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FROM THE EDITOR

You wi l l  be p leased to know th is let ter  wi l l  be much shorter 
than last  years was, not because there are fewer people to 
acknowledge, rather we paved a way last  year which made 
th is year’s journey much smoother.

This semester was a chal lenge for  me in many ways.   Those 
of  you who know me know there were per iods of  darkness 
dur ing which I  doubted my purpose and esteem.  Through 
i t  a l l ,  there were a few constants:  my c lose fami ly,  my t rue 
f r iends,  my lov ing boyfr iend, and the amazing people I  am 
pr iv i leged to work with surrounding Howl  2015.

As with last  year’s team, each and every member 
contr ibuted in h is and her d iverse ways with equal  and 
di fferent sk i l ls  and abi l i t ies.   Therefore,  there is  no order 
to these entr ies.  The arrangement is  more chronologica l 
than h ierarchica l .

From the Editor

Robert  Wanless is  a steadfast  and dedicated facul ty edi tor 
who stuck with Howl f rom the beginning.   Many insomniac 
texts and emai ls  were answered by h im a lways with grace 
and humor.   He was a point  man in many ways.   Howl 2015 
would not be possib le wi thout h im, h is fami ly,  and f r iends.

Heid i  P ieper,  another ta lented facul ty edi tor,  stuck with us 
through the d i ff icu l t  parts then moved on to other pro jects 
just  as the fun began.  Even st i l l ,  she helped us in moments 
of  loss and confus ion.   She has a good eye and lent  i t  to 
Howl in order to br ing i t  to where i t  s i ts  today.

China Ice was indefat igable as our scr ibe and an overa l l 
ca lming inf luence.  She learned many th ings and responded 
to cr is is  wi th never a compla int .   As a contr ibutor and 
Wri t ing Chal lenge rec ip ient ,  she is  a t ru ly  ta lented young 
woman.  I  fee l  towards her as I  do a younger s ister.

Yoshie Caguioa jo ined us th is year as wel l .   She is  a 
remarkable grammar ian.   She stood her ground on severa l 
eth ica l  points and taught us much about inc lus ion and 
redempt ion.   Yoshie is  a beaut i fu l  woman ins ide and out.

Aferom Abraham came and went as h is schedule a l lowed.  
The t ime he spent wi th us was intense and meaningfu l .  
A l though h is contact was sparse,  when he jo ined us he 
spoke volumes.  A deep and thoughtfu l  young man, we 
inc lude h im as a fe l low staff  member as i f  he were present 
the ent i re t ime.

Anna Hart ley-Poole is  a t rue worker of  magic.   Sweeping 
in at  the last  minute,  she created much out of  noth ing.  We 
tasked her as events coordinator,  and I  be l ieve,  as any 
who have attended one of  Howl 2015 events can attest , 
her work is  remarkable.   New fr iend and new student 
edi tor,  Anna has impressed us a l l .

Severa l  other facul ty members ass isted in the col lect ion 
of  ar t  work and l i terature:  Cathy Al len (d ig i ta l  photographs 
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of student art  work) ,  Chr ist ine Seror (d ig i ta l  photography 
student photographs) ,  and Michel  Walker (creat ive wr i t ing 
student work) .

Once again,  Sandy Smith and her staff  in  the CMC 
Foundat ion made possib le the support ,  funding, and 
publ ic awareness of  Howl 2015.  Sandy displayed t rue 
d igni ty and grace when faced with g l i tches in the process.  
Even in a p inch, she put Howl on her long l is t  of  pr ior i t ies.

Thank you a lso to Jol ie Alp in for  he lp ing with our campus 
events and profess ional ly  and pat ient ly  he lp ing us with the 
processes required to br ing Howl events to f ru i t ion.

Mel issa Sabol  at  Oasis Off ice Supply came through again 
th is year wi th f ly ing colors.   Work ing in her l imi ted f ree t ime, 
she donated many hours,  funds, and precious energy to 
make Howl 2015 noth ing less than a work of  ar t .   Mel issa’s 
ta lent  amazes me, and I  have immense respect for  what 
she does and the way she does i t .

A lways opening her home and k i tchen to Howl members, 
Rosa F icara made many people happy.  I  personal ly  am 
gratefu l  for  her passion and dedicat ion.   The wor ld needs 
more people l ike Rosa.

To the local  ta lents,  businesses,  hosts,  and sponsors, 
thank you for  welcoming Howl on to your stages and in to 
your spaces.   We hope to create rec iprocal  re lat ionships in 
which we support  each other as local  ar t is ts and business 
people.   We chose you because we love what you do.

As we near the f ina l  proofs of  another beaut i fu l  magazine, 
I  compl iment a l l  wr i ters and art ists who submit ted work to 
Howl 2015. As edi tors,  we received many f ine works,  and 
se lected what we col lect ive ly bel ieve to be a representat ive 
of  the best and most d iverse art  submit ted.   P lease keep 
wir ing,  making, creat ing,  and submit t ing for  next  year’s 

edi t ion of  Howl.  W ith the grace of  the Copper Mounta in 
Col lege Foundat ion,  the Copper Mounta in Col lege Board 
of  Trustees,  and the Copper Mounta in Col lege Alumni 
Associat ion,  I  wi l l  cont inue to serve Howl wi th in my 
capaci ty.

E l len e Bai rd
Joshua Tree,  Cal i forn ia
2015
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“THE FEATHER”
Cer ta in  exempla r y  works  were  se lec ted  by  the  ed i t ing 
team fo r  Howl ’s  Wr i t ing  Cha l lenge .  Winners  o f  the 
Wr i t ing  Cha l lenge  rece i ve  cash  awards  generous l y 
funded by  the  Copper  Mounta in  Co l lege  Founda t ion .  
2015 Howl  recogn i zed  s i x  w inners .  Those  works  a re 
tac t fu l l y  ind ica ted  th roughout  the  ed i t i on  w i th  th i s 
fea ther.
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Charcoal Drawing
by Ashley Neall

What a difference things can be

Out of form, to word of mouth.

From imagination, to a colorful image of one’s own

It leads to the opinions of others, whether it be for the good or bad.

It could divide us, by who we really are, and what we really see.

It can show our true potential

Or,

It can show our true colors.

Diversity 
By Cassandra Davis
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Each time I fail,

I turn to step behind the wall

with silent tears.

Your needs are great,

a hungry child, an unpaid bill,

your broken body, wounded soul.

I feel your lostness and though

you don’t know, I share your burden.

So I step behind the wall,

to sear the hurt.

A breath, a sigh, a smile as I step

from behind the wall.

striving to help again.

Behind the Wall
By Lynda Burns

Each time I hear,

“I couldn’t have..., I wouldn’t be...

Without you..., I won’t forget…

You’re a warrior...

I trust only you…

You are such a help…

Can I still call you…

Thank you.”

I treasure these words and hold

Each thought close to my heart,

as I turn to step

behind the wall

with silent tears.
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My parents would never let me have a dog. I campaigned 

for one all through my childhood and came very close to 

convincing them on one or two occasions, but for one 

reason or another, they always refused to get one. We did have 

a cat, but she was no fun, just a fat and lazy thing that would lie 

around all day like a rolled up bathmat. Much as I tried, I never 

could get the cat to fetch or roll over or speak (or shut up).  The 

only trick she performed was “lie down,” which she pretty-well 

B-Rex
by John Largé
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mastered without any prompting from me. As for obedience, 

the cat seemed to live and breathe to inconvenience the people 

around her by begging for food when her bowl was half-empty, 

knocking things off  every shelf  she could reach, or throwing up 

on the bedside rug in the middle of  the night. The cat finally died 

around the time I turned six, leaving us petless for several years 

afterwards. For all its uselessness, though, the loss of  the cat only 

served to magnify my desire to have a pet of  my own.

One day, I was in the garage poking around for nails to build a raft 

out of  rotted fence planks I’d salvaged from an abandoned home-

improvement project when I came upon an empty cardboard box 

tucked into a corner near the trash bins. It was just a simple apple 

box, no coloration save for a “Granny Amy’s Orchard” label in 

a blue arch across the sides, ovoid holes at each end for handles, 

no lid. We always had such produce boxes on hand for moving 

and storage, but most of  them were either never unpacked, 

were already in use for storing holiday decorations, or had been 

repurposed for various structures I’d created in the yard, the 

detritus of  which lay scattered around after every rainstorm. As a 

kid, one senses a potential in an empty cardboard box that parents 

don’t seem to appreciate, and I was no different. A cardboard box 

held possibilities: you could stack them for shelves to display your 

toys, flatten one and cut out shapes to make new toys, or you 

could even wear one on your back and be a Ninja Turtle. If  you 

were lucky enough to find a bunch of  boxes, they were great 

building material for things like forts and mazes. But even a single 

box was promising.

Raft project forgotten, I looked over the apple box--weighing the 

options--when I suddenly remembered a conversation I’d had 

earlier that day in which I had once again approached my mother 

to discuss the possibility of  owning a dog. “Are you going to feed 

it,” she had asked me, “take it for walks, give it a bath, pick up 

after it? I don’t think so.” Of  course, I told her I would, even if  

I had to clean up my room every day for the rest of  my natural 

life and further if  necessary, but even with an offer like that, she 

wouldn’t budge. Parents can be very unreasonable.

In that moment, I decided that if  they wouldn’t give me a pet, 

then I would just have to make one. Popping the box over my 

head like a giant helmet, I carried it up to my bedroom, where 

I immediately plundered my drawer of  art supplies and got to 

work. 

Turning the box over with the open side to the floor, I drew 

out the face on one end with markers, making sure he had big 

vicious-looking green teeth that no one would want to mess 

with. With my colored construction paper, I then began cutting 

out all the necessary body parts, attaching them to the box with 

tape and glue: tail at one end, big ears flopping down on each 

side, and a big slobbery tongue sticking out of  its toothy mouth. I 

think I may have cackled evily as the creature took shape beneath 

my diabolical hands, but the thing was eventually finished, and I 

stepped back to admire my handiwork. It wasn’t exactly the dog 

I’d always imagined (the one I’d always imagined had legs), but 

this one would be special, a pet of  my own creation. 

I wasted no time starting him out on some tricks. “Roll over!” I 

commanded the box. 

I grabbed its sides and rolled it across the carpet. 

“Good boy! Now, fetch!” 
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I rolled a baseball a couple feet in front of  the box’s face, got 

behind the box, then scooped the ball inside. 

“Good boy! Now, play dead!” 

The box did not move. I was satisfied.

I gave the box a pat on the top and waggled his tail for him. “You’re 

a good box,” I said to it. “I’m gonna call you…” I hesitated, looking 

thoughtfully at the box’s pointy teeth. “’T-Rex’... No, ‘B-Rex!’ You 

know, ‘cause you’re a box.” 

I wagged the tail enthusiastically at this.

“Come on, boy,” I said to the box, “let’s go show you off  to Mom 

and Dad.” 

Looping a belt around the box handle for a leash, I led B-Rex 

down the stairs, glad at how well he seemed to manage them, 

only tumbling once along the way. I led the box into the living 

room where Mom sat reading a magazine and Dad watched an 

old sitcom. “Mom, Dad, look what I made!” I exclaimed grinning 

and pointing at B-Rex, whose tongue had crumpled a little.

