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Abby Panzica  – i am not here now | 4
Alex Romanov – From the Beginning to the End | 5
Alexa Richman – Clodagh | 6
Ari Flores – The Arsonist Is Dead | 9
Audrey Shuler – A list of medications | 11
Boo, R – 
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there are police sirens to the north, maybe south or west, it’s always hard  
 to tell from up here.
the city parts in two to reveal the sun exploding in red orange yellow, its  
 light caving in on itself.

the mosquitoes are invading los angeles, and no one really knows why.
just that they bite your ankles until they bleed but never seem to bleed  
 themselves.

maybe it was because i didn’t drink any water today, and haven’t eaten a  
 real meal since last week,
but i kind of felt like i was rotting from the outside in, right down to my  
 cells.

you know every death on the titanic was caused by a simple 
 miscalculation?
if they had 18 more lifeboats 1,517 more people could have saved 
 themselves.

i want to hug my mom when she was a kid, braid her hair down her  
 back, put a ribbon on the end,
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When I sewed my C’s and G’s, I imagined I was sewing them onto some-
one’s knee. 
C-G-C-G-C-G.
And when my daughter was born I said C-G-C-G-C-G, and my daughter’s 
father said okay. Clodagh it is. 
And now my daughter is eleven and I love her because I wasn’t able to 
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What happened?
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smaller.

I just got

weaker.

The see-saw was burning.
Wobbling apart
Tipping back and forth
Over the dark.
Spirits rise in plastic fumes
Melted faces
Siamese mouths
bubbling eyes and limp lips
they tell me I’m home!
Cling to the wire!
Hang by the vein!
Ah! I’d forgotten the steps
but my feet are dancing on their own!
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 i grew up in cold winters, burrowing in the ground to hibernate, 
thinking i don’t like myself very much. Then i moved to the city of 
angels and i thought maybe they would save me. And the ground didn’t 
break when i tried to bury myself there, so now i take prozac and weed. 
And sometimes when i take a hit off my joint and feel the world slow 
down around me, the smoke billowing in lacy lazy circles above my 
head, I think i’m going to lose myself in this world. Or maybe i already 
have because i don’t know who i am. I look in the mirror and there’s 
someone, but i’m not sure she’s me. But she has my name and my 
clothes and my dads eyes and my moms sharp nose. But now her eyes 
are laced with red and her smile is loopy, and she doesn’t think love can 
save all. Why does growing up feel so wrong? I watch the time on my 
clock tick. Slowly. 
 The tick. 
 The tick. 
 A month gone. A year gone. A childhood gone. A teenhood gone. 
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La noche en la Isla By Boo, R
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Empty Meaning Waltz
Averylin Huang Cummins

Six blades of grass
fell from a sky
that was California-cloudless,

And just too small
for all
the air.

The muscles
in my chest
called corporate,

Claimed they were
tired of holding
my ribs in place. 

So I used my sternum as a spade
to dig through fresh-old dirt for the
thoughts I’d lost in the laundry. 

I laughed,
and I hated the sound
so I did it again.

I let my soul rest
against the purple earth
and pushed off again.

And the tallest card on the tower
called “I’ll race you
to the floor.”
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Poetry doesn’t move fast enough.
Bella Dominguez

You left me alone too long, and my Thoughts Expired.
Me n my homies on:
(feeling of ennui),
Drag on to the dark side.

Die on the new moon,
Magnet empty center,
Sign of leprechaun,
Angel number DEVIL SPAWN.

Soviet supergraphics,
Alone at my heart :3
Diary of missing classes,
Infinite apocalypse, stolen art.

Writing on edges,
Fringes at (impressions),
New moon, empty center,
Writing from the aperture.

Lil Peep bunny, at my therapist’s office.
Albuquerque is so irks-core.
I’m just a:
Harp-playing-hyper-chords.
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I only want her to remember you, 
but I don’t think she could ever forget. 

She talks about you every time I visit.

//

What is it to share a name, but not blood?
To share blood, but not a name?

The answer is buried somewhere in Santa Barbara. 

A house with a rusted steel meridian, 
choked & withering lawn; 
the grandfather clock still ringing 
in the back of my skull.

I wonder if we, strangers with the same
saltwater in our veins, ever crossed paths. 
Maybe somewhere along that walkway by the beach,
or at Sushi Go-Go or Yogurtland. 

How long was it 

  before you stopped being her father?

  before she stopped being your daughter?

  before I stopped being your grandchild?

Those titles fell away in some derelict time 
like victim leaves taken by zephyr.

