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“If a poet is anybody, 
 he is somebody 
  to whom things made 
   matter very little- 
  somebody who is obsessed by  
   Making” 
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I don’t know why I’m still mad at you.  
I like you. I really do. I wish I could just let go. 
But every time I see you, what you said  
flashes back into my memory.  
Every time you leave the room, 
I want to breathe a sigh of relief. 

You probably don’t remember it like I do. I get it.  
It’s easy to forget when  
you’re not the one it happened to.  
But I remember. 
No one else cared when it happened,  
so I figured it wasn’t a big deal.  
But it still was, to me.  

You didn’t intend to hurt me.  
You just wanted to make that one comment  
that you thought was funny.  
And it wasn’t even directed at me. 
You were making fun  
of someone else who wasn’t there.  
But I was there and I  
took the hurt and absorbed it.  
Because I’m like that kid you made fun of.  
And you thought it was funny that he was like me.  
You thought that made him worth laughing at.  
And he wasn’t there to hear it,  
so I have to carry that weight. 

God, I wish I’d  
said something to you that day.  
Then maybe I wouldn’t be writing this poem. 
But two months have passed–  
two months of letting  
that tiny little thing you said  
fester and grow instead of  
extinguishing it in the first place– 
and by now it’s too late.  

     -Phoebe Gordon 

A Letter to a Friend 

Photo	by	Phoebe	Gordon	

1	



             How to Breathe 

You must be solace, 
alone and rested.  

Close your eyes, 
Close your mouth.  

Calmly pull in,  
focusing on nothing else.  

Let the air fill you like a balloon.  
Free of any thoughts, 
peacefully removed of any emotion. 

Release and repeat. 

  - Ryan Harvey 

Digital	Sketch	by	Nicole	Cruz	
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Therapy 

Patients slip in and out, 
one after another, 
spilling their problems to me, 
confiding in me. 
I am just like them,  
only I don’t have  
an outlet like they do.  
I am the outlet.  
I listen to them  
and offer advice and  
wonder if it’s even helping,  
if anything I’m saying 
is getting through to them. 
I hope I can help them 
but hope is not enough. 
All I can give them are strategies.  
They can help you to manage  
your time and take a breath  
and remind you that this  
isn't the end of the world.  
They can help a little. 
But they're just strategies.  
They can't get you to be happy  
all the time unless you're  
really dedicated to not giving up,  
and it's so easy to give up  
when your own mind is telling you to. 
Too often, my patients are  
stuck, drowning in the turbulent  
ocean of their minds and  
fighting every day to stay alive 
and I don't have the tools to rescue them. 

  -Phoebe Gordon 
Photo	by	Phoebe	Gordon	
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    the world was black and white 

the world was black and white 
until the day i met you 
then i saw in color  

when i asked if you could see it too 
you said you didn’t know 
what that meant 

  - nicole cruz 
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                     The Human Beings by Edward Munch 

Even though we were together as one, as a team, I was alone. 
He was supposed to support me, be a shoulder to cry on and to comfort me 
Instead I’m alone.  
How could I forgive him? 
My heart, in millions of fragments of sorrow.  
I feel alone and broken and scared.  
I have to fight with every bone in my body to stay with him, 
And cannot look at him when I wake up each morning. 
Some days I wonder why I married him.  
I miss the old us-- me and him against the world.  
I miss our young, precious, deep love. 
I feel as if our love has gone missing.  
Unreturning love.  
Except, in this photo we look like a couple again.  
I felt happy and sad all at once that day.  
The view was unforgettable, 
the sand tickled my toes, 
The breeze tickled my skin, 
And my love for him had filled my heart again.   
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In this picture I had my wife back. 
I felt like we had fixed all of our silly problems, 
We forgot about our stupid mistakes.  
I remember that day so clearly -- 
And it was breathtaking.  
The rocks filled the gap between my toes, 
The sunset filled my green eyes with light, 
And the smell of low tide filled the air. 
I am so lucky I have a picture to remind me of that day.  
She was so beautiful, looking out at the ocean. 
It would take eternity for anything to look as beautiful as she— 
Her smooth blonde hair, 
Her sky blue eyes, 
And that long white dress. 
I think, though, she may resent me. 
We are together still, but both alone.  
Some days it’s so dark in our home, even when every candle is lit. 
I ponder if things will get better.  
Things did get better.  
I believed that evening saved us.   
I wish she knew that she is not alone.  
Not anymore.  