Dad regarded the box from the couch. “Oh, neat,” he said, “a 

bear.”

“No, it’s a dog! See his tail?”

I presented the appendage. The box grimaced at the floor.

“Wow, cool,” Mom said over the top of  her magazine, a note of  

theatrical enthusiasm in her tone. “You got yourself  a dog. What’s 

his name?”

“I named him B-Rex,” I said proudly. “You know, ‘cause he’s a 

box.”

“Well, you’d better take good care of  him,” dad said turning his 

attention back to the television. “Don’t let him wander out of  the 

yard.” 

“What kind of  dog is he, honey?” Mom asked me.

I considered this for a moment.

“He’s a boxer,” I said.

I don’t know if  my parents were truly impressed with my pet, 

but they must have been relieved that I had stopped asking for a 

dog. From that point on, B-Rex became my inseparable playmate, 

following me just about everywhere my parents would permit. 

He quickly proved to be a handy pet to have around. If  I wanted 

to play at being a secret agent, he never refused to be the bad guy 

I had to assassinate. If  I wanted the box of  cookies on top of  the 

refrigerator, B-Rex could usually fetch it down for me if  I stretched 

my arms and feet. And, of  course, he was very handy to carry 

things around in, though he probably wasn’t too comfortable 

with his belly full and blood rushing to his ears.

My parents were generally tolerant of  my new pet at first. I think 

they were just glad I was having fun doing something besides 

building rafts or soggy forts in their yard. As long as we weren’t 

causing trouble, they tended to leave B-Rex and me to our own 

business. 

As time went on, however, my parents began to grow concerned 

as I became more attached to B-Rex. For one thing, they were 

forced to put the parental foot down when I kept trying to take 

him along whenever we went anywhere in the car, and they 
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absolutely refused take him to the vet when the cardboard started 

to fray. These little injustices towards my pet often obliged them 

to endure a tantrum that usually landed me in big trouble. Yet, 

for all that, I would still spend hours with B-Rex, rolling around in 

the yard with him, talking to him, and taking care of  him when I 

imagined he was sick. 

My parents grew increasingly worried over what I’m sure they 

perceived as an imbalance in their child’s mental state. “Don’t you 

want to play with your other friends,” my mother gently asked, 

and then, a little shamefully, “or even possibly a nice videogame?”

My dad had a more aggressive approach. “It’s time for you to put 

a stop to this,” he growled over his morning oatmeal. “It’s not 

a dog, it’s just a box. Put it away, go outside, and have fun like a 

normal kid for once.”

“He’s my dog,” I protested, holding B-Rex closer. “I want to play 

with him.”

Dad flung down his spoon hard on the table. “I swear if  you don’t 

knock it off  with that nonsense, I’m going to burn your dog!”

It’s a funny thing about fathers and how frequently they say 

stuff  in an impulsive moment of  authority that they end up 

immediately regretting once sense recalibrates itself. Dad atoned 

for his threatened homicide of  my pet by buying ice cream cones 

for both me and B-Rex, and nothing more was said of  the matter.

One night, I awoke from a terrible nightmare into the darkness of  

my room. Heart racing, I darted my eyes around until I made out 

B-Rex where I’d stationed him in front of  the closet door to guard 

against the monster I felt convinced lived in there. Reassured by 

his presence, I was settling myself  down to go back to sleep when 

I became suddenly aware of  noises coming from downstairs. 

Someone seemed to be moving around in the kitchen. It occurred 

to me that Mom must be up late. She sometimes had trouble 

sleeping, and the last time I found her up and about at night she 

gave me apple juice and read me a book. Never one to pass up an 

opportunity for some late-night sugariness, I slipped out of  bed, 

picked up B-Rex, and slid through my bedroom door.

I had felt my way down the stairs to the living room, B-Rex 

supportively tucked beneath my arm, when I noticed a beam 

of  light darting around beyond the kitchen doorway. Curious, I 

set B-Rex down on the floor and turned the corner to look in. 

The outline of  a man rummaged around inside the cupboards 

and drawers with a flashlight in his hand, apparently searching for 

something. It quickly dawned on me that the power must have 

gone out, and Dad was looking for candles.

“Hi, Dad,” I said.

The flashlight whipped around and pointed right in my face, 

forcing me to squint at the dark figure somewhere beyond the 

beam of  light. The figure stared at me a moment, no doubt 

surprised to see a very small person in Cookie Monster jammies 

standing in the kitchen doorway, then all at once the figure 

lunged forward, darting past me into the living room. There was 

a thumping sound and a garbled cry like “Grargh!” followed by 

the loud crash of  breaking glass. Alarmed, thinking Dad might 

have hurt himself, I rushed out of  the kitchen and flipped on the 

light switch. There, in the middle of  the living room, was a man, 

all in black and wearing a ski mask, lying on his stomach in the 

metal framework of  the glass-top coffee table he had just smashed 
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through. One foot was still tangled up inside of  B-Rex.

A door opened upstairs as the man started pushing himself  to 

his feet, a duffle bag dangling from his hand. He pulled his foot 

out of  B-Rex and was trying to scramble out of  the table. “Oh no 

you don’t!” I cried. Grabbing up B-Rex from the floor, I popped 

him over the man’s head from behind and yanked as hard as I 

could. The man flailed his arms to keep himself  upright, but the 

duffle bag upset his balance, and he toppled over backwards, his 

head smacking hard against the exposed wood of  the couch. The 

man gave a sharp gasp and then a groan, then lay still upon the 

floor, just as my parents appeared at the foot of  the stairs. I turned 

and held B-Rex up to them, trampled and ruined by the man’s 

attempted escape. 

“Mom, Dad,” I cried as they gaped around the room, “B-Rex 

needs a vet!”

For the rest of  the evening, my box and I were treated like heroes. 

The burglar had lain there unconscious until the police arrived, 

shortly followed by the ambulance that carried him away. I 

explained what happened to my parents and to the police officers, 

and all of  them exclaimed over what a brave boy I had been. Of  

course, I had to give all the credit to B-Rex, since he was the one 

who actually caught the burglar in the end. My parents seemed 

too relieved to argue, so even they praised B-Rex for what a good 

guard dog he had turned out to be.

The ordeal, though, had been too much for my poor box. I tried 

to patch him up the best I could, but he never seemed quite the 

same after his encounter with the burglar. Not long after, I forgot 

him out in the backyard overnight, and a rainstorm drenched him 

right through. When I found him in the morning, his tail and one 

of  his ears had come off, his back had a gaping tear, and his mouth 

was dripping green ink. I crouched beside the mangled remains 

of  my old friend, cursing my negligence, and holding back my 

tears for the fallen hero. I gently collected him up, and with all 

the reverence he deserved, I solemnly buried him behind the 

toolshed, along with his tail, his ears, and my mother’s oven mitt, 

his favorite chew toy.

I did finally get a real dog years later, after I turned fifteen--a wily, 

happy little pup I named “Rocky,” and, of  course, he’s a boxer. I 

learned quickly that it’s much harder to take care of  a live animal 

than a box, but I loved him all the same, and still do. Even so, 

B-Rex has never been forgotten, and I occasionally find myself  

thinking of  him, especially when I’m packing or unpacking 

boxes. Don’t get me wrong; I love Rocky to death and wouldn’t 

trade him for the world, but I must say that in all the time I’ve had 

him he has never once caught a burglar, and, truth be told, he just 

doesn’t have the simple charm and easy maintenance of  my old 

corrugated cardboard pal B-Rex.

He does, however, hold up better in the rain.
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East of the Ten

Avenue 44 runs west into East Coachella

A braided strand from a realm on the edge, half Mad Max

Half Quetzalcoatl, where an exhausted sea languishes

Putrefied on neglect and chemical fertilizers, the depths

Silted with myths of sunken doubloons, the restive

San Andreas dozing beneath its gritty heel

Shores metamorphosed into salt flats  

Sun blinded ruins of yacht clubs, acidic mudpots, and 

Mute salvation – mountains of painted Jesus 

Monumental landfills, Imperial dunes, and 

Ten-thousand auto wrecking yards, like strands of

Beads woven into an ever thickening braid

Immigrant labor, Minute Men, back breaking harvests 

El Sol interminable, La Eme, lágrimas y celebración

Graffiti and the churches of the blessed Virgin

La iglesia de Pedro, de Francisco 

Avenue 44 machetes thru

Jackson, Calhoun, cruises north-west 

And Stops!

Oh, mi corazón!

Avenue 44 Runs
By Greg Gilbert

La Llarona llora por sus hijos perdidos . . .  *

West of the Ten

Fred Waring Drive takes up the standard

Promenades

Its elegant traffic islands a haven

For ocotillo and prickly pair

Its carpets of crushed granite

Diamond encrusted walls shouldering their

Wealth of foundry art and thorny bougainvillea

Purple as Dionysus, loopy as Bacchus

“. . . into a good and spacious land, a land flowing

with milk and honey” (Exodus 3.8)

Beyond Avenidas Clinton, Madison, Burr 

Jefferson, Adams, Washington, and Waring is 

Fred Waring the man, the Pennsylvanian band leader 

And entrepreneur who among the giants of El Norté

Stands immortalized into chromed glass perpetuity 

The elegance of the Waring Blender
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Waring Drive, a dream filled causeway to a golden means

Shining like the doubloons of a mythic hull

So they come, fighting for a place that exists

Within their minds, clutching at notoriety

Hope, Ford, Sinatra, a brilliant golden Shore beyond 

Dimming dreams of Cuauhtémoc, Juárez and Villa 

To a place where a little talent and the right story 

Or even a job at the wrecking yard

Might mask the weeping of La Llarona

Oh, the sorrow!

Oh, la tristeza! 

La Llarona navigating the rows 

Of luxury automobiles, her tragic face

Pressed to each tinted window

The mad woman at the mall

Bent beneath her black mantilla, working her beads,

Searching the cinemas, restroom stalls, bodegas and

Boutiques, the rows upon rows of Waring Blenders

All identical but for color

Oh, mi corazón! 

La Llarona llora por sus hijos perdidos . . .  

Her braid unraveling

The ends twirling apart 

The wolf bright minds of her children

Caught in the mirth of a hair style, of knotted promises 

Abandoned to velocity, centrifugal forces that

Re-entwine, each time a looser braid

The pre-Columbian rabbit ensnared

Black cut across a magenta moon 

America reclines in her Barcalounger 

Squeezes green bitters between her lips and grimaces

Raises her spangled glass to the world

And spills darkness through her teeth

* From Mexican folklore, the Llarona weeping for her children
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Today I bear a heavy load,

ten times larger than I, myself, and me.

Today we did the work of a kingdom,

not with one hundred or ten, but three.

Today I live not for the wealth,

but just for something sugary.

If only men were happy this way,

maybe they wouldn’t stomp on me.

Diary of an Ant
By Caitlin Logan

Photography
by Roberto Santana 
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Curious how one day you can be there

learning and growing in your own mind

the next there is your empty chair

barren like answers we’ll never find

All with our own stories to tell

yet most will never be told

we can all be healthy and well

no one is too young or too old

I ponder my consideration

we are what we do for society

somber in my contemplation

as thoughts are a cause for sobriety

As I dare to stare at the empty chair

I realize you were a parent a lover a friend

I wonder who’s next to be ensnared

it’s too much for one to apprehend

Empty Chair
By Caitlin Logan

the truth is our chair could be empty

tomorrow, next year, or next week

left with a dim, faint, hazy memory

of all the words we’ve yet to speak
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There once was an owl,

that fell in love too soon.

