then Larson’s got 
him.  And the boy will keep buying shovels from one Larson or another 
until the day he dies.  By then, his son and his son’s son will be regular 
shovel buyers.  Dan Buster may be lying under a patch of  weeds in the 
pauper’s corner of  the old cemetery, but he has done as much to feed 
the Larsons the past fifty-seven years as planting season has.  I don’t see 
any sign that things will ever change, either.

Oh, some years it seems the frenzy over the gold’s finally going 
to tap itself  out.  The young men start laughing at the story and tell 
their fathers the fortune was found twenty years ago.  But then another 
Republican gets himself  elected President and times turn bad again. 

Those who try to scratch out a living on the land go broke 
and put their plows and livestock up for auction--and Larson begins 
selling shovels like THEY'RE made of  gold.  After the ’07 Panic, the 
railroad even cancelled the Sheep Ranch stop.  “It ain’t worth our while 
anymore,” the railroad man said.  There were so many folks out digging 
that half  the sheep never got sheared that season.  

The thing is, no one doubts that Buster once buried the gold.  
Larson likes to tell the tale more than anyone else, of  course; it’s helping 
him to make a good living without raising any blisters.  And because 
most of  the older townspeople are sons and daughters of  Forty-Niners, 
it’s not surprising they have stayed stirred up for all these years, or that 
the mania over the gold has been passed along to their children and their 
children’s children.  The pioneers said farewell to family and loved ones 
they would never see again and left behind most of  what they owned 
in the world to cross the Mississippi River, trek across the unforgiving 
deserts and scale the mile-high mountains.  Some of  them lost even 
more before they arrived in California; the graves of  the infirm, babies 
and old folks marked the routes they had taken.   Then most of  those 
who survived the journey didn’t strike enough to cover the cost of  the 
mining equipment they sold their wagons and horses and mules to buy.  
So they gave up their dreams of  riches and, instead, became shopkeepers 
and shepherds, planted fruit trees and vineyards or got hired on as ranch 
hands.  The sons and daughters, grandsons and granddaughters and 
great grandsons and great granddaughters know all of  this, and realize 
Dan Buster’s gold is their last chance to strike it rich.  If  one of  them 
ever does find the gold, this town’s going to see a celebration that will 
make the Fourth of  July look like a Sunday picnic.  It will be a victory 
celebration: victory over the trail, and California.  And over Dan Buster.   

II.

It was Ray Clino’s father who tested and weighed the gold that 
blistering August afternoon when Buster led the burros into 
town.  It was strapped onto the animals’ backs in old flour 

sacks.

“Buster was covered with sweat,” Ray says, “from stumblin’ down 
Stoney Point, leadin’ them animals.  It must’ve taken him all mornin’ to 
load the sacks and get down the hill.  When he made the assay office, 
Daddy wouldn’t give him a hand.  ‘I ain’t helpin’ no Negro,’ he said 
after Mother looked out and saw Dan Buster liftin’ a sack in his arms 
and looked back at Daddy, standin’ behind the counter, countin’ the 
days of  the month on the calendar.  God, but it was hot, and the flies 
buzzin’ around the black man’s head, and him movin’ real slow but real 
steady, droppin’ one sack on the counter—PLUNK—and marchin’ back 
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out into the heat and the dust to get another.  Whole top of  the counter 
was covered when he let the last sack fall.”

“The rest of  the afternoon, Daddy was busy workin’ with the 
gold.  It looked like sand, though there was small nuggests mixed all 
through it, too.  Dan Buster just sat there, in the shadows in the corner 
of  the office, and watched him.  Didn’t budge an inch from the stool, 
like he was afraid that if  he took his eyes off  us to go to the outhouse, 
or went across the street to the saloon, we’d slip one or two of  the sacks 
under the counter.  So he didn’t move.  Didn’t say nothin’, either.  Only 
kept his eyes on Daddy.

“Sunset came and Daddy tied the last sack back up and said, 
‘’Bout fifty thousand dollars, give or take a dollar or two.’  So Dan 
Buster stood, for the first time all afternoon, and shuffled over to the 
counter.  He reached one of  his long brown hands into a sidepocket in 
his overalls and pulled out a dollar coin and plucked the dollar down on 
top of  one of  the sacks.  ‘Now it’s fifty thousand,’ he said.  Daddy asked:  
‘What you want done with it?’  The miner said:  ‘I want fifty thousand 
in gold coins.’  ‘You must be out of  your head,’ Daddy said.  ‘Where are 
we goin’ to get that much in coins out here?’

