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Haiku Contest

NOTABLE SUBMISSIONS

Haiku is an unrhymed Japanese poem of three lines of five, seven, and five syllables. According to 
ukiahaiku.org, haiku should contain “a sentence fragment (one line) and a phrase (two lines that 
complete a thought). The fragment can be either the first line or the third line. Haiku typically 
contains a reference to images of nature. It uses simple concrete images of things we can see, smell, 
taste, touch, or feel. The best haiku poems reveal the essence of a thing so clearly that the reader 
can experience the momentary scene or insight that inspired the author.”

CONTEST WINNER

To see you again 
Is a dream come true, you know?

I hate this window.

Celina Mata is a General Studies student at South Campus.

Finishing my day
Screen time says “24 hours”
What is human life?
      
Hailey Le is a General Studies 
student at South Campus. 

The fowl COVID spreads
its airborne virus, cough, sniff
Help? Impossible

James E.J. Turner studies
Communications at Central Campus.

In memory of Sen. John Lewis,
Chadwick Boseman and Cicely 
Tyson and many more

past present future
gone but forever loved and 
never forgotten.

Adrian Garcia is a General Studies 
student at Central Campus.
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Big Mountain, Tiny Man
Lauren Hill

Lauren is a General Studies student at Central Campus.
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Beware a first wave
Why can’t I get my hair cut?
Now 1 percent dead

Needed time alone
But just like they always say
Watch what you wish for

This house does it all
Work, learn, exercise, and cook 
Is it still a home?

Twelve patients today
Well 18 now, down one nurse 
When did Stacy quit?

The sky is purple
Pigs are beginning to fly 
We can reopen

Offline then online 
Offline ready for online 
Offline then online

Pleased to meet you guys 
The screen and I meet again 
Pleased to meet you, too

Good technology
Always reliable when… 
Bad technology

Time away from work 
Used to mean relaxation 
But life or death though?

I want to know why
The cagebird sings because we 
Could use the advice

In the house again
All my time seems to be spent 
Inside of these walls

Again and again
Sitting in my house again 
I’m ready to fly

Nicolas Deleon studies Life 
Science at South Campus.

Poetry Inspired by Haiku
Chemistry lab…
strong scented acid
mixing chemicals cautiously
explosion and success 
curiosity and wonders
goggles and robes
bio charts and reassurance
hope and disappointment
dissecting or observing
leading or following instructor

Evelyn Chacon studies Fine Arts 
at South Campus.

Stranded in the endless sea of questions,
Not a paddle in sight
The test of his life, and he has failed.

Pencil to paper,
But nothing comes about.
Trapped in the void of his own thoughts.

Books to his left, 
Books to his right,
Not an end to this library in sight.

Blood, sweat, and tears,
His body cannot handle much more,
The weight of pressure will surely be the 
end of him.

Rays of the sun
Moving west, giving life.
Giving hope.

Tristen Kelley studies Communication 
at South Campus.

Pink crystals on windowsills-
        reflecting tiny rainbows,
                making the world colorful again.

A sleeping grey cat,
        tiny breaths filled with relaxation and peace,      
                he remains content with the world.

Grandpa’s old acoustic guitar 
        rests against a cream-colored wall,
                collecting dust between its deserted strings.

Abby Sparks studies Social and Behavioral Sciences at 
Central Campus.
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 She glances at her phone checking the time: 
5:37. She decides to take one more run around the 
track before heading home. After finishing her last 
lap, she checks her phone again: 5:40. She takes a 
quick swig of water, tosses her wet towel into her 
duffle, and grabs her keys off the bench. On the way 
home her phone belts the theme song to The Office. 
She quickly snatches her phone up, answering in 
Spanish. “Hola mama, estoy de camino!” She hangs 
up the phone, frustrated and aware of her tardiness.
 When she arrives home her mother is 
standing in the middle of the living room, tapping 
her foot on the floor. 
 “Mama! I am not that late!” she says as she 
throws her arms into the air and kicks off her tennis 
shoes.
 As she walks down the hall toward the master 
bedroom, her mother follows close behind and 
speaks with a Latin accent. “You said you would be 
home at 5:30. It’s 5:50, Daniella!”
 “I know. But I am a grown woman and I 
know how to pace my time.”
 Daniella’s mother rolls her eyes and sighs 
heavily. “Aye yai yai! Mija! This is not something you 
can just be fashionably late to! Amelia and Conner 
are already there!”
 “I know Mama! I’m going to meet them at 
the hospital.” She walks out of the bathroom clothed 
in black capri leggings, a Metallica concert tee, and 
white Converse. “Are you coming?”
 “I was going to meet you there after the baby 
was born.”
 Daniella shakes her head and rolls her eyes as 
she grabs her purse and keys.
 “Aye! I saw you roll your eyes at me,” her 
mother hollers from the front door as Daniella jets 
out and hops into the car.
 At the hospital Daniella quickly finds her red-
headed husband, Conner, sitting in the waiting room 
of the maternity ward. He stands quickly, pulling her 
into a tight and warm hug. Daniella steps back and 
Conner places his hands on her upper arms. “How is 
she? Have the doctors said anything about Amelia or 

the baby?” Daniella is breathless and frantic.
 “Hey, they are both doing well. The doctors 
have not given any new updates since before you got 
here. But she has been having contractions.”
 Daniella sighs in relief and a smile begins to 
form on her face. Conner pulls her into a hug again.
 A doctor enters the waiting room moments 
later. She is a dark haired, dark skinned woman 
with a gentle smile and a purple clipboard in hand. 
“Hello, you must be Daniella. I’m Doctor Harris. I’m 
Amelia’s doctor and will be delivering the baby. Nice 
to finally meet you.”
 “Nice to meet you, too.”
 Dr. Harris shakes Daniella’s hand before 
returning to the clipboard to flip through some 
pages. “So, after the baby has been delivered, 
pediatrics will then take over care of the child. I will 
continue taking care of Amelia and her post-op care. 
Amelia is doing very well and has given both of you 
permission to be in the room during delivery. Any 
questions?”
 Daniella and Conner shake their heads and 
watch the doctor exits the waiting room.
 They sit. Conner wraps his arm around 
Daniella, her hand holding his. She nestles her head 
into his neck; they wait and watch Wreck it Ralph on 
the waiting-room television. Conner whispers, “We’re 
going to have a baby.”
  Daniella smiles gently and giggles a small 
giggle. “I know.”
 Roughly two hours pass before a nurse 
hurriedly enters the waiting room, startling both 
Conner and Daniella. “I’m sorry. Amelia is going into 
delivery now if you would like to come.” The nurse 
speaks quickly as if to rush them along, yet with 
so much calmness in her voice it almost frightens 
Daniella.
 In the delivery room, Amelia screams in pain. 
Daniella runs over to hold her hand, and Amelia 
immediately grips so tightly that it turns Daniella’s 
hand stark red. Conner stands beside his wife and 
places his hand atop both Daniella’s and Amelia’s 
hands, but turns his head away. He stares at the wall, 

Amelia: A Short Story
Kaylee Duke
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refusing to see any blood or other bodily fluids. The 
chaos comes to an end when a crying baby enters 
the world and Dr. Harris announces, “It’s a girl!” At 
least for a moment. Dr. Harris hands the newborn 
baby girl off to a male doctor that Daniella assumes 
is a pediatrician right when monitors start beeping 
loudly. Daniella snaps her eyes toward Amelia, who is 
now unconscious. They’re still holding hands.
 “What happened? What happened? What’s 
wrong with her?” Daniella cannot keep herself from 
yelling. Conner and the nurses pull her out of the 
room as tears fill her eyes.
 In the waiting room Daniella sits alone with 
her elbows on her knees and her hands holding 
her chin up. Tears slowly slide down her cheeks as 
thoughts flood her brain. Her mother walks into the 
waiting room and leans against the entryway wall. 
“Mija. Try not to worry so much. Amelia is a tough 
one. You know that well.” Her mother sits down and 
holds Daniella’s hand while they wait for news on 
Amelia.
 After what feels like an eternity of waiting, Dr. 
Harris walks into the waiting room to deliver news 
on Amelia. Daniella’s head perks up and she stands. 
Daniella’s mother follows shortly behind Daniella, 
holding both their purses.
 Dr. Harris looks at the two women with 
sorrow in her eyes as she delivers the news they never 
wanted to hear. “We tried everything in our power to 
save her; however, we could not revive her. She has 

passed away. I am so sorry for your loss.”
 Tears well in Daniella’s eyes as she nods her 
head in acceptance. Daniella’s mother rubs her back 
as she guides her out of the waiting room and into 
the hallway. Her mother lets her grieve for a while 
before finally speaking again. “Daniella, I know this is 
hard, but it is not your fault. It’s no one’s fault. Amelia 
wanted to be the surrogate for you and Conner. She 
gave you the gift of being a mother; she would not 
want to see you in such sorrow after the birth of your 
child. No matter what has happened.”
 “Mama, Amelia was my best friend, I cannot 
just—”
 “No! Daniella, I will handle everything with 
Amelia for now. Go see your husband and baby.”
Daniella gives in, nodding her head gently and 
wiping her tears from her face with the back of her 
hand. She rises to her feet and as she begins to walk 
away her mother speaks again. “Oh, Daniella? What 
did you and Conner name the baby?”
 The corners of Daniella’s mouth perk up into 
a gentle smile. “We named her Amy.” She exits the 
waiting room of the maternity ward, leaving her 
mother behind her as tears of mixed emotions begin 
to glide down her cheeks.

Kaylee studies Music at Central Campus.
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Pink is the heart of all colors.
I am loving, soft, kind, sensitive and warm.
The nurturer; always giving more than I am receiving. 
Romantic and sensual, sweet and charming.
I always know how to deal with everyone in a way that comforts them. 
I am delicate and may have a naive or child-like side to me.
Which makes me even more lovable.
Pink is the color of universal love, of oneself and of others.
Pink represents friendship, affection, harmony, inner peace, and approachability. 
Pink is the official color for little girls and represents sugar and spice.
Pink is the sweet side of the color red. 
Pink evokes feelings of compassion;
It is also the color of femininity and nurturing, as well as understanding. 
Unlike its cousin red, pink is usually more subtle and cheerful.
Women who prefer Pink tend to be maternal.
Pink desires protection, special treatment and a sheltered life. 
Pink people require affection and like to feel loved and secure.

I Am Pink
Thu Tang White

Thu studies Teaching at South Campus.
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The First
Perla Estrella Fabela

Perla studies Life Sciences at North Campus.
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Your world was dark, for the sun was gone
And the skies were forever desolate and bare 

The light that was once ever present 
Was no longer there.

Your blinded infatuation left you with nothing 
A forever broken heart

An excruciating devastation
Slowly tearing the threads of your being apart

True intentions were masked by
Lies and deceit 

Faux perfections
Constructed a permanent blindfold 

Eliminating the possibility of visible deceptions

You never once thought to leave 
For you were much too gone 

Much too deep 
Now your heart and soul

Are theirs to keep

There is no use in trying 
Now the blindfold has been present

For too long
It is forever a burden

That leaves you shackled to a love
That was always wrong

The Blinding of a Weak Heart
Noemi Gonzalez

Noemi studies Social and Behavioral Sciences at Central Campus.
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Drawing II Art Pieces
Axel Gomez

Axel studies Art and Design at South Campus.
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Sweet Summer Rain
Benjamin Sanderson

 Every time it rains, I get a sense of 
calmness throughout my body. When it 
comes to my little brother, he sings, most 
annoyingly, “Rain, rain go away, come 
again another day.” When he was younger 
it was cute and understandable, but it has 
since become a nuisance.
 Our views on rain are completely 
opposite. I feel as though rain brings life 
and the world is better for the newfound 
sweetness involved, and he thinks that 
rain brings death and bitterness. My 
brother is very strange though and will 
diss rain all day but when it stops raining, 
he is out there in his rainboots jumping 
from puddle to puddle; little brothers can 
be so weird sometimes. While it rains, 
you can find me reading, listening to soft 
music, or even listening to the rain itself. 
My mother loves the rain as much as I 
do, and when she is home and it rains, we 
spend that time together. Even though it 
does not happen that much, I am happy 
about the memories I have from the past.
 “Come on, it’s starting to rain, and 
your little brother is down for a nap,” said 
my mother to me. 
 I replied asking. “You mean, he’s 
not singing his song?”
 With a quick look of that 
endearing motherly love she replied 
saying, “I do not thing he can sing while 
he sleeps…or can he?”
 “Goodness, I hope not.”