This poor, uninformed fowl,

fell in love with the moon.

He did not know her name,

and he learned very soon,

it would not be her to return his love.

That’s why he sadly cries who, who, who?

Love the Moon
By Caitlin Logan

I wonder what it must be like to be the last

to give a woeful cry, no one around for a lullaby.

No family no friends not even a stranger

if I only knew how to be endangered

We set our homes upon the throne

of what used to be the king of the jungle

not even thinking once that these beautiful

creatures are more than a vascular bundle

All unknowingly, and taken aback

For we are all guilty laborers getting by

while somewhere the last animal from the

last of its kind gives its last mournful cry.

The Last
By Caitlin Logan
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There is a glistening necklace

simply auroral with moonlight

A line of diamonds on the left

a set of rubies to the right

The rubies love to glow at times

some diamonds show a hue of blue

but none of these jewels are worth a dime

unless I’m travelling home to you.

The Jewel of all Jewels
By Caitlin Logan

People speak too much.

The population is so loquacious.

Have you misplaced your thoughts

chatting with minds so spacious?

They believe the louder they shout

the more opinions sway their way.

People have so much to talk about,

but they never have anything to say.

Misplaced Mind
By Caitlin Logan
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The scope rested in his eye socket, lashes kissing the lens, hands 

warm with life fondling the lifeless, chilled hips of  his rifle. His fat 

finger wormed into the hoop that housed the trigger. He began to 

tease it, the rough pad of  his fingertip pleasing the smooth nub of  

steel. This particular poacher was focused, but loosely. The cocky 

claim that what he did took skill made him focus; it was that same 

conceit that had him at ease. 

Center
by Shyanne Thompson
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  Here, Theo sits.

 Here he sits, on a box of  cargo he dubbed his throne, looking 

out over the blue face of  his planet from the top of  a fortress. The 

fort was a mountain of  iron built by man, nestled in the rocks at 

shore. 

There, a moonreaper stares back at him.

There, right down there, where the ocean bled into dry earth, a 

moonreaper made eye contact with the human. The stare was 

returned by eyes of  gunmetal blue, lacking heartbeat, harsh and 

unfeeling. To Theo, the dynamic was simple: he was a human 

being, the moonreaper was not.

Here and there.

Biology made some odd choices with moonreapers. They were 

faceless, with translucent bodies of  electric blue, and although 

they could be mistaken for the mermaids of  a folktale with their 

humanoid upper body meeting an elongated fin, their camouflage 

was the jellyfish-like umbrella topping their heads, while their 

weapon was the sting of  a seaweed-forest of  tentacles cascading 

over their shoulders like braided locks. Their weapon, however, 

wasn’t their deadliest threat. They could move tides like the moon 

itself. 

 When Man had its back turned, suddenly—

The tides became tsunamis. Lands were swallowed, and the 

perimeter for what Man could call “home” started shrinking to 

a single continent. It was rumored that the moonreapers were 

angry, that the humans had been polluting their waters for too 

long, but Theo disregarded the rumor as an old wives tale. This 

was survival of  the fittest, and he was going to fight for his life 

until nature selected him.

Theo gave his finger a slow curl around the trigger. He pressed his 

eye further into the scope, perfecting his aim. Just before he let his 

bullet burst, he whispered into a cloud of  his own breath, “May 

the wrath of  God fall upon your head.”

The human thunder struck the moonreaper. All electric escaped 

the creature, its body crashing with the waves and merging with 

the night around it. Theo peered down into the navy dark. 

 “You think God’s wrath was as just as that bullet?”

The man of  his twenties looked to a man more than twice his age; 

his freshly-baked face was met with a stale face, both rosy against 

the cold. Even with his blatant age, the stranger had the posture 

of  an adolescent and a pair of  shoulders and gray eyes that were 

promising. 

 Theo poked his fingers into a box stashed away in his coat pocket, 

drawing out a cigarette. His other hand patted his pants down for 

a lighter. 

Gruffly, with an unlit cigarette between his lips, he answered, 

“Justice you couldn’t fathom, old man.”

The stranger was silent. He watched Theo helplessly pat himself  

down for a lighter, and as a result, fished out one of  his own. The 

silver object reflected the moon in the center of  his palm.

Hesitant, Theo nodded him a thanks. As he reached out for his 

palm, their hands met in a handshake, the lighter between their 
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lifelines.

“Alphard,” the stranger introduced himself.

“Theo,” the young man obliged. 

Theo flipped the lighter open. He could hear the gas hiss as he 

ignited the end of  his cigarette, cupping the small flame. After 

taking a long-needed drag, he realized it was only polite to offer 

something in return, so he held out another cigarette to his elder.

Alphard waved him off. “I just quit.”

 Theo nodded slowly and watched as Alphard sat himself  on the 

distant corner of  the box, back angled to him. He stretched his 

neck from side to side, flexing the carotid artery beneath his skin.

“Years on the night shift are catching up to me,” he explained. “I 

hope you don’t mind if  I sit for a moment.”

No response was given from Theo. He adjusted his baseball cap, 

a gray crown turned backward upon his head, trying to tuck 

in chunks of  dirty blonde that poked out over his forehead like 

hay. He and the stranger shared the sparse beards kept close to 

their faces, except Theo’s was colored sand while Alphard’s was 

colored snow. They shared eyebrows just as sparse, noses square, 

and cherubic cheeks pushing the bottoms of  their eyelashes, 

except Theo wore these features begrudgingly while Alphard 

wore them knowingly. Knowledge exuded from the older man, 

and from Theo, faith.

With finesse acquired by routine, Theo lifted the bolt handle of  

his rifle and fed the gun fresh rounds. 

“Yeah, night shift isn’t favorable,” he said. “If  it wasn’t for the light 

that the ‘reapers give out at these hours, the piss cold and sleep 

deprivation would make me quit.”

Alphard scoffed over his shoulder. “A man as young as you, you 

couldn’t quit if  you wanted to.”

Theo chewed over those words, long after he finished loading the 

gun and raised its eye to his own. The weapon rattled in his hands. 

He searched through a plane of  night, waiting patiently to find 

that flash of  white to flood his lens. Once he found it with steady 

hands, the corner of  his mouth curled up in thought.

“It’s funny,” he spoke into the silence. “Even though moonreapers 

are so akin to the moon, the moon’s light helps us find them. As 

much as they rely on its gravity, the moon was made for us... it is 

a product of  God, after all, to lighten the dark side of  our home.”

Alphard watched Theo’s gun raise to the nocturnal face in the sky. 

“Trying to shoot down the moon?” Alphard mused. “That’s a 

mistake even Icarus wouldn’t make.”

Brushing his comment off, Theo plucked the cigarette from his 

mouth, pushing out enough smoke to fill a chimney. His rifle was 

lowered to his side.

Alphard went on, “If  there’s truth to what you’re saying, then 

God must have been on their sides when He made the ocean.” 

His eyes wandered to the endless body of  saltwater. “Those 

waters aren’t compatible with us. We can’t breathe in it, our 

muscles weren’t made for moving in it, and if  you’ve ever been in 

a tsunami, you should know how powerless we are in tons of  it. If  

we want power in the sea, we bring boats. But that isn’t power, it’s 

adapting. If  moonreapers want power over land, however, they 
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swallow it. They don’t have to adapt. We, on the other hand, are 

nothing without our comfy seats on this rock.”

Theo was caught off  guard by the man’s lack of  patriotic response. 

There wasn’t a human on the continent that would speak highly 

of  lower life, much less a reaper—ungodly creatures that have 

wiped out cities, homes, people. Theo’s neck went slack as he 

watched the natural curl of  his fingers in his lap, ready to let the 

stick of  tobacco slip from his grasp. His tenacious hold kept it 

from slipping. Tenacious, as was his perspective.

“You’re wrong,” Theo rasped. His voice was dry, quiet, but 

determined, steadfast to his wired brain. “Physically, we’re at 

a disadvantage, maybe, but we have something they do not. 

Awareness.”

His cobalt eyes cast over the heads of  three distant moonreapers, 

buoying about like jellies. The omnipotent circles were low 

between his eyelids, to the ground of  which animals arose.

He continued, “They can’t understand the ocean, the very home 

that was given to them, nor can they wonder at the moon. They 

can’t have a single purposeful thought, or give their lives purpose, 

or have the free will to walk away from their sin. Their fate is to 

stuff  their faces and procreate. What kind of  fate is that?”

Theo’s line of  sight moved from the lowest low to the sky, the 

highest high of  which humans derived. Every word that was 

flicked from his tongue tasted bitter. 

“And because they lack free will, they have no moral compass. 

As animals they kill, they lust, and they can’t come close to 

considering their actions. They are victims of  circumstance... I 

almost feel sorry for them.” He raised his cigarette. “But we were 

created in His image for that purpose, to use free will and make 

the right decisions.”

Theo wrapped his lips around the filter, sucked in, and blew softly 

into the cold.

“I am not an animal. And an animal is not human.”

His voice left a grim stench behind. He had spoken slow with 

exasperation, soft with certainty, and as frank as the word of  a 

deity. 

Then Alphard challenged him, “Think you’re the center?”

Elbow propped on his knee, he pointed north. “Look up. What do 

you see, besides the moon?”

Theo’s attention was drawn to the sea above. His eyes strained 

against the moonlight, fighting its glare to find the blurry points 

of  light that freckled the night.

“A few dots,” he said.

“A few suns,” Alphard corrected. “Suns, just like ours, shadowing 

skies of  other worlds. See, there has never been one of  anything. 

No one race. No one species. No one planet. No one sun. No one 

solar system. Not even a single galaxy.”

The silver in Alphard’s eyes gleamed like new metal. “As 

indomitable as you think yourself  to be, if  you get too close to 

the sun, or even one of  those distant, seemingly weak stars, you’ll 

incinerate into nothing. As geocentric as the universe seems from 

here, once you’re over the atmosphere, it is undeniable—we 

are not the center. We are a speck of  dust among a vast grand 
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scheme.”

            The feeling that awoke inside Theo did not sit right with him. 

Vulnerability. He was no longer at the top of  a fort looking over 

the ocean; he was at the bottom of  the universe, on Earth, under 

infinity. The Earth’s ceiling swallowed everything—the mountain 

tops, the two humans, the Earth itself—and even though it could 

only be seen as far as the horizon, the sky stretched farther than 

the arms of  All. 

       Theo looked to him with distaste. Being equated to a speck 

of  dust was unsettling. And Alphard did not ease the sting with 

what was said next.

        “So, in a universe where there has never been one of  anything, 

how could our microbial world take the interest of  a god any 

more than another? Why would a creator create a great number 

of  worlds, even the dormant planets, with interest in only one?”

Alphard peered into the bottomless dark nestling the fort’s front, 

and as his eyes adjusted, he could see the outline of  a moonreaper 

rolling in with the waves. 

“Furthermore, why would a creator create an ecosystem with 

interest in one random species?”

Theo interjected, “Humans aren’t random.”

“Aren’t they?” Alphard countered. His fingers interlocked in his 

lap. “Because when it comes down to it, that’s all we are, life. 

