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Cultura 

Karla studies Fine Arts on Central Campus.  
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STIGMA 
Taylor Arbuckle 

 A hero saves its villain 
and the world thinks, 
“That’s what a hero should be.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

A villain saves its hero 
and the world refuses to think, 

“Maybe that could be a hero, too.” 

Taylor studies English on Central Campus.  
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They jam themselves in, clustered like a bulging balloon.  
Each one takes a turn screaming their hearts out. 
The room reeked with aromas, perfume and whatnots. 
 
A boy, the lone runt, could smell the vying sounds of relatives. 
Aunt Wendie boasting her pies, cousin George bragging about his Europe trip. 
It filled the room but made it so empty. 
Though, the noise has its own special meaning. 
For this was apparently “adulting” in the eyes of the boy. 
Carrying meaningless rambles, they say, will draw folks closer. 
“Jimmy looked swell!”, “Ben got a job!”, “Oh, they grow up so fast!” 
 
It is all a gathered mixture of nonsense. 
But it is an interesting boredom, in its own way.  
Tune out and the boy drowns in his own head. 
“I am the Underneath. He that is forgotten in the mass.” 
 
The runt is destined to join the blabber giants. 
A thought that brings a sad acceptance. 
As all shall be made in the image of one’s self. 
Who will he be? What nonsense will he speak? Temet nosce, time is short. 
Until the day when needed, he’ll let the room chant its empty words. 
He sees through the pungent confines, knowing its meaning will one day come. 

Christian pursues General Studies on South Campus. 

THE GATHERING 
Christian Hudspeth 
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El Ocaso de un Artista 

Karla studies Fine Arts  on South Campus. 
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How conflicting it must be to be locked in a beautiful prison, a gilded cage with golden 
chains and diamond bars. 

I know. 

Like a bird in a cage, who never knew of one flying day. Fed, kept, but never set free. 

Should I press my face to the glass or content myself with the familiar luxuries held 
within? Plumped pillows and silk sheets, what can be more than this? Outside there is 
darkness, there is danger, and there is fear. But inside there is everything that I hold oh 
so dear.  

The sunlight looks most beautiful when you have never felt the scorch of its heat- but 
what if you like the heat? You don't know. 

So many questions, so many things left unknown. Outside there are answers and plains 
to roam. There are oceans to swim, winds to ride, and roads to run.  

If all I have known are four corners, what will I do if there are none? Yes, I am safe, but 
what beats the breath of relief after a brush with danger? 

What are goods without grief? The ice is applied after the slap, the food after the 
hunger, the lone flower after the flood. 

I must go. Let me go. 

Let me be as free as the ocean's breeze. If all ends tomorrow, let me live today. If the sky 
is pouring rain lean me out so I might feel it, rushing wet and dripping down my face. 

Do not tie me down using the tendril wisps of your own fears. Let me break my arm 
flying and come down crying, being all the more better for actually trying. Put my feet in 
the grass and let me wiggle them away from your anxiety. Cut the cord, loosen the tie, 
and set me free to find my calling. Let me out in the sun and allow me to feel its burn. 

I've never been a good bird anyway. 

Osasere pursues General Studies on South Campus.  

THE GILDED CAGE 
Osasare Edo-Ewasiha 
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It’s two a.m.  

 

Smoke is still lingering in the cold early morning, carefully blown out of the crack in the 
window, her little secret. There’s something soft playing from her laptop, Simpsons, or 
Golden Girls, or Bob’s Burgers. She’s a little lonely, but knows that if another human 
being is invited into her sanctum of hazy colors and short highs, she would not be able 
to return, and that was almost as devastating to her as the isolation. 

 

Besides, she mused. I’m not really alone, am I? I have this ancient stuffed animal, I have 
Betty White, and I have the ghost of Jesus Christ, wherever he is. In the morning, when 
light leeches through her blinds and she has no recollection of this moment, she’ll paint 
her pallid face and return to the world of the living, smiling at strangers, her window 
firmly shut. 

Gwyneth studies Communications on Central Campus. 

PINK 
Gwenyth Dolen 
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My Disproportionate Self 

 
Jessica studies Fine Arts on Central Campus. 
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These days have gotten more  
unfortunate by the second 
They love to anger our elder 
and find rules to bend 
 
Our elder calls the quits on us,  
for dealing with us is the worst 
The elder stepped into the en- 
lightening zone by choice, but still felt forced 
 
The daily struggle of parting 
two noises becomes the worst task 
Instead of parting, the noises  
dare to talk back 
 
"How mature!" they howl regarding  
the action that is representing 
the elder's anger as a rude remark 
 
To hush the noises, it takes  
more than just a bark 
It takes forever to finish one sentence 
 
Whether it's about Eliza's sixpence 
or Scheherazade's tales of suspense 

 

ENGLISH CLASS DAILY 
Syeda Ali 

Syeda studies Fine Arts on South Campus. 
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With love in my heart. 
 I shall give you everything. 
  And nothing less of that. 
Look into my eyes. 
 Tell me you don’t want me. 
  Don’t forget to remember the touch of our bodies. 
When you take my hand  
 you take my heart. 
  Are you ready to hold both? 
Ink and needles all over my body 
 Why do I do it? 
  For the love of taboo art. 