“So Dan Buster looked down at the dollar on top of  the sack.  
The sweat was still tricklin’ down the side of  his face and the flies was 
still buzzin’ around his head.  The sun was almost gone, but the heat 
sure hadn’t left.  Buster said, ‘How much in each sack?’  Daddy said, 
‘Five thousand dollars.’  Without another word, Buster picked up a sack 
and carried it out to the burros.  He came back in, grasped another and 
took that one outside.  When he came in for a third sack, Daddy said, 
‘What do I get for all this trouble?’

“Dan Buster stopped and looked at Daddy.  Stared at him like he 
was one of  the flies; an uppity, down-the-nose look.  After a moment, 
he picked up the dollar where it was still layin’ on top of  a sack and 
suddenly flipped it at Daddy’s face.  He had to raise his hand, quick-like, 
to snatch it, or it would’ve hit him in the nose.  And that was it.  Buster 
tossed that coin, picked up the rest of  the sacks, one by one, carried 
them out and disappeared into the cloudless twilight leadin’ the burros.  
The next mornin’, everyone in town knew Dan Buster was a rich man.”

It wasn’t long before everyone in town understood why Buster 
wanted to know how much was in each sack, too.  A week later, he 

again trudged down from his shack near the top of  Stoney Point, the 
first time he had ever come to town two weeks in a row.  This time he 
left the burros behind.  He stopped at the office of  H.M. Forrest, the 
only lawyer the town had.

That fact didn’t make everyone happy.  Forrest was an Abolitionist.  
Rumor was he had even made a few speeches on the subject before 
he came West.  A short, fat, balding man, he always wore the same 
faded red vest, but made sure the vest was clean and pressed, the way he 
kept his business neat and honest.  That was his saving grace.  Even the 
Southerners in town got used to him, because even they couldn’t argue 
against his reputation as a fair man.

Buster must have overheard the whispers about the Abolitionism, 
despite his hermit-like existence.  At any rate, he walked into Forrest’s 
office and dropped five thousand dollars in gold, still in a flour sack, on 
the lawyer’s battered oak desk.  “I want you to buy my family,” he told 
the tiny, stunned figure who sat before him.

A runaway slave, Buster's wife and three children were still 
down South, somewhere in Louisiana or Mississippi; no one could ever 
remember which.  Buster must have figured that, if  he wanted to see his 
family again, Forrest offered his only hope.  The last time the miner saw 
them was the night he fled the plantation, a night filled with countless 
miles of  wandering and re-wandering through stagnated bayous, 
alligators, water moccasins—and a half  dozen hounds that hadn’t let 
a slave get away from them yet.  Finally the sun rose and Buster found 
himself  lying among a bunch of  crushed reeds on an island in the 
middle of  the Mississippi River he had never seen before and couldn’t 
remember reaching.  That was what saved him, because the plantation 
owner and the dog handler never even considered searching the island; 
the possibility that the runaway could have somehow reached it in the 
dark was too unbelievable.

After he had heard Buster’s request, Forrest agreed on the spot 
to serve as his agent.  He drew up a contract, read it out loud to the 
semi-literate miner and had Buster put his mark to it.  Only thing was, 
Forrest turned out to be a lot less honest than everyone had believed.  
Or maybe the sight of  five thousand dollars in gold forced him to take a 
quick inventory of  his principles.
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Just after sundown that evening, Ike Clino and Ned Henry, who 
built the town’s livery stable, noticed the little fat man moving about 
in his office.  Curious, they went around to the back alley and caught 
Forrest as he finished dropping the last of  his belongings into his buggy.  

“Hey, Forrest,” Henry shouted.  “Where you goin’ in such a 
hurry?”

Forrest started, and for the only time since he had arrived in the 
town, he was at a loss for words.

Ray Clino, just a boy at the time, had been sweeping out Forrest’s 
office when Buster arrived.  He rushed home afterwards and told his 
father everything.

“Gonna run off  with the Negro’s money, huh?” Ike said, smiling 
and nudging Henry with his elbow.  “I guess he ain’t as big a no-good 
Yankee as we thought.”  The pair guffawed.  Then Ike turned to the 
lawyer again, who was standing motionless on the other side of  the 
horse, watching them somberly.