 Spending time with my mother 
was hard even when I was the only child. 
My brother is several years younger than 
I am. Since she is a single mother raising 
children she has to work most of the time 
and we almost never see her. I mean sure, 
babysitters are great and all, but no one 
compares to your own mother. This time 
with my mother was crucial to my child 
development stages due to the fact of 
what happened next that one rainy day.
 “Son, what would you say if I told 
you we’re moving?
  “Really? To where? Why? 
Anywhere I would like?”
 My mother stopped to listen to 
the rain once more, thinking about 
an answer to all my questions then 
answering with a smile on her face. My 
mother’s smile is unlike any other smile I 
have ever seen, kind yet relatable and also 
loving and calm like the rain itself.
 She started, “Yes, I think I found a 
better opportunity with my line of work 
and it would be better for you and your 
brother due to the fact that we would 
have more time to spend together. We 
would move to a town called Seattle, 
where the Space Needle is, and live there 
for several years. I think you would love 
this new city, it’s known as the ‘Rainy 
City,’ but your little brother as you know 
doesn’t like rain as much as you and I so I 
am a little conflicted.”
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 “Do not feel conflicted, it will be better 
for all of us. We will always have each other.”
 I was twelve at the time when my 
mother proposed that we move to another 
city and while it was a tremendous step 
forward for her, I could appreciate that she 
asked before making the decision herself to 
just move us one day without notice.
 Looking at the rain falling from the 
heavens, I said, “Let’s do it. I love it here and 
all my friends are here and even though I 
grew up here, I love rain and I also love the 
time that we have together and if moving 
means that I would spend more time with you 
than it would be worth it.” I could not believe 
the words that came out of my mouth. Do not 
misconstrue, but life is all about adventure.
 Taking it all in, and smiling once more, 
my mother replied and said; “I will make the 
arrangements since you are sure. I love you, 
son.”

 Without thought, “And I, you.”
 Looking back on it now at the age 
of 23, living in Seattle and having these 
memories that are going to be everlasting 
between myself and my mother, I have no 
regrets. I still see my mother, of course. Once 
a week, we meet up and we go watch the rain 
from her apartment or mine and just talk 
about life or reminisce about the days we 
had when we lived in our old town and how 
it would be nice to visit there one day. Even 
though my little brother is away at college in 
New York on a full scholarship, every time he 
comes home to visit, he will sit and watch the 
rain with us singing that same annoying song 
he sung as a child.
 “Rain, rain go away, come again 
another day.”

Benjamin studies Communications at North Campus.
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Privilege to Feel
Mary Fields

I am empathetic,
Where emotions rule my head
Be it with or without consent.
My emotions bleed
Into my thoughts, actions, and words.
I am impulsive
In that they dictate my life.
They can cut wounds
Deeper than blades ever could.
They can burn bridges.
They can suffocate.
However, they can also provide
A fulfilling life.
Empathy the Great, allows room for incredible joy,
Immense selfless care for a friend, a lover, family or a stranger.
Empathy is a sign of emotional intelligence.
A quality that portrays vulnerability as
A sign of strength and bravery.
But it comes with a price.
Empathy will always come with a price.
The only risk you take with Empathy itself
Is a potential for heartbreak
To an incredibly intense degree.

Mary studies Teaching at South Campus.
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Learning to Let Go
Drucilla Rovito

 A frosted breeze blew past as Renata 
wrapped herself tighter into the thin 
blanket. The park was barren as the oak 
branches at this time of year. However, the 
weather had seemingly no effect on the 
weekly plans of two people. Every Sunday, 
Renata and Jabez sat at the same worn, 
pink bench overlooking the same glassy, 
obedient lake. The pair used to daydream 
about everything they would do together, 
but as time went on and contradicting 
plans piled up, Sunday became filled with 
frustration.
 “What is it?” The concerned voice 
belonged to Jabez.
 “I don’t know,” Renata exhaled, 
lightly shaking her head.
 “Yes, you do. Tell me.”
 Nothing more came from Renata; 
the two proceeded to sit in loud silence. 
Renata’s eyes rested firmly on the lake. I 
wish we could go back, Renata thought, to 
when we made sense. A nagging feeling 
of unfulfillment grew steadily within her. 
The fact was, after countless Sundays 
comparing wants, they both wanted 
different things but were too afraid to 
admit it. Renata had been holding on to 
Jabez like the last leaf of an autumn tree.

 “I feel like we aren’t… connecting 
like we used to,” Renata finally offered.
 “What do you mean?” There was 
a tone of sorrow in Jabez’s voice that 
suggested he knew the answer.
 Renata sighed, wrestling with her 
feelings. Jabez had been the first person she 
loved, but she was starting to realize that 
love may not be enough. Renata realized 
that to achieve everything she wanted--she 
would have to let go.
 “We don’t fit anymore.” As soon as 
the words left her lips, Renata wanted them 
to be wrong more than ever.
 “I know,” Jabez lamented. Renata’s 
eyes welled with tears as she began to 
mourn their relationship. Jabez offered 
his warmth for comfort and the two spent 
their last moments together in quiet 
understanding.
 Two hearts broke that day in the 
park. Renata would wonder if she should 
have said more, or less, or something else 
entirely. Maybe in another life. In this life, 
Renata and Jabez would soon move on 
from each other. However, the two had 
gifted each other plans and daydreams and 
their ending gave them the freedom to 
carry out new beginnings.

Drucilla studies Business at Central Campus.
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Release in Motion
Abby Sparks

Abby studies Social and Behavioral Sciences at Central Campus.
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 Get Up
Apelila Stine

You tell me to get up
How am I supposed to get up
If you’ve already knocked me down?
You told me to turn my negatives
Into something other than pain and sadness
How am I supposed to do that when you cause nothing but that?

And so I turn it into anger
Into malice
Into lust
Not even just lust of human touch.
Lust of fighting.
Lust of anger
And pain.
So when I come home all beaten up it’s not because I’m stupid
But because of the choices I make.
You say do things for yourself
But yet when it happens
You call it stupid
You caused unseen bruises and scars
Not just on the body but in the mind

And it seems no use
Tell you this or not
You build me up just to break me down.

Apelia is a General Studies student at South Campus.
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The Gavel
Sadokat Khakimova

 A smiling face said: “Unfortunately, your 
visa has not been approved, ma’am. Next one, 
please.” One man pronounced this phrase with 
a snide voice, and I woke up in a sweat. Again, it 
was a new day of waiting, a day of uncertainty. 
I brushed my teeth, and I heard the voice of 
my mom saying the breakfast was ready. My 
sister was already awake because she planned 
morning jogging with her best friend, but they 
both overslept for the umpteenth time. I do not 
judge them; I was the same in their age. It was 
a sunny Sunday, which was perfect timing for 
our first family breakfast for the last month. I 
enjoyed how white-blue fresh sky air rinsed my 
hair, rays of the sun fell on my face, and we were 
eating Mom’s branded croissants with milk. 
All as I like. Mom said: “What is your agency 
saying about the visa process with that college?” 
A simple question that cut my appetite. 
Sometimes people do not want to know the 
truth because they need a convenient lie. My 
answer was the exact opposite of the version 
she would prefer to hear. I used the “avoid the 
answer” strategy: “I do not know. I will go to 
them after receiving my I-20.” I did not know 
whom I lied to that day: Me or my mom? I went 
to my room and started staring at two I-20’s I 
had, but I did not have a desire to go with them. 
Southeastern Missouri State University with a 
70% scholarship or Maryville University with 
a 60% scholarship. Everyone said I had to go 
with one of those. By everyone, I literally mean 
everyone. It seemed as every passer-by gave 
me a piece of advice. But I was waiting for my 
San Jacinto College I-20, which was supposed 
to arrive that day; I had been waiting for four 
weeks. 

 In my country, getting a visa from the 
US embassy is harder than getting accepted to 
top 200 universities. What can I say? At least, 
I am happy we are eligible to have one. You do 
not know the criteria of their decisions and 
are not able to prejudge your possibilities of 
getting it. Unless if you are a human being, 
because animals are obviously excluded. 
This year the number of students who were 
successfully admitted to good universities but 
could not get a visa increased by 40%. What 
I heard in the afternoon after leaving home 
was: “Sadokat, do not apply for a visa with 
I-20 of the community college, you will not get 
one. Nowadays, people are getting rejections 
even with good universities--do the math for 
community colleges. There are no students 
who got visas for community college for the 
last three months.” Making a nervous laugh, I 
wistfully said: “Maybe it would work for me?” 
He could not help himself but roll his eyes: “If 
you want to go with the community college, you 
had not better work with us.” This is what the 
advisor from the agency said. I left the agency 
and found one bench to sit and gather with my 
thoughts. The message notification from Mom 
diverted my attention: “Sweetheart, we have just 
gotten your package.” I should have felt happy, 
because I had been waiting for it for so long, but 
it all happened at the wrong time. I was at the 
deepest level of confusion and disappointment. 
I felt like I was tied up in a barrel. This was not 
how things should go. A college application 
should not be that stressful, especially for me, 
the girl who had goals in life and knew her 
purpose.
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 Rachel Platten started playing in my 
headphones: “I might only have one match. But 
I can make an explosion.”
 And I decided my dreams deserved a 
chance. I was full of confidence. I decided to, at 
least once, do what my heart asked for without 
thinking about any consequences. Next thing 
on the way was my open-minded conversation 
with mom: “My life becomes meaningful 
whenever I see your sparkling eyes, Mom. You 
are always my support and motivation. I need 
your belief. I think I can. I can do it.” We were 
staring at each other. Her eyes were speaking; I 
could read them; she was giving me a blessing. 
 Gaining confidence in my speech, 
preparing to speak loudly in a noisy place, 
having proper body language – these were all 
parts of my preparation for a visa interview. 
Adjusting to the environment was supposed to 
help me relax when I got there. When, finally, 
that day had arrived, I had a very good friend 
of mine who accompanied me, giving fortitude. 
We both were holding hands and saying our last 
prayers. When my name was called out, I felt 
the coolness in my hands that were waving to 
him; his waving me back, standing in a support 
bench. It was a moment I can still feel even up 
until now.
 Most of my body cells have aged for 
twenty years within 3-minute-long interviews. 
Gazillions of checking procedures from tip 
to toe, as if I was a terrorist challenging the 
officer to a game of “find the bomb.” Me telling 
myself: “Take it easy. It is their job!” After 
paying a non-refundable fee ($160), I had my 
turn in line. There were three windows set up 
for interviews. I strained, thinking of how and 
why I was able to hear every single question. 
The following minute I listened to the sound of 
stamps in sequence: they were rejection stamps. 
Something familiar, I heard; it was man’s voice 
I used to hear in my dreams. That voice was 

coming from cabin #8; I was watching the cruel 
movement of the stamp like a gavel that was 
dictating someone’s destiny. Trying to divert 
attention, I saw a warm face. That is right! It 
was a guy I studied the SAT with during the 
spring break. I was aware of his acceptance to 
some university, but I could not have predicted 
to see him that day. I could not get over his 
pale face that clearly was perplexed: “Why did 
you just turn me down?” I did not even notice 
when my turn came. I took a quick step towards 
cabin #10 (which was available) as soon as I was 
stopped.
 The forefinger of that man from cabin #8 
was pointing at me; his voice was calling me. As 
I was getting closer to him, I felt my body was 
trembling and my voice becoming broken. I was 
in the middle of the fight between my mind and 
body begging to stop this chaos and concentrate 
on the interview. We had a nice interview, 
although I could not say how nice it was at that 
time, because he did not give any sign: hard 
face asking questions and wagging after each 
answer. However, he was doing the same with 
all previous people and then giving rejections 
with a smiley face. The same reaction scared 
me from the possibility of getting “the sound.”. 
The next movement of his hands was scanning 
my documents and stapling the sticker; I felt 
as if he stapled it right to my face. He put on a 
smile on his face and said: “Congratulations, 
ma’am, your visa has been approved.” At this 
moment, I stopped hearing anything said after. 
It was not a feeling of happiness. It was RELIEF, 
understanding that this pressure was over. I 
felt happy and proud after – when I saw the 
reaction of every single person who did not 
believe; when I got a congratulation call from 
the agency, which had tried to dissuade me.

Sadokat studies Computer Science at South Campus.
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Gray
Mary Fields

Gray is the color of overcast clouds threatening the earth below with heavy rainfall;
The color of dense fog in the early mornings and late nights,
Concealing what lies on the horizon.
It’s the color of weathered roadways and sun-bleached concrete,
Stable but worn down.
The shade of gray that dons a sobbing girl’s sweatpants,
A darkened tint of what was once pure and heavenly,
All tainted by negativity.
Gray is the sign of age, stress, and worry
All within a single strand of hair on the head of living, breathing creatures.