 

WE WON’T CALL IT HAIKU 
Rylie Rezapour 

Rylie pursues General Studies on South Campus. 
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Blue roses rose from the earth under the moonlit sky,  

Swaying with the breeze until the earth itself looked like the sea during a storm.  

The field of blue roses is where we the lonely come to lie, amongst the cold,  

with ice thorns that prick us and numb our pain.   

And the moon hangs above us,   

Watching,   

As more blue roses rise.  

 

BLUE ROSES 
Melissa Perez 

Melissa studies Communications on South Campus. 
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Color y Esperanza 

Karla studies Fine Arts on Central Campus.  
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BORING DAYS 
Nallely Garcia 
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Nallely studies Communications on North Campus. 
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For a while, I felt like 
I could touch the stars with my hands, 
drag my fingers through open space 
like it was water 
and carve my name in the ripples. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

And then 
you disappeared, 

and you took the stars with you, 
and now I no longer feel 
like I even have a name. 

NAMELESS 
Taylor Arbuckle 

Taylor studies English on Central Campus.  
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What is life if it is not a competition of 
Gnashing teeth, sweating bodies, and aching feet? 
“If my hands do not defeat, 
  If my feet do not prevail.” 
Are we not just children, stamping out feet?  
You see, to compete is to bargain off a piece 
Of a soul for a shiny plaque made of fool’s gold. 
 
Win or lose, it is all a ruse. 
 
Competition is the poor man’s balm,  
We don titles and honors like coats.  Strip 
Us down and what are we but shivering, sniveling  
Bodies. 
 
Out of competition, nothing comes to fruition but bruised and bolstered egos. 
 
Everyday competitions are a drain. Are we, in all  
Our advances, not secure enough in our own skin 
To forgo the child’s play? The race may be won 
But so much is lost.  
 
What is competition if it is not a pain? 
What is winning if there is no gain? 
What is life if it is not a game? 
 
But, even I must admit. When I compete, I do so to win.  
Second place is a mortal sin. 
Apologies, if my words are too harsh. 
Of course, competition is the drive 
That causes humanity to thrive.  
 
It’s the ambition and emotion that 
Twists and turns it into something 
Ugly.  
 

ONCE I RAN A RACE 
Osasare Edo-Ewasiha 
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Either way, it’s a competition, a contest, a tournament, a match, that will go on 
and on and on. 
What is life if it is not a competition of 
Gnashing teeth, sweating bodies, and aching feet? 
“If my hands do not defeat, 
  If my feet do not prevail.” 
Are we not just children, stamping out feet?  
You see, to compete is to bargain off a piece 
Of a soul for a shiny plaque made of fool’s gold. 
 
Win or lose, it is all a ruse. 
 
Competition is the poor man’s balm,  
We don titles and honors like coats.  Strip 
Us down and what are we but shivering, sniveling  
Bodies. 
 
Out of competition, nothing comes to fruition but bruised and bolstered egos. 
 
Everyday competitions are a drain. Are we, in all  
Our advances, not secure enough in our own skin 
To forgo the child’s play? The race may be won 
But so much is lost.  
 
What is competition if it is not a pain? 
What is winning if there is no gain? 
What is life if it is not a game? 
 
But, even I must admit. When I compete, I do so to win.  
Second place is a mortal sin. 
Apologies, if my words are too harsh. 
Of course, competition is the drive 
That causes humanity to thrive.  
 
It’s the ambition and emotion that 
Twists and turns it into something 
Ugly.  
 
Either way, it’s a competition, a contest, a tournament, a match, that will go on 
and on and on. 

 
Osasere pursues General Studies on South Campus.  
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Crying feels like taking 
anti-depressants for broken bones; 

it won’t fix what is broken, 
but it’ll dull the pain 

of knowing you’ll be limping 
for the rest of your life. 

 
Taylor studies English on Central Campus.  