 - Amanda Vermillion 
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                                           Goner   

Your pale and veiny hands are not wanted by me anymore 
The coldness of your touch used to embrace my warm body  
Now sending shivers down my spine  
Along with your voice whispering in my ear 
Saying that I need you  

You seem to be almost lost without me 
The inevitability of you always being here tears down my psyche  
But the truth is, 
There are parts of me that still want you 
That crave you 

Because  
Without you, 
I’d just be another human 
Unable to be saved  
Just existing, 
Not living  

 - Julia Kim 
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             La Vie  
       by Pablo Picasso 

My baby had awoken from  
a strange noise. 
I got up, grabbed my  
little bundle of joy 
She was there, safe and sound  
So I laid her back down 

I crept through the house  
as quiet as a mouse 
finally I found the spot, in the house 
I opened the door slowly and carefully just for safety  

There stood the man who vowed to be with me 
There with him was this devilish lady 
I couldn’t move or say anything  
My body felt so heavy like a thousand pounds were on me 
Stress wasn’t even a way to describe my brain at this moment 
That moment will never die 
but that was the day 
 We died him and I.   

 - Amanda Sweeney 

Painting by Pablo Picasso
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                 For Gustav  
three in the morning i awoke to you 
except this time it was not something good 
overdose they said, but it wasn’t true 
how one could love those i never understood  
i do not know why i can’t stop crying 
you weren’t just some druggie from long beach  
the video i saw of you dying 
lying there so still and now i will preach  
prescription pills will do nothing but kill 
this breaks my heart, you were too young to go 
21 for 10 days and you lie still 
now from my eyes the tears forever flow 
i cannot say goodbye to you yet, peep 
so rest easy in your eternal sleep 
        
  -  Nicole Cruz  

Art	by	Nicole	Cruz	
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        How You Know You Are In Love 

You’ll totally melt inside, 
You’ll pinch yourself knowing they’re yours.  
You’ll crave every bit of their presence.  
They’ll make you laugh when you want to cry, 
They’ll make you live when you want to die.  
Love looks with the mind not the eyes,  
It feels like you’ve won the biggest prize.  
You’ll love them for what they are. 
Love will no longer just be another word when they come into 
your life.  
Your first kiss says it all, 
Whether there’s a spark or nothing at all. 
You’ll love them past the moon,  
And miss them beyond the stars. 
You know you found true love when you feel yourself 
Falling, 
In love everyday, 
Over and over with the same person.  
Their beauty will shine and gleam so bright, 
There won’t be any light left for anyone else in your life.  
You will never be able to describe how much they mean to you, 
There will be too many reasons. 
You fall in love with the way they touch you, 
But they don’t touch with their hands.  
Your heart will be complete and filled, 
With nothing but complete and utter love and warmth. 

  -  Amanda Vermillion  

Photo	by	Danielle	Gruber	

10	



How to Drink Coffee 

Hold her gently 
Being careful not to spill.  
Her body is warm and soft in your hands  
Warm taupe and silky smooth 
She tastes of sweet almond milk and serenity 
Soft comfort is sempiternal.  
Close your eyes and lightly press your tender lips to her’s 
Become one with her 
Feel her sweet nectar flow down your throat 
And once you have finished, 
Lay back 
Calm and satisfied 

 - Nicole Cruz	

Photo	by	Nicole	Cruz	
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Whenever you’re ready. 
I’ll probably never be ready,  
but if I say that,  
we’ll be stuck here forever.  

I hesitate for a bit too long  
before I take a breath. 
My eyes are glued to the paper,  
never even daring to  
bounce away from it and  
watch everyone stare at me. 

I reread the words that I wrote,  
that came from my mind to this paper.  
They were so eloquent and expressive  
when I first wrote them,  
bursting with significance and sincerity.  
Now they are older, but they’ve stayed the same,  
and I’ve grown and I’ve changed,  
and I look at the words and think they need to grow up too. 

I read the words and nothing more.  
They mush together. I leave no space between them. 
I just have to finish this, get it over with  
so that it'll be done and then  
I won’t have to embarrass myself anymore. 

  -Phoebe Gordon 

Reading Out Loud 
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               Ode to Worries  

You are clouds 
Accumulated from water vapors 
Of wandering thoughts 

You are leaves 
Collected from various seasons 
Of changing fears 

You are always there 
You do not fully disappear  
And never cease to be 

I want to be a light feather 
Swinging in gentle breeze 
But you are burdensome, dragging me down 

I want to be a bright amber 
Wearing a smile of sunshine 
But you are gloomy, covering me up 

I want to return to the garden 
Of seemingly distant childhood 
Chasing fireflies at night, lost from your sight 

 -Yizhou (Margaret) Wang 

Sculpture by Yizhou (Margaret) Wang 
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You cut a smile into a pumpkin 
and stuff it with light, 
forcing it to be happy, 
but instead it just looks menacing. 