“Go on,” Clino told him lowly.  “Get the hell outta here.”

No one told Dan Buster.  They waited.  Six weeks passed and the 
miner finally came down the hill again and headed for Forrest’s office.  
He tried the padlocked door and peered through the window.  It was 
then that he must have grasped what had happened.  He turned in the 
street and walked back up the hill.

Buster didn’t approach the vacant office again for almost five 
years.  Late in ’59, a dog-eared envelope with a year-old postmark came 
for him.  It contained an anonymous note with a scrawl which read 
simply:  “Family died in smallpox epidemic.”  Buster limped away from 
the post office, worn-out and well past middle age, the note hanging 
loosely from his hand, weaving in the breeze.  He stopped before 
Forrest’s former office and stood there, alone, for ten minutes or so.  
Then he bent slowly, chose a stone and sent it sailing at the door.  By the 
time it bounced off  the splintered and weather-beaten wood, he had let 
the scrap of  paper fall and was on his way back up the hill.

Buster never did use most of  the remaining forty-five thousand 
for anything.  Anything anyone took notice of, at any rate.  He continued 
living the life of  a recluse and unsuccessful miner, sleeping in his 
dilapidated one-room shack and going into the hills every day, leading 

the burros that had become half-blind from age.  It began dawning on 
folks that Dan Buster didn’t plan to ever spend the treasure.

One morning in the general store, Darcy Larson’s father came 
right out and asked him:  “What you goin’ to do with all that gold?”

Buster looked up from the box of  cheap vittles he had just 
purchased.

“You been wantin’ to ask me that for a long time, haven’t you?” 
he said.

“What you goin’ to do with it?” Larson asked again.

“I took that gold out of  the ground with these hands,” the miner 
answered quietly, deliberately, while he stared at Larson.  “I put it back 
in the ground with these same hands.”

“Why don’t you leave it to me?” Larson asked.  “You’ve got no kin 
hereabouts.  All the years you’ve been coming into the store, I’ve treated 
you right.”  He paused.  “If  you try and get it to someone down South,” 
he said, “it’ll disappear quicker than the first five thousand did.”

Buster stiffened, but his voice was still calm when he spoke again.  
“You don’t need my gold,” he said.  “You got the store.  You got money.  
I buried that gold.  Ain’t nobody ever gonna find it.”  Then he smiled 
smugly.  “There it’s gonna stay,” he said.  “There it’s gonna stay where 
it’ll never do no white man no good.”

III.

There were other white men a lot more determined 
than Darcy Larson’s father to get the buried treasure, 
though.  The story had been retold so many times that it 

had gotten all around the Mother Lode country.  What happened was 
probably inevitable.  The Sierra foothills were full of  rough, unlucky 
men, searching for a pot of  gold at the end of  the rainbow which they 
rarely found.  Three of  those men figured Dan Buster’s gold was at the 
end of  their rainbow.

They rode in late on a cloudy afternoon in January of  ‘61, three 
months before the Rebels fired on Fort Sumter.  Right off, the trio 
started asking about Dan Buster.  But no one in the saloon would tell 
the strangers anything, including Ike Clino.  When the men tried to 
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quiz him about the old miner's whereabouts, he scowled.  “You think 
we’d let a black man live in the same county with us?” he answered.  
The rest simply refused to talk to them.

Finally the strangers found Dean Keeley, sitting by himself  on 
the ground in the alley at the back of  the saloon, drinking from a bottle 
of  rotgut whiskey.  He was a miner, too.  But he did so poorly that he 
returned to Arkansas two years later.  The strangers offered Keeley five 
dollars to tell them how to find Buster’s shack.  He told them—and for 
weeks afterwards, stumbled drunkenly about town, stopping anyone 
he met and pleading with them to forgive him.  He also tried to hang 
himself--and failed at that, too.         

When the strangers finished talking to Keeley, they glanced at 
one another and went back into the saloon and drank silently among 
themselves until sunset.  Then they climbed back on their horses and 
rode up the hill towards the shack.

As soon as they left, the regulars inside the saloon started getting 
riled up.  Clino climbed on top of  the bar and shouted:  “How in hell are 
we goin’ to ever get our hands on that gold if  those three bastards make 
Buster tell them where it’s at?”  The men agreed more enthusiastically 
with each drink.  An hour and a half  later, Clino was at their head and 
they, carrying torches and armed with anything they could lay their 
hands on, followed him up the winding trail that led to the shack.