SOMETHING FOR THE PAIN 
Taylor Arbuckle 
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Devoción 

 
Karla studies Fine Arts on Central Campus.  
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We mortals only know that one day we must go 
Forever chasing dough to buy a friend or faux 
Lining up for polls like ducklings in a row 
Just hoping that a vote will represent us so 
Remain out of the loop to ride the feeder road 
Avoid freeways because we can’t afford the toll 
Hands on steering wheels yet we have no control 
Climate’s getting hotter - please turn off the stove 
Fires scorch the land by yet another drone 
Many paid the price, but how do much we owe? 
Let’s ask what’s the damage? Everything we own? 
Banks have us all locked up with constant loans 
To the highest glass ceiling we must throw a stone 
Not skeletal when we see it crack the dome 
Airplanes flown over plains with horizons low 
CIA has skeletons - give a dog a bone 
Teleprompting scripted reality on a show 
No wonder why we’re so confused as we grow 
In debt as well as in death for which we’re sold 
Earth beneath your feet letting grass caress your sole 
Wish eternal peace for our tantalizing souls 
Because heaven truly knows what we have sewn 

 

TANTALIZING SOULS 
Alexander Contreras 

Alexander studies Fine Arts on North Campus.  
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Externally, those gleaming eyes kindle 
a fire glowing with passion. 
 
Internally, they have no hope and no 
one to see but the faces of those who 
give the owner of these eyes nothing 
but trouble. 
 
Externally, that fair skinned face looks 
white like the freshly fallen snow on a 
gorgeous, winter morning. 
 
Internally, it has withered, is pale like 
death, in need of a revival, and in need 
of a glow that will shine once the own-
er of this drained soul is finally free 
from its tormentors. 
 
Externally, those firm hands look so 
steady, capable of lifting any weight 
without hesitation. 
 
Internally, they resemble the tin hands 
of a robot, doing the given task with-
out making a sound, just working and 
working day and night. 
 

Externally, that tall figure looks so 
bold and brave, so modest, and all 
dressed up and ready to go to work. 
 
Internally, it is hollow like Tin Man, 
standing like a tree, and working like a 
slave with no one to look after it. 
 
Externally, he is a handsome, young 
lad who works hard day and night to 
live a long and prosperous life. 
 

 

THE LIVING CORPSE 
Syeda Ali 

Syeda studies Fine Arts on South Campus. 
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do you remember  
when we were so young and innocent 
and how every emotion could pour easily out 
like a waterfall or dam or river 
but then as we grow older 
we learn that letting our feelings rush forward 
will get us hurt 
why must we hurt to learn 
why must others scar us  
to seal up the emotions bottled inside 
until we learn to keep the liquid locked up 
and let it age 
but not like wine 
instead like whiskey that has gone bad and then 
we seek those feelings and only let them show 
and the end of a different bottle 
I hate the feeling of being numb 
I miss being able to smile 
without the fear of someone breaking the bottle 
and cutting the shards against my skin 
 

 

BON 
Alayna Glover 

Alayna studies Communications on South Campus. 
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Maria 

 
Karla studies Fine Arts on Central Campus.  
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FLOWERS AND THE 
SMELL OF VANILLA 
Taylor Arbuckle 
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Taylor studies English on Central Campus.  
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Your emotions are not expressed in smiles or tears. 
It’s not spoken aloud, 
Or written in captions. 
You don’t go out of your way 
To say anything nice, 
Or anything at all most days. 
I come home and you don’t greet me. 
All I hear is a soft patter of keystrokes from your door. 
You leave your dishes for me to clean 
And your hairs in the sink, 
Which sometimes makes me forget 
 
Those times when you offer me your pizza crusts, 
Because you know I like the crust. 
When you wanted to talk about laptops, 
And when you wanted to talk about your depression. 
You cover my back. 
You let me make the shots 
Because you think I have better judgement. 
And you helped me escape the old house 
Even when I left you to the dogs. 
 
Basically, what I’m trying to say is 
Sorry for assuming 
That you didn’t care about your sister 
Just because your love 
Doesn’t look like anyone else’s.  

 

MY APOLOGY 
Julie Pascalin 

Julie studies Communications on South Campus.  
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Rubin River Illusion 

 
Beverly studies Graphic Design on Central Campus. 
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Dear Angela, 
 
With pen and paper, I declare, 
The tortuous pleasure it is to see you. 
To feel your breath, bounce away. 
To anxiously listen to your tales of woe. 
Oh, woe to you!  
 
Your aura aggravates the deepest part of 
myself: 
My other half, 
My evil twin. 
It silently seethes with rage, 
Cautiously watching its prey, 
Immobile it stays. 
 
The accidental phrases that humorously 
slip. 
Within this dance, 
Our secret war wages on. 
And yet you stare! 
Not through me, 
But AT me. 
Your visage screams your eager interest. 
 
This was your plea: 
A smile, 

A nod, 
For what? 
 
An answer. 
Attention. 
An ode to we! 
 
‘Twas birthed this tale, 
Foretold by our elders, 
Our forever, never. 

