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San Francisco Field Trip
All day, Friday, Nov. 14 – Leave 
at 7 a.m. and return at 9 p.m. 
Visit magazine publishing houses, 
City Lights Bookstore, dip your 
toes in the Pacific and eat dinner 
at Chinatown. We will travel by 
Delta bus. More details later! 
Save the Date. 5



California International
Young Artists Competition

PRESENTS
The 2008 Ann Gregor Young Poets Award 

(Deadline:  November 15, 2008)...
Ann Gregor was a poet and former California Community College English instructor who su! ered a stroke and 
became wheelchair bound, spending her " nal years overcoming physical adversity with an indomitable spirit, 
succumbing to cancer in 2007.  In her memory, her family and friends have established the Ann Gregor Young 

Poets Award, administered by the California Interna# onal Young Ar# sts Compe# # on (CIYAC).

Eligibility
The compe# # on is open to poets age 25 and younger who are currently a$ ending a California Community 

College at the # me of submission.

The me
Poems that bring comfort to the human condi# on.

Prize
%500 to be awarded to the winning poet. Poem(s) will be posted on the CIYAC.org website.

 Honorable Men# on:  Up to two honorable men# on poets will receive cer# " cates and have their 
poems posted on the CIYAC.org website.

Deadline
Poems must be submi$ ed as Word document a$ achments to ciyac@cox.net.  Up to three poems may be 

submi$ ed by each poet.  Deadline for submissions is November 15, 2008.  Winners will be announced on the 
CIYAC.org website on December 8, 2008.

Other Requirements
Submissions must include the poet’s birthdate, mailing address, contact phone number, and name of com-

munity college.  The prize winner will be required to provide proof of age and community college enrollment.  
Ques# ons should be e-mailed to ciyac@cox.net.

2007 Prize Winner
Cody Lawrence (of Modesto Junior College).  See bio and poems at CIYAC.org.

About the California International Young Artists Competition (CIYAC)
CIYAC is a California non-pro" t organiza# on whose mission is to encourage the apprecia# on and performance 
of classical music by young people.  In addi# on to an annual interna# onal music compe# # on alterna# ng be-
tween piano, violin, and voice, CIYAC also hosts MusicFest, an annual music compe# # on for ar# sts 18 years 
and younger in the Southern California region and other events in support of young musicians and poets.  
CIYAC is currently developing an internet-based classical music resource for elementary grade classroom 

teachers.

Contact Information
California Interna# onal Young Ar# sts Compe# # on (CIYAC)

P. O. Box 301154 
Escondido, CA 92030

E-mail:  ciyac@cox.net
Website:  h$ p://www.CIYAC.org6
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I Love Eulogy
Writer - Evan W ats on

There’s sta# c in the airwaves that are washing through my brain;
Nightmarish parasomnia leaves nothing to reclaim.
My sanity seems suspect, but there’s li$ le I can do,
I guess it has new meaning saying, “crazy about you.”
There’s nothing le&  but memories to ponder through the years
And a whispered I-love-eulogy s# ll ringing in my ears.
I don’t know how it got this way and guess I never will,
But I think we dug a shallow grave ‘cause we had # me to kill
And nothing le&  but fading dreams and susurruses spent.
I lost a chance I never had and " nd myself content.

Photogr aph er - Khuyen Lam - Crashing
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Cume an Spearwa
Writer - Michael Duf fet

A crumb of cheese tossed from my picnic 
plate
Fed that # ny sparrow all day.
Providence could not be$ er relate
To the needs of that bird come what may. 
He couldn’t have known in his # ny bird brain
That I, well fed, would come his way.
I, too, from the human, didn’t know I’d deign
To stoop to where he would stray. 
Our paths crossed via wheels and wings,
Although at the crossroad one way.
We journeyed apart, I think and he sings.
When we met, we both had feet of clay.

Paid in Full
Writer - Michael Duf fet

Eternity’s when days and nights
Stretch ahead of you
Without the need for toil or bills
In # me s# ll coming due.

When all you have to do is sit
And contemplate the stars;
No need to move, just keeping s# ll,
No economic scars.

The house you live in belongs to you,
Your food is in the yard,
You carry water from a well,
You light your house with lard.
 
So living, quiet and una$ ached,
You live out your days in peace.
You owe to no one, none to you
When you, your breathing cease.

Photogr aph er - Khuyen Lam - Hea ven  and Earth
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Delta’s Reading/Writing Lab  
Writer - Elma Mae Henderson
 
I look across the lab, and what do I see?
A friendly smile looking at me.
There’s friendship and camaraderie
In the eye contact, ' ee # ng as it may be.
 
I see the students in the lab,
Some are focused, some just gab.
At the computers they’re focused, no blab –
Pressing the keys, using the tab.
 
As I look out the windows where sun shines in,
There’s serenity, no sense of noisy din.
Green lacy needles, sharp like a pin –
The trees’ beauty, many hearts will win.
 
The tutors are friendly, knowledgeable too;
The secretaries all have their work to do.
Hardworking people – they’re quite a few –
Dedicated to helping all others, yes, me and you.
 
Reading and wri# ng, learning the ropes;
First dra& , second, and " nal, one hopes. 

ATTENTION!
. . . . . . . . . . . . . . .
The 4th annual Tarde de 
Flor y Canto  is looking 

for student poets.  

It is being held at the 
Haggin Museum on 

Saturday, October 25, 
2008.  Students need 
not be Hispanic, but 

themes ought to  
address Latino, 

Mexican, Hispanic or 
indigenous culture in 

some way.  

They can also be 
written in Spanish, or 

bilingual.  

If you are interested, 
please contact 
Richard Rios at 

rrios39@sbcglobal.net.



Patrick D. Sullivan
(05/13/1988 - 09/03/2008)

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 
Writer’s note: Thank you, lil’ 
brother, for blessing us with your 
life. You have touched all of us 
tremendously. You will live forever 
in our hearts.  We love and miss 
you and may your soul rest in 
peace.

Photogr aph  Courtesy of Chinetana (na)2 Phounsavath
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I confess in front of all today, and I’mma tell 
you the truth–
I think it’s bullshit that God took you.
 
Before you stop me, as Pa$ y would have,
He’d tell me, “It’s not right to curse God like 
that.”
This is a tragic thing,
so I’m sharing my ro$ en feelings*

God, I’m sure you’ve received
the many ques# ons and pleas
as we waited in the damn emergency.

Did you not hear our cries and heartaches?
“We love Pa$ y, please keep him awake.”
None of those things were heard,
and then we got the inevitable word . . .
 
I have my right to be pissed and curse at you,
because you sel" shly took an angel we loved 
and knew.
I have a right to these feelings,
because I’m s# ll human on earth–breathing.
If I knew any be$ er, I’d be where Pa$ y’s at,
upstairs in Heaven watching our backs.
But know that we got the best of him.