Your name reigns, invictus,

unconsumed, unmoved,

& eternally starved. 

The answer is buried somewhere in Santa Barbara,

unspoken by mothers’ lips,
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unchewed by fathers’ teeth,

known only in the language of the child’s heartbeat
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I am one big stocky cut of film, as I move softly the beautiful world 
shines non stop through a tiny sensory pinhole and I become increasing-

ly superimposed.

You must buy a potted plant and place it on your bedside stand. You 
must tell the plant goodnight before you go to sleep after a long day. It 
could be a Fiddle Leaf Fig or a Heartleaf Philodendron, both good for 

locations with partial sunlight. 

I ardently gulp down the oily fat of moving shapes and colors until I 
can’t stomach them anymore and have to purge.

Of course this is not all, you must buy another potted plant and place it 
on your windowsill. 

I take scenes of awe as gold coins into my coin slot heart, but I am not 
saving up the gold, only sustaining myself by it until I hack repeatedly 
and spit up the half digested clumpy melt that remains onto the side of 
the highway, where its glint will annoy people taking piss breaks un-
til someone thinks it is cool enough to put in the pocket of their cargo 

shorts. 

You must fill your entire windowsill with plants and when you have 
run out of space you must start removing the family pictures from your 

dresser and place the plants there.

I want to nurture everything around me and console everyone I meet, 
I want everyone who reads anything I write to know that I wear olive 

green pants sometimes, and I want to have afternoons of rest even if they 
are elusive because of all the great art. 

There is so much great art.

Including

Guys touching fingers on ceilings, bananas taped to walls. 

Knee high boots made of bulky synthetic material worn with tight dress 

“Plants for Dummies in the Discount Bin”
F.G.G.
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I see art everywhere and only some of it is important to me although I 
am important to all of it so I scoff at most of it.

I am amused by an inky drawing in the margin of my notebook, it 
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 Miriam liked to say that she lived in a state of constant freedom. 
She had been restricted for most of her childhood, just as any preach-
er’s daughter is. So when she realized she no longer had to let the world 
restrict her from anything, she began to do everything. She was now a 
doer, not a thinker, the consequences of her actions no longer of much 
concern to her. So, she became a hurricane, taking for herself all that she 
could, ravaging lands until there was nothing left. 
 It wasn’t until the day she found out she was pregnant that she 
began to think first. On that day, after taking the test, she sat in a diner 
in middle of nowhere, New Mexico. As she sat in the vinyl booth, her 
legs sticking to the plastic seat, she asked the waitress for a coffee, then 
changed her mind and asked for orange juice, for once, thinking of the 
consequences of her actions. All she could think about was finding a 
way out of this mess that would consume her life. If she did have this 
baby, she would’ve had to stay in the middle of this godforsaken town 
in this godforsaken desert, trapped in a scalding hot prison for the rest of 
her life. 
 She’d always hated the heat, that sticky feeling of constant sweat 
on her arms and legs and the back of her neck. She dreamed of snow 
and the seasons and orange and yellow leaves falling off trees. A place 
where the progression of time could actually be seen and felt and tast-
ed, where death didn’t feel so present. The desert had a way of making 
death seem as if it was in the very air you breathed. It seeped into your 
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 The biggest presence in her family had never been love, it had 
been God. Her father had been a preacher, so his mind was only ever 
on the church, his sermons, and God, leaving no space for anything or 
anyone else. Her father’s undying love and unquestioning devotion was 
only ever directed into the heavens above, never reaching the ground on 
which we lived. Of course, we were all disappointments in his eyes, we 
were mere mortals. In comparison with the object of all his affections, 
the perfect being, we were all failures. No one stood a chance against 
Him and when her mother finally figured that out, she ran as far as she 
could, leaving it all behind, forgetting she had been loved unconditional-
ly by one person, her daughter.
 Everyone in her life had eventually run out of love for her and 
just like the smell of the desert, she’d learnt to ignore it. But maybe a 
baby could be different. This was a creature who would constantly need 
her for its survival, who would be unconditionally devoted to her from 
the beginning, who could be her possibility for undying love. It would 
be a love, pure and cleansing, just like snow. That future, that new pos-
sibility for love was what convinced her to have the baby. A chance for 
winter. 
 Yet by the time next winter came, what she saw in that baby’s 
face was not her future, but her past. What she held in her arms was a 
heavy, warm, and overwhelming thing. The desert had seeped so far 
into her that it claimed her child. She could never escape it now, it was a 
smell so putrid that it would always linger, no matter how much she tried 
to cover it up. 
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an overfilled cup spilling down the sides
dribbling like drool from the sewn-shut seam of your lips—
my lips, sorry
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Watching By Deja Ebrahim
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Birth, Body, and Death By Deja Ebrahim
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FEED ME 
FEED ME YOUR HEARTS
LET ME DEVOUR YOUR SELF PROCLAIMED GOOD SOULS
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“How was it from the front?”