Carbon, nitrogen, hydrogen, oxygen, calcium, phosphorus, 

potassium, sulfur, sodium, chlorine, magnesium, and trace other 

elements. That is what we’re made of. That is what we share.”

Alphard flashed his teeth to Theo, who would never know his 

father was grinning at him, then to the world.

“And we think we’re so important.”  

Photography
by Lisa Manifold
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She was surprised to find

Her no calorie salad

Seasoned

By a tear that dropped from her cheek

That tear caused by the reading 

of a poem by a student

in the school Multi-purpose room

cafeteria theater art gallery

lunchtime poetry reading

The poem was original

The reader nervous

The teacher surprised 

The salad forgotten

For a moment she eyed

The chocolate chip and oatmeal

That she could no longer eat

Always provided at these things

Teacher Teacher
By Rob Wanless

An unknown student 

By her side 

Was smiling widely

And nodding his head

Was that good? She asked

Secretly pleased

That one so young might enjoy

The noble art of the pen

Yes, he said

Smiling and nodding

I always come to these 

‘cause they always have cookies.
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Love – like the sun, has it’s ups and downs.

Hope – like the stars, sometimes unseen, but always shining.

Life – like the wind, constantly changing, blowing in a fresh new breeze.

Diversity
By Jolene Stolla

Block Print
by Robin Clewell
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Dahlia Harcourt stood in front of  her bedroom window 

watching a hummingbird feed on the delicate red blooms 

of  the snapdragon flowers in the window box. From her 

position in the second story window, she could look down 

below and clearly see the stone path that lead from the street up 

to her front door. Sometimes it seemed like she had watched 

a million eternities pass in that very same spot; lifetimes upon 

lifetimes crashing over each other like waves against the rocky 

shores of  some faraway place. “Forever waiting,” she thought 

to herself  on this particular day. “That’s what you’re doing here. 

Forever waiting… for him.”

Just Lost
by Brianna Hams
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Dahlia shook herself  then, refusing to dwell on the memories 

that flooded into her already troubled mind. It was best not to 

think of  Michael. When she did, it always resulted in tears. Her 

mascara would run and then she would be such a mess. A once 

happy, outgoing woman reduced to a scared little girl with dark 

black streaks down each side of  her face. Michael always hated to 

see her cry.

Michael, she thought. The only man she had ever loved besides 

her Daddy. Michael. With his piercing blue eyes and butterscotch 

colored hair and deep, rumbling laugh. Michael, who prided 

himself  on always being the first one to say, “I love you.” Michael, 

the very backbone of  Dahlia’s existence. Michael, who would be 

home-

“Michael isn’t coming home,” Dahlia said aloud, as if  speaking 

the words could make her heart stop yearning for his return. 

“Michael is gone.”

But what if  he wasn’t? 

Dahlia knew it was dangerous to think such things but her heart 

always posed the question. They had only been married four 

months when Michael got drafted. She begged him not to go. 

Told him to burn his draft card like so many others and leave 

everything behind. “I’ve got family in Ontario,” she said. “We can 

escape all this. Start over.”

“Baby, you know I can’t do that,” Michael had sighed as he 

caressed her cheek. Michael kissed her then. Slow, sweet, and 

perfect. He pulled away, murmured, “It just wouldn’t be right,” 

and they never spoke of  it again. 

Michael left on a Greyhound bus bound for the California desert 

for basic training, promising to write as soon as he could. The 

letters came, some from California and then some from Vietnam. 

They weren’t very wordy. For the most part they were just hastily 

written scribbles assuring Dahlia that Michael was okay. That he 

was alive for another day and he loved her. The time between 

the arrival of  each letter grew longer and longer until the letters 

stopped coming altogether. That was when Dahlia’s world shrunk 

to that little spot in front of  the window. 

Day after day, she patiently waited at the window, consumed 

by the hope that one day she would look down and see Michael 

standing at the curb of  the home she had made for them. “And I’ll 

run to him,” she thought. “Down the stairs and out the door and 

straight into his arms.”

After eight months without a single letter a uniformed man who 

called himself  a Casualty Assistance Officer and a military Chaplain 

knocked on Dahlia’s door. They gave her their condolences along 

with a carefully worded letter from some man in Washington. 

Private First Class Michael G. Harcourt, it read, Missing in Action.

“Missing,” her heart said. “Not dead. Not gone. Just lost.”

So Dahlia awoke each morning and went about her ablutions. She 

ate a meager breakfast and took a shower. She curled her hair and 

applied her makeup with a steady hand, then chose a dress from 

her closet and put it on. Lastly, she stepped into a pair of  tasteful 

shoes and went to stand in front of  her bedroom window. All the 

while, her heart spoke to her. 

 Not dead. Not gone. Just lost.
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Wish Token Good for One Wish
By Lowen Baird

As secession reared its ugly head

Soon pious youth, North/South, fell dead.

I surmise we all here on earth 

Are empowered/ennobled as one birth.

Not as fractures nor as splintered groups

Not Catholics to jump the Protestant hoops.

Not White, nor Black, nor Yellow, Brown, nor Red

But One ‘Us’, bound Humanity instead.

“I’d love to
lie in the grass

and talk for
8,000 yeas and
wake after the

years I missed.”
Lowen

Hate, The Divider
By Celyn McGoo
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Block Print
by Chere Moore

Yesterday they ran free, not so much today

Wild and free spirited, they helped us with our day

Took us on saddle, and on wagon across the way

Wild horses will live forever

Whether under the clear blue sky

Or under the red hot sun

Walking through the white snow, or green hilly slopes

Trailing through the mountain trails, or desert sands

Wild horses will live forever

I am not my horse’s owner for my horse is my friend

We travel the land together doing what we like

Just walking, trotting, running, and talking, and seeing the sights

Wild horses will live forever, my friend sleep tight

Wild Horses
By Thomas Boyles
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Standing with the rising sun, and looking out my stall door

Staring at the green pasture, mountain peaks, and clear blue sky

Listening to the sounds of the raven, coyote, rabbits, and one barn cat

What is taking my cowboy so long to place that saddle on my back

I have had my morning fill of hay, grain, and water

That noisy dog is barking, and my cowboy must walking

I’m ready to ride the fence line, push cattle, and work hard

Why is that cowboy taking so long to place that saddle on my back

That cowboy is my friend, and we have ridden many times

We have built many of fences, and rode many of cattle drives

I have never faltered in good or bad weather

I wait patiently for that saddle on my back

My cowboy enters the barn, and saddles the horse to my right

What is my cowboy doing, has he forgotten about me

I realize that I now only exist in spirit, and I am part of the land

I miss my cowboy placing that saddle on my back

I ride the circuit, and the cowboys attempt to ride me

Young, old, and injured I buck them all

I don’t score big numbers because I buck hard, and no one gets a ride

I’m the rodeo horse

Cowboys try as they may, but they can’t stay on

They pray, and they concentrate, and they hope to hold on

When that shoot door opens I jump, and I buck, and I spin

Those cowboys hold tight, but not tight enough

I break their confidence, and sometimes their bones

I am the star of the day, and night, and fans cheer me on

Cowboys keep coming, but no one can ride me

I’m the rodeo horse

I’m good at my job, and the best draws them all

I heard a cowboy say that he saw a twinkle in my eye

Smile as he might to think he can ride me

I bucked, and he hit the ground

I believe he was right seeing that twinkle in my eye

I’m just a rodeo horse

Saddle on My Back
By Thomas Boyles

Rodeo Horse
By Thomas Boyles
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Try as I might, I will never be able to know where life originated 

from. I spent years looking and could never come close to a reliable 

answer. People and groups much larger and much smarter than 

myself  have tried, tried to find him and never could, and although 

I wish this weren’t true, I’ll never stop wondering about it. 

I watched many people on your sanctified days rejoice in worship, 

and I’ve always wondered what exactly it would feel like to be 

Fire Breathing
by Drake Jensen

apart of  the celebration. I feel I am no more apart of  that group 

that celebrates than a party to the others who seem to scorn your 

very concept.

Some days I hated the very idea of  you. How could something 

that’s supposedly so good make people feel so much hate and 

even fear? Other days I was certain that no matter what kind of  

emotions you could bring out of  people, it would always be better 

to know for sure than to simply wonder. 

Regardless, though I know I will never be able to rid my life of  

your presence. Through your absence you are as big a part of  who 

I was, who I am, and who I will forever be as to any person who 

has been with you their entire life. By your absence you decided 

more about my future than you may have by being here.   

Most people would say your primary purpose is as a creator and a 

nurturer, but what exactly is it that you create? What is it that you 

nurture? Feelings of  love, belonging, happiness, and peace. For 

others, loneliness, anger and disillusionment. For me, the only 

things you’ve created are: irrational fears, a lifetime of  questions, 

and a blank section on a birth certificate.              
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Etching
by Jean Mclaughlin

Some say you’re more awake when almost asleep

Those moments when life unfolds before you and you see yourself from 

every angle

When you feel that pain ache from your heart

The ping-ting-tang-bang

Almost like a rhythm but one you can’t calm your tired mind to

When your breath quickens and your lungs pull for the air that’s vanished

Then your eyes open but darkness is all your searching eyes can see

Your whole body hurts now with unexplainable pain that isn’t even real

Now numb from it all you sigh and try again for the air you missed from the 

last hundred breaths you took

Your heart that still aches is almost drowned out by the shaking of your body

Moments pass while the time ticks bye

Your eyes calm because you know that they can’t see what’s hurting you

Your breathing returns to its normal wave like rhythm

Your heart slows to its usual soft steady drum

But left with numbness you stay still until you remember 

Your future is unwritten and unwritten things can change

And the attack that formed from panic fades

Unwritten
By Courtney Paige Freeman
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Once upon a time there was a sun, he was bright and warm and 

shone light on the land every day. The sun had a forbidden love for 

the moon; she was so cool and beautiful. Each day the sun would 

set and die so his love could breathe and rise in the starry sky. The 

sun was always sad because he could never see his love, for he had 

to die for her to live. As he set low in the sky, his last whispers of  

light would be of  his love for her. 

The Sun’s Love
by Chelsea Fenske 

The moon was always there but she was so pale and weak from 

lack of  breath that he never knew of  her presence. Each day as the 

sun would sink in the sky and die for her to breathe, she would 

lose a little piece of  herself  because the pain was so immense. 

Each night, she would get smaller and smaller until one night the 

sky was endlessly black and dark from her absence. 

The sun knew she did not rise, so he cried out for her. He 

proclaimed his love for her, and the next night, she rose as full and 

alluring as ever. The process would repeat month after month, 

seasons changed and days grew shorter, giving the moon more 

time to bask in her mysterious beauty. On rare nights, when the 

moon is at her fullest, the sun and the moon could be reunited in 

a lunar eclipse; they are perfectly aligned and finally together as 

one. These rare nights made their love stronger and worth waiting 

for. They were so different, yet they shared a love so strong. They 

would spend until the end of  time apart to let each live a day and 

a night. Aside from the rarest of  days, they will always be just 

arm’s length apart, an inch from touching one another. Their love 

defined what love really is, love is sacrifice.