He was our brother, our good friend,
an uncle to the kids,
athle# c, funny,
smart and very crea# ve.

Did you know he played guitar?
He could do hand stands.
He loved working on cars. 
He played pool, loved ta$ oos
and he skateboarded too.

He was an adamant debater,
a real go-ge$ er.
There wasn’t a thing he couldn’t do
or at least spend # me convincing you
that he could.
 
He was a son, so young
with so much poten# al.
Fair skin, so sweet
with long hair like Jesus.
So I understand why you wanted him back.
He looks just like your son,
so it’s hard to manage that*
I’m thankful for his life
and grateful to have known him in this life.
 
We’ve shared many memorable # mes.
Patrick, you will forever be in our hearts and 
minds.
We love you and will see each other again–
next life# me.
For that reason, I am now able to say goodbye.

Patty, God -Who ’s Listening?
Writer - Chinetana (na)2 Phounsavath

When we lose a loved one, there are so many unanswered ques# ons and constant “why?”  One can’t help 
but ques# on God and lose faith, and the reason for such tragedy simply goes unanswered.  Le&  with the 

harsh burden and reality that they are really gone, no ma$ er how much we deny and pray that it wasn’t so. 

I lost a very dear brother to me, Patrick D. Sullivan, and now I’m slapped with the harsh reality of having 
to cope and overcome. Most of all, I have to " nd strength for my sister who lost her " ancé. How do you 

console a family member who had future plans that can’t be ful" lled, because her partner she made plans 
with is no longer here to help her implement them?  I’m her older sister; I’m supposed to have an answer, 

but I don’t, nor can I create a lie good enough to deter her un# l I " nd it.  I simply just don’t know, so of 
course I’m angry.  Here’s my truth:
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Taxi Ride With 
a True Believer

Writer - Jean Khut

Author’s Note:  Just wanted to warn readers 
that there is some explicit words and sexual 

content in the story.  Please do not read if you 
are easily o! ended.  Thank you.

- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - 

 Selah arched her neck up from the ' at 
surface of the kitchen table.  She 
could feel Rick’s sharp hip bones 
press against her inner thighs; they 
felt like incisors slicing open her 
skin.  He thrust his pelvis harder 
and faster when he saw her eyes 
squint.  She let out a loud moan 
and wrapped her legs # ghtly 
around his waist.  He leaned over her and 
said, “Okay, I’m ready . . .”  Rick’s pupils rolled 
to the back of his head; soon a& er, his body 
went limp.  He fell into Selah’s arms.  She 
kissed him on the cheek, and then cleaned 
him up with a kitchen towel that was lying on 
the table.
 
“So, do you want to go to a movie tonight?” 
she asked.
 
“I’m a bit # red.  Maybe later,” Rick spread 
himself out on the checkered # le ' oor of the 
kitchen, “Right now, I just want to lie here and 
do nothing.”
 
“Not even spoon?” Selah smirked, “I love it 
when we spoon.”
 
“No.  I’m really # red.”
 
“Okay,” she said, “Oh, and by the way, 
the wedding planner will be stopping by 
tomorrow.  She wants us to decide on what 

invita# ons we want for the wedding.”
 
“Um . . .  that’s not something I want to think 
about right now.”
 
“Alright.  Maybe later then,” Selah said, and 
with the towel in her hand, sadly le&  the 
kitchen.  
 
Rick turned to his side and looked at the 
silhoue$ e of her svelte body making its way 
down the dark hallway of their apartment.  
He wanted a change and was # red of his job, 
the apartment he shared with Selah, and 
most of all, he was # red of her. 

...
 
Six months later, Selah was lying 
face down in a restroom stall at 
Slim’s.  Before she passed out, 
she made sure she put her purse 
straps around her le&  thigh so no 
one could take it.  Her arms were 
spread out like scissors rusted 

from vomit, almost hugging the bo$ om of 
the toilet.  She could feel the music playing 
upstairs pulsa# ng below her forehead.  
Someone came in and knocked loudly on the 
stall’s door.
 
“Are you okay, miss?*” the person yelled over 
the blaring music.
 
“What?*  What the fuck?*” Selah li& ed her 
upper body, “What?*  Can’t hear you*”
 
“I asked if you were okay*  I’m from security*  
Someone told me you were passed out and 
bleeding*”
 
“Huh?*  I’m bleeding?*  Really?*”
 
“Yeah*  You dropped your drink on the ' oor 
and tried picking up the broken shards of 
glass*  They said you ran into the bathroom 
and never came out*  That was thirty minutes 
ago*”
 

“Her arms were 
spread out like 
scissors rusted 
from vomit...”
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Selah, holding herself up with her elbows, 
looked down at the dry blood on her hands.  
She rolled over on her back and stared at the 
ceiling.  It took her a couple of minutes to get 
up and open the door to the restroom stall.  
The woman from security helped her up, then 
asked Selah to slide her purse down her leg.  
 
“Come with me, miss*  You need fresh air and 
some water*”  
 
When they got to the upper level, the music 
grew louder.  The woman brought Selah 
outside and handed her a bo$ le of water, 
“Don’t come back in un# l you’ve sobered up 
a bit, okay?”  The night air was cool against 
her skin.  It smelled like urine and cigare$ es.  
To her, these smells were as familiar to her 
as the heartache she felt six months before.  
Selah thought loneliness was the worse 
thing anyone could experience.  And for her, 
everything in her life revolved around it.
 
Fi& een minutes of slinking down the brick 
wall of Slim’s, the ten kamikazes Selah drank 
started to slowly dissipate; she regained 
some clarity.  I want to kill myself, 
she thought, and walked clumsily 
across the street to buy a carton of 
cigare$ es.  The ' uorescent lights of 
the convenience store felt like an 
inferno to her eyes.  There were two 
greasy, fat men si+  ng in the corner 
gawking at her.  Their dark eyes 
bugged out of their fat heads.  They licked 
their sausage lips and smiled at her when 
she passed them.  She self-consciously pulled 
down her short black dress, walking quickly 
toward the counter.  
 
The cashier looked at her with narrow eyes.  
With a sigh he said, “Oh, it’s you again.  What 
will it be tonight?”
 
“Marlboro Reds, please,” said Selah as she 
fumbled through her purse for money.
 
“Okay.  There you go.  That’l l be %4.50.”
 

She threw " ve crumpled singles on the 
counter, “Keep the change.”
 
The two fat men nodded at her as she made 
her way out of the store.  Once outside, she 
heard one of them say, “Did you see the # ts 
on her?  They seem to get bigger every # me 
she comes in here*”  They always said obscene 
things about her behind her back.  Although 
their comments made her feel uncomfortable, 
secretly, she felt ' a$ ered that they wanted 
her.  Shaking the thoughts of the fat men out 
of her head, Selah took a cigare$ e out and lit 
it.  She leaned herself against a car parked in 
front of the store.  The lit cigare$ e dangled 
from her mouth; it looked like a wandering 
spark in the night air.  The black dress she was 
wearing made her blend in perfectly.
 