They met the returning horsemen on a bend in the path.

“There they are!” Clino shouted.  “Pull ‘em down!”

The strangers charged straight into the midst of  the mob—and 
the mob was drunk enough to let the first two make it through.  But 
Willie Sende—who got blown to pieces fighting for the Confederate 
side three and a half  years later at Cold Harbor--used a shovel to knock 
the third one down, hitting him square in the face.  They picked him up 
and held on to the limp figure while Clino told them, “Let’s see what 
he’s done to the Negro!”, and they marched on to the shack.

Dan Buster lay in the dust at the door, bent at the waist and 
motionless; the strangers had beaten him nearly to death.  Clino tried 
to ask if  he told where the gold was, but he was unconscious.  So Clino 
turned to the stranger and asked him, but he was unconscious, too.  
They left Jay Johnston, the town's doctor at the time, with Buster and 
dragged their captive a short distance down the hill to a massive birch 

tree by the side of  the trail.  The stranger had not come to yet.  They 
took turns shaking and slapping him.  But he wouldn’t open his eyes.  
Finally Clino made them stop.

"Can't you see he's fakin’?” he asked them.  “Let’s string him up 
and see how good he is at fakin’ that!”

The town didn't have a sheriff  in those days, so there was no one 
to stop them.  They fashioned a noose, threw it over one of  the birch’s 
limbs and lynched him.  The stranger hung there, stiff  as ever, until 
Clino figured he must really be dead now and had someone cut the 
body down.

By this time, it was almost midnight, and someone said, “What 
if  Buster’s dead, too?”  They trampled back up the hill then, torches 
blazing in the still, frosted winter air, and stomped into the shack.

Buster lay on his cot, bandaged up in rags Doc Johnston found 
in the room.  As the men crowded around the heaving black body, Doc 
warned them:  “He’s not long to go, boys.”

“Can he hear us?” Clino asked.  “Can he talk?”

“If  he can,” Doc said, “his next words could be his last.”

Clino kneeled at the old man’s side.

“Did you tell ‘em, Dan?” he said, loudly and quickly.

Dan Buster smiled at the faces in the silent, smoky room.

“No,” he hissed.  Then he died.

IV.

Three or four of  the younger men tore away part of  the 
shack’s walls the next morning, but most had the decency 
to wait two days for  the funeral.  Everyone knew what 

would happen the minute the body was laid to rest.  Larson’s father had 
been out in front of  the store all that morning, holding a shovel over his 
head and shouting.

"Come on now, you don’t want to be left out, do yah?” he told the 
growing crowd.  “There’s forty-five thousand in gold buried under  that 
shack, but you need a shovel to get to it!”
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They certainly were buying shovels, too—dozens of  shovels.  
They came from as far as Ridgecrest and Sutton, wagons piled high 
with their families and the supplies they would need for an overnight 
stay, since they figured that was all the time it would take.  “After all,” 
they said, “how well could a man his age hide all those sacks?”  And all 
the while, Larson stood there in the dim sunlight and bitter cold and 
shouted what they wanted to hear.

“It’s all there, must be no more than a hundred feet from the 
shack,” he shouted into the still air.  “It’s gotta be!  Where else could 
that Negro have put it without somebody noticin’?”  Shaking a shovel 
over his head, he told them:  “But you ain’t got a chance for it unless you 
got one of  these!  And it better be a good one, too, a new shovel that 
won’t bust in your hands in the middle of  the rush and a foot above the 
fortune!”  So they kept coming, all morning, pulling their wagons up in 
front of  the general store to listen to Larson’s spiel and climbing down 
and buying shovels for themselves and any sons old enough to help in 
the digging.

Then Larson ran out of  shovels, locked up and joined the rest,  
sitting in the wagons and on horseback or leaning against the beat-up, 
unpainted buildings, listening for the word to come.  Clino and Henry  
had paid a boy with one arm to ride down and tell them when Buster 
had been lowered into his grave by the undertaker and the three old 
men he found to help him.  Clino and the others figured a boy with one 
arm would be the only person in town they could trust to stop on the 
way to the shack.  