Gray is the monochromatic hues of pictures from moments of history,
Memories stored in textbooks and scrapbooks.
It is the color of pencil-sketches and rough drafts,
Of the graphite markings on notes
Passed between students in class.
Gray is the middle ground,
The lukewarm neutrality between happy and sad.
It’s the mediocre acceptance of just “it is what it is,”
Where life is neither joyous nor agonizing.

Gray is the limbo, the “just okay.”

Mary studies Teaching at South Campus.
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Sorry, Not Open
Natalie Massingill

Natalie studies Art and Design at South Campus.
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Self-Reflection
Rebekkah Aguilar

What does your reflection show you? Have you studied yourself long enough in the mirror? Not in a 
narcissistic way, but rather in an “I exist” type of way.
The more I stare in the mirror, the more scared I am of what I see.
There’s such a strong nagging sensation, impossible to explain.
My whole life I’ve been told mind over matter, but in some cases, it is matter over mind.
I fear my reflection and who that reflection is. The mirror is brutally honest to me. It shows me my fear 
of love and of being loved.
It shows the hate and demons that live inside my mind rent free.
Every day I am faced with the fear of losing my faith and what that’ll cost me.
The fear of what my future, or lack of one, will look like.
The fear of growing old faster than I realize and by then it’ll be too late for me to redeem myself. 
The fear that one day I and the few I love will cease to exist.
The fear of showing the world my secrets and failures. 
My reflection shows me what fear does to me.
I’m twenty-four and can’t answer the phone.
I’m twenty-four and fear that being infertile means I’ll never have a family. 
I’m twenty-four and I have suicide attempts on my record.
I’m twenty-four and I fear death, so I don’t even try to live. 
Mirrors engross me.
I look at myself and see weakness. I see a fire that’s dying. A small spark that barely flickers.
Sometimes I’m graced with silence and I get breaks of happiness. But if I catch my own eye contact 
by passing a window or flipping down my visor,
a web of thoughts threads around me, formed below my feet working its way up to my chest, pinning 
my arms to my sides like a strait jacket.
I live in fear. I speak in fear. I walk in fear.
I pray one day I can look in the mirror and just see a woman. 
That one day I no longer face the fear within my face.
I pray that one day I look at my reflection and fear will fear me.

Rebekkah studies Process Technology at Central Campus.
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Unuttered Declaration to a Bonded Lover
Gloria Pudicae

I lied to him.
He told me that he loved me and I never said it back.
I lied to him.
Though I’m not ashamed to admit, 
Lying seems to me a gift.

His apartment was my world,
There we shared us permanently.
And his love became my drug,
One I took so hesitantly.

His word was my command,
A sweet usher of corruption.
From the whispers I bent back, 
Let my guard down in a rupture.

From a sinful wish corroded,
I grew wild, untamed, and liable. 
Lost in fog he was at knowing,
I turned one to pull the bridle.

Not since Eros had forsaken,
Had my feels in me mistaken.
In blunt lashes ripped my venae, 
And called forth in meek subpoena.

Lamblike demure he donned forth, 
Asked me once to tell my love.
I said more thought love was not, 
We could join and last to rust.

I lied to him.
He told me that he loved me and I told him I did not. 
I lied to him.
Though it’s hopeful when I think,
I loved once by leaving him.

Gloria studies Mathematics at South Campus.
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Mortality’s Hue
Elizabeth Gilfillan

Since birth, it is your best friend
A shadow that follows you through thick and thin
The umbra pitch black, a void with no end
Oh, but that sweet friendship brings joy from within
It is also the color of youthful rebellion
Punks in black leather fighting for what’s right
On the contrary it’s sophisticated, looks worth a million
Elite wear couture in monochrome black and white
But as elders it takes a new definition
The friend embraces while you grieve
A loved one six under, beginning decomposition
This color to guide until emotions relieved
It goes with anything, the ultimate trend
Black is mortal friendship from beginning to end

Unuttered Declaration to a Bonded Lover
Gloria Pudicae

Elizabeth studies Communications at Central Campus.
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The Dresser
Shayla Fernandez

 A bedroom’s essentials are usually a bed 
and something to store your belongings in. When 
you buy these, you generally choose pieces of 
furniture you think will match your idea of want 
you to think the room to feel or look like. For me, 
my dresser is a piece of furniture that I believe 
makes my bedroom interesting in many ways and 
tells a little bit about me.
 When it first got delivered to my room, 
I thought, I must protect this painted glossy 
white piece of wood from any dirt that would 
damage its perfection. The rectangular mirror 
with a perfect pearly white border made me 
even more persistent in not using it. It has six 
huge drawers that are able to hold what a shelf 
of an average closet could. It still smelled like the 
interior of a furniture store, a mix of all-purpose 
cleaner and vanilla- scented candles. I refused 
to put anything on it for the first two months 
I had it because it could become stained into a 
muddy white like when you spill Coca Cola on 
a white shirt. I slowly started to fill the drawers 
with my essentials, such as my shirts, pants, 
socks, pajamas, skirts, and other miscellaneous 
objects. In the top drawers, I put my shirts and 
pajamas knowing I would have to open those the 
most to prevent ruining the bottom ones. In the 
middle ones, I placed my socks and pants because 
those were not that important, but I would need 
them too. In the bottom ones, my skirts and 
miscellaneous objects because I rarely reached for 
those.
 After a while, the smell of the furniture 
store was leaving, and it began to smell like Gain 
laundry detergent and Bath and Body Works 
scent “A Thousand Wishes” which I wore every 
day. Slowly, I decided to start using the top of the 
dresser as a desk to do my homework, paint, and 

just fill with things I like. I would grab my black 
wheelie chair and sit at it for hours painting while 
accidentally getting paint drips on it or scratching 
it with the tip of a mechanical pencil. The borders 
of the mirror slowly became filled with pictures 
I had taken of friends and family over the years, 
only leaving the actual mirror visible. Then, 
placing a cow printed organizer filled with my 
lip glosses, mascara, perfumes, hairbrushes, and 
other items I used on the daily.
 The sense of it feeling, smelling, and 
looking new and wanting to persevere that 
beautiful flawless white color is gone. The white 
glossy top was long gone, it is now stained with 
all different colors from bright purple to a swamp 
green. Unable to remove them, with all types of 
cleaners, from all-purpose cleaner to expensive 
wood liquid cleaner. The scratches from the pencil 
tips and other objects started to show under the 
layer of the first sheer coat of white paint. The 
corners chipping off the snowy colored paint from 
hitting it with my hip is now happening faster. 
On one edge of it, my cow-printed organizer 
overflowing with no space to fit anything new, 
and on the other, the stack of my notebooks with 
assignments inside overdue. The drawers are 
becoming older as you can hear the metal scrape 
with rust as you try to open them. No surface on 
this dresser gives the impression it is a freshly 
bought piece of furniture but shows it had been 
used for the purposes it was bought for.
 The piece of furniture has a lot more 
elements and stories than just being a thing to 
store my belongings. The perfect white dresser 
it was made to be is now an off-white desk and 
dresser with parts of my clumsiness on it.

Shayla studies Medical Assisting at North Campus.
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A Girl’s Life 
Natalie Massingill

Natalie studies Art and Design at South Campus.
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I Am Green
A. Johnston

I am the color green,
I have planted myself before you
As you walk along the grass.
You find me in the waters, 
Those that have a murky mask. 
I am the veggies
You plant and eat,
All through life I give you strength.

I glitter in the jewels, 
In emeralds around, 
In pottery and in glass
Among the cabinets in your house, 
I’m sprinkled all around.
I am the color green.

A. Johnston studies Business at South Campus.
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Witchy Showers  
Tylea Martin

Tylea studies Teaching at North Campus.
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Love in Flames
Kaitlyn Carroll

 “Witch!” The shout came from a young 
village boy holding a torch towards the 24-year-
old woman whose hands were bound around a 
post, mounted on dead branches which would 
be set aflame at any moment.
 “Burn her to ashes!” said another voice, 
this one coming from a woman with large 
curves, cradling her baby close to her chest, 
desperate tears crawling down her flushed 
cheeks. There was not a single member in the 
village who wasn’t in this crowd chanting for 
the death of the young sorcerer. Well, not a 
single person besides me.
 I felt a tightness in my chest as I worked 
up the courage to look up into the witch’s eyes, 
the eyes of the woman who I had loved days 
before. Her face was bloody from the beating 
she had endured when the village discovered 
her book of spells and shack of potions. Her 
nose was broken, making it curve in a strange 
way. And, although her eyes were swollen 
nearly shut, she managed to keep them open 
long enough to look into mine. She didn’t look 
scared or sad, or even angry. Instead, there was 
a pain in her eyes which, to me, was just as 
visible as the pain on her body.
 A single hot tear fell from my eye, 
breaking my stoic stance and making me fall to 
my knees.
 My stomach twisted and throat became 
dry. What have I done?
 “Let’s burn her back to hell where she 
belongs,” Sneered a man who held a machete 
in his left hand and his young daughter’s hand 
in the other. Shouts and chants erupted from 
the crowd, all with the same intent—burn the 
witch.
 I looked at her body, clothes torn off 
to reveal bloodied skin and bruised ribs. I 

remember her body before, glowing with 
beauty and energy. I remember putting my 
hand on her back and pulling her close to me as 
we danced through the night. I remember her 
letting her hair down as we rode horses through 
the countryside, long red curls bouncing in 
the wind as she turned her head and flashed a 
killer smile at me. No matter how hard I tried, I 
couldn’t help falling in love with her. She cared 
about the little things, like helping a stray lamb 
back to its pack of sheep or picking flowers 
with the orphan girls and weaving them in each 
other’s hair. She would point out all the things 
she found beautiful, like how the colors of the 
sunset poured together or admire the intricate 
pattern of a spider’s web. However, any time 
she would show me something she thought to 
be beautiful, I couldn’t resist looking at her and 
thinking that I was the one who saw the truest 
beauty before my very own eyes.
 Her passion for life and others was 
unmatched, which is why it felt like my heart 
was ripped out of my chest when one of my 
beasthunters came to me with information 
about a witch living in our own village, walking 
alongside the townspeople and attending 
church with our neighbors…and was the very 
woman who I shared my heart with. I had never 
felt such anger, such betrayal.
 Our village was founded on one 
principal: keep the supernatural out. Every first-
born son in my family was given the duty of 
leading our village’s beasthunters and keeping 
our village safe. We were trained to hate 
witches…but my heart fell for one.
 Another tear fell, and then many. They 
burned as they raced down my face. I had 
convinced myself that she had charmed me 
and had me, the most powerful warrior in the 
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village, under her control. But looking into her 
deep blue eyes now, filled with nothing but love 
and pain, my heart shattered, and I realized it 
was all my fault. I might as well be the ropes that 
bound her to the pole.
 I heard a small whimper and my eyes 
shot back up to her. One of my beasthunters 
was prodding her with a branch, making her 
wince at the cruel touch. I felt an anger begin to 
boil up inside me, taking the place of the guilt 
I felt moments before. The man then swung 
the branch back, preparing to strike her in the 
stomach. Without even thinking about that this 
would mean for my future and my village, I felt 
my feet move. I was running, faster than I’ve 
ever ran before. Right as the hunter’s arm swung 
forward, I leapt in front of the branch, taking 
the blow to my chest. I heard the gasps from the 
crowd as I slowly lifted my head to face them. My 
eyes met the hunter’s, filled with rage while his 
were filled with confusion.
 “Sir…” he began, not sure what to say.
 “Do not,” I said through gritted teeth, 
“touch her again.”
 The Hunter was our youngest, fourteen 
years old. We called him Beaver because of his 
two front teeth which protruded from his mouth. 
After his father died, we decided to take him 
in and train him, give him some purpose. We 
trained him to hate creatures different than us, 
we trained him to hate her.
 I saw another of my beasthunters come 
walk through the crowd and stand beside 
the boy, just as shocked as he was. Alan, my 
childhood neighbor and closest friend. His eyes 
followed my unwanted tears as they fell down my 
cheek, slow and painfully.
 “What are you doing, brother?” He asked 
with burrowed brows, “This is our calling, this is 
our purpose!”
 He had passion in his voice, passion for 
something wrong, something I’d encouraged for 
too long. How could we have been so lost? “Hand 
me the torch, Ryder” he demanded from one of 