It was an insignificant day. Mad Max: Fury Road had just finished and a 
family sat alone at the back of the theater. They were usually loud peo-
ple. Together they were quiet. Quiet was easier. 

“Oh?” A couple sat in the front row, a wife and her husband. The credits 
rolled, but no one else had stayed for them. It was just the couple and the 
family that was left behind. 

“Had you seen it before?” The wife addressed all three in the family. 
There used to be four but now the daughter was single and the parents 
were back to having one child. They didn’t know how to talk with her so 
they didn’t.  

The daughter felt ablaze. Anger tended to make her sad, which the boy 
had known. 

The wife interrupted the girl’s thoughts. “We like theater eight better,” 
she said. “Theater six is just terrible. This one isn’t too bad though.” 

A burning sensation took over the girl from deep within. She watched 
her parents share an amused glance. They stood up and she stood alone. 

The wife continued. “I just hate theater six. It’s a joke! It’s so small!” 
There was a smirk in her voice.

The daughter’s brain was always busy. Right now she couldn’t compre-
hend it. The boy had loved that family. Maybe he still did. She didn’t 
know. She stood and watched the dust fall on the screen. She wished it 
all away. 

Watching the couple, her brain started slowing. 

The husband wore a toothy grin. He was a curious one. A couple of his 
teeth were missing and he held a bath towel. 

The wife faced her husband. They unrolled the bath towel there in the 
front row of the theater and they started shaking. They shook and pop-
corn fell. They were methodical about it. It was a routine. 

“The Blaze”
Grace Gonsalves
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The family shared funny glances. They shared the same question now. 
Talking was easier when it was with others and so they each pushed the 
conversation on through the wildness. 

The wife spoke over her shoulder. She was helping her husband. “That 
movie? It won’t play here. He’s so good in it too!” She stashed the tow-
el. The family stood together now as they watched.

The speech continued. “Walnut Creek should have played it.” The fami-
ly agreed. 

The man chuckled. He grabbed a bag. She grabbed their trash. They 
moved slowly. They cleaned quietly. They would do it again. They 
would come back. 

The daughter’s chest burned. She felt her pain. Four minus one. 

She watched them a little longer. She thought of hope and of the movie’s 
end. She thought of the couple and her brain found calm. The screen 
went black and the blaze was gone.
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ceramic squares. It looks so real, I lean closer, and then closer. I can see 
the white and red blood cells. They look like buttons. I lick the drop 
off the floor on my hands and knees. Something about this instinctive 
action, drives me to stumble into the bathroom and throw both popsicles 
up. Everything is red. That’s where Georgia finds me, curled up by the 
side of the toilet, my mouth stained bright fuschia. 

 Lying in the grass face down offers the possibility of suffoca-
tion. I could inhale the dirt until my lungs are filled, or bury my face so 
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ear, and when I am finished talking I throw it on the grass. I lay down on 
my front next to Caleb. He’s breathing, but unconscious. I bury my face 
into the earth feeling the ground become loose and then like sand. I bury 
myself until I can’t breathe. 

 I know when I hang up the phone that I have to leave. Caleb 
knows where I am, I’m sure of that now. I know he will follow me. I 
don’t want him to find me. I don’t like Santa Monica. The ocean is too 
salty, and the people are too high class. Eventually, the charm rubs off. 
Georgia’s an old friend from high school but we didn’t know each other 
too well. All I offer her is a quick explanation and then I pack up the 
car and drive off. I roll down the windows and the ocean mist disperses 
through the front seat. I taste brine on my tongue. 
 When I was younger my dad used to take me fishing. There 
was a pond nearby where we lived and we would take out a little row 
boat. We used worms. My dad would open the package, the worms all 
squirming together like a brain, competing to get to the bottom. I won-
dered if they knew that we needed them to die. Did they know that to be 
chosen was to die? When we caught fish I wondered if they suffered. If 
the worm was enough to give them some joy before they passed away. 
Once, when my dad’s back was turned I took a worm, watched it twitch 
wildly in the air, and ate it. It wiggled all the way down my esophagus, 
curling and uncurling. It tasted dirty, but briney. Like the ocean. 
 My life right now feels like it did then. I’m too curious. The 
worm is my freedom. I want the taste of it so badly, but when I swallow 
it wiggles in my throat. It won’t go down right. The thought makes me 
sick. I pull over and throw up on the side of the highway. After I’m fin-
ished I gargle water, get in the car, and keep driving. The world washes 
by, blurred, one still image of beige. 
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May we for a moment not speak of the war
For it will wage on with or without our blood
With false coats shed, let clouds at injustice thunder
 