74

Howl 2015

75

Art & Literature

There was a commotion at the water dish

Chipmunks hesitate to crawl

Birds faltering in flight then pass

I grabbed the binoculars to see

The uproar, bustle that could be

There by the water border 

Buzzing away, the bees

Crept up lined by the perimeter

Quenching their thirst

Surprised I watched at this sight

Bees drink water too!!!

Bees Drink Water Too!
By Cynthia Aholelei

Through the drops I see a stream

Water washing all the leaves away

Cleansing the soil they lie on the land

New growth will begin

Rain water rushing to a place unknown

Bathing and rinsing it all away

Fresh water meets the ocean 

Fusing to become one

Earth has a way of renewing itself

Make everything fresh and new

So should our lifecycle

Drops of Water
By Cynthia Aholelei
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Each day so hot each night so dark, as if  the sun had burned the 

sky black.

After he had cleaned her up and thrown the sheets in the trash he 

dressed her in a clean nightgown, lying back on the freshly made 

bed---Thank you, she said and What’s your name? They had been 

married 60 years.

He noticed it first, or so he thinks when she came out of  the 

bedroom wearing only one slipper on the wrong foot. They both 

laughed.

Each day so hot each night so dark
by Mike Green
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As she aged she called mirrors the abettors of  despair and worked 

on her smiles: indolent, complacent, whimsical, content.

In our lives not everything moves in the same frame of  time. We 

think it does, we need to think it does, so that there is a sense that 

it all coheres, but that’s our illusion. Things move on temporal 

bands, each turning at its own speed, following its own laws: 

parents, dog, school, kids, spouse, work, like shining gears on a 

spindle each of  a different size. Pleistocene, Cenozoic, Jurassic, 

those are ours too, but spin to a different rhythm. Our dance of  

time is mirrored in the turning of  the earth, and the revolving 

of  constellations. She looked up and nodded at headless Orion 

stalking the dark sky.

Behind their double wide the hills turned ochre and rust. It was 

the fall that so exasperated her, reaching to fill the bird feeder. 

Only stupid people fall.

She said, This body doesn’t like me very much. That’s what she 

thought, the way she thought. That it was not her at all.

It was only slowly after many years like rags that she realized 

unhappiness had pushed out any love she felt. Sometimes in 

another’s eyes you can see how little of  the world you know. 

There is loneliness in time: in its vagueness: how it escapes out of  

seconds, minutes, hours.  

He straightened her books: Cold Mountain, the Stranger, And the 

Mountains Echoed, Walden, Cloud Atlas.

What happens when you misread yourself ? You commit yourself  

and only find out later that you don’t have the will, the power, the 

character to see it through?

A gray dove settles in a desert oak and coos of  endings.

How can you be fascinated by complex variables, analytic number 

theory and end up teaching subtraction with regrouping to 

second graders? 

Out here there are days when the heat makes time buckle and 

swell and the sand seems to hiss. Your scalp tightens. Staring 

down at the mottled thick veined backs of  her hands she said---

Time made flesh is not such a pretty thing.

On her wall was a map of  Paris with the Marais circled in red 

grease pencil and a star on the rue de la Perle. 

In the past there are gaps, holes, spaces, time pools there and 

darkens, after a while they grow larger, run together, until they 

form one dark lake of  loss. A world you cannot control takes from 

you what you cannot bear to loose. Those are moments when 

you are especially vulnerable to reality. A hole opens in your life 

and time floods in like dark water, dark as a night without stars. 

Then she was alone in the cold with the winter desert frosted in 

the dark, gaunt as a Joshua tree. Lost. How did I get here? Why am 

I here? The paramedics carried her back as if  she were a bundle 

of  dried kindling.

Where are the girls? Where are they?  Are they hiding in the 

mesquite? That’s just like them. A quail puffed and flapped.

Have I lost something? I always feel as if  I’ve lost something what 

would it be?

Each day is planes, lines, surfaces, angles, acute and oblique.

Your life is like a tree, you make decisions (the best you can) and 
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follow one branch and not another. The unchosen branch withers 

but does not die. It is always there, and may even continue a 

figment of  growth, in a ghostly sort of  way. You make many 

choices leaving behind many shadow branches that haunt your 

life. From time to time you see a word, a name, hear a song, smell a 

perfume or food cooking and you are touched by that abandoned 

limb, by the specter of  a phantom life you might have led. It is 

only rarely that you get a full picture of  that life and almost never 

do you get to live it. All these words had exhausted her. Hands 

trembling she turned to the window to watch the sunset like a 

smear of  burnt pumpkin. 

I am between two worlds, on a threshold. You don’t feel that?

Bringing her a cup of  tea with lemon she turned and said---I have 

always been with people who lived variations of  my own life, like 

you, simulacrums of  myself, scare crows, hollow men. If  you 

look closely you can see how the secret of  lost beauty, lost love 

ripples across a woman’s face. Men’s faces are different; they fill 

up with sadness like a bucket under a leaky tap. 

To become an adult is to die to you. 

The fabric caught on the cholla. Her fingers were full of  spurs. He 

soaked them in Epsom salt and pulled out each one slowly over 

hours listening to the Mamas and the Papas. That sweater will 

never be the same.

There are dogs walking on the roof  at night. Do you ever feel like 

an imposter of  yourself ? That you have to fake being who you are 

in the eyes of  others?

Do you ever do that? Play and replay things in your mind over 

and over, like a movie, but not for your entertainment, but to give 

your loss, your foolishness some depth, some shape? 

She felt she had never been her self---that her real self  (if  such a 

thing existed) was somewhere else. 

She could not hate enough to give herself  peace. But she tried.

It has been day after day of  rain and the early morning house is 

quiet as if  they lived on the dark side of  the moon. 

When my mother died forty years after my father I knew I had no 

more home to return to, that I was adrift.

It was the simple rituals of  a life together that he missed: shopping, 

cooking together, movies, watching TV. That was all a torn fabric 

now.

Slowly she felt herself  descending, not falling, more a slow 

lowering into herself, inch by mental inch disappearing from view 

into silence, until she had to get on her tip toes to look out at the 

world.

It’s like your life is a bad translation of  a fairly good book.

There is a kind of  love so vast so consuming it is like the sea, like 

gravity. It bears down on you like a house on your back, and if  

you don’t escape and free yourself  it will squeeze the life out of  

you. That’s the way I was with the girls. Emily, most of  all. You 

remember how tiny her hands were? Like petals. He knew, but 

wouldn’t say that Emily had moved out right after high school, as 

far away as possible.

It all seemed to leak away like water through a clenched fist; love, 
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hate, passion, loss. Time is like magic, you never have as much as 

you think and why is it always colder outside than it looks? 

You worry about eating eggs and cheese, your cholesterol, for 

years, triglycerides (whatever they are) arrhythmia and then your 

mind slips, just a little, and you can’t even wonder---what was the 

meaning of  all that?

How do all those umber leaves blown by an October wind 

remember the tree? 

He hesitated over the key board: was it “loose” or “lose” or “loss”? 

Twenty years teaching English and this is what it’s come to?

Even before the stroke she was falling into herself, silent lapses, 

long stares at the leopard spotted hills as if  searching for a pattern. 

It’s like walking into a still glassy lake, the opaque waters rise at 

every slow step until you’re up to your eyes.

Let’s go to Rome and rent Vespas.
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Joshua trees with spears of beauty

Sun rays with all the fury

Cactus flowers with colors too amazing

Views that are captivating

Mountains and boulders most enduring

Painted hills of sand most alluring

Washes flow like the valley’s veins

Where Indian and Pioneer souls will forever remain

Hidden coves that echo with gunfire

Rough dirt roads that give flat tires

Moonlight so brilliant

Stars by the millions

Days that can kill

With nights so still

Hawks soar as reptiles take cover

Quail huddle one another

Shade provides perfect sanctuary

Oasis provides water aplenty

Coyote packs revealed in an instant

That mimic the screams of human infants

Joshua Tree
By China Ice

Storms come in a flash

Then make the wildlife dash

Floods flush everything away again

Leaving behind rainbows that have no end
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Memories flow

Memories grow

From the falling of the sun

Memories glow like the rising moon

Memories sparkle along the stars

And when they die they streak the darkened sky

Memories from all the living

Past and present

We all can see once maybe twice in our lifetimes

A cluster of memories frozen into a body of ice

Releasing the gas from tired souls and dust from their shattered hopes

Known to man as a comet gracing the nighttime sky 

So if you see one remember your loved ones

Past or present for they wish to never be forgotten

IMAGERY
By Lisa K.

It’s raining, watch the black clouds roll in

Lying next to your warm body

Gently caressing and kissing

Moving to the beat of your heart

With each gesture, pleasure flourishes

Listen to the rain as it beats down on the rooftop

Candle lights dim glow illuminates the room

Searching to seek comfort yet hesitant to embrace

Fear of the uncontrolled, the height of ecstasy

Permitting it to drift through the body

Thunder the angry sky

Excitement racing through every thrashing thrust

The body starts to tremble as the wind whispers

Holding on to the moment that will never come again

Only an experience lost in a moment of circumstances

The Moment
By Cynthia Aholelei
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Photography
by Michael Mondry

They serve their term in plastic prison
Shackled with six-pack rings

Their progeny put in line
To live the sentence left behind

Don’t you let the shelves pass idly,
A ubiquitous shade of reality,

Don’t delude yourself into fallacies:
Landfill architecture with no consequence?

But what can one do. One, you.
Restricted by these six-pack rings, your hands are never free.

Landfill Architecture
By Shyanne Thompson
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George owned a very large motor car. When they first met in 

the Beverly Hills showroom was the exact shade of  color as 

waxed holly leaves on a sunshiny day. The vehicle wore an 

impeccable, upright, almost regal and elegant military demeanor. 

ArmorAlled® tires, gleaming chrome and a shine that scared away 

every mote of  Beverly Hills dust. Even the spare tire sparkled. 

George purchased the car, and, as tribute to Hannibal’s elephant, 

christened it Surus. And promptly drove them both around the 

desert for forty days and forty nights. 

As green as waxed holly leaves 
on a sunshiny day

by Aubrey Leahy
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That was then but now, after many,  many years of  desert dwelling, 

it may well still have been Holly Green but it was hard to tell. 

George’s major nod to conservation had been to save at least 50 

gallons of  water a week by not car-washing but relying purely 

upon the rare desert rains to clean and refresh Surus.

 23 years, 45 equinoxes, 16 transcontinental trips and with a 

speedometer that read the same 273,497 miles as when it had 

broken 6 years ago, the jumbo was, apart from one or two minor 

imperfections, still a fine piece of  modern engineering. The odd 

blemish which, in addition  to its cracked, but as yet uncrazed 

windshield, broken manifold, retired cylinder head, coat hanger 

wired exhaust and an air conditioning system that largely relied 

on raising or lowering the windows, was still, at least to George’s 

eye very much the same fine and noble vehicle of  two decades 

ago. 

But, in less than a week it was due to undergo a legally imperative, 

but certain sure-to-fail, smog test. One which would enable re-

registration or be declared non-operational and become a yard 

ornament. Unless big bucks were spent.  

There was one more option. One which had not existed when 

Surus was built.            Craig’s List.