DEAR 
Karolyne Galdamez 

Karolyne studies Life Science on Central Campus.  
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I am the color blue. There are forms where I am many, be it good or be it bad. I am the 

water, with tranquil lakes and furious torrents. In the puddles you step in to the oceans 

you sail, I live. I am the sky, hugging the land and harboring the clouds. A barrier 

between warm life and cold death. I am the eye, great orbs of crystal glass and tears. A 

mistake beholding beauty. I am a jewel, a shimmering sapphire and a sparkling 

diamond. Small crusted rocks marking a treasure of envy. I am the light, a shining 

beacon of hope and a blinding end. The day’s known color and a dimming dusk horizon. 

I am the rain, a giver of life and a shower of tears. Sprouting the lands and blanketing 

them with floods. I am sadness, a mild thought and a creeping invasion. A normal 

emotion and a terrorizing epidemic. 

 There are days when I am dull, dark, and navy, and there are days when I am 

bright, rich, and young. Though I am seen and live in aspects of this world, my true 

nature is that of a lonely, reflecting wave.  

 

BLUE 
Christian Hudspeth 

Christian pursues General Studies on South Campus.  
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I fell the hardest in autumn, 
but I didn't fall with him. 
You don't hit the ground when you fall in 
love, 
but when you fall alone. 
 
I fell the hardest in autumn. 
A purple voice guided me: 
"Jump!" he cried. "I'll hold you later," 
but later never came. 
 
I fell the hardest in autumn. 
He said we'd fall together. 
I turned to see if he had jumped, 
and then I hit the ground. 
 
I fell the hardest in autumn. 
I waited for him to jump. 
At the bottom I sat for five long months, 
when at last the answer came. 
 
I fell the hardest in autumn. 
I heard him shout from above, 
"You shouldn't have expected so much of 
me. 
I can't give you what you want." 
 
I fell the hardest in autumn. 

The words fell down to me 
like bricks in a lake too shallow for diving, 
but I built my home right there. 
 
I fell the hardest in autumn, 
sitting in nauseous expectation. 
I traded my sleep for 15 penciled pages 
and my smiles for endless tears. 
 
I fell the hardest in autumn. 
My home in the lake proved fitting 
for the crime committed and the wounds 
inflicted, 
and I didn't make plans to move. 
 
I fell the hardest in autumn, 
but orange warmth dried my tears. 
A green breeze forced me to leave the lake 
and pointed me to sunnier fields. 
 
I fell the hardest in autumn, 
and I hope to stay on the ground. 
If I'm on the bottom, I can never fall 
or be forced to jump alone. 
 

 

OCTOBER 
Molly Huckabay 

Molly pursues General Studies on North Campus. 
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Take a step into my heart and tell me what you truly see, 

Because I see a dark, cruel, empty world right inside of me. 

I could show you around if you’d like. Oh, it’s fine, I don’t mind. 

Can you see the torn-up walls? There’s many more that you could find. 

The sky is gray, all gloomy and dreary, just no sign of life. 

Do you see all of those spirits? The ones holding the sharp knives? 

They’re the cause of this damage, they’re the cause of the destruction, 

They don’t seem to care, ruining the world’s beautiful functions. 

A precious place where meaningful and loved ones come in and out, 

Is now taken over, the people flee, hide, scream, and shout. 

Maybe you think that I’m just being dramatic, but it’s true. 

You wouldn’t be laughing if this was happening inside of you. 

Windows are broken, glass is shattered, it can never be fixed. 

Seconds, minutes, hours, days, time flew by, and the clock still ticks. 

You cannot just tape the pieces or glue them back together. 

Sometimes you need help, fix it yourself, or it’s gone forever. 

Oh, I forgot one thing, do you see the girl in the corner? 

“It happens, I’m used to it”, she’s stuck in between the border. 

She explains that it can occur all day and lasts until night. 

“I’m all by myself. I don’t know if I should still stay and fight.” 

You see, all of this catastrophe betrays a broken heart, 

How outside events sink in and make a person fall apart. 

The girl you see, with the trembling hands, sitting there, crying, 

She’s the same girl, when you take a step out, standing there, smiling… 

 

INSIDE OUT 
Catly Le 

Catly studies Business on South Campus. 
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Burgos 

Karla studies Fine Arts on Central Campus.  
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Pinpricks from the stars float the water like dragonflies 
Bobbing, tracing a figure-eight on the surface. 
I can smell the freshness of cold water and the muck 
And beyond, can almost hear the blackness 
Surrounding Jacob, stubbornly fishing the inlet. 
The chill is thick and heavy, but I feel warm. 
 
I’m sitting between two towering pines 
Their lost needles lock me in place 
One should try not to disturb fallen leaves in the woods. 
The stoic stone of rest I sit on 
Is a soft, tender rock, listening to my problems. 
I have convinced her, my boulder, to hold my hand 
Someday we may be more than seat and sitter. 
The languid shoreline watches and laps 
He doesn’t know what he’s talking about.  
 