May we do deep listening and deepest knowing
Reach out to our wildest selves and hold precious the wild in others
Find her, free her, love her
 
May we keep this intention present during changes
For the river rushes on, but there is only present for it
Living the questions now, for we have arrived
 
May we embody the world we want to create
Let us dare to dream, write, and speak
In otherwiseness, and in impossibility

A Prayer for Collective Conciousness
Isabel Friedl
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One of those summer days where you step out in the sticky humid heat 
and your arms turn golden, and your face starts dripping, and you race 
down the street on the bike your dad fixed up yesterday, keeping up 
with the neighborhood boys. Dad says you can only go in loops around 
the cul-de-sac, slow sad fishbowl loops, but who cares about no dinner 
before bed when the neighborhood boys are speeding off towards green-
er pastures. You follow them down streets you’ve never seen before, 
past beige colored houses and HOA-gray doors. They look back at you, 
sometimes. They’re laughing. Probably at you. Look at you—struggling, 
sweating over your bright pink handlebars. There used to be a basket 
too, strapped up front, woven plastic white with flowers, but that, you’d 
decided, was just too much. You took scissors to it yesterday, cut your-
self loose. Cut off the pink and purple tassels, too. Maybe Dad’ll let you 
spray paint the purple frame black. Or blue. Or green. Your little legs are 
burning, and up front they’re standing on the pedals and leaning forward 
and going faster, faster. Some of them pop the front wheels and sit back 
half in the air, make it look easy. Too easy. Easy enough you get it in 
your head you could do it too. You lean back, shorts riding up sunburnt 
thighs, and flick your hands up, just like you’ve seen them do it and—
 The sky looks liquid beneath your feet, and for a split second 
you think you’re flying, and the pavement sinks gravel teeth into your 
palms. Bites until you bleed. And bleed and bleed and bleed, toppled 
on the ground, legs tangled with spinning wheels. Your palms are rough 
red but your knee’s got the worst of it, chewed up open skin, hot to the 
touch. And the neighborhood boys laugh too loud, biking off and leaving 
you to choke on the dust. The sun beats down, and the cicadas hiss like 
nothing even happened, and you just sit there catching your breath.
 “Shit, kid.” 
 Maybe it’s your head still spinning from the fall but you could 
swear it’s an angel leaning over you, a haloed shiny angel reaching out 
to you and pulling you back up on your tender feet.  
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I Can’t Be the Only One By Raina Pahade
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When the time is right 
     Purple Rain will sparkle through 
            the Midnight sky 
                   When the time is right 
                          Fairy tales will become reality 
                                 When time is right 
                                        Whales will fly into the sky  
                                              When the time is right 
                                                    I will be a figment of your mind

Dreams
Jane Brinkley
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Eighteen-nineties leather bindings    
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Daybreak.

 The sunlight shines through a few cracks in the roof. Piercing the 
skin, a morning chill takes hold of every limb. The field is flat and level 
like a calm, lush ocean. Belly on earth, the cool, firm mud underneath 
makes staying down a tempting prospect, but routine is routine, and the 
rounds must be run.
 There is no noise inside the house.
 The eye catches green on green as the sun yawns and rises be-
tween the webbed gray towers. Their sagging varicose veins emit a faint 
crackle. Now, the endless pink skies and rivers of clouds are retreating. 
 Muscles flex and extend, finally breaking their meditation. While 
the eye watches and waits, surveying, the legs are ready to play in the 
field.
 



43S P R I N G  2 0 2 4 :  A d r i f t

set out to be washed in light. The wind bristles and arches, but the acrid 
threat remains faint. The scents are stalking nearby, taking their time; 
there is no tactical advantage to seeking them out. 
 The porch wood creaks underfoot with the rhythm of impatient 
pacing. But there is still no noise from inside the house.