And he did stop, too--rode into the street full of  loaded wagons 
and tense faces, pulled the horse up with one gloved hand, pausing for 
a second before he shouted:

“He’s buried!”

Ten minutes after they reached the shack, there wasn’t a shack 
anymore.  They began digging where the shack had been while the 
women and children sifted through the piles of  boards that had been 
thrown out of  the way.  They dug all day, even getting the digging 
organized into shifts because they saw there were too many of  them 
to work in the hole all at once.  One group would dig for a half  hour or 
forty-five minutes, then the second shift came on, then the third, and 
then the first group stepped into the hole again.  By sunset, they hadn’t  

found anything.  Most left to set up camp for the night.  The rest sent 
Larson back to his store for lanterns.

The next day, they started poking around the clearing surrounding 
the shack.  It wasn’t long before the clearing was all dug up.  But there 
was no sign of  the gold.  By the end of  the week, the family men from 
out of  town started packing up.  They said they would be back the next 
chance they got.  They kept their word, too.

They—and then their sons and grandsons—have been returning 
for fifty-seven years.  Of  course, the townsfolk never stopped the search.  
Things tapered off  the third week after Buster was buried, but that was 
only because Clino and Henry and the rest had to get back to their 
businesses, farms and jobs to keep themselves and their families alive—
and they had to stay alive to find the gold.

Just last Sunday, Ray and I took a drive in the Model T up to 
where Buster’s shack used to stand.  All the way there, we saw folks 
shoveling away at the sides of  the hills.  They mostly leave the site of  the 
shack alone, since it has been searched through so many times.

The crater that was dug fifty-seven years ago is still there: filled 
with truck now, but plenty wide.  You can look at it and imagine how 
deep it must have been once.

“You think anyone will ever find it?” Ray said, spitting into the 
hole.

“No,” I answered.  “I think Dan Buster is laughing in his grave.”  I 
stared at Ray a moment.  “Did it ever occur to you,” I said, “that Buster 
might have told those three men where he buried the gold?”

Ray turned to me.  “No,” he answered quickly.  “He wouldn’t 
have done that."  He paused and blinked at the scarred landscape that 
surrounded us.  "Buster just knew how to hide things, goddamn him!” 
he added angrily, bitterly.

“Yes,” I agreed, looking out across the pitted hills and the valley 
below and the folks busy burrowing here and there.  “He sure as hell 
did.”

END.   
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Paul R. Abramson pages:  86
Paul R. Abramson, Ph.D. is a Professor of Psychology at UCLA. He is the 
author of eleven books and 125 scholarly articles. He is also the lead singer 
and lyricist of the band Crying 4 Kafka. (Links: https://abramsonuclapsych.com/; 
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Paul_R._Abramson; https://crying4kafka.com/)

Tania Abramson pages:  25
Tania Love Abramson, MFA, is a conceptually focused visual artist, lecturer, 
writer and performer, and a survivor of chronic childhood sexual abuse 
(50yrslater.com). Drawing on her life story, her art delves into the elusive 
psychological manifestations of trauma, and the potential for resilience in its 
aftermath (tanialoveabramson.com). Tania lectures internationally and in the US 
and is the author of several artbooks. Shame and the Eternal Abyss explores 
the dual experiences of shame and dissociation through Tania’s art and poetic 
commentary. Concern and Truth Lies are the first in an ongoing series of small 
volumes, tied loosely together by ambiguous words and phrases. Obliquely 
crafted narratives, photographs, poetic structure and art are contained therein; 
the work, We Are All Liars, is from Truth Lies.

Shawnta Akins pages:  23
My name is Shawnta Akins and I am a current resident in Twentynine Palms. 
I've lived in the desert for roughly 11 years. I am a student at Copper 
Mountain College and my current goal is to get an Associate's Degree in Fire 
Science and Technology. I am originally from Los Angeles, California and I'm 
extremely grateful that I moved. In retrospect moving here was one of my 
biggest blessings because I have begun to learn the real essence of who I am 
by understanding what I am not. I am a 25 year old woman with a severed 
background but I did not allow my circumstances to determine who I am now 
or the woman I am evolving into. I wrote this poem when I was in a really dark 
place in my life to remind myself that self love and care are the main ways to 
obtain a happy life. If one is not loving and kind with themselves the rest of 
the pieces in our lives will not ever feel content enough. There will always be 
a void.