the men standing by his side who timidly handed 
the burning torch over with a shaking hand.
 Alan strode up to the post, boots 
collecting mud with every step. I reached for his 
arm as he walked by, pulling him back. “I said do 
not touch her,” I whispered slowly and sternly, 
eyes locked to his. He attempted to pull away. My 
grip got tighter as his eyes grew wider.
 He whispered to me, in a soft, quiet voice, 
“Have you gone mad?” I could see confusion and 
worry in his eyes, the eyes which used to contain 
honor and respect when they looked upon me.
Maybe I have gone mad. Maybe that’s what love 
does to you. Or maybe everyone else is mad and 
my love has made me see things clearly, clearer 
than I ever had before. Maybe everything I 
thought to be true was wrong and everything I 
thought to be wrong was beautiful and right.
 The chants died out as my eyes scanned 
the crowd, each person slowly stepping forward, 
trying to hear what our commotion was about. 
Something shifted in Alan’s eyes, ambition 
poured in and a small, scheming smile creeped 
onto his lips. He turned to the silent, watching 
crowd.
 “Townspeople! This man, this man who 
claims to be a protector against the supernatural 
is defending this witch!” He shouted into the 
crowd, making them whisper to one another.
 “Is this true?” a townsperson hollered 
from the back of the crowd. 
 “What’s going on?” Another one yelled in 
confusion.
 “Burn the traitor!” The shouts continued, 
growing louder and louder.
 I looked up to the sorcerer, her eyes 
pleading with me to quit, to give in and return 
to the safety and mercy of the townspeople and 
their wishes. Not today, love. Never again.
 Alan walked up to me, face still to the 
crowd, “Do you defend the witch?” He asked me 
loudly enough for the entire village to hear.
 Our eyes met again. The guilt I felt in my 
chest made it hard to breathe. If only love had 
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the power to save our lives now. The choice was 
clear: deny her and live…or defend her and die.
 There really was no choice.
 “I love this woman.” I said, voice echoing 
through the night, making all the whispers come 
to a stop. My proclamation was like thunder in 
the middle of a storm, loud and shaking. No 
matter what happened tonight, this village will 
never be the same again.
 After a few moments of complete silence, 
shouts and screams erupted from the gathered 
people whom I used to consider neighbors. One 
shout more prevalent than the rest: “Tie him up 
with the witch.”
 Alan and a few other beasthunters 
grabbed my arms and shoved me to the ground, 
my face hitting the cold, wet mud. I didn’t resist.
 My eyes never left hers as they walked 
me up the post and tied me right next to the 
sorcerer.
 We didn’t say a word, we didn’t need to, 
our eyes said everything our mouths couldn’t. A 
tear fell down her soft pink cheek.
  The chants and cheers from the crowd 
grew stronger, fists were raised, and babies 
wailed. Alan brought forth a torch which was 
lit aflame. “Neighbors,” He began, “Tonight we 
witness justice and the cleansing of our town. For 
89 years our village endured…”
 His words became quieter, almost to a 
whisper, and then to nothing at all. In a matter of 
fact, I couldn’t hear anything. Not the chants, the 
dogs barking at the fire, or even my own breath. I 
looked around to see what had stopped the noise, 

but was met with the same scene, Alan preaching 
to the crowd, people getting angrier and angrier 
by the second.
 “Look at me,” said the familiar soft voice. 
I looked into the eyes of the woman I loved; 
a small, gentle smile traced her lips. Her eyes 
rolled into the back of her head and she began 
sputtering incomprehensible words, a spell of 
some kind. Then her eyes came back, although 
she appeared to be completely drained.
 “You won’t feel anything,” She said as she 
brought a hand up to my cheek, thumb slowly 
moving down my jaw.
 “What about you?” I asked desperately.
 Suddenly her face twisted in pain as she 
released a horrendous scream. 
 “NO!” I grabbed her body in my arms, 
trying to tear the pain away from her.
 Both of our bodies were on fire, skin 
slowly melting away. She felt it all while I just 
watched as we began to fade away. I grabbed her 
cheeks, forcing her eyes to meet mine.
 “I’m so sorry. I love you. I never meant for 
this to happen.”
 She looked up at me, blisters forming on 
her face, yet managed to offer a painful smile. 
I touched my forehead to hers as we withered 
away into ashes.

Kaitlyn studies Teaching at Central Campus.
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The Trip
Omar Kaseb

I thought I was dead,
Falling through the clouds.
No food, no water, and no help, 
And the last thing I remember-- 
A man in gray looking down.
I was going to be sick.
I thought I could not die.
I used to be loved.
But now, but now,
I was sure to be dead.

Falling through the clouds,
I remembered my mistakes, 
Mistakes I should have corrected, 
I thought I was the best.
No one could hurt me, 
But now, but now,
I finally remember.

Falling through the clouds, 
I look down and see.
I see the greenest of trees 
And the clearest of streams. 
I should have been sad,
But now, but now, 
I finally understood
Why this was happening to me. 
Falling through the clouds,
I am finally happy.
After thousands of years, 
I was finally happy
Seeing all this made me remember. 
Even if I tried forever,
There is always an end.
But now, but now,
I finally understand-- 
Why everyone must die.
There is no meaning of life, 
Unless, unless one loses it.

Omar is a Dual Credit student at South Campus.
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Poem of a Color
Naomi Tapia

Red . . .
The color I see as the sun rises and sets.
The color my nose makes as my feet touch the snow.
Once winter is gone, we see red bring poppies back into full bloom.
The color of ribbons I see schoolgirls wear on their way to school. 
The apple that refreshes one with every mouthwatering bite.
Red are the movie theatres 
packed tightly to the brim
as we sit next to the person we love. 
Our blood pumping,
from head to toe
and our heart yearning for more.

Red is . . .
The story of the little girl 
who roamed the woods,
to be with her grandma and bring her food. 
the color of the dress one wore
as we swayed the night away 
during a Friday night prom,
and a promise to one another that true love 
was forever.

Red is . . .
Loving and comforting.
A color that does not hesitate to show its joy. 
For I have too worn the color red.

Naomi is a Dual Credit student at South Campus.
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Heavenly Reward
AC DeBlanc

 Michael was reading when the knock 
came. What he was reading doesn’t matter, 
only that he left what he was doing to answer 
the door. As he approached his front door, it 
began to glow.
Michael stopped, then backed away as the 
radiance grew until it matched that of the 
sun – except for one way. The light was so 
dazzling as to wash out even gross features 
of the room to Michael’s sight, but he felt no 
pain in his eyes.
 “Greetings, Michael,” said a voice from 
the light.
 Michael was an aging man, so the 
sudden replacement of sight by a universe of 
pure light with a voice in the middle didn’t 
deeply surprise him.
 “You’re not dead,” said the voice. 
“Please invite me in, this thing’s heavy.”
 Good manners are essential. When 
faced with the inexplicable, be nice. “I’m 
sorry. Please, do come in.”
 A darkness split the radiance, then 
widened and folded the light away as if it had 
been one side of a cloak. In its place, after 
Michael’s eyes had recovered, was a woman 
of absolutely sculptural beauty adorned in 
the most flattering garb imaginable. “Hello, 
Michael, I’m Judy.”
 “Death is named Judy!?” replied 
Michael.
 The figure laughed delicately. “I’m not 
death, I’m an Angel of the Lord. As I said, 
you’re not dead.”
 “An angel named Judy?” That question 
had sounded sane on its way to the tongue. 
 “You’re not crazy, either.” Judy paused a 
moment, then shifted slightly. Her lovely form

became simply attractive; her face took on 
the deep beauty of a well-used instrument; 
her voice deepened a little. “Have no fear, 
Michael,” she said. “This is a happy occasion.”
 In most human minds, there is a 
special sound, hidden away all a person’s life, 
but ready to pop out of memory whenever 
needed. Michael relaxed. When the distilled 
essence of mom-ness tells you things are fine, 
you relax. It’s instinctive. “You said happy 
occasion ...”
 “The Lord hath delighted in your 
praise and chooses to reward you.”
 “I think you have the wrong Michael,” 
he said with a note of disappointment clear 
in his voice. “I haven’t been to church in 
decades.”
 “What,” asked Judy, arching an 
eyebrow, “do praising the Lord and having 
religion have to do with each other?”
 “A lot?” He wasn’t sure where this 
was going. “That’s kind of what church  is all 
about, isn’t it?”
 “For some it is, for some it’s not.” Judy 
spread her arms moving her hands up and 
down to imitate scales. “Not all who go to 
church praise the Lord; not all who don’t, 
ignore the Lord.”   
 “Judy, to be visited by an angel is ...” 
He paused, searching for a word, then gave 
up. “But how did I ever offer praise to the 
Lord?”
 She laughed. “You do it all the time, 
silly man. You just don’t notice it. That’s one of 
the things about you the Lord delights in.”
 “But what is it that I do? I’ve done 
volunteer work that was worth a karma 
point or two; but these days, I just sit around, 
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reading and calculating weird stuff.”
 “Like how diproton can’t exist but makes 
the sun work?” 
 Michael’s jaw dropped.
 Judy howled with laughter. “I’m from 
heaven, dummy! We get all the bureaucrats and 
most of the street-level cops & spies. Heaven 
knows all about your love of diproton. That’s part 
of why you’re being rewarded.”
 Michael had a bad moment. If heaven 
knew about diproton, it also knew about ...
 “Please, Michael, don’t, …” whispered 
Judy. “We watch people, listen to them ... we 
care – but we can’t fix them. What life does is 
bad enough. It’s unbearable when you insist 
on adding to your own misery!” She paused, 
breathed deeply, and stood still a moment, eyes 
closed. Then she grinned abruptly. “The Lord 
hath seen your browser history, Michael, and The 
Lord careth not.”
 “I never thought angels were ... helpless.” 
Michael began tentatively. “I never thought it 
was hard for you.”
 “The Lord is merciful. Once in a while, we 
do get to interfere in someone’s life. I needed an 
easy job, so the Lord sent me to reward you.”
 “But for what?”
 “Tantalum 180m, dear boy,” the angel 
spoke primly.
 “Okay... And that has what to do with this 
whole conversation about lives and rewards?”
 “ ‘Picture all possible types of atomic 
nucleus as a box of rubber balls, each a different 
size or color. Pour that box out on the floor. The 
balls bounce for a little while, then settle to the 
ground.
 Some settle quickly, and some settle 
slowly, but they all end up lying on the floor. 
Except for one. Tantalum 180m floats, an inch 
above the floor, until the end of time.’ “

 “So? I’m boastful enough to think it’s 
good writing; but it’s science, not theology.”
 “Michael,” she spoke quietly. “In all the 
billions of souls alive today, you are the only one 
who finds tantalum 180m funny. Some find the 
stuff fascinating, but you’re one who gets the 
joke. It is for that you are being rewarded.”
 Michael took the opportunity to remain 
silent.
 Judy motioned to him. “Kneel, please. 
Eyes closed, hands folded in prayer – you 
know, the usual position for receiving heavenly 
rewards.”
 Michael did so, then felt Judy’s fingers pry 
his thumbs apart, turning his hands into a bowl. 
As she did so, he felt something wooden, a plinth 
or very small table, appear beneath them on 
which they could rest.
 He could feel Judy approach until she 
stood inches before him. She began to chant, 
a wordless, magnificent hum. Then a note 
of tension entered her voice – and, as it did, 
Michael felt a weight on his hands. It grew 
rapidly, heavier and heavier, until his hands were 
crushed painfully against the wood. Then the 
pressure stopped building.
 He could feel the angel withdraw a pace. 
“Open your eyes,” she said. 
 Upon his hands was a yellow mound.
 “You ... shat ... GOLD?!”
 Judy produced a small piece of paper 
from nowhere, did something delicate with 
it, and flicked it airily back into emptiness. 
“Platinum would’ve hurt.” Then she laughed 
again.
 There was an echo to her laughter, far 
away, but bigger and somehow infinitely sweeter 
than her own.
 When it faded, the angel was gone.

AC studies Social and Behavioral Sciences at Central.
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Bricked and Bushes   
Lauren Hill

Lauren is a General Studies student at Central Campus.
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Late Night Cigarettes
Olga Perez Ioza

My heart yearns for Sanity,
It aches for my beautiful master of disguise.

The thief stole my heart with his stupidly gorgeous smile and bewitching whiskey eyes. 
oh, Sanity,

My heart yearns for the sweet smell of cheap cologne mixed with the minty smoke of those camel 
crushes.

A smell that became a dangerously sweet drug, 
to this very willing addict.

Sanity tattooed his name across my soul in a deep shade of forever and healed the wound with a 
bittersweet kiss.

Our love was not gentle, and suffocating our love was liberating.
Addicting, intoxicating, and magical.

I learned to run before I could walk with him, and I loved every second of my fall.
But after the fall comes the crash...

His eyes were filled to the brim with lies and that beautiful mouth was deadly. 
In the end, the venom claimed me, but I can’t help wanting more.

