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Paintings 
by Cameron Dominguez 

The day we met was like any other. 
I said goodbye to sis and little brother. 
Went to work and did the job as I should. 
There, walked in a pretty girl, in a jacket with a hood. 

We talked for minutes that felt too short, 
and I remember feeling out of sort, 
when she had to go on her way. 
Suppose because I had so much more to say. 

But by good luck, our paths would cross again. 
This time we didn't hesitate to let romance begin. 
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She would paint perplexing pictures, and I'd ponder what they'd mean. 
A perfect human, a perverse angel or somewhere in between. 

But, all good things must end. 
Certain rules of romance, she began to bend. 
We parted ways when her belly began to bloom. 
And so the romance wilted, at least for me too soon. 

She became his blessing, making one of their own. 
And so she cursed these paintings, hanging in my home. 

Winter in the Belly of a Snake by Johnny Valdez 
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America, Free Me! 

by Ashton (Kuda) Aja 

Let me live! 
Let me love who I love! 
Let me be who I will be! 
Let me choose what I choose! 
Let me feel what I feel! 
Let me be free of judgement! 
Let me be free of hurt! 
Let me be! 

One day, I will not feel as a burden. 
I am a Blessing! 
One day I will not feel as a failure. 
I am a Success Story! 
One day, I will not feel as a mistake. 
I am a Beautiful Lesson! 
One day, I will live my life for me. 
Kindly Let Me Be! 

Obama by Shina James 
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I Know What's Out There 

by Andrea Marin Contreras 
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I wake up every morning with hope. I thank the Lord for another day on this 

planet, and I ask him for strength because I know what's out there. 

I comb my hair and dress well. I eat healthy and prepare for the day. I make 

sure everything is in place because I know what's out there. 

I go to school and educate myself. I watch the news, and I see all this hate. 

"Why do they hate us so much? It's just a color," I think while I listen to these 

people yelling for change. Yet, I treat everyone with respect because I know that 

the world is filling with hate. 

I go home, help around the house, and do my work. I read all these changes 

that these people want to do, and I ask myself, "Don't they have a heart? Doesn't 

the government feel sorry for all the families they are pulling apart?" I cry out 

loud because I know what's out there: hate. 

I go to sleep with fear. I pray. I ask God to take care of my family. I ask him, 

"Please, don't let my brown skin and my family's history be the reasons why they 

separate us. We've never harmed anybody. We are civilized. We respect the rules 

and follow the law. We help others. We work hard." I go to sleep crying because 

I know what's out there. 

Every day I wake up with hope for a change. I hope one day people can get rid 

of their prejudices and see beyond the color of our skin, beyond our religions, 

beyond our preferences because we are human beings. We have feelings. 

We breathe. They dehumanize us in public. They call us animals and criminals. 

People with cold hearts make us less and pull society apart. 

Every day I see people fighting. I see people trying to reason with them, but 

the leaders don't care. They don't care ifwe die or ifwe suffer. God, the 

government even feels good when we suffer. How is it possible that one person 

can change the lives of millions? How is it possible that one person is the catalyst 

of all this hate? Why do we the people even let him destroy this country? 

Every day I wake up with hope and fear. 

Every day I ask God for strength. 

Every day I feel trapped in the land of the free. 
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Kids Will Be Kids 

by John Trupp 

Kids will be kids, they break most things, 
toys and clothes, even their dress up fairy wings. 
They laugh, they play, they smile and cry. 
They keep our hearts with them, no matter how hard they try. 
One day they will grow up and be on their way 
to raise their own families and watch their own kids play. 

Lines and Dots by Benjamin Lopez 
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Memories 

by Aaron Vega 

I remember how we met. 
It sure wasn't expected, but it had an effect. 

I remember that smile. 
I could recognize it from a mile. 

It was stuck in my head in a permanent file. 

I remember your laugh that made my day. 

I remember time becoming timeless when we were together. 
Two years didn't seem like two years. 
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I remember being face to face, and you said my nose was cold. 

But all I remember is us being warm. 

I remember winter being your favorite season and how much you liked it. 

I remember staying up with you when you couldn't sleep, 

I remember getting your favorite food, 

I remember writing a letter on your birthday, 

I remember you telling me you were the happiest you had ever been. 