Lowen Baird ‘Digger’ pages:  80
My name is Lowen Baird.  I have submitted to Howl seven times.  I 
enjoy graphic novels and tales of the Greek Gods.  I can pop my joints 
in thir ty-six places; well, it depends on how relaxed I am.  Riddle me 
this:  when does the narrator stop talking?  When the story has ended.

Janna Browne pages:  35, 36, 37, 38, 39
Janna Browne is a student, a poet, and a yogi. She aspires to be a 
world traveler, currently residing in Joshua Tree, she enjoys cooking 
and hiking. If she isn’t in the area you can catch her visiting family or 
at a concer t grooving all night long. She thanks you for your journey 
and being curious about life . 

Katherine Christian pages:  88
Kathy Christian is currently a liberal ar ts major at Copper Mountain 
College.  Exploring several avenues of creativity in writing and design 
has become an unexpectedly exciting journey facilitated by the college 
experience. katherinechristian60@gmail.com.

Nathan Cordova pages:  33, 34
My name is Nathan Cordova; I have been writing for approximately 
four years. It has been a great outlet for my overactive mind. My wife 
has been a big inspiration and chief editor of my work thus far. She 
saved me from walking a dark path. She and an English Composition 
Teacher saw the potential my words and structures could have on 
someone. Since then I have enjoyed putting thoughts and ideas to 
paper that can bring joy and affliction so vehemently displayed. Being 
chosen to be in the Howl the past 2 years has been an honor. And in 
that, a passion to por tray my writing style.

Jenn De Falco pages:  15
Jenn is an English and History major and studies at Copper Mountain 
College. Her full name is Jennisa D’ Giovonni Lynn De Falco and she 
was born in 1970. Her grandmother Honey Lee would become one of 
the biggest influences in her life . When she was little her grandmother 
would read books to her which opened up many new and exciting 
worlds for Jenn. The love of reading and writing became her life's 
passion. One of the things she was taught and will always remember 
is, “The world sits in the palms of your hands through books.” Jenn 
and her husband Shane live in Twentynine Palms with their son Joseph. 

Amy Fangmeyer pages:  68, 70
Amy Fangmeyer is the coolest person you will probably ever meet, 
that is of course, if you believe far t jokes are a superior form of 
humor. She spends most of her time studying and nothing else. All she 
does is study. Maybe you should consider befriending her so she can 
acquire a social life . Please. Occasionally, she will leave the librar y for 
fresh air by rock climbing in the national park. You may even see her 
on stage in plays, por traying the most peculiar characters, such as a 
dog in the play Sylvia (she never shuts up about it).

Jean-Paul L. Garnier pages:  78
Jean-Paul L. Garnier lives and writes in Joshua Tree, CA where he 
is owner of Space Cowboy Books, a science fiction bookstore, 
independent publisher, and producer of Simultaneous Times podcast.  
In 2018 Traveling Shoes Press released Echo of Creation a collection of 
his science fiction shor t stories.  He has also released three collections 
of poetr y: Future Anthropology (Space Cowboy Books 2019) the 
Spiraling Pear ls (HD Press 2010) and In Iudicio (Cholla Needles Press 
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2017).  His shor t stories, poetr y, and essays have appeared in: Specklit, 
Eye to the Telescope, Scifaikuest, and many other anthologies and 
webzines.  He holds a cer tificate in creative writing from Wesleyan 
University.

Greg Gilbert pages:  92
Greg Gilber t taught English at CMC until his retirement in 2011. In 
1996 he and a group of extraordinarily dedicated students founded 
HOWL, now in its 22nd year. Today Greg serves on the CMC Board 
of Trustees, remains active with state and local education issues, but 
mostly he enjoys being a husband to his wife Candace and the Papa to 
their four children and five grandchildren. As always, Greg is grateful 
to the CMC Foundation for funding CMC's literar y magazine and to 
Professor Ellen Baird for her ongoing role as the magazine's Faculty 
Advisor. Twenty-two years and counting. Wow!

Brianna Hams page:  26, 30, 31
Brianna Hams is a twenty-seven-year-old Joshua Tree native graduating 
from Copper Mountain College in the Spring of 2019 with a degree 
in English. She spends her free time singing into hairbrushes as if they 
are microphones, binge watching Gordon Ramsay cooking shows, and 
reading Chuck Palahniuk novels. She owes her academic success to 
her mother, Kelly, and her sister, Vanessa.