Some nights I allow myself to remember those lovely whiskey eyes,  to feed my restless mind.
Other nights, I sit by my window and create my own clouds of minty smoke in hopes that I might find 

my Sanity once more.

Olga studies English at Central Campus.
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War and Wonder
Andrew Hernandez

War and wonder 
Destruction and death 
We fight for freedom 
And die for much less. 

War and wonder 
Evil and empathy 
We kill the innocent
And become the enemy.

War and wonder 
Assassination and apathy 
We leave behind our loved ones 
And chase certain tragedy.

War and wonder 
Terror and time 
We commit endless atrocities 
To receive medals, then resign.

War and wonder 
Horror and heroes 
We kill for the sake of vengeance
And turn our wives into widows. 

Andrew studies Teaching at Central Campus.
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A Pious Discussion
Austin Nelson

  The pencil keeps flickering. Up and 
down it goes, and Claus has no idea what is 
going on. His mind has been racing for an 
eternity— twelve whole minutes—and he 
cannot seem to get the grasp of anything Mr. 
Motif is saying. Claus’s mouth flops in every 
direction like some trout in the Sahara.
 “And that’s why Socrates is the father 
of your class, children. Claus, what is wrong?
Something tells me I look like a blob floating 
on a canvas. You not understanding the 
material?”
 Trying not to blush, Claus says, “To 
be honest sir, this class isn’t for me. I mean, 
when am I going to need to know any of these 
guys with their white wigs and weird diets? 
Something tells me this is not common talk in 
the plants. That is where my father works, you 
know? I have never once heard him talk about 
a guy named Pluto or Aristotle or any of this 
nonsense. Why does this matter?”
 Mr. Motif gets a serious look in his eye. 
The room falls into a silence craved by many 
Buddhists. The only sound that could be 
heard was Mr. Motif ’s controlled breathing as 
he prepared to embark a wonderful teaching 
moment.
 “Claus tell me this. What is the main 
goal of any parent to their child?”
 Claus ponders for a second as he 
deciphers the trick behind the question. Claus 
replies, “To support their kid and make sure it 
survives until adulthood I guess?”
 Mr. Motif shines a slight smile as he 
acknowledges the blissful ignorance of youth. 
“There is much more to parenting then simply 
caring for a child’s physical needs. Children 
need to have the skills necessary to be an 

adult. All a parent can do is figure out what 
is right and wrong and try to teach wisdom 
to ensure the kid is adapt to every situation. 
But here is the question. What is right and 
wrong?”
 Claus contemplates this and has no 
idea how to answer. “Well, things that are 
right are commonly appreciated by society, 
and wrong things are deemed evil, like 
murder and stuff, right?”
 The professor stares with a sly look, 
almost as if he had these thoughts once 
himself. He responds, “There is something 
you must understand. Society and individuals 
are two completely different entities. Just 
because a general population considers 
something to be right, it does not mean it 
is. Society constantly grows and evolves as 
time passes by. Think about it. To this day, 
it still contains aspects of racism, prejudice, 
sexism, dismissal of human rights, and all 
sorts of injustice every day. While not many 
intend for this to happen, society still accepts 
a variety of practices that are questionable. So, 
what else you got?”
 Claus feels dumbfounded. Why was 
he the one that had to be picked on today? 
If only he could go home and make sure his 
parents are being civil. They have been at each 
other’s throats and anything could happen 
any second. Claus thinks about how stupid 
school is and how much life he is missing out 
on. This was just an elective, so why should he 
care?
 Claus exclaims, “This is asinine! I 
cannot believe I’m sitting here being bullied 
by my own teacher and not at home where I 
should be! All the notes are online anyways, 
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so I think I will just dip. Peace out, Teach!”
 Claus snatched his backpack from the 
bottom of his desk, and he got painstakingly 
close to the exit. He could smell the buttery 
aroma of the popcorn party in the hall when 
he heard a noise he never encountered before.
 “Claus! Sit. Down. Now. If I have to say 
it again, I will fail you faster than a Driver’s 
Ed instructor with a hangover, so get back to 
your seat!” Mr. Motif ’s was cherry red with a 
thousand- yard stare.
 Claus knew Motif would tell the 
principal, which meant three slaps when he 
got home.
Hesitantly, Claus walked back to his seat. Half 
the class stared, the other half wrote down 
notes about society, and a few students were 
still passed out from the video at the start of 
class.
 Mr. Motif collected his emotions and 
explained, “I’m not bullying you, Claus. This 
is important knowledge that everyone can 
learn from. You may think life is simple right 
now, but you will realize how much you do 
not know. People spend their entire lives 
figuring out the morality of their actions and 
how to live better. Whether you believe it or 
not, this is the most important class to take. 
This class demonstrates the epitome of how to 
critically think and become an extraordinary 
person. 
 Give it a chance and your mind might 
just open a little. When that happens, my 
job is complete. I will make you do any more 
work if you show me your mind can accept 
new information. Can you do that?”
 

 Claus was shocked how much his 
teacher cared about what he thought. Nobody 
had ever really cared like that. Claus always 
had to do the thinking for everyone else, and 
his brain could handle it.
 Why would he need to critically think 
about the morality of something? There were 
bills to pay and deadlines to be met. It was 
survival of the fittest, and go-getters were 
too busy doing and not thinking. But what if 
they did? What if society thought about their 
actions before they did them?
 Suddenly, Claus’s mind clicked into a 
laser focus. He thought about how his loyalty 
to his parents’ wishes caused him to not 
think. Plants do not need brains, they need 
manpower. But Claus had enough of it. It was 
time to open his mind.
 “What is right and wrong?” Claus 
asked.
 Mr. Motif glowed with a face only seen 
on his first day. That was the most passionate 
he’d felt in years. “Well, tough question. 
Socrates touches on the question when he 
has a conversation before his court trial 
about what is pious and impious. Many other 
philosophers touch on the topic and it is still 
discussed today in many branches of higher 
thinking like ethics and theology. But I’ll try 
my best to give you the main idea.”
 For once, Claus felt excited to learn. He 
wanted to know how to think for himself and 
observe the world. For the first time in his life, 
Claus was engaged in class. This would be the 
start of his journey. The journey of life, and he 
was ready to ride on the saddle.

Austin is a General Studies student at Central Campus.
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Cherry Blossom Shoes    
Briana Andrade

Briana studies Art and Design at Central Campus.
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Oh, Sister
Jennifer Gibson

 Our day starts early on her 
therapy session days. Whenever I enter 
her room to prepare her for day, she 
welcomes me with a gentle, childlike 
smile; I can tell she’s suffering from 
slight slumber. It’s usually followed by 
her saying innocently, “Good morning, 
Pinkle.” I look at her with empathetic 
anticipation, because I know the day 
will be hard for her. Nonetheless, our 
journey begins with me cleaning her 
long-limbed, willowy body, as she tries 
to steal a nap. Afterwards, she applies 
lotion to her brown, luminous skin, so 
we can dress her. I notice her previous 
cheerful demeanor starts to become 
gloomy as she dreads transferring into 
her wheelchair. She stops to stare at 
her atrophied legs, focusing on her 
unbending knees, and with a slight 
grunt, she scoots her sturdy frame onto 
her slide board. I watch her with pride, 
because she’s come so far from when 
this season of chaos and unexpectedness 
started. Once she finishes mumbling her 
frustrations, she looks at me wide eyed 
as if that moment never happened. Her 
long curly eyelashes shadow onto her 

cheeks from the massive smile on her 
face. I know what this means. She’s ready 
for breakfast. In an assertive yet joking 
voice she says, “What we got?” It’s always 
the same as the day before, but that never 
stops me from reciting her options: 
oatmeal, sliced apples, and yogurt. 
Her smile diminishes soon after, and 
her button nose scrunches up, because 
breakfast time is also medication time. 
She takes that time to debate with me 
on why she doesn’t need the medicine, 
but even while I listen to her stubborn, 
ornery rebuttals, I continue to prepare 
them: Allegra, Gabapentin, Duloxetine, 
Buspirone, and her vitamins. While she 
eats, I comb her hair, in amazement at 
how long it’s grown. Her dark, kinky 
tresses coil around the comb, which 
causes her face to crinkle, relentlessly.
 Now we wait. I always stare at her 
while she uses her long, lean fingers to 
fidget with something in her backpack 
as we wait for the bus to arrive. And she 
looks at me with her round, saddened 
eyes and asks, “Pinkle, when will I walk 
again?” I always reply, “Soon.”

Jennifer studies Social and Behavioral Sciences at Central Campus.
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An Open Letter to Opinionated People
Illyssa Bias

                  to the lady that told me I was lucky I got the good hair. 
                   to the man that told me my mom ruined her bloodline.
to the uncle that thought it was important to let me know that I should’ve been born with green                     
                                               eyes.
         to the girl in my third-grade class who told me that I was one of the good ones.
                  to my grandma who always warned me to stay out of the sun

                     The natural skin given by my melanin was already too dark

                   to my crush who told me he liked me because I wasn’t really black

                   My skin was the closest thing to black that he had ever seen
                                   Coffee diluted with hazelnut creamer
                                             Black without being bitter
                                                                   easy to swallow
       to the kid who sits next to me and asks if I have half of the n-word pass 
                  to the friend that asked why I would choose to be black
                                         To my little brother’s best friend
         No, I cannot change colors, even though there was a time when I wish I could 
                                    To my little brother, your skin is beautiful
                                        the color is a unique mix that cannot be replicated
   to the school administrators who had spent the school year guessing my nationality 
                     to the teacher that laughed in my face when I said I was black
                                                      Over and over and over again 
                                     To my fellow national treasures
                    The mixed kids that have to sit through the same tired jokes
                                                    over and over and over again
              until you begin to feel as cold as the Klondike bar, they shoved down your throat.
                                                                             OREO
        NO.
         No
        
        no
                 more like mulatto
          zebra cake
                  caramel
          domino
         half baked
          race traitor
             Mutt
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y’all do realize obesity is an epidemic right?

I guess you eat what you are right?
I should see it as a compliment, right?

stop shoving candy down my throat,
sugar is coats my skin and it is beginning to feel a lot like dirt.

Like sandpaper, the edges grating on my sanity

do you know what it feels like to have your own people not recognize you as one of them?
I guess that is because my skin changes with the seasons but no matter how many hours I 

spend in the sun I cannot turn my skin dark enough to make my father’s mother accept me.
no matter how many creams or layers of sunscreen I will never be able to bleach away what little 
melanin I was given and reach the perfect powder white that my mother’s mother wishes I had.

my blood is poisoning me.
I am an oppressor and oppressed

I am a slave and slave owner
I am Nazi and holocaust survivor

too bad not even camouflage can cover my family history 
learn how to live with survivor’s guilt

walking contradiction
to love the skin I am in is to know what Pangea feels like when she is ripped apart from herself

I was born into a culture that didn’t belong to me and living on a borrowed history
stuck playing an eternal game of tug o war,

That middle line is my salvation

learn how to hide in plain sight
my mom says that I look ambiguous

she offers me these words wrapped in crushed velvet soft to the eyes but scratchy on the skin.
like wool

I drink in these words like a man in the desert who prayed for rain, but has nothing to keep the
water in

I am a wolf wrapped in sheep’s clothing 
am the black sheep,

   More so
             the not black enough sheep.

I wear these words like a medal the medal of my soldier of a grandfather
my confederate soldier of a grandpa.

but it offers me false security, a hope that was loaned to me and I am racking up the interest
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To scantrons
When did “what are you” become a good starting point for a conversation?

when I am asked this, I feel like the hydra
the many parts of my ancestry rising multiplying in anger when I bite my tongue

boiling their histories into a roux called other
I feel like a cake that’s been taken out of the mold too quickly 

broken in two and crumbling
I’m trying desperately to stick the pieces back together.