I remember your words, your words were like oxygen, 
I remember you helping me, 

I remember you teaching me how to become a better person, 
I remember you making me happy like no one else. 

I remember being with you and not missing you. 

I remember not having to think of these memories. 

I remember you, and I miss you. 
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deja vu 
by Isabella Ramirez 

the silence of the night is cold 
the necessity of you takes hold 
but still i push away the thought of you 
because i know it's the right thing to do 

if you wanted to talk to me you would 
that's something i should've understood 
this blatant silence makes me feel alone 
but still i'm scared my feelings have grown 

please don't leave and just stay 
if you want i'll ignore you all day 
my pestering may be a problem 
but still for you i'll figure out a way to solve them 

didn't i tell you people always decide to leave me 
i didn't know you'd also deceive me 
but still here i am calling out your name 
looking as if i've gone insane 

but still dancing in my eternal dream 
there is you and me 
you'll pull away and i'll come near 
my thoughts fuzzy and unclear 

you never loved me is what i now know to be true 
it's as plain as being cut through 
i relive what you said like deja vu 
but still i can't help but love you 
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Is it Love 

by Talha Khan 

It's not love 

that fills my stomach at the sight of you. 

It's the feeling of regret, 

regret of losing you. 

It's not hate 

that stabs my heart at your presence. 

It's jealousy, 

this uncertain feeling. 

Have I ever felt it before? Will it ever go away? 

Or, will I always be left feeling dark and gloomy? 

Is it love or is it the feeling of not being loved back anymore? 

At some point, I lost track of them both. 

Forgotten Night by Jose Duenaz 
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Guantanamo 

by Daniel Burtle 

8 

Faint humming from the fluorescent lights overhead woke him in his tomb. Rolling 
over on his cement slab, the time of day was completely lost to him. His tired eyes shifted 
around his cell as he rolled onto the floor. No windows, no blankets, the only source for 
human interaction was the slit in the door where guards would torment him again and again 
and again. If only he knew how long he'd been there. Days, weeks, months, years had 
passed. The majority of his time was spent in this grave-like enclosure. 

It wasn't always like this. What started as a terrifying ordeal had escalated into what can 
only be described as hell on earth. He remembered his first day in this institution. Through 
the bag over his head, he could feel the immense heat pouring down onto him. Over the 
ringing in his ears from being struck in the head multiple times, he could hear cries from 
both the inmates and the officers. He'll never forget the shriek from another captive as he tried 
to break free, only to be caught and beaten into submission. The drumming of steel against 
human flesh etched itself into his brain, burning away his will to fight. 

After what felt like weeks in "gen pop," starving, sleep-deprived, and losing hope, he tried 
his best to convince anyone he could. First, he tried being kind, whispering to every guard 
that passed, "Please, you have to understand .. .I'm innocent I swear." 

And yet no one seemed to care. So he tried again, but this time with anger, shouting, 
"Can't you fucking hear me! I'm an American! I have rights you low-life pieces of shit!" 

This only brought anger in return. His cell door opened abruptly and in poured several 
guards armed with their batons. He tried to shield himself from their attacks with his thin arms, 
but all it did was leave him with the sharp pain of a broken ulna, a few cracked ribs, and being 
pummeled into catalepsy by their final blows. 

When he woke up, he bit back a cry of pain from his new injuries pressing against the warm 
cement bed. He was still in his old cell, bare except a toilet, sink and a thin slit of a window. 
He spent the next few days recuperating, keeping quiet whenever the guards brought him food 
and water, avoiding trouble and biding his time. He used his healing process as an excuse to 
eat more and build up his energy. 