I sigh. Veni vidi vici, and it’s a big spotted leopard of a lake. 
My monolithic crush longingly waves farewell. 
Jacob and I chase the wind again, 
Cutting apart the bright figure-eights with our canoe. 

 

QUETICO 
Mitchell Jackson 

Mitchell studies Life Science on Central Campus 
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Blue is…  
a beat-up old truck 
lost pennies in the dryer  
soft waves beneath an early morning sky 
an orchestra of wind chimes that 
compliment the buzzing of a humming bird 
rocks being crushed by vacant cars and 
water that’ll give you a brain freeze… 
sugar from a cool aid that washes away a hot summer day  
air that scurries across your tongue just to feed your lungs  
and make you smile 
Blue is… 
a fluffy blanket, atop of even comfier pajama bottoms  
a heartbeat that shakes your whole body like an earthquake trying to keep up 
with a tsunami  
and the girl of your dreams wrapped tightly between your arms and your body 
with brown hair, brown eyes, but damn a soul bluer than any pair of jeans  
Blue… 
can change the color of your blood  
depending on how fast you breathe 
so please 
slow down your heartbeat 
and take a deep breath of  
Blue 

 

BLUE 
Levi Cline 

Levi studies Social and Behavioral Science on South Campus.  
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H eated pants stung her lungs with an 
ironically cold burn. However, it was 

nothing compared to the snow pelting against 
her face, or the cutting winds slicing at her 
cheeks. She was on her way to her salvation: a 
cottage in the near distance. 

She nearly ripped the door from its hinges 
whenever she arrived. Then, when the door was 
slammed shut, she laid eyes on a man that filled 
her with anxious mischief. She exhaled a laugh 
and a muted thump resonated from the door as 
she hit the back of her head on it. 

“Hold on – you died.” He gaped, dropping the 
pan he was holding with a clang. 

“Yeah, well, it didn’t stick.” She sighed, 
slumping against the wooden frame and sliding 
onto the floor. “It’s a long story, Ethan Burke.” 

“You conned me and millions of others into 
firmly believing that their worst enemy and the 
leader of the resistance was dead.” He angrily 
yanks the oven mitts from his hands, throwing 
them with mild disdain onto the kitchen 
counter. “We thought the world was finally 
purged of your existence for two whole years! 
Also, there’s a blizzard outside. I have time.” 

The girl sighed, staring up at the ceiling. “On a 
scale of one to ten, Mr. Burke, how much do you 
want to kill me right now?” She finally steadied 
her gaze on him. 

“I’m hovering somewhere in the mid-fifties. 
You have one hour before I call authorities to 
escort you to prison, where scum like you 

belongs.” He huffed, pacing to his couch and 
plopping down. 

“Nice,” She laughs, “ though it would be more 
intimidating if you weren’t wearing a ‘Kiss the 
Cook’ apron.” 

“Ridiculing me will get you nowhere.” He 
growls. 

“Oh, yeah? It got me far enough to be both 
hated and worshipped by whatever is left of the 
population. I’d say I’m doing just fine.” She 
shrugs, kicking off her boots. 

“How did you do it?” Ethan narrows his eyes at 
the woman. 

“Do what?” She grunts, standing. 
“Oh, I don’t know, fake your own death?” He 

raised his voice, causing the woman to wince. 
“Shut up, why don’t you? You’re too loud.” She 

groans, hanging her heavy winter coat and 
stripping herself of her winter-themed gear. 
“Anyways, I’ll be leaving once the storm lets up. 
And you won’t be calling any authorities.” She 
glares at the coat hanger. 

“And why not, Mrs. Resistance Leader?” Ethan 
stands. 

“Because, you’ll be dead before you can. And 
you can count on it if you keep this shit up.” She 
looks at him and a dangerous gleam danced 
within her neon green irises. 

A moment of tense silence passed. 
“Threatening my life?” Ethan gawked, 

seemingly surprised. 
The woman narrowed her eyes. “I’ve 

threatened millions. You’re no different.” 

ENTITLED 
Katheryne Wood 
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Ethan began to laugh bitterly. “What makes 
you think your life is worth more than so many 
others?” 

“What makes you think that yours is worth 
anything at all?” She countered, glowering. “It’s 
simple; I’m the leader of the resistance. And 
what are you? Oh, nothing more than a captain 
of the police with a habit of making foods that 
taste almost as good as sewer water.” 

The man ran a hand over his face. “I’ll ignore 
your comment on my cooking, Thalia.” 

The woman seethed. “Don’t you dare call me 
that name! Do you have a death wish, you dirty 
son of a b-?” She ran at him with her teeth bared 
in a menacing sneer. Thalia stopped, however. 