A& er she " nished her cigare$ e, Selah made 
her way back Slim’s.  She realized she had 
missed the whole concert.  The band she 
paid to see was already o!  stage and people 
started leaving.  She felt there was no need to 
s# ck around; there were be$ er things for her 
to do, like ge+  ng back to her apartment and 

crying herself to sleep.  She had 
enough alcohol for one night.  
There is always tomorrow.  With 
a deep sigh, she waved for a 
taxi.  It was a Saturday night; all 
the taxis were occupied.  Selah 
readied herself for a long walk 
home.  As she turned, she saw a 

tall man with brown hair retrieving one.  Not 
wan# ng to walk many blocks in high heels, she 
asked him to share it.  The man nodded his 
head and told her to get in.  
 
The taxi driver looked in the rearview mirror 
at Selah and the man, “You two 
together?  How long?”
 
The man looked at Selah and smiled, “Two 
minutes, sir.” 
 
“Mr. Sarcas# c, huh?  Sorry I asked, sheesh,”  
said the driver as he turned up the volume 
of the radio.  The Rolling Stones’ “You Can’t 
Always Get What You Want” came on.

“You can’t 
always get 

what 
you want.”
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I saw her today at the recep! o n.  A glass of 
wine in her hand.
 
“Hey, I’m not lyin’.  It‘s the truth,”  the man 
turned to Selah, “Oh, I’m Shelter, by the way.  
You are?”
 
I knew she would make her connec! on.  At her 
feet was her footloose man.
 
“Selah.  My name is Selah,” she said as she 
turned her back to him to look out the window, 
“I’m not really in the mood to talk.  I couldn’t 
get a cab and saw you ge+  ng into this one.  I 
wasn’t ' ir# ng with you or anything.  All I want 
to do is get home.”
 
“Sorry.  I was just trying to make conversa# on.”
 
You can’t always get what you want.
 
It wasn’t long un# l Shelter started humming 
along with the song.  Selah felt annoyed and 
wanted him to stop, but was 
afraid that if she said something, 
he would start talking to her 
again.  God, he’s not even 
humming in tune.  Sensing her 
annoyance with him, Shelter 
started tapping the window 
rhythmically.  At a red light, the 
driver turned around to look at him.  Selah 
hoped Shelter was going to get reprimanded.
 
But if you try some! m es, you might " nd you 
get what you need.
 
“Hey, buddy, I forgot to ask you where you and 
your lady want go get dropped o! .” 
 
Shelter stopped his humming and tapping, 
“Well, ladies " rst, so why don’t you ask her, 
then I’ll tell you my stop.”
 
The driver turned to Selah, “Milady, where are 
you heading tonight?”
 
“The corner of Gough and Broadway, please.”
 

“Paci" c Heights, huh?  Fancy,” remarked 
Shelter.
 
The driver turned to him, “Now, what about 
you, buddy, where’re you o!  too?”
 
“Me?  Um, I’m a li$ le bit further than her.  
Fourteenth and Judah.”
 
“Alright, will do.”
 
A honk came from the car behind them.  The 
taxi driver cursed, then con# nued driving.  
 
A few minutes later, the taxi stopped in front 
of Selah’s apartment building.  S# ll a bit woozy, 
she fumbled through her purse for money.  
Shelter touched her arm, “Don’t worry about 
it, I got it.”  She thanked him and got out of 
the taxi.  He threw her smile and waved to 
her as the taxi drove away.  “Hope to see you 
around,” she whispered to herself.  A breeze 
passed through the elevated streets of Selah’s 

neighborhood.  It o! ered her a 
slight reassurance about nothing in 
par# cular.  All she wanted to do was 
slink out of her black dress, wash the 
dry blood o!  her hands, and sleep on 
her California king sized bed.  
 
Selah made her way up the old 

Victorian building she lived in and tripped on 
the marble steps.  She dropped her unzipped 
purse.  The items inside fell out.  Her body felt 
heavy, and she did not bother picking up her 
sca$ ered belongings.  She also did not realize 
that her keys were missing.  Ah, fuck it.  Fuck 
everything.  I don’t care anymore.  Selah threw 
the empty purse onto the sidewalk, then 
curled herself up into a fetal posi# on and cried 
herself to sleep.

...
  
“Hey, buddy, that was nice of you to pay for her 
half of the fare,” commented the taxi driver.  
 
“She looked like she needed some kind of 
break.”
 

“Well, aren’t 
you a 
model 

citizen?”
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“Yeah, I know.  Haven’t we all been there, 
though?  I mean, everybody gets sad, right?”
 
Shelter let out a loud laugh, “My life’s too good 
to be sad about anything, really.  Yeah, I know 
people deal with their emo# ons in di! erent 
ways, but if they’re sulking all of the # me, then 
how can they evolve into be$ er people?”
 
“Well, aren’t you just a model ci# zen?”
 
“No, I’m not.  I have already been to my dark 
place and prefer not to go back, thanks.”
 
“Hey, buddy, you’re not hopped up on Prozac 
or anything, are you?” asked the taxi driver as 
he turned onto Shelter’s street.
 
“No,” Shelter looked out the window, 
“I’m just hopped up on taking 
chances in life.  Don‘t get me wrong, I 
do become sad at # mes, but I try not 
to make it a las# ng thing.”
 
“Hey, then, if you’re so into chances, 
then why didn’t you take one with 
that lady that was in here a while ago.  You 
seemed to take a liking to her.”
 
Shelter paused for a bit, “You know, I don’t 
know why I didn’t.”
 
“Think about it, Mr. Philosopher.” 
 
“What happened to Mr. Sarcas# c?”
 
“I changed my mind.”  The taxi stopped.  “Right 
here okay?”
 
“Yeah, right here’s " ne.”
 
“Alright, then, cough up the cash, buddy.”
 
Shelter slid across the back seat and handed 
the taxi driver money.  “Keep the change,” 
he said as he proceeded to leave through 
the same door Selah did.  Before he got out 
of the taxi, he felt something underneath 
his leg.  It was Selah’s missing keys.  She 
had dropped them while she was fumbling 

through her purse for money.  Shelter did not 
know whether he should hand them to the 
taxi driver or give them to her himself.  He 
was quiet for a moment, and then said, “Hey, 
you know what… take me back to Gough and 
Broadway.”
 
“Heh, alright buddy.  I know why you want to 
go back,” the taxi driver said with a grin on his 
face.
 
“Yeah, yeah.  Think what you want.”  
 
“It’s more money in my pocket.”
 
Shelter shut the door, then started humming 
“You Can’t Always Get What You 
Want” to himself.

...
  
It was almost three in the 
morning when Selah woke up.  
She had been asleep for an hour.  
The items that were in her purse 
were s# ll where she le&  them.  