 An ultrablack curtain covers the whole plot of land. A sunset gust 
delivers summons to war. Hanging over the door, a lamp flickers on, illu-
minating the familiar, faded paint of the front wall and the worn screen 
door. Darkness makes them bolder, colder, and hungrier. Sleep is never 
an option when the odor is so strong and close.
 From the cover of night, from behind the bushes planted closest 
to the house, shapes slink into the open. Some break through the tilled 
soil like the risen dead, appearing one by one around the house. Every 
individual stepped, stepped, stepped towards the house with haunches in 
complete control.
 Instantly, a flood of claws and matted flanks overwhelm the 
field’s quiet domain. Only the sound of blood and sight of whimpers 
illuminate the gory scene. Keratin blades wring pain like no warrior ever 
so ferociously dealt, tearing at shoulder and thigh.
 Home was home. 
 Weaving in between the invaders, the forearms retaliate with firm 
blows, crushing the dissenters with mere thoughts. Scratch, tear. Gouge, 
gash. Red blinded the eyes. 
 The stars stood still. As suddenly as it began, that gray, howling 
troop dissolves into pathetic stragglers with yaps and howls. The house 
holds its piece in bearable silence.
 The cold inky night begins to creep into the root of each hair, 
followed by the pain. It’s only harder to stave off the urge to sleep than 
to acknowledge the ache that sits, cross-legged, at the end of each bone.
 Thump. The field is sideways. Green and metal alike hang off 
the side of the world like a horde of climbers scaling a cliff. Particles of 
dirt and dust float without a care. Leafy vegetables, the pumpkins, and 
even the earth itself begins to roll downhill, taking off from the ground, 
falling into that impossibly bright, all-swallowing well of light towards 
which all life must return.
 Inside the house, the stairs creak. Someone calls for breakfast 
from the kitchen.

Daylight.

Daybreak.
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 When Mabel cocked her head a certain way—caught in a mo-
ment of concern or confusion—she had the look of a painted saint: stee-
ley and prophetic; attuned to some otherworldly voice. Mostly, though, 
she looked rather plain. Her pale, straw-like hair fell limply past her 
neck, tucked away from curved eyes and lips drawn into a straight line. 
One would have trouble identifying Mabel in a crowd if it were not for a 
thin birthmark that stretched from the bridge of her nose to her temple. If 
she felt any discontent about the trajectory of her life, one that had kept 
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State Fair, or, The Ballad of Mabel
(In the style of country-western)

 Mabel had felt pretty that day: dressed in a soft yellow blouse and a cot-
ton skirt. The sky was full of biblical clouds, the terrain of amusement 
rides dizzying in its assortment of colors and mechanical wonders. There 
was something in the air that afternoon, something about the smoke and 
the dust and the way the trees swayed in the warm wind. It was as if 
everyone within the fairground harbored a heightened awareness of each 
other’s bodies; enlivened by this strange, man-made Eden. 
 Around noon, she and Hannah were separated. Truthfully, she 
was glad to be rid of her — if only for a moment. Hannah had bitched 
all throughout the swing boat and the tilt-a-whirl, which made Mabel 
feel like she was being punished for deigning to feel pleasure. The two 
had met in church as teenagers and bonded over a shared bookishness, 
trading dog-eared copies of My Ántonia and Wuthering Heights. As the 
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 “Stand over there,” said Irma, motioning to a cardboard crescent 
moon. Mabel shifted her weight from foot to foot, trying to determine 
what position made her appear taller. “Tilt your head up. A little more to 
the left. Perfect.” They were both silent for a moment. 
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Epitomize
Kate Bown

 
Scrolling through cringe, I try to epitomize
They forage through cobblestone as a pry to epitomize. 

Gardenia kept a fragrant permanence around
The fluid promise broke mine too; epitomize.

Flabbergasting curves ebb and flow 
Before they release a beguiling sigh to epitomize. 

Sparkling citrine dressed in juice 
Wet exacerbated dry to epitomize.  

Unearthing papaya slides through 
Fidgeting seeds fly to epitomize. 

Quartz glossing over lazy intention 
Shortcut your lies to epitomize. 

Succulent drapery for the reclusive 
Gently attaching thighs do epitomize. 

This dilemma, absorbing peculiar embodiment
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 banana
Lee Chaloemtiarana

1.2.24 

when you first handed me a banana
i peeled it and stared at the soft, bruised flesh.
stubbornly, i claimed i could not eat it
and you took it from me
examined it
and said very slowly and with a small smile that it tastes all the same
and ate it for me
and as i sit in an unfamiliar bed
alone
across the world from you
i peeled a banana, staring at the soft bruised flesh. 
i very cautiously took a bite 
and found it tasted all the same
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Can You Take the Heat?
Melissa LoCicero