 
My skin shines like gold

  but
gold is expensive and I am in debt

I have sold myself; I am a slave to the little boxes on my scantron and the overly opinionated
strangers on the street.

when asked why I don’t speak Spanish I’ve learned to find humor
   “yo tengo negro”

while my history, my ancestors are fighting
tripping over themselves as they try to spit out a poison-laced apology for my lineage not

being as easily traced
learn to laugh, it makes them comfortable

I am sorry that the only other language I’m fluent in is the defense of my existence

I am sorry for not being enough of anything to be counted as anything other than a commodity.
I am sorry I am not “ethnic” enough to be your token

But most of all I am sorry for not being brave enough to tell you any of this

knowing what it is to be biracial is to know what it is like to have one cent short of a dollar
I carried my blackness with me as overweight baggage

welcomes to crossroad airlines exits are...
error 404: not found

“Ma’am I’m sorry you’re going to have to pay extra for those”

No matter which way you flip the quesadilla, tortilla will always come up first
I will always be the bull in the china shop

Best to be rid of it then
learn to throw it away

my family is made up of every color of the rainbow and from an early age I learned to justify
why it is that we all look completely different when walking into a restaurant together
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the wonderful thing about biracial skin is that it can blossom into anything.
learn to garden

to the Walmart cashier
when I was seven my father took me into a store, he gave me a very important mission

go to the toy aisle and pick out one toy
now to any five-year-old, this is a nearly impossible feat. how could he expect me to only choose 

one? this was blasphemy when the time came to leave the store, I had come to the conclusion that I 
had to have two and by the time my father had reached me I decided just how I was going to get two 

toys. after the initial asking and denial, I promptly sat on the floor and screamed.
I screamed and screamed until my curls had stuck to my face and my lungs felt like they would 

burst. I realized in that moment what it means to be light-skinned and to have a black father. the 
store worker picked me up in a protective manner and asked for my father to leave the store. I went 
silent, the rose-colored glasses came off and I saw the truth of the world for the first time. My tears 

were for something new now.
I mourned my childhood innocence I could no longer live in ignorant bliss

   Learn to behave

Never look scared
Never cry

Never look worried
Be happy, even if you don’t feel that way

They do not see you as a part of them. other.

to the cashier… I am not other.

To the jury, 
I am on trial

My crime: my first home is the body of a white woman.
maybe I will finally show you that the color of my skin and the curl pattern of my hair is a part

of me not I a part of it.
I will show you that my existence is not a reason to believe that racism is gone, and I am here 

in spite of the hatred, not a representation that it is gone

learn that they are always watching

I am flesh and bone, and yet to your eyes I am Velcro
expected to rip myself apart for the convenience of others.

For you

learn to make sacrifices
the color of my skin is golden, the perfect mix of sun-warmed skin and Scandinavian snow. my hair 

is made of the curls of my Jewish grandmother and the thickness of my mom’s skin.
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my skin is gold
my skin shows the resilience of my family

the power that loves
and the will to survive.

I have been gifted with the Midas touch

my skin is golden.

I am awarding myself freedom
I will paint the globe gold.

to myself, I forgive you for the crimes you have committed
Crimes of homicide

Gentrification
Assimilation

Forgetting

to the overly opinionated strangers, my biracial blood does not make me a token. My skin is my skin is 
my skin is my skin is my mother’s pride my father’s love, my grandmother’s strength, mine.

...no matter what sugared words you coat it in, it belongs to me
 

To the people in my life who still won’t get it, I will continue to smile and laugh along
I will remember my lessons

but just know that in my head I’m writing a letter just for you.

Illyssa is a Dual Credit student at South Campus.
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The Color of My Skin
Nadia Paredes

 It was the summer of 2012, I was 
nine years old. Me and my family were 
getting ready to embark one-week trip 
to Cancun, Mexico. When I was a little 
kid, I would often romanticize everything 
that seemed exciting to me, and this was 
no different. I was already imagining 
myself at the beach, building sand castles, 
drinking colorful drinks, and enjoying the 
tropical scenery. In preparation, I also took 
swimming lessons in order to enjoy the 
freedom of being able to swim as far away 
from the edge of the pool as my little legs 
could take me. Because of those swimming 
lessons, I got an extreme tan, which was 
unavoidable after being in the sun for an 
hour twice a week. I just remember my 
mom always gasping when she saw me 
after every session and expressing to me 
how much darker I had gotten. When the 
trip came closer and we started to pack, I 
remember being in my room and trying on 
my outfits to see which ones I was taking 
and which ones would stay home. I tried on 
the outfit I had planned on wearing for my 
coordinating family photos. It was a blue 
skirt and white shirt with embroidery on 
it, and I remember really liking the outfit 
when I had first bought it. When I came 
out the closet that I was changing in, the 
look on my mom’s face was of disgust. She 
hated it. She said that I would never be able 
to wear white because it just did not look 
good on me, and she asked herself why she 
even let me choose this outfit out in the first 
place. My heart shattered. I was nine years 
old, in a blue skirt and white shirt that I felt 
pretty in, when my mother ripped that bit of 
confidence away from me.
 I grew up my whole life hearing 

degrading things. As a young child, I 
would always hear my mom that when I 
was born, I was as dark as coal. Yes, coal. 
She would tell me that bright colors did 
not look good on me and that I would 
look naca which basically means tacky. 
Hearing these things coming from my own 
mother was so traumatizing. On top of it 
all, I was never encouraged to express my 
feelings and thoughts due to me being the 
oldest daughter in a Hispanic household. 
I internalized all of this negativity, and it 
really started to affect me around the time 
I made it to middle school. As I started 
growing older and started dealing with the 
insecurities and hormones that come along 
with becoming a teenager, I found myself 
pondering on this insecurity of mine longer 
than I ever had before in my life. I became 
very hyper observant. I hated the fact that 
I wasn’t white-complected like my cousins, 
and I felt robbed that I did not share the 
same skin tone as my parents. I was a 
product of them, how could I have darker 
skin than them? There was even a point 
in which I questioned if I was adopted, 
but then I looked at my baby pictures, 
and pictures of my mom pregnant with 
me, and then looked at my equally brown 
brother and thought maybe I was being a bit 
dramatic.
 It was hard not being able to identify 
with my parents. I always felt left out in a 
sense. My cousins would speak about who 
they felt like they looked most like, and I 
always said that I just did not look like my 
parents because for the most part I did not. 
One experience in particular that I will 
never forget was during my seventh-grade 
year. Me and my mom were at a store in 
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Katy, Texas. I remember going all the way 
over there because my mom was looking 
for a dress for my cousin’s fifteen, and they 
only had it in stock and in her size at this 
specific location in Katy. We were at the 
cash register, getting rung up, minding 
our own business, when all of a sudden, 
a lady stops me and my mom and says, “I 
think it’s really great that you opened your 
heart up to a child that isn’t your own. Me 
and my husband were also thinking about 
adopting.” She was referring to me because 
I was brown and my mom was not. She 
thought that my mom had adopted me 
just because I was not an identical copy of 
my mother like her daughter was to her. 
Hearing those words come out of her mouth 
ignited something in me, but it also made 
my heart sink. It was one of the most bizarre 
feelings I had ever experienced. I grew up 
hearing hateful words from my mother, and 
constantly being compared to my cousins, 
to finding out that others perceived me as a 
charity case that made my mom have such 
a “big heart for opening up her home for 
a child that is not hers.” All of the feelings 
were just too much to handle. I did not 
know what to make of myself or how to feel. 
It made looking in the mirror unbearable 
some days and made me violently insecure. 
I truly felt as though I would hate this 
defining feature of myself forever.
 Overcoming this was far more 
difficult than I could ever have imagined. 
When I began high school, my insecurities 
seemed to only consume my thoughts 
sometimes rather constantly. I focused 
on my school and my grades and my 
extracurriculars. A lot of the problems I had 
been dealing with in middle school were 

put on the back burner because I wanted 
to be at the top of my class, and academics 
came first to me. This shift of attention 
from myself to my grades was somewhat 
exactly what I needed. I started to notice 
my skin color less and less. Looking back 
now, I realize the only reason why I was so 
hyper focused on it throughout my younger 
years, was due to my mom’s hateful words. 
But as I grew older and processed my 
emotions deeper and saw other women of 
color who looked like me in the media, and 
realized the beauty that comes with being 
brown, my mindset changed drastically. I 
realized that there is not one skin color that 
is more beautiful than another. I learned 
that colorism is a rampant ideology in 
the LatinX community and it’s something 
indigenous people have to go through 
constantly. I took pride in my brown skin, 
in my dark hair, and dark brown eyes. In my 
brown rosy lips, and my dark eyebrows. All 
these things define me, and I think they’re 
beautiful. I was not going to let the opinions 
of others change my perception of myself.
 As young girls, we often seek the 
validation of our mothers to feel beautiful 
and worthy. We let the sometimes-negative 
things they say affect us and our perceptions 
of beauty and of ourselves. Letting go of the 
trauma and overcoming the hurt is a big 
part of the process. These harsh experiences 
led me down this journey of loving my skin 
color the way it is and being proud of it and 
what it represents. It took me so long to feel 
comfortable in my skin and I am not afraid 
to feel beautiful in it anymore. I am me, 
and I am proud of carrying the color of my 
ancestors.

Nadia is a STEM student at North Campus.
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Calavera    
Alexa Villarrael

Alexa studies Life Sciences at North Campus.

The patterns and colors in this piece were inspired by a stock photo by Chait Goli on Pexels 
(https://www.pexels.com/photo/multicolored-skull-decor-1918290/?utm_content=attributionCopyText&utm_medium=referral&utm_source=pexels).
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Red
James E.J. Turner

Red…
Is a slice of tomato
Pushed to the side.

A delicious condiment
Slathered all over a dog

And a burger
And fries.

Or even just a dip
For four slices of cheese.

Sapphire’s cousin,
Corundum’s best shade,

Forged in a volcano’s heart,
Heart of a mushroom cloud,

The dragon’s fury unleashed on a town.

A shiny new sports car
In my head,

A rusty old pickup
In the driveway.
Our bodies’ life

And death
When spilled on the ground.

Fiery passion
Of a life’s desire.

A comic book hero,
A man of steel cape,

Or a “scarlet speedster.”

A mother’s favorite color,
Her team rarely wins.

Loving the color,
Fire of my heart.

James studies Communications at Central Campus.
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Two Opposites
Courtney Calhoun

 She feels It first behind her eyes. It is 
subtle and steady, like a still river trapped 
behind fifteen-to-twenty blinks per minute. 
Pretending It isn’t there has gotten easier 
since her discovery of Its existence, but 
she is always aware of Its presence. This is 
when she starts savoring every minute she’s 
able to move beyond the sheets of a bed. 
She laughs a little harder and tries smiling 
more, scared that she isn’t sure when she’ll 
experience joy again. The last time It came, 
It stayed for months.
 Each stay is sporadic, so she’s 
learned not to become too comfortable, 
because It grows. After settling within the 
depths of her eyes, It pinches her nostrils, 
giving the sensation one might have when 
inhaling underwater. If she had any doubt 
of what was to happen next, she surely 
didn’t anymore. For this reason, she steers 
clear of coworkers and silences her phone. 
She does not trust It to interact with her 
family and she will not give It the ammo 
to tear apart her friendships. When she is 
fully consumed by It, she will no longer be 
herself.
 It claws its way from her nose to 
the apples of her cheeks and from her 
eyes, seeping into her brain. She and It are 
so well acquainted, she is able to gauge 
how much longer she has to enjoy being 
her true self until It takes over her entire 
being. She continues to push against It, 
knowing her battle will end in misfortune. 
Regardless of how many times she begs for 
distance, she can feel It within her pores, 

overtaking her existence.
 She watches what It does to her 
body, for she is now an insider looking out. 
Her conscience can only stay idle behind as 
It spews lies. “I can’t, I’m sick.” It promises 
to obtain a doctor’s note armed with the 
knowledge that she will not be able to 
afford such a thing.
 For the smallest of moments, she is 
able to lift her phone in an attempt to call 
for help; however, It has found its way to 
her limbs and denies her this right.
 After nearly swallowing her whole, 
It takes what little energy supply she 
has hidden within herself, leaving her 
exhausted at the most mundane of tasks. It 
yearns for the feel of a pillowcase against 
her ear and It craves isolation. It proves her 
to be ignorant, believing this visit would be 
different from the last, as she has officially 
lost herself in Its clutches around her mind.
 For weeks she stays confined to her 
mattress, exerting minimal energy to get 
up and urinate once every six hours. It 
doesn’t allow her to bathe nor does It open 
her mouth, permitting nourishment. It 
forces her to sleep through her days. It uses 
her eyes to observe the text messages piling 
onto one another. All of them contain 
similar curiosity: “Are you okay?” It uses 
her hands to flip the phone screen over, 
refusing her loved ones an answer because 
she doesn’t have the spirit to come up with 
a satisfying lie. It reaches into the deep 
end of her memory and starts to long for 
the sting of a utility knife against the most 
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tender parts of her body. Her voice can 
only be heard in the corners of her brain, 
telling It to take her to see a doctor, talking 
It down from the ledge, and begging It 
to make a trip to the medicine cabinet. 
Though her requests are met with rejection, 
something profound happens: she weeps.
 No longer a still river, her tears 
turn to waterfalls. The burning within her 
nose has come to a halt as mucus slides 
along her upper lip. It lets go of Its grip on 
her chest and she breathes heavily, doing 
whatever she can to catch the slightest dose 
of oxygen. She can’t breathe, but this means 
Its reign over her body is nearly over. This 
is the end of Its first act.
 She has awakened a brand-new 
person. Its presence is no longer a heavy 
one, but nonetheless, It’s still there. It 
doesn’t matter to her though because, 
having a false sense of invincibility, she 
feels like she’s defeated It with her own two 
hands.
 Her emotions flip like a switch and 
she no longer cares what her family and 
friends have to say about her particular 
mood. As It thirsts for human interaction, 
It removes the silence setting from her 
phone. This is when It begins the second 
half of Its mission to ruin her.
 Everything starts to feel as if it is 
going too fast and she can’t keep pace. 
Whatever It is doing to her body, her mind 
reacts too late. Messages are sent to those 
she hasn’t spoken to in years, querying a 
touch It knows she has no business seeking. 
She is kept under the illusion of satisfaction 
when replies reciprocate the attention It 