Luckily, her wallet had not been stolen.  She 
got up, collected her things, then realized that 
her keys were missing.  Fuck#  Why does this 
shit happen to me?#  Hunched over her purse, 
she started to cry again.  Moments later, a 
taxi appeared.  It stopped in front of the old 
Victorian. Shelter got out of the taxi and saw 
Selah si+  ng hunched over on the marble 
steps.
 
“Do you want me to wait?” asked the taxi 
driver from the rolled down passenger 
window.
 
“No, it’s okay.  Thanks anyway, Carl,” Shelter 
took money out of his wallet, “Here’s money 
for the fare.”
 
“Hey . . . you know my name.”
 
“I looked at the display of your license in the 
back seat.”
 
“Thanks.”

“Hey ...
You know 

my
name.”



S
ho

rt
 S

to
ry

16

 
“Have a nice night or morning, whichever you 
prefer.”
 
Carl # pped his hat and drove away.
 
Shelter stood in the dark for a 
while studying Selah.  He sensed 
her state of despair and loneliness.  
He had been where she was, if not 
worse.  She reminded him of those feelings he 
had ridden himself of years ago.  The process 
of ge+  ng be$ er was grueling, but was well 
worth it.  His life, he felt, was ge+  ng to where 
he wanted it to go.  Other than his feeling of 
empathy for her, there was something about 
her that stuck with him from the moment she 
got into the taxi.  
 
“Selah?”
 
“Yes?” she looked up at Shelter with pu! y eyes, 
“Oh, it’s you.  What do you want?”
 
“Looking for these?” he said as he held up the 
keys into the light.
 
“How’d you get my keys?  You took them out of 
my purse?*”
 
She wiped the tears o!  her face, got up, and 
took the dangling keys out of Shelter’s hand.
 
“You le&  them in the taxi.  I thought I would be 
nice and give them back to you.”
 
“Well, thank you, but I must insist you leave.  
I’m not in the mood for your shit.  Whatever 
you’re up to, you can forget about it.”
 
“Hey, no ulterior mo# ves here.  I actually 
wanted to see you again.”
  
Selah looked at him skep# cally.  For the past six 
months, the men in her life were just temporary 
" xtures of pleasure.  She hoped they would " ll 
in some kind of void, but they had not.  They 
had used her as she had learned to use them.  

How was Shelter any di! erent?  
 

“I have to work in the morning.  
Good-bye.”
 
“It’s Sunday.  I doubt you have to 
work.”
 
“What do you know about what I 
do?”

 
“I don’t know what you do, I’m just assuming.  
Is it so bad for me to assume things?”
 
She paused and stood there, looking at him for 
a minute.
 
“I own a clothing bou# que near Washington 
Square.  I’m my only employee, so I have to 
work.”
 
“North Beach?  I’m there quite o& en actually.  
You should stop by and see me some# mes.”
 
Shelter took a card out of his wallet and handed 
it to Selah.  It read North Beach Mental Health 
Center. 
 
“My group meets on Mondays at 6 PM.  If you 
want, stop by.”
 
“I’ll think about it.”
 
“Okay, then, I hope I‘ll see you later.”
 
As Shelter turned his back to walk away, 
Selah o! ered to call for a taxi to pick him up.  
“Thank you,” he said, “I will wait down here 
un# l it comes.”  She unlocked the door to her 
apartment building and made her way upstairs.  
The numbers on her door read 2B.  Once inside, 
Selah turned on the lights, revealing the beige 
walls of the apartment.  She threw her purse 
and keys on the console table next to the 
door and took o!  her high heels.  They made 
a loud thumping sound when she dropped 
them on the hardwood ' oor, then she instantly 
remembered that the noise would bother her 

“With a smile
he said,

‘My name
is 

Shelter.’”

Con !nued!on!page!28





Blind Progress
Writer - Jacob Vargas

Here I am again. The earth pulling # ny drops toward itself. Small paths collec# ng all impuri# es in the 
sky. The water condensing all the planet’s illnesses into one falling shower, bathing me in mankind’s 

mistakes. Lying here, the steam rises from my body like part of me is searching for a new world, 
reaching for something more. It’s dark outside. I’m sure on the other side of my closed eyes, the 

moon and stars are s# ll there. I’ll take them for granted a li$ le longer. I have grown, I have changed, 
but this feeling will always be home. The cold, the air, the sound, this smell make me remember of all 
the # mes before. Memories like color stained deep under the walls of my mind, suddenly bleeding 

to view. Each color, a di! erent feeling. Fear, love, sadness, joy, forcibly illuminated into one iridescent 
presence in my mind. Every color mixed into the glowing color of what makes me human. I have never 
really bothered to no# ce how beau# ful life can be out here on the fron# ers of my mind. Past shadow 

and light, the place I " nd myself alone in my dreams. This is where I am. A collec# on of thoughts 
blending together and steeped in this moment, out here, in there. Forever star# ng and ending, giving 
birth to cycles of logic and fantasy that dance across my consciousness, then stop. Breath, shi&  open, 
a shiver shudder invita# on to the house away from home. All this weight here at the bo$ om of the 

sky. My body cools, vapor no longer visible but not yet gone. Here I am again. I trust when I open my 
eyes, I will see the sky. There is more beauty that one man could ever remember. No ma$ er how far I 
focus, it only grows deeper. Lying here, alone in the rain. I think it’s # me to " nd a home in this house 

of mine.

Photogr aph er - Amanda Ser ran o - Lady in Red
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Like the 
Black Space 

that 
Surrounds 
the Sun

Writer - David McCalmon

Eliza is gone. And her family’s trailer 
is empty because of it. The old and dying are 
here. Their bodies visibly decay, even as their 
souls shine brighter through brilliant sun-auras 
that permeate past their skin in radiant spheres, 
expanding to the eventual nothingness that 
waits in their looming deaths. 

Beyond the souls of the old that gasp in longing 
for eternity from within those expiring 
bodies, the only light in the dirty trailer 
was in Eliza’s room. The soiled quarters 
and sullied corners, the spiders and the 
house' ies, the morbid and elderly couples in 
their stained beds, all these orbited her room 
like dark planets, they contained her within her 
room, like the black space that surrounds the 
sun. Eliza had cast upon their dying her light. 

And now she is gone. I am trapped here. Beside 
her, I had lived in this room that is looped by 
death. It was a room you do not want to leave. 
Sun' owers and ivy, fer# lized by the mud we 
track in from the dewy hills outside, erode the 
soot-covered ' oorboards around our bed. A 
lamp, that s# cks out of the wall over the bed, 
shaped as a da! o dil lights our bed at night 
to read by. In the morning, the breeze so& ly 

billows the milk-colored curtains where the two 
Siamese cats sunbathe. It is the only room with 
sun. A tacky plas# c disco ball reels forever; at 
night, it shimmers like the moon.  It is perhaps 
the very ball of atomic power that keeps the 
trailer spinning. 