 Before 2023, 2016 was the hottest year recorded by humans on 
Planet Earth. A remarkable thing at the time, though it might seem mild 
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around here. Take it!”
 At four-o’clock the next morning, we divvied up those powders 
and packed them into our hefty bags. I remember feeling silly clipping 
the chest strap and the hip strap of my red backpack as we unloaded 
from the trail shuttle. More clearly I remember a distinct buzz of excite-
ment as we started off down the trail. I had never done a hike this long, 
in a place so magnificent. Though my 14-year-old brain worried about 
all this unfiltered family time, and part of me was dreading being hot and 
dirty and unconnected to cellular signals, mostly I was happy to be there. 
Even in a silly outfit. 
 We saw the sunrise at Ooh-Aah point, where you can see hun-
dreds of millions of years spread out as a layer cake of rock that’s been 
partially served. I didn’t realize I should’ve savored the cool morning 
air. By midday, it was 103 degrees. We took frequent snack breaks but 
there was little shade, save for the dorky wide-brimmed hats we wore 
on our heads. It wasn’t so bad, though, because we were walking down, 
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in the shade and try to cool down. We were all a little worried, but kept 
our heads cool, because we knew that fear would not help the situation. 
 I didn’t think the heat would be that big of a deal, because ac-
cording to every magnet and postcard in every mini-mart once we got 
past Kansas, “It’s a Dry Heat,” which has got to make it better than the 
humid summers I know, right? We mixed some of that free gatorade 
powder into my mom’s lukewarm water bottle but it didn’t seem to pro-
vide her much relief. She was drinking fluids and sitting in the shade but 
her face was splotchy red and she didn’t feel right.
 Though I’m not sure there was cell service available to us at this 
point, several miles down the trail, Julie still reached for her cell phone 
to call for some assistance. Despite our efforts to be responsible hikers, 
the elements still prevailed. Just as the problem began to amount to pan-
ic, footsteps crunching down the path averted our attention. 
 “You folks doing okay?” The ranger was a woman in her 40s 
or 50s or 60s with desert-dried skin and kind eyes. The question was 
rhetorical; she could see we had a problem. My mom and Julie explained 
anyway, and she listened with patience. 
 She pulled her backpack off and opened it, pulling out a frosty 
purple Gatorade, which glowed in the sunlight as if it were an alien po-
tion. “Take this,” she gave the frozen bottle to my mom, “hold it against 
your neck and face and let it melt a bit. Take little sips and pour some 
water on your shirt.” 
 Part of the problem was that her skin was too hot. In an extreme-
ly dry and hot environment like Arizona, it can be hard to tell when 
you’re becoming dehydrated because your sweat evaporates so quickly. 
This allows you to feel cooler than if it were humid outside, but you’re 
still losing fluids. A good way to keep cool and stay hydrated is to soak 
your shirt, hat or bandana–really anything you’re wearing–in water if 
you can find it. The fabric lowers your temperature as the water evap-
orates. If you can’t get into some cool water, wearing something wet is 
your best bet. It might sound uncomfortable, but it dries fast. Pro tip. 
 The ranger’s name was Della and it was obvious she’d done this 
before. She’d been a ranger for nearly two decades and knew the canyon 
like her backyard. She’d seen it all; people falling from the rim, people 
getting swept away in the river. Those were rare emergencies. Mostly 
she dealt with small emergencies, like ours, which could be remedied by 
a frozen gatorade, some light snacks, and a reassuring, grounded pres-
ence with decades of wilderness experience. She had been especially 
vigilant these past few weeks, as scores of tourists unprepared for the 
local climate came through in the July 4 travel rush. She encountered 
tour buses full of foreigners taking their patrons on hikes down and 
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back, with only one flimsy plastic water bottle for each traveler. She 
warned scantily clad college students that if they planned to be out until 
nightfall, they should find some layers, because it gets cold fast. She told 
us that once we felt ready to keep hiking, she would come with us the 
rest of the way, and that she knew a place where we could cool down in 
the river without worrying about getting pulled into the flow and never 