sought after. It scrolls through social media 
and picks arguments and is kept fed by the 
thrill.
 She need not leave the house for 
It to make Its way into her wallet when 
transactions can be made through an 
app. Clothing. Makeup. Jewelry. The finer 
things. Every bit of savings she had built 
up since Its last visit is depleted from this 
one. She knows that whatever is purchased 
will inevitably be a waste, but It doesn’t 
mind because that problem will lie with her 
once their meeting is adjourned. Though 
she knows she will soon regret the choices 
made, she does not think about it because 
the waves of euphoria keep her at bay.
 The entire time It has stolen her life 
while she was chained by ivory sheets, It 
was saving up and waiting until now to 
cash in the energy that has not been used. 
Her heart starts racing and she knows this 
is the end.
 She blacks out.
 Though she wakes in an unfamiliar 
place and unable to piece together what’s 
happened, she knows It is gone. Her mind 
finally feels as if there’s clarity. She walks 
outside to fresh air that she hasn’t been 
able to enjoy in weeks. It leaves her with 
scarring that will likely never be repaired, 
though instead of physical deformation, 
she’s left with more empathy than she 
knows what to do with. Her emotions are 
more easily triggered than last time. Its 
consumption is over and she’s finally free. 
At least until she feels her eyes water again.

Courtney studies English at Central Campus.
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Untitled   
Ailenne Victoria

Ailenne studies Health Sciences at South Campus.
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Bourbon Lights
Alaizja Hunter-Motte

June 27, 2009.
The first time I tasted death.

I walk along the sidewalk in Louisiana.
It’s hot outside, and my little feet are bare. 
Yet the scorching ground doesn’t bother me. 
For it to be this hot, all I feel is coldness.
The atmosphere is changing drastically. 
Something doesn’t feel right.

I feel a crunch beneath my feet, 
Shards of glass are everywhere.
My breath hitches as I notice drops of scarlet tinted liquid.
I know I should turn away,
To run as far away as possible.
But my feet betray me as if pulling me,
Drawing me further into the depths of the unknown.

I continue to walk,
Following the tracings of scarlet that I’m pretty sure is blood. 
The thought of whose blood causes my heart to beat rapidly.
The further I walk, the more debris—bullet casings are now present.

Before I can comprehend the situation, I feel wind brushing past my face,
Through my hair,
As I take off running to the familiar body lying there.

Tears flood my eyes as I approach the scene before me.
I fall down to my knees, grabbing the body of the man who taught me how to ride my first bike. 
The man to whom I was his little princess.

I place my palms against his cheek, 
His body cold and deprived of color.
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“Father!” I scream, begging him to say something.
Anything.
But I get no response.
I know he’s far gone, but still, I hope.
I pray my voice is heard and that he’ll miraculously come back to me. 
“Daddy Please!”, I continue to yell.
You can’t leave me this soon. 
Again, no response.
My hands and my clothes are soaked in blood.
I don’t care, I continue to hold him tightly to my chest.
I sit there on the concrete pavement of Bourbon Lights Ln. 
Afraid to leave,
Fear that if I turn my back, you will be lost to me forever.
 
The memory of losing you haunts me every day. 
I’m afraid to close my eyes.
With every blink, I see flashes of your face. 
Everything seems to remind me of you.
The items in the house burn beneath my touch, triggering beautiful, yet painful 
Memories.
Such as your favorite spatula that flipped the best burgers in town. 
Which became the staple item for family cookouts.
Even the neighbors had to grab a plate, drawn by the delicious spices filling the air. 
Or my favorite ice cream shop you and Mom took me to every weekend.
The heart shaped locket with “Babygirl” engraved into its silver-plated walls.
Seeing children at school with their fathers creates a sadness that tugs every beat of my heart.

It’s just mother and I now. 
They say time heals the pain…

I guess we’ll see.

Alaizja studies Health Sciences at North Campus.
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The Sick
Seth Carmouche

1
There will always be that kind of man, the man who talks much some days and little on others. 
And when he talks much, he is taken to be speaking light-heartedly, of nothing, of easy and 
humorous things, but truly he speaks of death and the darkness of Mind, of the suffering and 
sorriness inherent in living—and maybe he does find it humorous. And when he talks little, he 
is taken to be speaking morbidly, of pain and the sorrows of life, of horrible good and wonderful 
evil, but truly he speaks lightheartedly, of nothing, with a smile on his Mind—and, I think, the 
smile brings him no comfort.

Those who think they know him are prejudiced. Those who know they don’t understand are 
sorrowful, in pity. But most see his cheerful talk and charming smile and are oblivious.

2
I know I should die soon, soon, Sometime Soon. Why must I suffer if I should die? Should I not 
live how I really am, in being, in my own subjectivity, my experience, my death? I am my own 
individual! For what person—stranger, those I love, those I hate, those I fear, those I respect, 
any—can stop my death, can save me from it? No one. My death is my own. And so must my life 
be also.

Now then, I must experience. What can I do but experience? A blade of grass knows not the 
seasons! Let me know the seasons!

3
Sometimes, I think, I forget to be. The White Noise, perhaps, or the Elation, or the Sorrow, or 
the Dread, or the Sickness; they take over, they creep around the edges of my vision until there is 
nothing besides them.

Remember you are an individual. To live as society, as a collective, is to live in contradiction. 
It will kill you. But if you dare to experience, if you dare to be an individual, then you must 
experience the dark as well, or you see only the tree and not its roots. I must experience the dark 
as well.

I simply must live in the abyss—for a while—until I may truly call it “my abyss.” It is part of me, 
but I have neglected it. I cannot sit idly by. To live wholly, I must make it mine!

4
The rain visits only ever so often, but we hide when he comes.

Seth is a Dual Credit student at Central Campus.
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The Life of an American Student
Catherine Faith Birkelbach

From the age of four,
we are taught to stay away from the door.
Before you leave, tell your mommy you love her
because today, at school, you might be murdered.
Hunker down.
Don’t make a sound.
Pray to whoever you believe in,
because we might not be leaving.
Hold your friends tight
and put up a fight.
Play dead.
Blood will be shed.
Hide under dead friends 
until the rain of bullets ends. 
Don’t cry,
your death is all that will buy.
Turn off the light.
Make the shooter think we took flight.
Who does that fool?
That has been the rule 
since the shooter went to this school.
This trick is as dead as us.

Catherine is a Dual Credit student at South Campus.
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Beware the Faerie Fruit
Camille Kendall Morrow

Beware the Faerie Fruit, my child
It is not for us.
It is but an illusion,
           And crumbles soon to dust.
 
You have never seen a Faerie Fruit
                      So warn you now I must.

It is a deception of the Fae
Whom you should never trust.

It is red of skin and flesh,
A glow shines from within.
And as you reach to pluck it,
Your head begins to spin.
And when you take a bite,
You forget where you have been. 
You are whisked away to Faerieland,
                          Juice still on your chin.

When you reach the Unseelie Court 
You at once begin to dance.
You cannot refuse the Court
It will not give you the chance.
The Fae will whirl you round the floor,
And leave you in a trance.
You will never notice
How they look at you askance.

Soon you see you cannot stop
You will receive no rest.
You are putting on a show
For the courtiers and guests.
And as the night wears on and on 
You cannot catch your breath.
And you realize they could save you 
But they would rather see your death.

I do not wish to scare you,
But be careful whom you trust.
I will not always be here
To keep you from the dusk.
One day I will leave you;
So warn you now I must.
Beware the Faerie Fruit, my child
It is not for us.

Camille studies Fine Arts at South Campus.
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Yellow
Alexandria Theis

I am yellow.
I am the sun that beats down on your skin
On a hot summer day.
I am the sunflowers that the bees
Pull their nectar from;
That little girls love 
So much to pick.
I am yellow.
I am the rubber duckie that becomes
Our children’s best friend during bath time.
I am lemons that we use
To garnish our favorite foods; 
That we use for the occasional
Sprinkle on our hair to give
Us our summer highlights. 
I am yellow.

Alexandria is a Real Estate student at South Campus.
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SanJac-chan    
Priscylla Attler

Priscylla studies Physical Science at Central Campus.
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excerpt from 
The Last Electron: Pilot Episode

James E.J. Turner

The scene opens on a barren wasteland: the sky is red, and the ground is covered in ash, sand, and 
dust. Dead bodies are everywhere, and both futuristic, modern, and old-fashioned weapons are 
near everything. Two men stand 30 feet away from each other, both of them hold a saber in their 
right hand. One has a serious look on his face, and the other has a menacing smile. They glare at 
each other and tighten the grip on their swords, the tension builds as they stare each other down. 
They run toward each other at top speed, swords raised. They slash at each other several times 
blocking each other’s attacks with their swords; right when he gains an opportunity the second man 
knocks the sword out of the first man’s hands, and it lands a few yards behind him. Before he can do 
anything, the other guy stabs him through the stomach all the way up to the hilt, with so much force 
that he knocks him against a rock a few yards back, while smiling bigger than before and laughing 
maniacally.

Laughing man: “Any last words?”

The man with a sword through him notices his sword next to him and grabs it. He quickly grabs the 
other man’s shoulder and pulls him down, stabbing him in the same place and pulling his head next 
to his own.

Dying man: “Burn in hell.”

The first man throws the other off him to his left. 

Dying man: “Be safe and live, my son.”

The first man dies.

A heavenly light shines down from the sky, and a hooded figure in a robe lands on the ground and 
looks around.

Hooded figure: “Oh no... I’m... too late.”

The hooded figure bends his head down sadly.

Hooded figure: “No, no, NOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO!

Lord God please forgive me. I failed you.”
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The hooded figure stretches out his arm and opens up his hand, forming a hole that goes straight to 
the center of the planet. Then a ball of energy forms in his hand, he raises his arm to throw the ball 
in...but then he hears a strange sound coming from somewhere. The ball of energy dissolves, the 
hooded figure closes his hand, and the hole seals itself up. The hooded figure looks in the direction 
of the noise and flies off towards it. Then he finds the place that the noise is coming from: the castle. 
He enters the castle, and, in the throne room, finds the source of the noise, a crying baby.

The hooded figure picks up the baby and it stops crying.
 
Hooded figure: “You’re alive, you’re the last of your kind, the last hope, The Last Electron.”

Cut to a neighborhood outside of Satellite City at nighttime. The hooded figure appears across the 
street from a two-story house, with a bundle held by his right arm, he stretches out his left arm, 
and all the streetlights go out. The hooded figure goes up to the two-story house and lays down the 
bundle on the doorstep.

Hooded figure: “You have been chosen to watch over him. I will be watching over you as well, and 
when the time is right, I will return.”

The hooded figure knocks on the door, disappears, and all the streetlights come back on. A brunette 
woman with amber eyes opens the door to see who it is and sees a baby on the doorstep and picks 
him up.

Male voice in the distance: “Jane, who’s there?”

Jane takes the baby in, closes the door, and walks back into the living room where a man with black 
hair and green eyes is sitting on the couch.

Jane: “Joe look at this.”

Joe: “Hey where did he come from?”

Jane: “I don’t know I just saw him out there on the doorstep.” 

Joe: “Well we should try to find his parents, right?”

Jane: “Wait why don’t we just take him in?”

Joe: “What? Jane, we can’t do that. We don’t know anything about him.”

Jane: “I don’t need to know anything about him, I just know he needs us. Look how he’s reaching out 
to you.”
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Joe: “Well, he is kinda cute ow!

Joe reaches toward the baby and the baby grabs his finger making a cracking sound. 
Joe: “Err... he’s a strong little guy too. Okay I guess we can keep him.”

Jane: “Great let’s call him Jim, no, how about James, oh I know why don’t we call him...” 
 
Cut to fourteen years later (give or take).

Female voice, yelling: “JACK, HEY JACK, WAIT UP.”

Jack (who is now almost fourteen) looks behind him and sees a girl with golden, yellow-blond hair 
and sapphire blue eyes trying to catch up with him, so he slows down.