And so, with an apathetic heart, George advertised Surus. Fairly 

honestly listed all it’s obvious faults, mentioned the tires and 

brakes were still “Sorta good” and quoted he wanted $700.00 in 

exchange  for his longterm companion. Cash only. Five days later 

an interested party, looking for a vehicle to use on his farm, came 

a-calling with his wife. After a test drive, and with but one hour 

left before the new registration due date, haggling began. And 

ended, with more or less mutual satisfaction at $550.00. Cash. 

Papers signed and with a touch of  sadness, George waved farewell 

to his erstwhile companion and watched it drive away, down the 

hill and into the sunset. Not, however before noticing that one 

brake light was defective. A fact he had forgotten to mention. And 

moments later also remembered that 23 years ago he had placed, 

in case of  an emergency which never came, five, green as waxed 

holly leaves on a sunshiny day, one hundred dollar bills……..
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Last summer I went to University

College in London

Saw, and sat upon a series of delightfully

Decorated ornate painted benches.

Each inspired by a well loved book

And painted by a famous artist. And then,

Later in the month, removed and auctioned

For a charitable youth literacy learning cause. 

Whilst there, I saw a group, a bunch, a clutch,

An excitement, of young, Chadored, adoréd

Young women.The graduating class of Oh! Fourteen.

They were being momentarily, and permanently

Preserved for posterity. By parents, families, friends,

We’re-just-friends friends, strangers, more than just friends friends

And admirers. All recorded on simple and

Fancy cameras, I-phones, cell phones, Anything that clicked. 

Black, kingfisher blue trimmed robes flowed

Over concealing cloaks and hair piled high.

Vibrantly scarfed black, tasseled mortar boards

Perched, precariously atop silken scarfed, hidden,

But highlighted, waved and woven coiffured heads.

Joyous Graduation
By Aubrey Leahy

Newly manicured hands clutched, above

Fancy real and fancy knock off trendy handbags,

Diplomas and a bouquet of store bought, cheer-you-up 

flowers 

On photographers command ”On one, two, three”

Thirty free right hands swept off

Squared mortar boards and flung them

Twenty feet high in the air. Some even higher.

All the while the colleges’ snapper, snapped

Away. And mighty, joyous Ululations

Rang and rang and echoed around the quadrangle.

Startling unwatched birdies into whirring, frighted flight.

Watching from my appointed painted bench

I could not help but muse that I was glimpsing

History being made. Herstory too. In spite of which,

That graduating class of modern and future possibilities

Still retained the ancient yearnings to love and be loved.

Pure jubilation.Their ringing, harmonic hullaballoo

Raised my spirits and heartbeat. Up and along with the

Explosive flight of scattering pigeons at London’s university.
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Just last week, at the bus stop
I espied a hale and hearty

Healthy young woman
Wearing a mini skirt

That displayed her tattooed thighs
To full advantage. Both hers and mine.

Above the knees, in blue and red
The words forever read

Call me TAT-OOH LA LA..
By Aubrey Leahy

YEAH HELL

And I 
dwelt 

on what 
they

would look 
like 

when she was 
seventy.

I have a sweetheart 
whose forbidding 

husband,
Citing uncouthability,
Made the erroneous 

mistake 
Of absolutely forbidding
My treasure, and his,

To have a tattoo.
A week later, upon her wrist

A gorgeous red rose

Flowered and I wondered if,
When seventy and 

Seeing her unfading bloom
Had at last realized the folly of his ways 

In n-a-s-a-y-i-!n-g a tattoo. 

I was told a tale, of a woman,
Pliant when it suited but mistrustful that

Her end of life, her death
Should happen in a manner 

Only of Her choosing.
In lieu of parchmented living will

Had tattooed upon her chest,
In fancy joined up writing the words

Do Not Resuscitate
And between her shoulder blades, in bold and blue

Turn Over and Read
And I hoped, as did she,

That her blue inked wishes were granted
Long, long after she was seventy.

Now seventy,
I,

Yes even I,
Sometimes wonder,

Especially when shaving
With my harpoon sharp razor,

Why tattooing has had
Such a renascence amongst the young,

Amongst the couth,
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Before the snow came

A dozen butterflies 

Danced above my Lavender,

The snow came quick.

And left Spikes with

Floral stems above the white.

For four grey days 

No butterflies came to 

Waltz or have lunch.

The snow melted. 

Four days later

Seven butterflies returned.

More than enough

To celebrate my 

Lavender in Spring. 

Lavender Butterflies
By Aubrey Leahy

The smart,
The trendy.

The hip,
The replaced hip

And even, dare I say,
The new knee brigade.

Why…..……
Oh hell yeah.

Just CALL ME ISHMAEL
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Mrs. Hess had a reputation in the retirement home. She always 

sat alone at “her table.” They did not have assigned seats in the 

dining hall, but she considered the third table from the wall hers. 

One day, someone she didn’t know sat at her precious table. She 

appeared in the door and stood frozen, glaring at the woman. A 

hush descended in the cafeteria as old Mrs. Hess shuffled her way 

over to her table. Her knuckles turned white as her right hand 

gripped her four-legged cane. Her eyes burned with anger. The 

others in the retirement home’s cafeteria seemed to take a small 

step back.

“You’re sitting at my table,” Mrs. Hess said.

The frail old woman looked up from the meager meal she had 

Cantankerous
by Michelle Huber

just begun to eat. “I’m sorry?” she said as she leaned forward, 

tilting her ear toward Mrs. Hess.

“You’re at my table,” Mrs. Hess said louder.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t realize we had tables. I’ve only just moved in-”

“I don’t care if  you just moved in. You’re at my table and I want 

you to move.”

“But-” the woman began, gestering to her walker and the plate 

of  food.

Mrs. Hess glanced at the woman’s left hand. “Well. Have your 

husband help you.”

The woman seemed to shrink back as if  struck. “My husband’s 

dead. He just died a month ago.”

“Did I ask? Did I say I wanted to know your life story? No. I just 

want you to get away from my table.”

“I’m sorry,” the old woman said. “I’ll just move.” Slowly, she got 

up from her chair. Positioning herself  just so, she leaned over her 

walker and shuffled away without her food. As she left the room, 

the crowd parted. No one said anything to her.

Mrs. Hess straightened her back, twisting her thin lips into a 

smile. She looked at the table and the food the old woman had 

left behind. After a brief  pause, she sat in the chair that had just 

been vacated, placing her cane close to her. She glanced up and 

seeing that everyone was still watching her, she picked up the roll 

on the old woman’s plate and sank her false teeth into it. Her 

hand moved slowly to the napkin next to the plate. Folding it in 

half, she took hold of  a corner and dabbed the side of  her mouth.
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Thankful to be outside,

my cat basks in the sun.

Her eyes in two small slits,

head raised upwind.

What does she smell?

The cats that live three doors down,

a mouse or a chipmunk,

the donut shop almost a mile away?

Or does she smell nothing more than

a perfect day in the middle of January?

Untitled
By Michelle Huber

Linoleum Print
by Jessica Griffin
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Some magic can’t be smothered

Though you may be troubled

It’s in the depths of your being

Stronger than your heart beating

Pain you cause and, in you, find

When you’re acting with your mind

When you’re acting with your soul

I feel the way you make me whole

Breaking the ice of a lifetime

But clumsy as always you have fallen

Luckily, you have already been saved

Held above the waves you have braved

Because

Some magic can’t be smothered

Though you may be troubled

It’s in the depths of your being

Whether or not you are breathing

My angel when the world is a hurricane

Incessantly pleading to ease my pain

Calm your fears, you are watched over

Have faith in the eyes of a forbidden lover

Answers are near for one so troubled

Even in wrong, you are beloved

Lost not for long in the material world

Roses and wings apparent in your future

On your way home and looking for the answer

Though on your journey you may often falter

Have faith in the words of a faithful lover

His Magic
By Jhulana Jennings

My Angel   
By Jhulana Jennings
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The old man shuffled across the buffed tile floor to the bank 

teller and placed his deposit slip on the worn wooden counter. 

The teller was friendly -- too friendly. He nodded curtly when she 

asked if  he would like his account balance on his receipt. When 

she handed him the receipt, he smiled absently and turned away. 

Instead of  leaving the darkly lit bank, he turned toward the back 

and shuffled to the area with the safety deposit boxes. 

Another woman led him to his steel box and then to a private 

room. The room was small, just large enough for a tiny table 

and a folding chair. There was a solitary light hanging above the 

table. The light had a 100-watt bulb in it, far too bright for such 

Safety Deposit
by Michelle Huber
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a small room. The man closed the door tightly after the woman 

left. With a large sigh, he sat down heavily in the chair. With his 

hands on the cold metal, he closed his eyes and took a deep breath 

before he opened the box.

Letters, scraps of  paper and medals seemed to jump out of  the 

box, as if  happy to see the old man. As he reached for the Purple 

Heart toward the bottom of  the box, the letters caressed the back 

of  his hand as if  to say, “It’s been too long.”

Joseph could remember it well. It happened when they were 

fighting in Carentan, France. He had been clearing crumbling 

buildings with a couple of  other guys when a German mortar 

detonated on the street near them. The explosion sent fragments 

of  metal and concrete flying in every direction, including into the 

back of  his leg. 

He lay stunned by the concussion of  the blast. Lying on his 

stomach, he looked around, recording everything in his mind for 

future viewing. Dust swirled gracefully, dancing in the wake of  

the explosion. Chunks of  debris fell from the sky like dirty hail. 

The building they had just left had fragments of  brick torn out if  

it. The window Joseph had just looked through to see if  the coast 

was clear was now broken. Slowly, he became aware of  the pain 

in his leg. When he reached back to inspect his wound with his 

hand, all he could feel was a cool wedge of  metal. He propped 

himself  up on his elbows and called for a medic. It was then that 

he remembered he had been with two of  his buddies.

He squinted and looked around for them. One of  them, Owens, 

was sitting against the building with a glazed look in his eyes. His 

own pain forgotten, Joseph struggled over to him. He grabbed his 

friend’s shoulders and shook him. “You okay, Owens?” 

His friend looked at him and nodded slightly. “Have you seen 

Will?” Joseph asked him. Again, Owens nodded slightly, this time 

in the direction behind Joseph.

Joseph turned around and saw what had caused Owens’ shock. 

Their friend, Williamson, was lying on his back. When Joseph 

reached Will, he was shocked to see that he was still alive. 

Joseph yelled for a medic and started ripping his friend’s clothing to 

find where the blood was coming from. An odd smell surrounded 

his friend, one of  burnt flesh, but something else too. Suddenly, 

Will grabbed Joseph’s right wrist. When Will opened his eyes, 

Joseph had a hard time looking into them. They were unfocused, 

rolling up one second, to the side the next. Joseph had seen this 

before, but he put that out of  his mind as Will started struggling 

against the pain. 

“You’re going to be okay,” he said. “A medic is coming.” Then he 

turned to Owens. “Go find a medic. Now.” 

Before long, he was pushed aside by a medic. Joseph tried not to 

watch as the medic worked on his friend. He knew there was no 

hope. Give him morphine; let him die in less pain. After several 

minutes, the medic turned to him and said, “I’m sorry. Let me 

take a look at you.” 

The memory of  the pain made Joseph shift in the folding chair in 

the small room at the bank. The Purple Heart was clinched in his 

hand. Joseph smiled sadly at the memory that had just flooded his 

mind. The smell, he had later realized, was of  blood. The metallic 

smell of  blood would forever make him nauseous. 
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Joseph put the medal back in the safety deposit box. Next, he pulled 

out his yellowing letters. He had only saved the momentous ones. 