being seen or heard from again. 
 Guided by our shepherd, we reached Phantom Ranch, the sum-
mer-camp-style accommodation run by the National Parks Service, 
before dark. 
 Remember I mentioned the water pipeline was not operational 
during our trip? For two days we enjoyed the rustic experience, flushing 
the toilets with water we hauled from the stream in buckets. It was com-
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through the sunrise and a bit through the morning, and when we made 
it to Indian Garden, I was glad for a break. There was water on reserve 
there so we could fill up our bottles. We sat in the shade of a picnic 
structure and played euchre for hours. I watched these dusty brown 
squirrels dig away at the top layer of dirt and then flatten themselves 
into their wallows, legs splayed behind them, rodent arms extended 
outwards, chins pressed to the ground. It was their way of keeping cool. 
This tickled me. Nature has a way of making you feel seen.
 We all got our start back up the trail maybe ten minutes before 
four o’clock. By then we had spent a lot of time together, in the sun, and 
the dirt, and were all excited to get back to the top, where a hotel room 
awaited us. My mom and Julie hung behind, being older and slower, 
with worse knees and eyes, and more of a plodding, methodical ap-
proach to the outdoors. They assured my sister and I that we could go 
ahead and check in to the hotel, that they would be just a little behind 
us. So Sis and I went our own way, faster, with less appreciation for the 
nature that surrounded us. 
 The Grand Canyon is really easy to go into and much harder to 
get out of. This is intuitive, and yet, it surprised me. I did not expect 
to be tasting metal and feeling as though my legs turned to rubber as I 
made my ascent. It was close to sunset when my sister tripped and rolled 
her ankle. 
 I was unreasonably angry that she hurt herself. How could she 
be so bad at walking?! Since I didn’t want anything to slow us down, I 
decided it would be best to encourage her to push through the pain and 
keep up our pace. My sister knows herself, however, and we ended up 
slowing down, taking more breaks, while the sun went down. 
 I suppose I was just overtired, after having been up so early that 
day. Spending the day out of the sun didn’t entirely spare me from the 
heat, and there was still a long way to go.  I feared the fatigue in my 
own body, the exposure to the outside, the threat of chilly air. I wanted 
to skip right to taking off my shoes, getting into a hot shower, collapsing 
in a soft bed. I probably started complaining at some point, being all too 
spoiled in my human experience and not at all aware of it. 
 Sis was walking slowly. It was getting late. We put on our head-
lamps and stopped chatting. 
 Whether or not I actually saw a large spider crawling across the 
path remains a mystery. It had been god-knows-how-long and something 
in me snapped. One spider became several spiders, then a hundred spi-
ders became thousands of spiders, and I was convinced that venomous 
spiders lined the wall of the canyon that I was walking along. I became 
so terrified that I began to cry and insisted on walking on the right side 
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of the trail, away from the wall, on the side that dropped off into the 
mile-deep gorge. I raced ahead of her, giving no heed to her injury, not 
thinking about the fact I was leaving her behind.
 “Slow down!” She shouted at me. Even though I was being a brat 
to my sister, she still didn’t want me falling to my death. “Don’t walk 
over there. There’s no spiders.” But I was inconsolable, and eventually 
we stopped altogether, to catch our breaths, to calm down, to confirm 
that there was no army of spiders surrounding us, with their strange 
spiny legs and fat bottom halves and big biting mouthparts.
 As we sat on a couple of rocks beside the trail, bitterly snacking 
on Clif bars, we heard the shuffle of many footsteps. Red light from their 
headlamps bounced on the ground, and eventually we were face-to-face 
with four retired-age men, with backpacks and boots and poles and flan-
nels and feathers in their hats.
 For two young women, running into four men on a wilderness 
trail in the dark does not seem like the makings for a comfortable expe-
rience, but I feel more thankful for these four old guys than almost any 
group of strangers I’ve ever come across. They asked if we needed help 
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By Boo, R
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Jacob Riis Beach
Nora Youngelson