Gabriel Hart page:  56, 58
Author/songwriter Gabriel Har t lives in Morongo Valley, CA. While 
commonly known as the frontman for L.A. punk rock Wall of Sound 
group Jail Weddings, he just released his debut "twin" novel Virgins In 
Reverse/The Intrusion (Traveling Shoes Press). His chapbooks Cinema 
of Life (2016) and Nothing To See Here (2017) will be incorporated 
into his upcoming speculative fiction novel Lies of Heaven, to be 
released in 2019. He is also presently immersed in High Prey Drive, 
his “teenage initiation” novel project.
His shor t stories and poetr y have been published in Cholla Needles, 
Luna Arcana, the Deser t Writers Guild Anthology, as well as Space 
Cowboy’s Simultaneous Times anthology and podcast. He is also a 
regular contributor to L.A. Record, a Los Angeles underground music 
publication.

Kayla R. J. Jenkins page:  24
High School Jr. CMC dual enrollment, Cyber Security.

Lalo Kikiriki page:  84, 85
Lalo Kikir iki was born in Oklahoma, grew up in Texas; and moved 
to California in 1979, after ten years on Pacifica Radio Houston 

and publiction of a chapbook, Old Movies, Other Visions, with Pam 
Palmer. Lalo earned a Masters Degree in Humanities from Cal State 
Dominguez Hills, 2007; the poet is also a ZZyZx Writer, itinerant 
accordionist, and queen of Poetr ypalooza 2015.

Aubrey Leahy pages:  20, 22, 32, 98
Under Aubrey's familial coat of Arms is emblazoned the motto, "Often 
wrong but never in doubt." Which may provide more insight into him 
that you need to know.

Karen Mortensen  page:  53, 54, 55
Since I am a painter and a sculptor, I had never considered myself a 
poet, but a visual ar tist who on occasion paints with words. My poems 
are generally small vingnettes of personal experiences inspired by 
living in this beautiful place called the High Deser t.

Briana Nieves page:  13
Briana Nieves Born Nov. 14 1991 has been writing since 6 years 
old. She is Youngest born to her mother JERRILINE NIEVES and 2nd 
youngest to her father WILLIAM NIEVES. I enjoy writing but more 
than that i enjoy spending time with my family. I write under the 
moniker of Mz. Opta-Mystyk because you have to stay positive in this 
negative world. Briana intends to graduate from Copper mountain 
college In May of 2020 with a degree in liberal ar ts and sciences.

Kayla Pedroza page:  73, 74, 75, 76
Hi! I’m Kayla! I have 21 pets and I have lived in the deser t my whole 
life. I love to write and rock climb in my free time. I’m just as shocked 
as the rest of you to see my own work in a book. 

Shriya Roy pages:  61
I’m a 5th grader at Cram Elementar y, Highland. I play the piano and 
violin and I love to write! My two amazing parents and teachers are 
the inspiration behind this stor y. I am loved and truly blessed and I’m 
so thankful for that! My passion is writing, and I hope that my story 
makes someone feel happy!
Stories,
They’d filled her head,
She was loved, inspired
And suddenly, she was also…
Writing

Shoichi pages:  82
Shoichi walks with purpose through the deser t, grateful for wine, 
solitude, fr iends, and the occasional visit from a poem.
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John Sierpinski pages:  94, 95, 96, 97
John Sierpinski has published poetr y widely in literar y magazines and 
journals from Backstreet Quar ter ly and California Quar ter ly to Nor th 
Coast Review and Spectrum to name a few.  His work is also in three 
anthologies.  He was nominated for a Pushcar t Prize in 2013.  He is 
currently putting together a collection.  He wrote on the outside of a 
paper lunch bag in his day job working career, but has become more 
serious about his writing since then.  He is moving from Wisconsin 
and will become a full time resident of Yucca Valley/Joshua Tree in 
January.

Paige Sparti pages:  19
My name is Paige Spar ti, I am eighteen years old and I am currently an 
attending student at Copper Mountain College. I was born February 
22nd, 2000 on a Tuesday morning in the hospital called Deser t 
Regional, which is in the city of Palm Springs, CA. From the ages of 
newborn to five years old I grew up in a secluded area otherwise 
known as Landers. From the age of thir teen I star ted to write papers 
about my everyday life and I how I felt about it, but I decided that I 
wanted to give an image.