Outside this interior whirlwind of the trailer, 
there is a paradise. Eliza’s room is like that 
paradise; I think that once the whole trailer was 
like the room. It was inside as it is out, a dawn 
green that seems eternally morning. Eliza’s 
room, though, is lit by ' ames, the lively core of 
a tomb; cobwebs adorn its sealed door, and the 
dead, although s# ll living as their vibrant yellow 
margins indicate, s# r in their beds with dry, 
open eyes in frustra# on, wai# ng to leave the 
trailer. It’s no wonder Eliza le& .

There are knots in my stomach like the wooden 
knots of Ahab’s leg. My existence, marvelous 
though it seems, is mundane. It is no longer 
companied. The cats no longer cry. I am in a 
bubble of solitude that has lost its consola# on. 
Words in books don’t have meaning anymore. 
My existence is the movement of Neptune 
in transit without the relieving alterna# on 
of Pluto. Without Eliza, my alignment is lost. 

My compassion for the 
poor souls in this house 
lacks most of the colors in 
the rainbow. A leaf in the 
autumn of this world, I must 

go, so that the world may turn spring, so she 
and I may return.

In the closet, there is a trap door too big for 
anyone bigger than a child to " t through. I 
open it so, when they grow hungry, the cats 
can go into it and out into the " elds. No more 
sunbathing for them, but instead real life. 
Kicking up the ivy, which catches at my feet so 
as to pull me down and keep me here, I push 
past the drooping sun' o wers, which are already 
deposi# ng their seeds into the cracks in the 
' o or. The room is prac# cally a swamp now as 
though the lack of Eliza’s presence has caused 

“ ...now she is 
gone.”
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its growth to become erra# c; once, it had been 
balanced and tamed. The ivy latches onto my 
ankle, and I trip into the 
door. Grabbing the handle, 
I pull myself up. I pull and 
I pull. I puuuullll. I rotate 
my ankle free. I turn the 
handle.

The darkness is 
overwhelming at " rst, and 
none of my experience can 
permeate it. My eyes focus 
immediately on the light
emana# ng from Eliza’s uncle’s bed. There is 
a woman in it. Like bugs, her skin sags and 
wrinkles. Her eyes are unlit coals. Her hair, once 
vibrant, is a blackened red. As my eyes adjust to 
the gloaming, I see dis# nctly that she is cradling 
Eliza’s uncle in her arms, but he has lost that 
trait Eliza’s family has in old age; he’s lost the 
sun-aura. He is dead. The woman doesn’t seem 
to no# ce. Of course, I am shocked. Eliza’s uncle 

was never a pleasant man. Eliza told me stories. 

Her uncle was the kind of man that 
said things so nasty they made you 
feel as though the wick of the oil lamp 
that lit your soul a" re has had its ' ame 
ex# nguished. He said things that made 
you doubt you were alive. He was 
resigned to his life. His resigna# on 
spread like ice vapors. You breathed it 
in and your lungs almost froze so that 
it hurt to breathe and you didn’t want 

to live anymore. There was a # me, before the 
trailer had lost its life, that Eliza’s uncle would 
go outside in the mys# cal gloom of the valley 
and light " res that soared so high they could 
not only touch, but actually make love to the 
stars. He didn’t have a lady in his life. Eliza 
said that he had contracted a disease from a 
woman that was so terrible that no other lady 
would ever have him again. I stared at the dying 
woman with the yellow halo, emi+  ng from her 
body, for a moment longer, trans" xed in the 
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“You breathed it in 
and your lungs almost 
froze so that it hurt to 
breathe and you didn’t 
want to live anymore.  ”

Con !nued!on!page!24
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memories of my imagining of Eliza’s uncle. The 
thought of Eliza reawakens me and I retreat 
further into the trailer.

The trailer is bigger than I remember. There 
are many more rooms than I remember, with 
many more people, all couples (none are 
dead). I move past them, 
unno# ced, as though I, in 
my completely alive and vital 
form, am a ghost on this 
plain. 

I see movement. Ahead, 
I recognize Eliza’s 
grandmother, who is exactly 
as I remember her. Eliza is a 
tall woman, but her grandmother, who I am 
told was once at least Eliza’s height, has a 
hump and is scarcely three feet tall. She has 
the face of a rodent. I am familiar to her, and 
her nose twitches. She leans on her walker 
and hobbles toward me. Halfway to me, as 
I stand paralyzed in fear and confusion, her 
torren# al yellow aura implodes and eclipses 
the darkness in a searing light, and Eliza’s 
grandmother becomes the shadow of a small 
girl. The light fades, and the shadow becomes 
the girl herself, running toward me; she runs 
into me as if to run through me, but she does 
not; she runs into me. I feel a pinprick in every 
blood vessel and every bit of each bone in my 
body, and that is it, like the twinkling of a star 
as it winks brighter and returns to its normal 
intensity.

I am not thinking; I feel I have a completer 
sense of life. Other than that awareness, 
nothing about my being has changed. 

The door is just past where Eliza’s ancestor 
had leaned against a walker moments before. 
I walk toward it, past the " replace and its 
ancient petri" ed wood, past the ro$ en apple 
core that has been si+  ng in the sink for 
eons, past the fridge that has failed to keep 
food from spoiling for genera# ons, past the 

' o or li$ ered with gree# ng cards, past the 
table with its stacks of unused phonebooks, 
past the TV set with its ar# " cial light that 
burns insigni" cantly with its pi# ful and dead 
electricity, and past the invisible corpses of all 
of Eliza’s ancestors that had lived in this valley 
the trailer rested in. I turn the doorknob to 

the outside. Again, I feel before 
I see the blinding and resolute 
white force envelop and eclipse 
my body, soul, and presence. 

When I open my eyes, I see an 
ocean of green. I wade into it, 
only casually joking to myself 
that the place is in desperate 
need of a lawnmower. I move 

through the tall grass and hike to the hills. The 
tall blades s# ck to my skin, but the scratches 
are cooled by the dew. It’s s# ll morning like it 
was when I got here; it seems like centuries 
ago. Months can really seem like centuries 
some# mes. 

Eliza is running along the horizon line along 
the ups and downs of the hills. I perceive 
the ups and downs of the hills to be two-
dimensional. There are weeping willow trees 
all around. The whiplash branches of the 
willows, with their svelte and gentle leaves, 
mimic the graceful strides of her lithe body. 
She stops as she sees me " lter through the 
grass. An upside down willow, her arms wave 
over her head. I can only see her silhoue$ e, 
a shadow of something that I cannot fully 
believe, except in my heart, is there. When 
I am close enough to her that I can see the 
skin of her face, she turns, and her hair whips 
around as she runs over the hill into the white 
rising sun line. I follow her over.