Jack: “Oh hey, Crystal.”
 
Crystal: “Hey whatch’a doing?” 

Jack: “I’m going down to the lake.”

Crystal: “Oh okay, I’m coming with you.” 

Jack: “No, I’m going alone.”

Crystal: “No, I’m coming with you.” 

Jack: “No, I’m going alone.” 

Crystal: “No, I’m coming with you.” 

Jack: “I’m going alone.” 

Crystal: “You’re being followed.” 

Jack: “Okay.”

Cut to Jack and Crystal sitting on a bench, looking out over the lake.

Crystal: “Hey Jack, are you okay?”

Jack: “Huh? Oh yeah, I’m fine.” 

Crystal: “What’s wrong?”
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Jack: “How do you do that?”

Crystal: “Jack, it’s me, the girl who’s been your best friend since we were three. Whatever it is, you 
can tell me. You can tell me anything.”

Crystal looks at Jack sympathetically.

Jack: “I’m worried. We’re about to start high school and... what if we get split up, what if we’re in 
different classes the whole year or even longer. What if... what if we aren’t best friends anymore?”

Crystal: “Jack you know what your problem is? You worry too much.” 

Jack: “And your problem is you don’t worry at all.”

Crystal: “That’s because I don’t have anything to worry about. Listen Jack if we were meant to be 
apart from each other we would have been already. All our life we’ve been no more than a stone’s 
throw away from each other; we are meant to be near each other. Remember that trip one summer?”

Jack: “How could I forget?”

Crystal: “Even then we were no more than a stone’s throw away from each other. Also remember 
that time during our last year of grade school when I was having trouble, and the teacher told me if 
I didn’t get my grades up, I would have to stay back another year? When I told you, you offered to 
tutor me, and almost as soon as we started it was like I got struck by a lightning bolt of knowledge. 
Thanks to you my grades skyrocketed then.” 

Jack: “Crystal, you already had the ability to do that.”

Crystal: “But you helped me realize it.”

Jack: “Okay point taken.”

Crystal: “In two weeks you’ll be fourteen, in six weeks I will be, too, and in three weeks we start high 
school. And I’ll bet anything that one way or another we will be thrown together again. Don’t worry, 
there is no way we are going to get split up ever.”

Jack: “You know what, you’re right! I shouldn’t be so worried. We’ll be fine.” 

Jack and Crystal hug for five seconds.

Jack: “Thanks Crystal, you always know just what to say.” 

Jack and Crystal release each other.
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Crystal: “Well whenever you’re happy, I’m happy.”

Jack: “Well an easy way to make me happy is to show me your face.”

Crystal blushes and pulls her hair in front of her face to hide it while smiling shyly. 

Jack realizes what he said and quickly tries to change the subject. 

Jack: “Well it’s getting late we should head back.”

Crystal: “Yeah, let’s go.”

Cut to the next day and we see Jack walking along the sidewalk back home, when a raindrop falls 
and hits Jack on the neck. He notices and starts walking faster, then a few more drops come down, 
and he starts walking even faster. Then it starts raining harder and harder, and he starts running 
faster and faster, until he’s sprinting at top speed and it’s really coming down.

Jack (thinking): “Man I gotta get home fast before I get...”

All of a sudden, a bolt of lightning comes out of nowhere, splits four power lines, and all four power 
lines and the lightning bolt hit Jack in the back, electrocuting him with over 1,000 volts of electricity!

Jack: “AHHHHHHHHHHHHHH! OW WHAT THE HELL, wait a minute.”

Jack looks at himself and notices he’s completely fine.

Jack: “That didn’t hurt, I’m okay... weirdly, I’m okay? Whatever, I need to get home fast.”

Jack sprints home as fast as he can, runs in the door and upstairs before his parents can even notice 
him. He hangs up his clothes to let them dry, dries himself off, and changes into his pajamas. He 
then sits on his bed with his chin in his hand.
 
Jack: “Man I got struck by lightning! I should be dead, but I’m not even hurt. How is that?

This piece was cut for length in the print edition. To read the complete work, please find the digital 
version at sanjac.edu/accents

Jack: “Awesome, thanks, I love you guys!”

Jack gets up and hugs his father and mother at the same time and then sits back down. 

Jane: “We love you too, Jack.”
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Joe: “It’s not like we have a choice. You’re a great kid, and everybody seems to love you.”

Jack grabs the envelope, which apparently it turns out is from his grandparents, opens it, takes out 
the card, and reads it.

On the card outside:
To a smart, clever, and funny grandson . . .

This piece was cut for length in the print edition. To read the complete work, please find the digital 
version at sanjac.edu/accents

Jack opens the card, and two $50 bills fall out. He caught them before they fell on the floor and kept 
on reading.

On the card inside:

From two grandparents who wish they could be closer to you right now. HAPPY BIRTHDAY!! Love, 
Grandma and Grandpa. P.S. Your present is in the bottom of the envelope.

Jack looks in the bottom of the envelope and pulls out a small 10 function pocketknife. 

Jack: “Ha cool.”

Jane raises an eyebrow at Joe.

Joe: “I knew nothing about it I swear.”

Crystal: “Well I should get back home, g’night Jack.” 

Jack: “Night Crystal, see you in the morning.”

Cut to that night and we see Jack getting ready for bed.

James studies Communications at Central Campus.
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GiGi’s Beach     
Brooke E. Robbins

Brooke is a General Education student at South Campus.
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Elizabeth’s House
Elizabeth Gilfillan

Old books, pine, morning dew and yunan petals 
These are the smells of Elizabeth’s house 
Purring felines and whistling tea kettles
A noise of eviction for any young mouse 
Gender fluid flag hung next to a Celtic cross 
These are the sights of Elizabeth’s house 
Batter like hair dye, manga lying on tree moss 
An aesthetic dream: simple yet crouse

Elizabeth studies Communications at Central Campus.
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Sage in Bloom
Abby Sparks

The vines and leaves that rustle through the wind, 
its smell lingers with scents of kiwi and grass.

Feelings of creativity flowing through my veins, 
Green is the world and all its beings.

It is the crisp air that enters my lungs, and the breeze on warm skin.
The soft leaves that caress the sidewalk with their edges. 

It brings memories of childhood, and the smell of crayons.
Green is a toasty hug from our inner child.

It is versatile, conveying emotion through each shade.
A big forest full of evergreens and little animals, 
it is feeling free, like that moment before I float.

Green is the sky, green is home.

Abby studies Social and Behavioral Sciences at Central Campus.
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Stained Emotions      
Jorge Alejandro

Jorge studies Engineering at North Campus.
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A Boy in New York
Shelby Little

 When looking at something or looking 
into a situation we really don’t see everything. 
We see what we want to see. Beautiful or 
not. Some things we see are not appealing 
to the eye, but it can have the most beautiful 
meaning. Other times we see beauty and its 
nothing but bad for you. Looks are a deceiving 
thing. They can make you form an opinion 
that is not even your own. Rather what the 
person wants you to see.
 New York… New York is a wonderful 
city. New York has many wonderful things 
about it. New York really changes your life 
when you meet it. New York will take your 
heart with all the wonders that await you. 
Looking around at things remind me of it. 
Certain smells take me back. New York was 
kind to me. New York has beautiful things 
to look at. New York always has blue skies. 
New York has the kind of views that take 
your breath away. The empire state building is 
where it all began. I walked at least ten blocks 
and got lost on the way to get to you. As I 
walked through the many crowds of people on 
a little sidewalk I thought to myself this is it 
after I get there, there is no going back I either 
fall in love with New York or I hate it.
 I get there and the moment took me 
in with a kind smile and a gentle hug. I went 
to the top floor looked at the view of New 
York, the bridges smiled from town to town, 
the skies shined, and the sun glistened, and 
I knew in that very moment New York made 
me fall in love with it. And there was no 
going back.

 New York will take you to beautiful 
places. New York will take you on a walk in 
Central Park and hold your hand the whole 
way. New York will sit with you on a rock 
looking out to the view of the city and keep 
you company.
 But New York isn’t all that you saw 
before when you get home. New York sure 
changed from the last time you remember it. 
Now New York’s skies were not always blue 
but rather stormy. The bridges that smiled 
from town to town looked as if it was a frown. 
The view got less exciting, and the walks in the 
park became shorter. But you also realize New 
York doesn’t care what you do or how you feel 
anymore. New York cares for itself and the 
people in it. New York doesn’t care about you 
when you leave. But you also have to realize 
that New York is just a city. You can love the 
city, but the city will never love you. You can 
miss New York but New York will not miss 
you. But you also realize no matter what the 
skies look like, New York took your heart. You 
love New York but New York will never love 
you. You love it because it made an experience 
that has an expiration. It was only good until it 
started to rot.

 New York grew new habits now. New 
York liked different things now. I didn’t know 
New York, and New York did not know me.

Shelby studies Life Sciences at South Campus.
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Evergreen
Abby Sparks

Thoughts entangled between feeling and fiction, 
my mind never fully stops to soak in the reality,

yet I create a whimsical dance through my size 8 feet and curiosity.
Strawberry blonde hair trails across my spine, my rough fingers graze the evergreen grass 

and I wonder, “Is this all there is for me?”

A girl born with ambition
turned into a woman who romanticizes her life slightly too much.

Taking her overweight cat on every journey she encounters,
she remembers the things that make life livable.

Intrusive thoughts are not always bad when they remind you of the good too.
Born to hate my ideas that felt trapped in my mind like a convict,

living now to listen to them and give them the delicate attention they deserve.
Dandelions kiss the warm air, waves of wind flow through my skin.

I embrace the stories that frolic through my mind.

Abby studies Social and Behavioral Sciences at Central Campus.
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Who Am I?
Nikk Griggs

I’m 15
I was born and raised in Friendswood, Texas

and I am a girl
but what does that mean?

Does it mean I’m... 
kind

beautiful 
smart 
artistic 
quiet 

special?
But those things don’t define me 

Am I a boy?
Am I...

impulsive 
responsible 

tough 
hurtful?

No, I’m not. 
“Micayla”

It’s the name given to me when I was born
It’s the name I answered to in church and when I was in trouble.

I’m a new person now. 
“Nikk”

It’s the name I gave myself when I realized who I was.
It’s the name I answer to when people are happy to see me 

when there’s good news to be shared.
I’m 15

I was born and raised in Friendswood, Texas 
I’m adventurous

I know more facts about ants than a normal person should 
I make one too many references to The Office

I think apple sauce on pizza is gross no matter what 
I am Nikk

and, I am who I am.

Nikk is a Dual Credit student at South Campus.
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Drawing 1 Landscape      
Brandon Cardenas

Brandon studies Art and Design at Central Campus.



For information about the magazine, including a digital version and 
information about how to submit work for future issues, visit

sanjac.edu/accents. 





The San Jacinto College District is committed to equal opportunity for all students, employees, and 
applicants without regard to race, creed, color, national origin, citizenship status, age, disability, pregnancy, 

religion, gender, sexual orientation, gender expression or identity, genetic information, marital status, or 
veteran status in accordance with applicable federal and state laws. The following College official has been 

designated to handle inquiries regarding the College’s non-discrimination policies: Vice Chancellor of 
Human Resources, 4624 Fairmont Pkwy., Pasadena, TX 77504; 281-991-2659; Sandra.Ramirez@sjcd.edu.



A. Johnston 
Abby Sparks 
AC DeBlanc 
Adrian Garcia 
Ailenne Victoria
Alaizja Hunter-Motte 
Alexa Villarrael 
Alexandria Theis 
Andrew Hernandez 
Apelila Stine
Austin Nelson 
Axel Gomez
Benjamin Sanderson 

Illyssa Bias 
James E.J. Turner 
Jennifer Gibson
Jorge Alejandro
Kaitlyn Carroll 
Kaylee Duke 
Lauren Hill 
Mary Fields 
Nadia Paredes 
Naomi Tapia
Natalie Massingill 
Nicolas DeLeon 
Nikk Griggs 

Brandon Cardenas 
Briana Andrade 
Brooke E. Robbins
Camille Kendall Morrow 
Casey Batten
Catherine Faith Birkelbach
Celina Mata
Courtney Calhoun
Drucilla Rovito
Elizabeth Gilfillan
Eveyln Chacon
Gloria Pudicae
Hailey Le

Noemi Gonzalez 
Olga Perez Ioza 
Omar Kaseb
Perla Estrella Fabela 
Priscylla Attler 
Rebekkah Aguilar 
Sadokat Khakimova 
Seth Carmouche 
Shayla Fernandez 
Shelby Little
Thu Tang White 
Tristen Kelley 
Tylea Martin