More days passed, slowly at first, but as his strength returned, so did his courage. He had 
to find some way to fight back, to make himself heard, to escape this abyss. General population 
was his best case scenario, being able to talk with the others. He started off quietly, introducing 
himself to a few of the people in the cells surrounding him, trying to make a connection with 
them. What followed were a few reassuring grunts. He had been heard. The next day in the 
yard he was approached by inmates from the adjacent cells, heard all of their stories, most of 
which sounded exactly like his. It was then that he realized what was necessary if they were 
going to get out alive. He told the others his plans, gathering concerned looks from everyone. 
He continued to plot, knowing this would be their best shot of breaking free. 
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It was a gloomy week that followed. The air had begun to thicken with moisture and 
resentment as summer reached its peak. The guards could feel a tension rising as they 
noticed a few inmates gathering next to a fence in a craze of shouting. Immediately, there 
was movement from the towers, radio chatter echoed through the air, and a rush of inmates 
flocked to the fighting. Fists flew, inciting a massive brawl. Guards hurried from inside the 
building out into the yard to break up the fight. Against the opposite fence, he started to make 
his stand. As another door opened, releasing more guards on them, he cried out in fury as he 
and his cellmates began their attack on their side, effectively splitting up the guards and 
neutralizing the guard towers from shooting them all. They had their chance. As the fights 
continued in the yard, he propped open the door where the guards had entered, allowing his new 
friends to follow him inside, and ran as fast as he could down the hallway. 

A smile broke across his face as he saw the lights flicker into their red, "lock-down" 
strobe light, and he pushed himself faster and faster until he came up to the admin door. Tears 
streamed from his face, and he ripped at the door's handle. Locked. The smile was tom from 
his face just as quickly as it had come. From behind him, he could hear the guards closing in 
on him as he frantically scratched and pried, their shouts filling the air. 

"Get the fuck on the ground! Show me your hands and get the fuck down!" 

Each word brought them closer, until finally he dropped his hands, turned around, keeping 
his chin up, tears streaming, and accepted his failure. He heard the loud snap of a baton extending 
out. CRACK! The world went black. 

The events of that day put many of the inmates into solitary confinement. A couple more 
gone forever, and no one would ever know what happened. Just the thought plagued the man as 
he woke in his new cell, his new room of horrors. 

Every day he survived, he fell deeper and deeper 
under the rug, getting closer to the grave. The only 
reassurance he had was the painful glowing of the lights 
overhead, humming, reminding him that he was not yet 
dead. His hope was fading fast. 

"Maybe today we'll get out of here," he said the 
words but felt not even a sliver of truth behind them. 

Red Coral and Skull by Juan Rivera 
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Pink 

by Rebeka Velasquez 

JO 

Natures Innocence by Jasmine Hunt 
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I Went Home 

by Andrea Marin Contreras 

I lost myself three years ago. Among different faces and tastes, I just wanted to 
go home. But there was still hope that he'd change, open his eyes, and realize that I 
was still there. It didn't matter. He still put his soul in the wrong place, again and again. 
I saw how he lost himself with every drink, again and again. I saw how he destroyed 
my spark one more time, again and again. I went home that day crying for what I 
had lost. 

I lost myself three years ago trying to help a friend. But that friend never meant 
well. He was selfish and greedy. He was just trying to collect one more. I was full of 
kindness and love to even see the fangs hidden in that smile. My father once told me, 
"You know better." Yes, I knew better. I should have known better. But when you are 
desperate for something ... when you are trying to have what everyone talks about. .. you 
just give it all. I went home that day crying for what I had lost. 

I lost myself three years ago. The perfect smile and shining eyes were gone. I saw the 
pieces of my soul spread on my bedroom floor, but I did not know how to pick them up. 
The person in the mirror was a stranger. She left those pieces on my bedroom floor. She 
did not want to pick them up. She blamed me because I had gone home that day crying 
for what I had lost. 

I lost myself three years ago trying to please my family but never myself. I found 
myself paying for their mistakes, but what should have I done? I love my parents. I didn't 
tell them that I had lost my spark. I didn't tell them that I didn't want to be part of their 
quarrel. The person in the mirror kept growing older and older, but she didn't have a smile 
anymore. Her shining eyes were gone. I went home that day in silence because there were 
no more tears to shed. No more hope to destroy. 

I lost myself three years ago. The perfect student I had become. I was always alone. I 
was in solitary like a man in the death row paying his penance. I learned new things, and 
I met new people, but I still didn't know how to pick up the pieces from my bedroom 
floor. I still didn't tell my parents I had lost my spark. Silence became my nickname. 
I was holding a grudge against everybody. I went home that day angry, pushing everyone, 
and everything away. 