He sifted through them until he found the one he wanted to read.

Hello Joe!                              May 7, 1944

     I’m getting married!! I cannot believe it. Remember 
Elizabeth? How can I forget? you’re thinking! I hope I’m not 
driving you mad with all the things I have told you about her. 
She is just a dream come true. I took her to a romantic 
dinner at Rudolf’s, do you remember that place? Afterward 
we went on a moonlit stroll on the beach. We walked to the 
boulder we used to call Lover’s Rock. I took her hand in mine, 
got down on one knee and asked her! I gave her a ring, but I 
couldn’t afford much, what with rationing and all, so I told her 
we could trade it in for something larger once the war is over.

     When will it be over, Joe? They’re saying it could be any 
day now, but I don’t believe it. Have you any inside news? 
I hope you are doing well. I pray for you everyday. I wish I 
could hold off the wedding until you return, so you could be 
my best man. But I don’t think Elizabeth will want to wait 
that long. Please take comfort in my happiness.

Best wishes, John

Joseph remembered exactly when he had received that letter. It 

had been just prior to the jump into France. The letter went with 

him in the C-47 and stayed with him for a long time.

He had been happy for his friend, he supposed, but he also found 

such news to be so foreign. How could people just like him, his 

age, be thinking about anything other than just surviving? John 

had been a 4-F, unable to serve. John had been heartbroken not 

to be able to take part in the war. But he seemed to be doing 

fine now, Joseph remembered thinking when he had first read the 

letter. He wasn’t sure if  he had been jealous of  his friend or if  he 

had just thought it was silly of  someone to get married during a 

war. Perhaps it was a bit of  both. 

Next, he pulled out an old patch from the uniform of  the first man 

he had killed. Many of  his buddies had wanted to get a hold of  a 

Luger, but Joseph wasn’t interested in owning any weapon other 

than the ones he needed to survive. He was not above souvenirs 

though.

They had just landed, the night before D-Day. He floated safely 

to the ground, unhooked his parachute and found cover. He 

scanned the dark with his eyes wide, hoping to see the outline 

of  an American helmet rather than a German one. Instead, he 

saw no one. He carefully headed down a dirt road, ducking from 

tree to tree, praying he was going in the right direction. When 

he heard a movement across the road, he crouched low in the 

thicket. Leaves rustled, a stick cracked, still he waited. Then he 

could see someone. Deep in the underbrush, someone was slowly 

making his way toward him. “Flash,” he whispered. The shape 

stopped. “Flash!” he repeated louder. When no “Thunder” came, 

he took aim and fired. The crack of  his rifle suspended the silence 

as he watched the shape fall. 

Joseph stared at the spot where the man had been. What if  he had 

been an American who had just forgotten the password? Then he 

heard another rustling sound, this one coming from behind him. 

He ran across the road and into the trees he had just been staring 

at, readying his rifle. 
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Just then, someone stepped up right beside him. His stomach 

leapt to his throat and he tried to maneuver his rifle around to 

aim at the newcomer.

“Damn!” the guy next to him said. “Point that somewhere else, 

Joe, before you hurt yourself !” The man crouched and Joseph 

was relieved to see it was Stu, a guy in his platoon. “You were 

making enough noise; I’m surprised the whole damn German 

army hasn’t shot ya!” 

“Christ,” Joseph said, panting and wiping his brow. “I thought I 

was a goner! I started to think I was surrounded or somethin’. I 

got this one,” he said, kicking the dead German.

“He got a Luger on him?!” Stu asked, bending down to search the 

body.

“If  he does,” Joseph said, shoving him away, “it’s mine. I killed 

the bastard.” He bent down and searched. “Ah, well. No Luger. 

Nothing interesting, just some papers, a picture of  a kid and 

some other junk,” he said, throwing the stuff  over his shoulder. 

He ripped a patch from the German’s uniform and stuffed it in his 

pocket. As he left the body, he stepped on it to get over it.

The tattered patch shook in Joseph’s hand in the light of  the room 

in the bank. That boy had been the first of  many Germans Joseph 

killed, but he never forgot him. He wished he could go back to 

that moment, not to spare the boy’s life, as his own certainly 

wouldn’t have been, but to treat the boy with more respect.

Joseph turned back to the box. At the bottom, there was a tuft of  

fur tied with a worn string. Joseph had only known the dog for 

a few moments, but it only took a second for him to fall for the 

mangy mutt. That, and it was one of  the most surreal moments 

he had experienced in the war. 

They had been fighting in a town, he couldn’t remember which 

one, and he was trapped in a ditch. Tracers from bullets passed 

above him. He was alone in the ditch, or so he thought. He heard 

a noise behind him and he whipped around expecting to see a 

German, but instead, he came face to muzzle with a dog. The 

dog had long reddish fur and sad brown eyes. He reached out for 

the dog, expecting him to run away. Instead, he whimpered and 

came to him. In the middle of  the fighting, Joseph scratched the 

dog behind his ears, allowing himself  to believe that he was sitting 

in his yard at home. 

A mortar detonated nearby, ending his moment of  bliss. After he 

lifted his head from the dirt, he saw the blood. Joseph touched 

the dog, hoping, but he was dead. He slowly reached over the 

dog’s head to try to close his eyes. He pressed the lids together 

over and over again, but they wouldn’t stay closed. He pulled out 

his bayonet, cut a chunk of  fur and tucked it into his pocket as he 

took off  in the direction of  the rest of  his unit. 

After that, during quiet moments, he would reach inside his 

pocket and stroke the fur, remembering his moment of  peace.

Joseph replaced the fur. He had relived enough. The memories 

of  his wounding and of  other men’s deaths had been so vivid he 

could almost smell the blood. 

Joseph closed the box and sighed. After returning the box to its 

slot, he slowly shuffled to the exit. As he placed his hand on the 

door, the teller said, “Have a nice afternoon, Mr. Tucker. See you 

next week.”
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Neutrals, Pastels, Denims and Fades

Some nice new heels and a pair of shades

Necklaces, bracelets, accessories galore,

So many options, what else could a girl ask for?

Beware of the fashion police because you might get fined

Stay classy not trashy, don’t show too much behind.

But does it really matter what you wore on this day?

Fifty years down the line who will remember the purse marked MK?

These trends in fashion come and go

The best thing you can do is go with the flow.

What’s in and what’s out is always changing

You’ll find your wardrobe constantly rearranging.

The World of Fashion   
By Aryssa Pasinos

Diversity

Openly accept

Differences of mankind

Begin to know peace

Equality

All the same roses

Never surpassed the garden

Conformed like the rest

Diversity and Equality   
By Alyssa Vizcarra
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Mixed Media
by Toki Hernandez

The balance of the world: between farmer and chef, help and 

owner, or inventor and engineer. A necessity of variety

ensures all living things will be different from one another; 

such as, professional model and the hairdresser. Thus, 

making all things dependent on one another to live.

Diversity   
By Christine Poslof
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Hear a love story!

I tell you a dove story:

Precious were her days.

A Dove’s Story   
By Jay Haislip

My writings, 

Never equivalent,

Always different,

Unusual and sometimes

Brilliant.

My writings,

To my dismay,

Always end the same way.

Try as I may,

No matter what I say,

I need a change.

What can I say?

What can I do?

Not a thing.

I will end this poem

My same old way,

With a period.

Same O, Same O   
By Jay Haislip
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Child’s baby carriage

Toddler riding tricycle

Stingray bicycle

First stage of life past

Rolling away in a flash

Eighteen years of youth

Car fast and speedy

Family van of offspring

A Jeep for his own

Second stage  now past

Teen, family, empty nest

Wheels of life so fast

Motorhome freedom

Three-wheel scooter, legs are gone

Wheelchair my new home

No more stages left

The cycle of life complete

Where did it all go?

Listen to the sound.

Penetrating blossom sap:

Pleasurable glee!

Wheels of Life
By Jay Haislip

Wondrous Are Hummingbirds
By Jay Haislip
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Acrylic on Board
by Meaghan Petronella
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Cynthia Aholelei pages: 74, 75, 87
I have been writing poetry for the last 30 years, there are over 100 poems in 
my portfolio I have enjoyed the arts for as long as I can remember.  My two 
sons are my biggest fans; in fact, my youngest son has done some artwork 
on some of my poems.  Someday I would like to publish a book of my work 
with my son as the illustrator.  I have been published in the Howl for 3 years 
now and enjoy reading the other poems by my peers.  I also make quilts and 
embroider whenever I have time left from studying.  I love to read books and 
poems whenever I can.

Lowen Baird pages: 62
My name is Lowen Thomas Baird.  I live in North America.  I am white.  I am 
good at addition. 

Thomas Boyles pages: 65, 66, 67
Thomas Boyles is a long time resident of the Morongo Basin and owns a 
small horse ranch in Yucca Valley where he raises American quarter horses. 
Tom grew up in southern Louisiana working as a ranch hand at a number of 
cattle and horse ranches. Inspired by his father Tommy, a true rodeo cowboy, 
Tom learned how to ride and care for  horses long before he learned how 
to walk. Tom is a retired Marine, adjunct faculty member, and student of 
Copper Mountain College. Enjoy

Lynda Burns pages: 20
I know you; you know me.

Cassandra Davis pages: 19

Chelsea Fenske  pages: 72
A single book can define a generation, a single line can change the way 
a person thinks and believes, and a single thought can be the making 
of a whole new world. We often let the words we read consume us, and 
sometimes it’s the best thing that could ever happen to us.

Courtney Paige Freeman pages: 70
I enjoy writing. But when I was introduced to free writing poetry I fell in love. 
I listen to so many people talk about the same exact thing from so many 
different perspectives. I feel these perspectives are just small pieces to a 
puzzle and by using my thoughts and theirs I can put it all together and 
hopefully everyone can feel what everyone else is feeling. That’s the process 
that helped me create “Swallowed Up” in last year’s edition of The HOWL.

Greg Gilbert pages: 32
Greg Gilbert retired from CMC and serves on the college’s Board of Trustees. 
Greg and his wife Candace reside in Yucca Valley where he finds time nearly 
every day to do some creative writing. Greg also continues to attend monthly 

meetings of the Creative Writing & Literary Society, which he founded along 
with Howl magazine, 19 years ago.

Mike Green pages: 77
Mike Green. Adjunct Professor, CMC English Dept. Born, 1946, Chicago 
Illinois. Married 43 years. Two kids. Two grandkids. Sailed the seas. Vietnam 
Vet, USMC. Happy to be alive.

Brianna Hams pages: 59 
Brianna Hams is a twenty-three year old Joshua Tree native pursuing an 
degree in English at Copper Mountain College. In her free times she enjoys 
running amuck under the full moon, performing spoken word poetry, drinking 
dark roast coffee, and pretending to be a giant carnivorous plant. Brianna 
also has a talent for baking strawberry cupcakes and enslaving human souls. 
She once stabbed a man with a fork. The man thanked her.

Michelle Huber pages: 100, 102, 107 
Michelle Huber is originally from Louisville, KY. When she met her now 
husband, they started an adventure of moving around the country, living 
in NC and now CA. She has worked in the veterinary field and the college/ 
university field and is very happy to now be employed at CMC. She also likes 
cats. A lot.