Turq Teischa pages:  18, 19
Turq is

Michael G. Vail pages:  40, 42, 99
Ear lier in my life, my profession was that of a writer and editor.  For 
the last 35 years, I have managed facility planning and construction 
programs at some of California's largest school districts.  

Robert Wanless pages:  77
Rob Wanless is a guy out in search of something. Instead of having a 
dream, he spends his life looking for a dream to follow, not unlike the 
quest for the perfect flower. He believes that one day he will find it. 
And he plays golf.

Local Sponsors

THANK
YOU
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GREG GILBERT
CMC Board of Trustee Member, 

Retired Professor of English and Howl Originator

CYNTHIA ANDERSON

DIANA MORRIS

LARAINE TURK

FRIENDS
of



THE HISTORIC INNS OF TWENTY NINE PALMS
29 PALMS INN & CAMPBELL HOUSE

PROUDLY SUPPORT THE 23RD EDITION OF HOWL

73950 Inn Avenue
Twentynine Palms, CA 92277

760.367.3505

29PalmsInn.com



123

Local Sponsors

122

2019 - Howl Art & Literary Magazine





127

Local Sponsors

126

2019 - Howl Art & Literary Magazine

OASIS POSTAL PLUS
POSTER & FLYER PRINTING
56925 Yucca Trail, Suite E  Yucca Valley
www.oasispostalplus.com
760.365.1773

THE LUMINATORS
LOCAL MUSICIAN FOR LIVE READING
www.theluminators.com

MOJAVE SOL
LOCAL VENUE & FOOD FOR LIVE READING
73515 Twentynine Palms Highway, Twentynine Palms
www.mojavesol29.com
760.910.9206

EBB - ELLEN'S BIRTHDAY BAND
(CHARLES PETERSON & ALLAN HAYS)
LOCAL MUSICIANS FOR LIVE READING
facebook.com/JoshuaTreeCommunityJazzBand

MELISSASABOL.COM
BOOK DESIGN/PRINTING & MARKETING DESIGN
www.melissasabol.com
602.284.8056

BRUCE’S PLACE
LOCAL CHEF FOR LIVE READING
6162 Rotary Way, Joshua Tree, CA 92252
www.brucesplacecatering.com
760.366.5271

ARTFX
LOCAL VENUE FOR LIVE READING
55836 Twentynine Palms Hwy., Yucca Valley
www.shopartfx.com
619.990.5683

SPACE COWBOY BOOKS
LOCAL VENUE FOR LIVE READING
61871 Twentynine Palms Hwy., Joshua Tree

spacecowboybooks@gmail.com 
www.spacecowboybooks.com

JAMIE HAFLER
LOCAL MUSICIAN FOR LIVE READING
www.drugband.com

PALMS RESTAURANT
LOCAL VENUE & FOOD FOR LIVE READING
83131 Amboy Road, Wonder Valley
facebook.com/Palms-Restaurant
760.361.2810

ELKA of JOSHUA TREE FOOD
LOCAL CHEF FOR LIVE READING
www.joshuatreefood.com

BILL & BOB
LOCAL MUSICIANS FOR 2 LIVE READINGS
facebook.com/BillAndBobMusic
rowell_robert@yahoo.com
760.401.0113



made possible by

CMC FOUNDATION
Bringing Community to CMC

The Copper Mountain College Foundation (formerly the Friends of 
Copper Mountain College) is a non-profit, charitable organization 
whose mission is to maximize educational opportunities in the Morongo 

Basin by supporting the college’s activities, programs and facilities.

The Foundation provides the crucial link between community donations 
and the educational needs of the college. By supporting the Foundation’s 
mission with a charitable gift, you can help the college provide 

educational excellence for all its students, now and in the future.

For more information please visit the Foundation at:
cmccd.edu/Foundation or call 760-366-3791 x4200

ALUMNI ASSOCIATION
The CMC Foundation oversees the college’s Alumni Association, 
composed of graduates, former and current students, faculty, and 
friends. Alumni donations are used to fund student scholarships and 
other campus programs and activities. Contact the Foundation for more 

information on the Alumni Association and gift-giving options.

The Copper Mountain College Foundation is an IRS designated 501(c)
(3) tax exempt public charity. Your gift is tax-deductable to the extent 

permitted by law. 

Federal ID #95-3778-234
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