Endless clouds broke, rolling waves across the sky, and
below we breathed out, our scarred knees, yours & mine.   
On my back, I whispered beliefs that God was dead.
And yet, between my legs, a castle is built.
Wading deeper, you admired my ability to believe in something.

Retrospectively, I was in love, although I should have been young.   
On topic, do you believe the sea is tired too? I ask on the drive back.  
Sand circles the drain, and I hope to live this day again, again.   
Everything has already happened before. This helps, I think.  
The waves break above, constant and deafening. 
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this is where the clouds rest their heads,
where their raindrop children are free to
leap down and down again from their homes,
where they flood one riverbed after another,
where they stain windshields and stomp upon
our heads. where they leave all this ink, running.

From a page found clinging to a storm drain
Pierre Cozic
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yes
(the dream has run its course)
it was a lie

iii. 
under her door i slip
some lines of donne: 
“I am two fools, I know
For loving, and for saying so
in whining poetry.”
let her doubt that! 
i mutter and slip away
to find another life to inhabit. 
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I float atop

      Endlessly

Petals of lotus flowers dance on my skin

    Moondrops trickle down my face

I hear the land’s epiphanies echo in my brain

   The night’s song resonating on my tongue

 I close my eyes to bask in the jade stars’ glow

     And let myself float atop

Endlessly

 

Endlessly
Reyan Nguy
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Are you religious? 
Well..that depends on what you mean by “religious”. 
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cept cannot be understood as “sin” as is understood in other religions. 
Karma, according to my dad, is the sum of the good and evil you have 
committed, which determines your sonam—the luck that shapes one’s 
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overs and noted our changing tastes to reduce the food that rotted in the 
fridge or collected dust in the pantry. Many times his dinners were odd 
amalgamations of whatever leftovers or near-expiring odds-and-ends had 
accumulated in the fridge (most of which belonged to my mom). When 
we were younger, my siblings and I never failed to make our opinions on 
his leftover-dinners known. 

“Ewwww!” One of us would say. “What are you eating! Why did you 
put [blank] in your bowl with the [blank]! Ew, you put the fish too!” 

Sometimes he’d reply with a simple “It’s going to waste.” But usually he 
couldn’t be bothered to entertain our goading. 
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“Religion is the sigh of the oppressed creature, the heart of a heartless 
world, and the soul of soulless conditions. It is the opium of the people.” 

 - Karl Marx
 

Both of my parents are from places where they’ve had to “flee commu-
nism.” In our household, it was understood that the Chinese are cheap, 
greedy, unscrupulous bastards, and communists are sociopathic murder-
ers who are so intellectually molested that they want to live under total-
itarian, authoritarian, fascist dictators. Besides that, my parents didn’t 
talk much about politics. They voted democrat; they watched the Late 
Show and Chris Cuomo; they complained about Trump when he got into 
politics. 

I can only imagine how they felt when they learned I became a commu-
nist.

My entry into leftist politics was very intuitive. The first step was under-
standing the myth of the meritocracy. People’s circumstances are mostly 
determined, not by their individual actions, but as a result of external 
factors outside their control. Next was to think about how to create a 
more equitable society. Why do some people have so much, while others 
have so little? 

“America is literally not the best country,” I said. 

“It is,” my mom said. “Look, you were just criticizing the government 
earlier. Try to do that in Vietnam or China.” 

“People criticize their governments all the time, even in Vietnam and 
China.” “Nope. The communist government will put them in jail.” 

“At least their healthcare system is better than ours. People are dying in 
the ‘greatest country’ in the world because of how fucking ex—” 
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Hegalian themes. 

For Hegel, self-determination is inherently social and subjective. As we 
try to understand who we are in the world, we desire to be recognized in 
certain ways. When other people recognize us in the way we desire, they 
confirm our sense of self. This confirmation, in a sense, concretizes our 
subjective understanding of self: universal intersubjectivity makes our 
“self” objective. When we meet a new person, the need for recognition 
reoccurs. To achieve full understanding of ourselves (objectivity), we 
must be universally recognized (intersubjectivity). 

The opposite happens in Mai’s case. Disillusioned by her acting career, 
she wanted to be recognized as a normal student. But because of her 
popularity, people did not recognize her in the way she wanted. So under 
Hegel’s conception of consciousness, Mai couldn’t be sure if her own 
sense of self was real. She became despondent to the problem, thus, her 
uncertainty of self coupled with non-recognition by others was reflected 
in her empirical existence as she disappeared from people’s conscious-
ness’. 

Hegel theorizes a conception of god based on the idea of becoming a full 
self. As Robert Wallace, professor of philosophy, summarizes, “God is 
the fullest reality, achieved through the self-determination of everything 
that’s capable of any kind or degree of self-determination. Thus God 
emerges out of beings of limited reality, including ourselves.” 

“A snail is a snail is a snail.” 
- Unknown

 
I used to play with the snails. 

I’d go to the edge of the playground and pick through the bushes and 
vines. I plucked the little creatures from the dark, damp hiding spots. I 
put them down on the asphalt, and began building an enclosure of sticks, 
leaves, and rocks. I would squat down and watch them. Some lingered 
in their shells, and I’d wait for them to come out. To be honest, they 
weren’t very entertaining. I certainly had other things I could do. Some-
times people would come watch. 

 “What are you doing?” Maddie said, running up behind me. 
 



71S P R I N G  2 0 2 4 :  A d r i f t

 “Nothing.” I said, without looking up. 
 
 “Ew,” she said. “It’s just snails.” 

Have you heard about the Immortal Snail? 

Immortal Snail? 
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nies from meditation, the loss of a loved one, a near death experience, 
psychedelic mushrooms, existential contemplation, etc. These people 
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Murmuration By Sky Simon-Thomas