You decorate the house  
but all the decorations are  
old, from years ago. You  
kept reusing the old ones,  
refusing to try anything new.  
You stretch a fake spiderweb thin, 
covering up the house, covering up  
the fact that you're not sure you  
still like this holiday. 

You get boatloads of free candy  
from strangers, but most of it  
isn't even the ones you like,  
and the ones you do like will 
all be gone by the end  
of the month, so what's the point. 

You run from house to house with friends,  
yelling “Trick or treat!” through  
bared teeth at each one, 
but you get tired and sweaty and  
your stupid costume isn't enough  
to protect you from the freezing cold.  
You watch your friends ringing doorbells, 
having childlike fun together. 
You stand apart. 

Your costume. You were so  
excited for this part. But it looks like  
regular clothes, no one knows who you are,  
and you're sick of having to explain it 
to every single person  
who’s wearing a better one. 

The most important part,  
the cast. You cut a hole in a sock 
and slid your arm through it  
and wrapped it with gauze. Only then  
your arm felt stiff and cold,  
and your fingers started 
turning purple.  
So you started unraveling. 

This used to be your favorite holiday. 
But it's a kid’s holiday. 
You're not a kid anymore. 
You're a senior in high school.  
This would have been your last chance. 

You decide not to go. 

 -Phoebe Gordon 

Halloween 

Photo by Phoebe Gordon 
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 Naive 

Oh, how curious I was, 
at the young age of three. 
my mind, a pinball machine 
of thoughts and colors. 

Are those real birds? 
I would say at five  
in the morning, 
fearing the sounds of the fake. 

In my bed, I lay, 
looking up at plastic orbs 
swaying in the vents’ soft draft, 
I name them one by one. 

Mercury 
       Venus 
            Earth 
                 Mars 
Jupiter  
      Saturn 
           Uranus 
                 Neptune 

Photo	by	Danielle	Gruber	
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PLUTO! I exclaim in accomplishment, 
knowing I had named them all. 
Mommy, mommy, mommy, 
I did it! I did it! I did i- 

Shhhh……. 
That's very good Andrew, 
but you need to quiet down. 
The others are still sleeping. 

Ok mommy…. 
Mom spoke again, 
I love you more than anything  
in the whole world of love, poo poo poo. 

She left the room  
like bubbles fizzing  
away from a soda. 
My mind still active, I dream. 

I dream of voyages, 
journeys to those strange worlds 
of fire, ice, and wind. 
Yet, I was naive. Naive of the wonders-- 
--of life. 

 -  Andrew Cahn 
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           Questions for Mom 

Pale white, thick skin with green-blue veins running down  
her lightly calloused palms. Her nails painted a velvety red. 
She is swiping her fingers across a bright phone screen; 
up, up, up her fingers slide oh so delicately and focused 
frigid air is a gently vicious creature yearning for warmth 
icy pillars melt under the blindingly bright sun’s order. 
Why are you up here on this barren summit? 
There is no service anywhere else in the world,  
she said not looking up once at my face. 
UGH! YOU NEVER LISTEN TO ME! LOOK UP! 

 -Andrew Cahn 
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The Death of Socrates 

At the time of the execution 
His students were weak 
All of them sobbing 
But Socrates was strong— 
He knew that he knew nothing 
Despair filled the  room as he was handed his death 
His executioner and other students were in ruins 

The executioner was wearing a robe, red like human blood  
He handed him the poison, while looking away crying 
His wife grieving alone in a chamber 
Plato with his head down at the end of Socrates’ deathbed 
Separate from the event with three other crushed souls 
His other students at the other end of Plato 
Sobbing and begging 

Socrates on his deathbed 
In an angelic white robe 
Fearlessly accepted it 
The ultimate courage 
The ultimate lesson 
The other twelve did not yet understand. 
Upright and sharp, Socrates’ courage fills the room 
Ready for everything and ready for nothing 
He accepts his poison 

 - Ryan Harvey 
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                Sonnet of Space 

Oh space, you make me want to soar and fly; 
To stars so bright that I can barely see; 
The air, so thin I might perhaps just die; 
Your rocky planets reaching out to me. 
So vast, so far, your shiny limbs will go; 
The galaxies and systems swirl about; 
How fast my cosmic boat and oars will row; 
This bubble just keeps on expanding out. 
But cataclysmic supernovae reign; 
Black holes wander like beasts throughout the night; 
Your solar winds will shred bringing great pain; 
The comets never go without a fight. 
From planets, galaxies and stars and moons; 
Space really is that wonderful it's true. 

  -   Andrew Cahn 

Photo	by	Danielle	Gruber	
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