I lost myself three years ago trying to pick up the pieces of my soul from my 
bedroom floor. I tried to move on. I started to move on. I changed my name, my style, and 
my heart. I focused on helping others, trying to help myself in the process. I found Him 
and He helped me through the whole process. It was not enough. The stranger in the 
mirror didn't blame me anymore, yet she was angry because I had gone home crying 
before. I went home with my head up, pretending that nothing had happened. 
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I lost myself three years ago. A new person I had become. New home, new 
friends, new style. There were no more lies, no more pain. Everything was exposed. 
I had started to pick the pieces of my soul from my bedroom floor. The stranger in 
the mirror was changing. Every day she looked a little more familiar. An old friend. 
She even laughed once in a while. My parents did not fight as often because they 
were not together anymore. The greedy guy did not hurt me again because I learned 
to let go. I had Him and He gave me hope and strength. I went home in peace 
with myself for the 
first time. 

I lost myself three years ago trying to be someone I wasn't. I tried to help two 
people who didn't want my help. I learned. I picked up the pieces of my soul from my 
bedroom floor, and I became friends with the girl in the mirror. I wasn't in pain 
anymore. I wasn't angry anymore because He helped me through the worst part. I 
became my own hero who cried once in a while. I went home that day looking for 
happiness and love. 

I lost myself three years ago. I was in pain, but I picked myself back up. 
I moved on. I went home. 

Red Fate by Elizabeth Vega 
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Kamaaina 

-For all of the Islanders away from home
by Ashton Aja

Our kingdom survives in our souls, 
spreading Aloha Spirit everywhere we go 
Hawaii, California, Washington, Arizona, 
from our Aina, to the mainland. 
We've sung about the Manapua Man, 
and danced our stories, 
ate poke bowls, and poi, and li-hing mui on everything. 
We respect our ancestors, 
We protect our families no matter the cost, 
and sing our hearts out to 96 Degrees in the Shade. 

Our Kingdom survives in our souls, 
spreading Aloha Spirit Everywhere we go 
Hawaii, Illinois, Pennsylvania, Rhode Island, 
from our Aina to the mainland. 
We pose for pictures with shakas, 
and cheeehooed our gatherings, 
ate laulau, and musubi, and saimin plenty. 
We call everyone sis, brah, cuzin, 
Uncle and Aunty. 
We speak a beautiful tongue, 
and no matter where we go, 
we call Hawaii home. 

Shimmery Night by Elizabeth Vega 
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Sunset 

by Chris Hill 

Two loves walking in the distance, 
nothing can change this emotion, 
some things need no assistance, 
walking with the waves of the ocean. 

It's too good to be true, 
the lies, the hurt, the pain, 
leaving each other black and blue, 
trying to leave with only gains. 

Trying to fix it all, 
scavenging for all the pieces, 
always leading to a brawl, 
leaving nothing but unpaid leases. 

Two loves walking in the sunset, 
looking back, we're lucky that we met. 
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Sequoia Still Life 
by Benjamin Lopez 
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A Routine Walk 

by Juan Rivera 

It is early afternoon. 

The sun warms my face from the chilled winter breeze. 

The rain soaked path is sturdy underneath my feet. 

My dogs eagerly run passed me 

so excited, how wonderful it must be. 

A heavenly sight. 

The walnut orchard to my right is bare, ready to spring to life 

well, in the spring. Perhaps that is why ... never mind. 
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To my left, verdant life steals across land restricted by rotting wood poles 

supporting barbed wire that has seen better days. 

Cows and the occasional bulls are kept here. 

For now, only the puddles scattered within the growing grass glisten. 

It is like visual chatter. 

I wish I could hear what they are saying. 

Instead, the orchestra of silence feeds my ambiance. 

The panting and galloping paws chant in the distance 

accompanied by the nervous crackles far in between, deep within the trees. 

Near me, my own steps and cluttered memories 

sparked by scent, fueled by nostalgia. 

Unmistakable is the aroma of wet dirt that embraces the air. 

My jacket gifts it the trace of almond wood smoke from nights before, 

and for a moment, 

lam home. 






