Jay Haislip pages: 118, 119, 120, 121 
Jay began attending Copper Mountain College to develop new skills 
necessary for the workforce.  In the process of completing assignments, 
he discovered an interest in and talent for writing he never before knew he 
possessed.  Jay drew on past experience and nature for the subject matter 
of most of his writings.  His desire was that one day he would write a book 
about his life, of how he survived a childhood of homelessness, poverty, 
and severe abuse to become an achiever in a culture so different from his 
own.  Jay passed away November 12, 2014, just one semester away from 
completing the vocational certificate he worked so hard to earn.  His writings 
remain as a gift to those of us who knew and loved the man he became. 

China Ice pages: 84 
My passions for writing and poetry were passed onto me by my grandmother.  
She will forever live in my heart and through everything I write.  I can only 
thank my wonderful mother for guiding me to be the person I am today. You 
are my role model, and will forever be my friend.  David Eastman, I cannot 
thank you enough for all your love and support, you will always be a part of 
me. I wouldn’t be who I am without you all.

Jhulana Jennings pages: 104, 105 
Jhulana Jennings is a young woman with many diverse interests. Aside from 
her love for writing, she is a ballerina, horse and bunny owner, and aspiring 
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forensic pathologist. Among the many that inspire her to write are the great 
authors, Jane Austen and Shannon Hale.

Drake Jensen pages: 68
I was born one day I’ll die

Lisa K. pages: 86
Lisa Kehl aka Lisa K. has been a resident of Joshua Tree Ca since 1988. She 
has been writing since 2000 and has written five books of poetry and three 
novels. Lisa has a strong love for life and all it has to offer and it shows in 
her writing.

John Largé  pages: 23
“John Largé: first published here. Hi, Mom!”

Aubrey Leahy pages: 91, 94, 96, 99
Aubrey Leahy is considered by Many to be the heir presumptive to Wm. 
Shakespeare, W.H.Auden, W.B. Yeats, John Betjeman, and William Carlos 
Williams. Many is a very sagacious and well educated roadrunner who 
dwells locally.

Caitlin Logan pages: 37, 38, 40, 41, 42, 43 
My name is Caitlin Logan and I simply love to write. No other description is 
needed; the rest is up to the reader’s interpretation. 

Celyn McGoo pages: 63
A Mom and Grandma, I began writing stories for my grands in the early 90s.  
Sometimes a short story became a short poem, especially after I’d begun 
to write short songs for the children’s stories.  I love writing down thoughts 
as they run through my head, which I may later flesh out as either a story, a 
song, or a poem.  I also collect ‘words’ to send to my grand -- the lawyer ‘to 
be’ to help her grow her vocabulary.  After these many years, she’s probably 
‘tired’ of me but never says so.
We seem to be descending into a Mc World where everything is super-sized 
on the one hand but reduced to its least common denominator on the other. 
When writing for an adult audience, I proclaim myself as Celyn Mc Goo.For 
the children, I write as Celyn Ma Goo, and I attempt to eschew vulgarity or 
the harsher worldview.

Aryssa Pasinos pages: 114
Tennis player. Fashionista. Student. I am 19 years old, currently in my second 
year of studying as an English major. I am very passionate about my studies 
but still find time to dress up and keep in touch with my inner fashionista. 
I have always believed that if you look good, then you feel good and if you 
feel good then your confidence will help you perform better. This is key to 
playing any sport and as a tennis player, my performance is bolstered by 

confidence. These interests are what inspire my art and in turn I hope my 
art inspires you.

Christine Poslof pages: 117 
Christine Poslof enjoys: writing songs and poetry, working hard every day, 
growing her own fruits and vegetables, playing just about any Call of Duty 
video game made, and taking her dogs in long walks. Christine hopes to 
one day own her own nursery, but until then, she landscapes alongside her 
significant other.

Jolene Stolla pages: 56
My name is Jolene Stolla. This is my first semester attending Copper 
Mountain College. Actually, this is my first semester attending any college. I 
graduated high school back in 1980. I didn’t think I’d ever want to go back 
to school, but here I am. Wish me luck.

Shyanne Thompson pages: 45, 89
Carl Sagan once said, “What an astonishing thing a book is. It’s a flat object 
made from a tree with flexible parts on which are imprinted lots of funny 
dark squiggles. But one glance at it and you’re inside the mind of another 
person, maybe somebody dead for thousands of years. Across the millennia, 
an author is speaking clearly and silently inside your head, directly to you. 
Writing is perhaps the greatest of human inventions, binding together people 
who never knew each other, citizens of distant epochs. Books break the 
shackles of time. A book is proof that humans are capable of working magic.”

Rob Wanless pages: 54
Rob Wanless:  is  a part time English instructor at Copper Mountain College. 
He writes poetry and stories, spends time at the local community theater and 
if all the stars align correctly, he will escape to the golf course. Mr. Wanless 
loves the written word and is please to have his work seen in Howl.
unique. Thus, formed the Navigator.

Alyssa Storm Vizcarra pages: 115
I am eighteen years old, and I have lived in this desert all of my life.  I have 
grown to appreciate it here, and it is the place I call home. I have been 
attending CMC for almost a year now.  Since I have been attending CMC, I 
have a growing passion for writing.  I look forward continuing my education 
here and improving my writing skills. 
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Melissa Sabol Designs
BOOK IDENTITY & MARKETING DESIGN

Joshua Tree, California
www.melissasabol.com

602.284.8056

Oasis Office Supply
PRODUCTION COORDINATOR & PRINTER

56925 Yucca Trail, Suite D
Yucca Valley, California

www.oasisoffice.com
760.365.1773

Copper Mountain College Foundation
Joshua Tree, California

www.cmccd.edu/foundation
760.366.3791 x4200

29 Palms Creative Center
LOCAL VENUE FOR LIVE READING

6847 Adobe Road
29 Palms, California

www.29palmscreativecenter.com

Pie for the People
LOCAL VENUE FOR LIVE READINGS

61740 Twentynine Palms Hwy
Joshua Tree, CA  92252

www.pieforthepeople.net

TM

TM

TM

TM
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Chasing Calypso
LOCAL MUSICIAN FOR LIVE READING

Email: jamesisformusic@gmail.com
Facebook: chasingcalypso 
Instagram: ifthatisntjames

Snake Jagger
LOCAL ARTIST FOR LIVE READINGS
www.snakejagger.com

Teresa Patchett
LOCAL ARTIST FOR LIVE READINGS

teresapatchett.wordpress.com
teresa.patchett@gmail.com

Spelman Evans Downer
LOCAL ARTIST FOR LIVE READINGS

sdowner@cmccd.edu

Rik Verlin Livingston
LOCAL ARTIST FOR LIVE READINGS

www.ZonoArt.com

Bruce’s Coyote Kitchen
LOCAL VENUE FOR LIVE READINGS
At Copper Mountain CollegeBreakfast at the  Café   

 

      Coyote Kitchen 
      at  

         Copper Mountain College 

 

  

 

 
 

Fountain Drinks 
Small   $1.59 
Medium  $1.79 
Large   $2.19 
 
Coffee 
Small   $1.09 
Medium  $1.29 
Large   $1.39 
 
Iced Coffee  $2.25 
 
Also available:   
 

Juice Variety, Vitamin Water,  
Ice Tea, Energy Drinks, and  
much more… Prices Vary 

   Beverages 
 
Breakfast Sandwich    
Eggs, Bacon, Sausage or Ham, 
Cheese— 
On choice of bread $4.95  
  
Vegetarian Omelet    
Mixture of fresh vegetables $5.95 
 
Vegetarian Breakfast Burrito  
Mixture of fresh vegetables  $4.29 
 
Bagel Sandwich    
Bagel with Grilled Ham & Cheese  $3.95 
 
Breakfast Puck    
One Egg, Sausage, Cheese $3.95 
 
Bagel and Cream Cheese  $2.95 
 
Short Stack Pancakes  $3.95 
 
One Pancake  $2.00 
 
French Toast $2.95 
 
Oatmeal and 2 Slices of Toast $2.95 
(Seasonal) 
 
Hash Browns  $2.00 
 
Baked Goods $2.00 
Made Fresh 
 
One Egg  $1.00 

 

Breakfast Burrito 
 

         Potatoes, Sausage,                 
 Cheese & Eggs 
                     $4.95 

Two Egg Breakfast 
 

Bacon or Sausage, Hash Browns 
and Toast 

                               $5.95 

L O C A L  F A V O R I T E S  

6162 Rotary Way · Joshua Tree, CA 92252 · (760) 366-5271 · (760) 401-5793 
 

Monday—Thursday from 7 am—6 pm · Friday from 8 am—4 pm 

           Healthy Breakfast Option 
 

Coyote Breakfast 
Two Scrambled Eggs 

Breakfast Steak 
Fresh Fruit and Avocado 

$6.95 
 

Stuffed Pancake 
Pancake stuffed with 

bacon and egg 
       $3.95 

Breakfast served until  
11:00 a.m. daily 

Chef Rosa Ficara
LOCAL CHEF FOR LIVE READINGS
Joshua Tree, CA
www.rosastouch.com
rosaficara@gmail.com
602.295.6612

The Sunshine Factory
(Anna Hartley-Poole’s Private Residence)
LOCAL VENUE FOR LIVE READINGS

Sue Henry
LOCAL ARTIST FOR LIVE READINGS

contact: 29PalmsCreativeCenter.com

Joshua Tree Coffee Company
LOCAL VENUE FOR LIVE READINGS
61738 Twentynine Palms Hwy
Joshua Tree, CA  92252
www.jtcoffeeco.com
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Howl is published annually
with the support of the

Copper Mountain College Foundation
and Local Sponsors.

Live readings leading up to the book release
at Local Venues showcasing

Local Art and
Local Musicians. 

To join next year’s Howl as a writer, editor, artist, 
musician, sponsor, host, donor, or in any capacity, 

please contact:

Ellen Baird at ebaird@cmccd.edu
or

Sandy Smith at ssmith@cmccd.edu

Rodiccio Armani of the Swinging’ Armani Brothers
LOCAL MUSICIAN FOR LIVE READINGS
I just got off the boat after a long journey over the alps from my little Armani village 
so I have not had time to prepare any show biz materials.  This will be Radicchio’s 
first appearance in his new homeland and he wants to thank everyone.

Acoustic Movement with
Mikey Reyes & Bryanna Evaro
LOCAL MUSICIAN FOR LIVE READINGS
Morongo Valley, California
760.660-5740

Daytime Moon
LOCAL MUSICIAN FOR LIVE READING
www.daytimemoon.fourfour.com 
www.facebook.com/daytimemoonband
www.daytimemoon.bandcamp.com
Booking:  daytimemoonmusic@gmail.com
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CMC Foundation -Bringing Community to CMC
The Copper Mountain College Foundation (formerly the Friends of Copper 
Mountain College) is a non-profit, charitable organization whose mission is 
to maximize educational opportunities in the Morongo Basin by supporting 
the college’s activities, programs and facilities.

The Foundation provides the crucial link between community donations 
and the educational needs of the college. By supporting the Foundation’s 
mission with a charitable gift, you can help the college provide educational 
excellence for all its students, now and in the future.

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

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

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

Federal ID #95-3778-234
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