“You’re a fool for thinking I don’t carry a gun 
on my person ever since we first met.” Ethan 
gestured to the cold steel in his hands. “I had 
special bullets made, just in case I’d ever run into 
you again.” 

Thalia sighs, the fight leaving her veins. She 
approaches the window next to the door, moving 
the curtain to the side. It was vast fields of white, 
with strong winds still beating at the frosted 
glass. 

“It’s so... white.” She comments, her voice soft. 
“It’s snow.” Ethan scoffs. 
“I grew up in the desert, Ethan. I don’t know 

what weather is like, let alone ice that falls from 
the sky.” Thalia scoffs as well. 

Ethan says nothing, but the grip on his gun 
relaxes and he sets the weapon on the coffee 
table. 

Silence passes over them once again. 
“Why’d you start the resistance?” The 

policeman takes a seat on his couch. Thalia 
turns, her exotic eyes piercing. She takes a seat 
on the other side of the coffee table and crossed 
her legs. 

“It was a simple choice,” She shrugged. “You 
can continue with a worthless and pitiful life,” 
She holds her left, clawed hand up, “or you can 
become someone who matters.” Her right hand 
joins her left. She meets Ethan’s gaze. “And I 
chose to be someone who mattered.” 

“Yes, fine, sure. But what I’m asking is why? 
Why did you see the need to rise up and kill so 

many people?” Ethan rubbed the stubble on his 
chin. 

“Why?” She said incredulously, as if the answer 
was obvious. “Because, Ethan, we have no rights. 
We tried the peaceful route, we tried to have 
calm marches and no fighting. But what were our 
attempts at freedom met with? Violence. 
Violence seems to be the answer to all your 
problems. Can’t agree? Kill the opposition. 
There’s no diplomacy. There’s no peace.” She 
spat. “So, what did we do? We adapted. We 
killed instead of argued, slaughtered instead of 
talking over afternoon tea. And do you want to 
know the part I don’t understand? We learned 
from you. And you call us the monsters? How 
dare you.” 

“Thalia-” 
“Don’t ‘Thalia’ me.” She growled. “One thing 

remains, however.” Ethan raised his large brown 
brows.  “We still march.” 

“No, you don’t-” 
“Yes, we do. But this time, it’s over your 

bodies.” Thalia leaned forward, her sharp teeth 
slightly bared. 

“You claim we didn’t try peace.” Ethan leaned 
back and crossed his arms with a sigh. “But were 
you not present whenever-” 

“Whenever you and your sad government tried 
to start some sort of ‘peace treaty’?” Thalia 
scoffed. “Yeah, that was a huge success. As you 
can see, it was a smash hit with our community.” 
She holds her cheek with her hand. 

“You killed the president!”  
“You killed our queen!” 
“You killed my wife!” 
“You killed my brother!” Both were breathing a 

bit heavily from their yelling match. Ethan 
looked away, head bowed. Thalia had a fierce 
glint in her eyes, challenging him. “Look at me, 
Ethan.” 

“No.” 
“I said look at me!” 
“And I said no!” 
Thalia made a noise of frustration. “Why are 

you so... short-sighted?!” She shot up, her long 
and powerful tail swishing with irritation. “You 
humans are so difficult and narrow-minded! You 
only care about what satisfies your filthy need of 
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greed, and then say ‘screw that’ to everything 
else! I don’t and probably will never understand 
your kind.” She paces, dragging a palm down her 
sloped face. 

“You’re one to judge, Thalia. You and your Oni 
kin are filled with wrath and pride. You have no 
room to speak.” Ethan finally glares up at the 
seven-foot-tall woman in his house. 

“Wrath? Pride? At least that means I don’t 
doom my own planet into a self-made 
apocalypse that results in the Earth being 
plunged into an ice age. And why? Because my 
people don’t decide their wants and needs are 
above the planet’s welfare.” She approaches, her 
broad chest inches from Ethan’s. 

“And what planet are you from, exactly? 
Because you sure as hell aren’t from around 
these parts.” Ethan’s glare threw swords at 
Thalia. 

Thalia’s three eyes squint down at Ethan while 
a moment of charged silence passed. 

She then retorts with a scoff, “At least my 
people have the capability of making something 
edible.” She gestures the slop decorating his 
kitchen floor, stemming from the pan he was 
holding from the beginning of this encounter. 

Ethan shouts, pushing her away as he jogs to 
his kitchen. “That was a low blow, Thalia. It was 
going to be lasagna.” 

“No, a low blow is more like enslaving your 
own kind and us. As if those who hadn’t shared 
the same pigment to their skin wasn’t enough for 
you.” 

A moment of silence passed between them 
once again. Ethan stared, wide-eyed, at the 
purple slop of a lasagna on the floor as what 
Thalia said sank through every argument that 
bubbled into the back of his throat. He had no 
retort for that. He had no excuse. He had no 
clever one-liner to deflect against the cold feeling 
of the realization of her truth. 