“ I am not thinking; I 
feel I have a completer 
sense of life. Other than 

that awareness, 
nothing about my being 

has changed ”
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response to 
the woman 

warrior
Writer - Paula Sheil 

      I will let this text talk. I will not be here. I’m 
leaving now. You are on your own.
      In the distance, the bells of a small, 
wheeled cart signal an ice cream vendor, 
a Mexican with iced fruits, his pants are 
white and loose. He wears a straw hat with 
a sweatband bleeding 
through the crown. The 
# nkling stops, someone 
gives him money. He 
stoops over the freezer, 
digging for the request. A 
parakeet shrieks an alarm. 
A crow mocks him in his 
cage.
      If you have no direc# on, how do you 
proceed? Can you journey in one spot? Find an 
answer without a ques# on?
      The woman warrior is a welder. You 
cannot come back to this tale. It is " nished. 
You are wai# ng for your own welder. The bus 
has passed you. You didn’t have the correct 
change. You failed the test. There are no 
blanks to " ll in. There is no food on your plate. 
Everyone has already eaten. Your bed is empty. 
You cannot rest.
      The woman warrior is no one you know. 
She is a dream ghost, an unhappy accident. 
There are tra<  c jams just beyond the roo& ops, 
on streets you cannot see. The bus you would 
have taken has overturned, and bodies lie 
twisted in the wreckage.
      Your test scores prevent you from entering 
college. The college burns to the ground. The 
woman warrior is the admissions coordinator. 
The woman warrior is a fat butcher swaddling 
meat like a child. The woman warrior is your 
indecision. You have failed to start. You have 

failed to " nish. The ice cream vendor smiles 
with gold crowns ' ashing.
      There is no ice in purgatory, only upside 
down ghosts. Food becomes ' ames in their 
mouths. Their eyes pop like seedless grapes. 
Your mother hangs clothes on a wire stretched 
between your last exam and the red ribbon you 
won in breaststroke.
      The bird. The bird. It begs an audience 
and you want to silence its commas. There 
are no stops. Your only hope is to ride a pony 
and head o!  the bus. It does not crash. No 
one dies. Everyone lines up for sweet, cold 
confec# on from the Mexican. His hands loaded 
with coins, turn to wings, and he ascends to 
heaven.
      Your test scores arrive and you have passed. 

Harvard accepts you. You 
learn to row. You harness your 
bones and row across the 
Atlan# c. Oxford accepts you 
and you meet Shakespeare in 
the hallway. He puts a pen in 
your hand and you take the 
test over. There are mul# ple 

choices and the bus route travels underground. 
The answers light up the tunnel walls, jagged in 
electric cursive. Only you can’t read. Someone 
reads to you. In words you cannot understand. 
You failed French. You wanted to visit Paris. You 
feared for your life in the cafés. You could not 
tolerate French indi! erence. You are unable to 
speak. No one but you can read the text.
      Where is the woman warrior? She is leading 
millions of ragged peasants to overthrow the 
old order. She will hold a banquet when her 
goals are met. She will turn loose her troops 
and horses. They will plant their pitchforks. The 
pitchforks will grow into jade trees. Your arms 
will wither and die.
      I am returning. You were my servant. You 
plowed the " eld. You laid down your life. I pick 
up your skin and try it on. My " ngers reach 
down into your " ngers and make them plump.
      I am ready to take the test.
      No meaning was implied. The dead are 
only dreams. This is hard work. And whole 
novels are wri$ en like this. To destroy sense. 
To confuse the taste of lime on your skin. I’m 

“The bus you would have 
taken has overturned, and 

bodies lie twisted in the 
wreckage.”
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leaving again. You are glad to be alone.
      Woodpeckers stu!  acorns into the palms 
lining the sidewalk in front of the house where 
you are si+  ng on the back deck. Have you 
wound through these lines and discovered 
anything? You are holding Hamlet’s skull in your 
hand. Looking into the eye sockets trying to 
remember the most famous speech in English 
and all you can think is “Je t’adore.” You are a 
hopeless roman# c.
      You think you can write your mother into 
being. You think you can erase her death and 
remember how she taught you to # e your 
shoes. If you build a monument of paragraphs, 
you think her ghost will come home to soothe 
you, when she is beyond all your scrawling. 
No ma$ er how hard you try, your mother is 
already wri$ en. Imprinted on 
every cell of your body. Her 
book is in you. She inscribed 
your marrow, passed down 
all your words from everyone 
she ever was. Only you are 
di! erent. Your di! erence 
decided by gene# c gambling. 
A crap shoot, with in" nite 
numbers. All possibili# es of 
the universe within you. You are a galaxy of 
black holes in an improbable reality.
      Where are you headed? You cannot leave 
any more than you can stay. Your molecules 
arrange themselves in a noisy storm crea# ng 
illusion while # me tricks you and the mirror 
shows you what was. Only in dreams do you 
talk. This is a hard path. This wan# ng to write.
      You are deceived and your mother never 
was like you are not. Only these inked tracks 
show where you should have been.
      I will resume. I take my headache and my 
hair and search the lake. My shoes, red and 
dusty. My legs streaked, my sweat warm. The 
shaman says " nd a symbol in the woods. A s# ck 
curved and ' ippered like a dolphin swims into 
view, poten# al with a laugh and will.
      I lead a grasshopper’s life, not that of the 
produc# ve ant. I play my chances, my choices, 
my heart.
      The old woman is present, a dark aura. 
Centered with bright, intense light. White hair 

and so& , so&  skin with " ne wrinkles.
      She holds an energy ball in her hands. And 
passes to me this pulsing orb. I swallow it to 
light my belly.
      I dance on a rock slab, making the rock 
echo. And begin a hypno# c journey. My head is 
miles above my feet.
      I know she is wai# ng, long in her silver 
shroud, pa# ent in her # me. I enter a pond, fetal 
" sh breathing the heartbeat of the drum.
      Her robe covers many people in twilight. 
The wind ampli" es my fear. Ants distract me. 
Her voice says, there will always be distrac# ons.
      An animal chants, chee-rup, chee-rup, chee-
rup.
      I am afraid to be old. Am afraid to lose this 
shell, my face folded in upon itself. Am afraid 

of snow hair and lea' e ss 
limbs. Afraid. Afraid. The 
truth of fear is not truth.
      This is a woman’s story. 
Around me life and death. 
Mostly death at this wri# ng. 
I sit vigil as Miriam breathes 
laborious breaths through 
a plas# c mask. Tubes run 
the length of her body. 

From her arms, from her urethra. She heaves 
breaths, bea# ng death back one lungful at a 
# me. Death, however is pa# ent.
      The smell of the black angel lingers in the 
room. The smell of our Cabernet and chicken 
sandwiches. Of the day’s rain and Fuji apple 
slices. Death does not have to smell of rot.
      Such is the smell of birth. When the child’s 
feet swim free a& er its head and arms, and the 
blood nest follows. Like dark earth. A home 
empty and cleansed. The iron fear of sweat and 
leather. Exer# on brings on euphoric sleep.
      Death is bloodless when you are an old, 
old woman. Miriam’s hands are topographical 
maps. The veins wild and running over bony 
knuckles. Like big chicken thigh joints. The knife 
cuts ' esh and bone together. What is in the 
between cut?
      Her eyes open. She moans. Faster and 
faster the li$ le uh, uh, uh cries. Hyper breaths, 
her eyes roll back. Does she smell the wine 
and bread? No. It’s a just a dream ' ickering 

“Your molecules 
ar range themselves

in a noisy storm creating 
illu sion while time tricks 

you and the mirror shows 
you what was.”
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across some inner screen. Perhaps a vision of 
Emme$ , her seven years dead husband. Each 
year she counted their anniversary as if he were 
not buried out on French Camp Road beneath 
billowy co$ onwoods.
      She doesn’t die this night. As the storm 
se$ les, so does she. Her hands quiet beneath 
the white sheet and the blue thermal blanket. 
The nurses leave her hands un# ed. Like a boat 
docked without mooring lines. She sleeps, 
dri& ing on Demerol residue.
      In Alaska, a celebra# on takes place. Everyone 
turns out. The town is nested in a valley rimmed 
with towering purple mountains whose snowy 
peaks vanish in the clouds.
      The celebra# on is a race with the hilarity of 
pig scrambles. First the dirt streets are plowed 
to make running hazardous. Then trenches are 
dug and " lled with gasoline. They are lit and 

make a wall of " re. Contestants, all smiling, 
boast their strategies for breaking through 
without burning.
      The body will be covered in sweat, someone 
says.
      It will ' ash dry, but protect you.
      Another says, lead with your body thrust 
forward, head back to prevent your hair from 
' a ming.
      Two more trenches are dug and " lled with 
water. Contestants labor through the mud. Then 
propose to propel themselves forward doing 
the bu$ er' y stroke. Cheering " lls the air. I am 
a body who walks among the crowd. There is 
no contest. The race is never executed, only 
prepared for. 

neighbor below and would hear about it later 
that day.  
 
The phone sat on an end table near the front 
window.  While si& ing through the pages of 
the telephone book, Selah looked down at 
the street below.  The " rst thing she saw was 
Shelter leaning against a tree in front of the 
building.  Although it was dark, it was easy to 
make out his tall " gure.  A& er making the phone 
call, Selah put on a coat and made her way back 
downstairs, barefoot.   
 
“Hi.  I just wanted to tell you that the taxi will be 
here in " & een minutes.  Did you want any co! ee 
or anything while you wait?  You can come 
upstairs if you want.  It’s quite cold out here.”
 

“No, I’m okay,” Shelter said, s# ll leaning on the 
tree, “I’ll be " ne here; it’s only " & een minutes.”
 
“Okay, have a nice rest of the day, then . . . um, 
I’m sorry, what was your name again?”
 
With a smile, he said, “My name is Shelter.  I 
hope you have a nice day too, Selah.”
 
When she was back in her apartment, Selah did 
not turn the lights on.  She went to the window 
and sat on the sill, looking at Shelter un# l the 
taxi came to pick him up.

Taxi Ride With a True Believer,!Con !nued!from!page!16
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Photogr aph er - Khuyen Lam - Into the Wilderness
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Voice
Writer - Vince Paderes

      According to the Greece District School 
website, the de" ni# on of a “voice” can be 
de" ned as the writer’s awareness and e! e c# ve 
use of elements such as dic# on, tone, syntax, 
unity, coherence, and audience to generate a 
clear and dis# nct “personality of the writer,” 
which emerges as a reader interacts 
with the text.  Dic# on refers to the 
word choice of the writer.  Tone is 
the ability to create an a+  t ude to-
ward the subject ma$ er of the piece 
of wri# ng, the tools a writer uses.  
Syntax is the arrangement of words 
the writer puts on paper and unity 
is the idea that all of the ideas in a wri$ en 
piece are relevant and appropriate. Coherence 
is the organiza# on and logic of the piece the 
writer uses and audience is the writer’s aware-
ness of who will be reading the wri# ng. So 
what is my voice?  What is it that I portray on 
the paper that I am wri# ng?  Follow me, and if 
you get lost, good luck catching up. 

      My voice is specula# ve and inquisi# ve.  My 
voice is loud and deep.  My voice is a part of 
my soul and who I am.  My voice was raised in 
an environment where a child was to be seen, 
not heard.  With thoughts and ideas " gh# ng 
to get to the front of my mind, my hand never 
seems to have a chance at wri# ng them down.  
In my mind, my voice has already " nished 
this essay.  I visualize the words my voice was 
meant to express, but somehow they get 
" l tered by my lips, never to be expressed. The 
tension that my " ngers feel, while holding 
back my voice, is like a picket fence standing 
before a # dal wave, no chance of survival.  My 
voice is considerate and complex.  My voice 
is loving and, yet, cruel.  My voice is nurtur-
ing and damaging.  My voice is thunderous, 
yet silent.  My voice needs a net so that it 
can catch the many thoughts that wander 
throughout my mind and deliver them exactly 
as they were meant.  Just as I create an email, 
a delivery in all caps would be to show excite-
ment, or in red to show anger.   Yet, most of 

the # me, my voice delivers a misinterpreted 
message. With my bulldog look and monotone 
voice, I am perceived by many as, simply, an 
asshole.  If there were a machine that was able 
to change the tone of my voice to match what 
my heart and soul were saying, I am posi# ve 
that I would be viewed in a di! erent light.   

      When I read the de" ni# on of “voice,” I 
thought, what a crock of shit.  Can a voice be 

all that?  According to my de" ni-
# on of “voice,” it simply means 
your style of wri# ng and what 
inspires you to write.  It’s not what 
a person thinks about or a certain 
style relied upon.  I mean, who is 
it that de" nes a voice?  A voice 
can come from where you are 

raised or just simply come from the heart. A 
voice, to me, cannot be categorized or labeled.  
A voice is original and unique.  I don’t see how 
billions of people can " t perfectly into a cer-
tain group.  The world is " lled with billions of 
di! erent voices and styles of wri# ng.  My voice 
is exactly that, “my voice.”

        I am not a novelist nor do I claim to be a 
genius.  This would be obvious to any 
person looking at my internet favorites; they 
would " nd that I have the thesaurus at the 
top of my list.  If it weren’t for the thesaurus, 
there would be repeated phrases and words 
throughout my essays. My bullheadedness 
tells me to just drop [English 1A], but my self-
dedica# on says to just “suck it up.”  If I had the 
skills of a great writer, I would have started this 
essay without hesita# on.  Yet, as I sat look-
ing at the " rst sentence, I realized I couldn’t 
remember any of the thoughts I had for this 
paper while I sat in class.  Maybe I’m just get-
# ng old.   

      Inspira# on is not something I thought 
about when I was twenty-something. 
However, my inspira# ons for wri# ng are drawn 
from two sources.  First, there are my children. 
Seeing that # me is ' ying by and that they are 
ge+  ng older, I realized that I needed to get on 
track and give my children some inspira# on.  I 
want them to see the importance of school.  