“Damn.” Ethan whistled. “I... I got nothing. 
You did it. You’re the superior race; you’ve 
officially got us. How will us humans ever 
recover-” 

“You won’t. You know why? Because that 
means the privileged and bigoted screw-ups of 
your heightened society must live through our 

hardships and our pain for a change. And I doubt 
such a fragile race could handle such empathy.” 
Thalia hisses. 

“Empathy? You want to talk to me about 
empathy? Was I not empathetic to you while you 
worked in the weapons factory? Was I not nice 
whenever I offered you food? I’m sure you were 
hungry.” He straightens his back. 

“You? Nice? Not in the same sentence, please.” 
Thalia cackles. “You weren’t kind – you were 
decent. A decent person would offer food. Did 
you truly have such a low opinion of what you 
labeled as slaves? That you call it kindness 
whenever you offer food when one is hungry?” 
Her shadow grows as she straightens her spine as 
well. Her form towers over that of the average 
man. 

“You tried to bite my hand! You rebuked my 
act of ‘decency’.” Ethan’s brows furrowed. 

“You’ve done more damage to me than I could 
ever hope to inflict unto you. Biting your hand is 
the least of your problems, Ethan.” She stalks the 
man, leaning forward until she was on all-fours. 
Her ears flattened against her head and her tail 
swished from side to side as she moved to the 
coffee table. 

Ethan deeply felt that he was in the presence 
of an apex predator. He was her prey. His hand 
flew to where he kept his gun, yet his hand 
returned empty. A cold spike of dread pierced 
his heart as his eyes laid upon the black steel on 
the coffee table. 

“Was this your plan all along, Thalia?” Ethan 
spoke slowly, narrowing his eyes at the weapon 
on the table. Thalia traced his gaze back to his 
gun and a menacing grin grew on her feline-like 
face 

“Was what my plan? Be more specific, Ethan.” 
Thalia growled deep in her throat. Her hand 
grasped the gun slowly, her grin nigh splitting 
her face. 

“You came here to kill me, didn’t you?” He 
finally gathered the courage to look her in her 
eyes. His bare feet made miniscule sound as he 
traveled from the tiled floor of the kitchen to 
that of the carpet of his living room. 

She didn’t answer, and instead she tilted her 
head as she inspected the gun further. She 
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brought it close to her face running a claw down 
the carved designs on the side. 

“It’s snowing like hell outside. I can’t get help. 
You- you- bit-” Thalia cut him off with a bang. 
Her finger barely fit inside the hole with the 
trigger, and she cackled. Ethan crumbled to the 
ground with a pained scream. 

Blood splattered against the carpeted flooring, 
and Ethan wheezed out a curse as he fell onto his 
back. Still trying to keep himself from 
hyperventilating, the wounded man slowly lifted 
himself back up to see what she had shot. 

Thalia shot his knee. Blood and flesh oozed 
from the wound, and there wasn’t much still 
connecting his thigh to his shin. He let out a 
small, shocked sound. His head whipped to face 
Thalia. "Ah! You shot me! In the leg!" He 
gestures to the bloodied appendage.  

"Well, yeah. You can't run away without a 
kneecap." She shrugged as if this was a normal 
experience for her. As if she shot men’s legs off 
all the time. Her nonchalant nature was greatly 
disturbing to Ethan. 

“Run away? So, your intentions really were to 
kill me?” Ethan’s voice broke on some words. 

“I don’t normally take prisoners, Ethan. You 
should consider yourself lucky. You are lucky 
that I won’t kill you, and that you’re so 
important to your pitiful remnants of your 
government.” She spat, stalking over on two legs 
instead of four. His eyes trailed to the pistol still 
within her grasp, trying to claw together an idea 
that might work to turn the situation around 
onto her. 

“Take prisoners?” Ethan scoffed. “You did at 
the White House.” 

Thalia stopped. “I didn’t recruit prisoners,” she 
smirked, “I was interested in doing some fine 
dining.” Ethan had to think about the message 
that she was attempting to send. Fine dining? 
Ethan thought. Isn’t she a carnivore? The 
realization finally hit his sluggish brain. 

“Did you eat them?” He inquired slowly, 
genuine, icy horror filling his veins. 

Thalia gave a long, hoarse laugh. “Eat them? 
No, that’s barbaric.” She glanced at Ethan as she 
began to don her winter equipment again. “I 
feasted.” She cackled at his expression. 

“That’s... that’s disgusting!” He wheezed. 
“Eating raw hu- hu-” Ethan couldn’t finish; he 
started to gag. 

“No, we cooked them. We’re animals, but we 
aren’t barbarians. We have standards, Ethan.” 
She scoffs, shoving carefully made boots onto her 
monkey-like feet. 