“My voice is 
a part of 

my soul and who 
I am.  ”
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My other source of inspira# on comes from the 
thousands of lost service members that once 
dreamt of coming home and furthering their 
educa# on, only to have their lives 
prematurely ended by war. Having 
the opportunity of an educa# on and 
not taking advantage of it would be 
sel" sh of me as a veteran.  These two 
inspira# ons may seem modest, but 
they both bear tremendous weight 
on my heart and mind as I write this 
essay. 

      I " rst discovered I had a voice when I joined 
the Marine Corps.  Prior to joining the 
Marines, I was a below average student who 
was more into girls and sports rather than 
books.  My voice never had to express 
anything.  My mouth did all the work. 
However, I didn’t realize how loud my voice 
was un# l it changed during the twelve weeks 
of boot camp.  My voice changed in the form of 
le$ ers that I sent home; every week my voice 
portrayed growing con" dence, maturity, and a 
sense of pride.  It was profoundly odd to [have] 
" nally heard my voice.  It was a voice that de-
livered stories of boot camp as if they were the 
script to [an] upcoming hit movie.  My voice 
was humorous, yet drama# c.  It wasn’t some-
thing I tried to do.  Ironically, I could tell where 
my mind jumped ahead and my hand was try-
ing to catch up.  I could see where my thoughts 
tried to " nish the story in the " rst two sen-
tences of a ten page le$ er.  I can’t explain how 
the discipline of my voice overcame my mind 
to write such le$ ers.   

      Wri# ng down the voice of my heart is like 
an elephant trying to outrun a cheetah.  My 
outside voice is so much more profound than 
my inside voice.  If a person could sit before me 
and see my voice by looking into my mind, this 
essay would have been done.  I wouldn’t have 
taken two days to " nish my opening paragraph.  
Yet, because my wri# ng skills are raw and 
immature, expressing my voice is di<  cult to 
wrangle with. I admire persons who can write 
their thoughts down without forge+  ng what 
they were thinking. It is a talent that I don’t see 
myself ever acquiring. 

      A voice is made of inspira# on and incen# ve.  
It’s something that molds a person from the 

inside out.  When voice is trans-
ferred to paper, it is supposed to 
allow you to see what the writer 
sees in their mind.  Referencing 
the book’s de" ni# on of voice, 
I saw no associa# on between 
myself and what is de" ned as 
voice. At this point, my mind is 
' u stered.  I don’t see why I had to 
de" ne my voice when my " ngers 

typed in words that were di! erent from my 
thoughts.  The delete bu$ on is beginning to 
s# ck and my printer is out of paper. The voice 
that you hear in this essay is, simply, one of ut-
ter confusion. 
 

“ I • rst 
discovered 

I had a voice 
when I joined 

the Marine 
Corps. ”



Khuyen Lam:
“ Artifact is constantly 
gro wing and changing with 
eve ry issue. A year ago, 
whe n I ! rst joined this 
team, I would ha ve never 
thought that one day we 
wou ld have colored co ver s.”

Donald R. Anderson:
“Editing, design, creativity 
can all be learned, despite 
wha t people sometimes 
say. It’s not just a talent, 
but talent comes from 
practice.”

Jea n Khut:
“There were a few " ubs 
with the ! rst issue of this 
semester. Hey, I’m learning 
and taking things in as 
they go. This month, we 
wer e actually short on 
submissions. Please, don’t 
be afraid to send in your 
stuff in for the No vem ber 
issue. We won’t bite#”

Pau la Sheil:
“This magazine was 
assembled and edited 
online and uploaded to San 
Joa quin Delta College’s 
publication depa rtm ent. 
We are ‘virtually’ amazing# 
No classroom, no of! ce, 
no meetings. But we do 
argue and then come to 
consensus without arm 
twisting or name calling.”

Jac ob Vargas says, “My name is Jacob Vargas. I’m 
a 20 year old male attending Delta College. I always 
hated English classes in high school. It was not until 
after that I realized without all the limits of form and 
structure, writing can be a good way to express the 
ideas swimming through my head.”

Pau la Sheil is an English instructor 
at Delta (Eng 1A,  1B, 1D and Eng 45: 
Shakespeare) and the advisor to the 
Writers’ Guild. She spent ten years as 
a features writer for The  Record before 
joining Delta’s faculty. (Photo: 1974, 

University of the Paci! c.)

Donald R. Anderson does g rap hics, web 
design, writing of no vel s and poetry, 
editing and printing of publications, and 
other creative stuff.

ElmaMae Henderson is a Christian, 
mother, g ran dmother, and g rea t grandmother. 
She performs, writes, composes, gardens, bakes 
cookies, and enjoys “Q. T. Jake,” a schnauzer, and 
“Squeeky Kitty.” For Delta College, she enjoys 
wor king as a tutor in the Reading and Writing Labs.

Decades ago, Jean Khut made her way out of a 
hostile womb (! gurativel y, not literally) through the 
birth canal of a primitive woman. Since then, she 
has been trying to live life as best to her ability as 
she can.

Tra cy Le says, “I am nineteen. 
I attend this school called San 
Joa quin Delta College. I applied 
for  an Art School at the end of my 
senior year of high school, but got 
rej ected. It was because I didn’t 

understand where I want to head to, but I belie ve 
that making my art will lead me along unexpected 
paths. I am currently in the progress of researching 
a statement for my artwork and understanding how 
I could make my work more captivating and more 
meaningful in expressing who I am, what I know, 
wha t I see, and what I comprehend.”



Chinetana (na)2 Phounsavath said, “I know I’ ve done 
this before, lived life. Resur rec tion or reincarnation? 
How many mo re times? When will I learn, so [that] 
I may stop roaming this Earth. This life: conceived 
with determination, passion and lo ve — qualities 
that also " ow in my blood streams; then born as 
Chinetana Phousavath, later simpli! ed (na)2 = nana. 
I have lived, am living, forgave, am giving — the gift 
I give are 29 years of notes I took on the paths I 
cho se. Just strings of my thoughts put into words.”

David McCalmon lives in Stockton and tutors 
English and History at Delta. In his spare time away 
from work and school (that three or four hours 
stolen from sleep), he avidly studies ! ction by 
rea ding the works of dif fer ent authors (how else?). 
The n, of course, there is always the writing.

Tho ugh Mary Albinto would like to be be a nurse 
in the future, her passion also lies in art, writing 
and photogr aph y. After she ! nishes schooling at 
Delta College, she plans to mo ve onto CSU San 
Jos e where she can become a therapist to help 
those who are disabled enjoy the art of drawing and 
painting which she, herself, holds dear.

Vin ce Paderes
Evan Watson
Michael Duf fet
Khuyen Lam
Amanda Serrano
K. Leo Pullin
Vin ce Paderes
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