“Are... are you going to eat me, too?” The 
middle-aged man fell onto his back, staring 
blankly at his ceiling. 

“Once you serve your final purpose, yes.” 
Thalia deadpans, approaching his limp body. 

“I don’t understand... I was so nice to you. 
Thalia, why’d you do this to me?” This caused 
the woman to scoff. 

“We went over this, Ethan. You weren’t nice; 
you were decent. Get that through your thick 
skull.” She frowned down at him. With the lack 
of lips that she had, though, it looked more like a 
sneer. 

“I don’t think I will ever understand,” Ethan 
sighs and his eyes are blank and unseeing, “why 
you’re such a terrible being.” His voice is low, 
and Thalia stops. “Slaying women and children 
alike; showing no mercy to those who begged for 
it. Kicking those that you no longer had use for 
while they’re down, you’re no animal.” His voice 
grew spiteful. 

“Choose your next words carefully, Burke.” 
Thalia narrowed her eyes. 

“Thalia,” he whispered, eyes now boring into 
Thalia’s own, “you’re a monster.” 

“If you’re going to accuse me of being 
something so foul, Mr. Burke, the least you could 
do is use my real name.” She clicks the back of 
the gun. “My name is Nemmonis Xxonathros. 
Not. Thalia.” She growls. A bullet whizzes 
between Ethan’s eyebrows, ending his life. 

Blood stains the carpet below his corpse, 
rapidly pooling below his emptying head. She 
sneered. With herself outfitted in clothes 
prepared for the brutal weather that await her 
outside, she dropped the gun in her clawed grasp 
and trudged to the door. Nemmonis’ hand 
hovered over the door handle as she spared one 
last glance at the dead man. 

“If only you would listen, Ethan. It wouldn’t 
have had to be this way.” She said softly. She 
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then scoffed. “What a waste of meat.” And she 
dived into the building snow, opening her mouth 
so sparks could fly from within and melt some of 
the overwhelming cold. 

Monster, she thought as she pushed through 
the blankets of white, how could he call me such 
a thing. I am a hero to my people, an avenger of 
her Majesty. May you rest in peace, old bastard. 

 Nemmonis glared at the cabin that shrunk in 
her vision. She only looked back to see how far 
she had gotten, she told herself. She told herself 
that she didn’t regret any of her actions. This was 
necessary. This was required if her kind were to 
survive. 

She sighed, a small wave of flames flying from 
her thin lips. She may be cruel, but she was no 
monster. A monster would have killed him the 
second they saw him. Instead, she conversed. A 
monster wouldn’t have shown remorse. She had 
done that. 

Perhaps her empty words would convince her 
soon enough. 

Katheryne pursues General Studies on South Campus. 
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Mambo 

Karla studies Fine Arts on Central Campus.  



  

 

 

 

 

48 ACCENTS 

Soft light that illuminates the sky, constant reminders  
that we are never alone in a world of infinite universes and  

possibilities. 
 

Stars, balls of gas that emit light from billions of  
light years away. Some being suns or even planets in a  

never-ending galaxy. 
 

Stars, loved ones who look down on you and guide  
you on your path of life. Endless hands pushing you in the  
direction you needed take.  The eyes of those who you do  
not know and of those you would have known. The being  

of those who hold meaning to life. 
 

Stars, souls of those in history, who lead you along  
in the darkness when life goes awry. The whispered words  

of endearment and encouragement when the spirit they  
protect is bound; the hand that awakens the butterflies  

when nerves ignite. The bandage that mends the broken  
heart and pieces it back together.  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

STARS 
Natalie Gandara 
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Stars, cold and desolate, a friend to the spirit of the  
moon. A reminder of the passing of days, lighting the night  

when the moon is away. A companion to the lonely soul  
during the witching hour.  

 
Stars, a tool of navigation when one loses their way.  

A burning North Star to point your way home, a way back  
to your loved ones.  

 
Stars, stories told of past feats and of heroic tales.  

Constellations who speak of the past present and future of  
all. Horoscopes that depict who one is and who they will  

be.  
 

Stars, a never-ending symbol of life and death.  
Something so simple, yet so complex. 

Natalie studies Life Science on North Campus. 
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Took me the longest time 

To see right through your beautiful eyes 

Never thought I’d see it, 

Never thought I’d believe it. 

I wonder what happened  

To make you fall in love with me 

Because I know there's plenty of fish in the sea 

Yet you chose the rawest one 

Who might just poison your heart 

 

OUR LOVE 
Jannely Gutierrez 

Jannely pursues General Studies on North Campus.  
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Amor Eterno 

Karla studies Fine Arts on Central Campus.  
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LIVE FOR 
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Melissa studies Theater Arts on Central Campus.  
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Amor a la Mexicana 

Karla studies Fine Arts on Central Campus. 
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