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PHOBUS [ “GOD OF FEAR” ]

TINDER DATING & THE
OTHER VERY REAL
FEARS IN MY LIFE
I was driving 45 minutes out
of my way, in the midst of five
o’clock traffic, to Old Town to meet
John “Doe” for dinner. My lack of
knowledge about John didn’t bother
me. We’d been texting back and
forth for a few days and the still
very imminent mystery factor was
exciting. The stop-and-go traffic
didn’t really bother me. I knew that
the surrounding cars hosted veterans
of the rush hour traffic that dealt
with the nuisance at least five days
a week. But as I was head banging
rhythmically along to The Cars’
“Just What I Needed,” the sight of
an airplane flying overhead did very
much bother me. My mind suddenly
became flooded with all of the fears
that I’d been suppressing lately. I
feared the terrorist attacks that had
occurred in Paris just a few days
before. I feared the fact that Carlsbad
had come up as an ISIS target again.
I feared that mass shootings had
now become a weekly occurrence. I
feared that I was driving so far out of
the comfort of my own city to meet
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blythe
asta
a complete stranger. My eyes began
to tear up and my heart became hard
in my chest as I thought to myself,
“What am I doing?”
I couldn’t help but think to myself
how destruction is inevitable. If it’s
going to happen, then it’s going to
happen and that’s just the reality
of it. But what if it happened now?
Right now while I’m driving to meet
someone that at this point in my life
really means nothing to me. And
it could be anything. What if it is a
terrorist attack? Or what if John “Doe”
turns out to be a Jeffrey Dahmer?
What if it’s just your run of the mill
car crash…What then? Was I really
too busy running out the door to meet
this Tinder stranger that I didn’t have
time to kiss my grandmother, who
has helped to raise me like a standin father my whole life, goodbye?
When’s the last time I hugged my
“Self Portrait With Humor” by Cheryl Grosso
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PHOBUS [ “GOD OF FEAR” ]

mom? Did I tell my family that I love
them today? What’s the very last
thing that I said to every single person
in my life?
And what about the guy that I’ve
casually been seeing for years…
With him living in Carlsbad...if
something, anything did happen
to one of us right now, would he
know how I really feel about him? I
know that he knows very well how
much I care about him, but does he
know the words that we’ve never
spoken to each other. The words
that we’ve both been so careful to
avoid saying out loud. Does he know

“I Am The One Who Dots by Ian Wakeman

that I love him? And assuming that
nothing devastating happens tonight,
should I still save face and leave him
wondering or should I throw dating
politics out the window, open myself
up to vulnerability and just tell him?
I’m almost to Old Town. It’s not too
late to turn around now and just text
John later telling him that something
came up. It’s not too late to just go
home and make some wiser decisions
tonight. Instead I could spend the
night catching up with my best girl
friends over our favorite bottle of
wine. Or I could stay in and watch a
movie with my family. I could even

make plans to grab a drink with that
guy and let the alcohol speak the
words that my sober mind can never
seem to find. So how is it going to
end…
If I do decide to go ahead and meet
John “Doe,” am I going to luck out
and have a surprisingly good time?
Will we spark a connection that
makes all of my fears subside? Or
will it turn out to be a disappointing
waste of time that would have been
much better spent with the people in
my life that I truly love? Due to the
recent terrorist attacks, the looming
threat of ISIS and the fact that my
priorities and my daily choices really
do seem to be that far out of whack,
I’ve learned a lesson here.
I don’t know what’s going to
happen. I don’t know when my time
is up but I do know that the reality
is that I’m going to keep making
questionable decisions on a daily
basis because that’s just the kind of
person I am. The way I live is just the
way I live. And when fate decides
otherwise, I want to feel confident
that the people that I love really know
that I love them. That my friends
know that I’m thankful to have had
them in my life. That everyone knows
that the pleasure was mine. And that’s
all I can do. Just keep living life on
the edge, just the way I like it, and
provide that buffer of reassurance to
myself and to everyone else. I park in
Old Town.
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antifreeze
You could tell her state of mind
by the contents of her refrigerator.
Today, it was a weary slab of
leftover meatloaf, linked by a trail of
congealed grease to limp green beans
more wrinkled than a child’s fingers
after hours in the pool. Only slightly
more appealing, a bottle of cheap red
wine with barely an inch left in the
bottom. The refrigerator light was
too bright for its shady, borderlinedangerous contents, and so she closed
the door, as much out of fear as
disgust.
Her apartment was dim and gray in
the cold late afternoon. Just getting
home from work, the heat had not
kicked on yet, and the room was not
yet filled with the false cheeriness
of electronic blue light from her
computer screen. The apartment was
dark, somber and silent and cold as
a funeral home. She stood at odds
with herself in the middle of the
living room, still wearing her coat and
scarf, not wanting to move or think, or
even be. To go through the motions
of carrying on with her daily routine

susan
asato
would rob her of this opportunity to
realize that she could simply stop,
and just stay stopped, for as long as
she could continue to stand there.
And after a long while standing
there, the room grew darker and
colder. A spark of fear began to thaw
her frozen state of mind and body.
Still wearing her coat and scarf, she
dashed around the apartment turning
on every light in every room. Then
she ran down to the corner grocery
and stocked up on every kind of
emotional antifreeze she could find
-- flowers and wine, bubble bath
and a large scented candle. She
would never become a victim of cold
meatloaf again.

[ 15 ]
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if then so

PHOBUS [ “GOD OF FEAR” ]

Only so many so’s before you get until’d
Only so many yeses before you hear a no
Only so many smiles before a frown
Up and down
Only so many hello’s before a goodbye
Only so many answers before a why
Only so many okays before a still
And maybe then

karis tanksley

I can’t get filled
You
You’re in my mind.
Are you my friend, or are those smiles
Over my left shoulder towards
Another pair of eyes.
Perhaps but maybe so.
I won’t
I promise I won’t get tired of this
And this
And and, and so, and still
And vaporous sweet.
Maybe you
And I
Perhaps no goodbyes
Yes okay smile
Hello
then
bliss

TIDEPOOLS [ 2016 ]
Tidepools 7.0.indd 16

4/27/2016 2:34:44 PM

melissa may marsh

childhood
		whispers
in my ears

I am twelve feet tall when I fall in love with the green-eyed
boy who stares at me from the opposite end of the hall.
I am ten feet tall when his body envelopes
around mine; he touches the ridges and
freckles and scars on my skin and says
that he’s never felt more in love
than in this instant.
I am eight feet tall when he orders me two glasses of wine;
the color of a black widow’s underbelly,
crinkling chills ripple
up my spine.
I am five feet tall when he forgets our four-month anniversary
and comes home drunk from a night out
with his buddies.
I am two feet tall when I say “No” and one foot tall
when he gets angry.
I am one inch tall, like the smallest figure
in the Russian doll that rests in my mother’s
China cabinet, as he strips off the tee shirt
my dad gave me as a souvenir
from his business trip
the same summer
I hopscotched
with my niece
in her schoolyard
for the first time.
Childhood whispers in my ears.
And I am gone, nonexistent,
as every ounce of my being
is stripped away by
the stranger I trusted
who detains my
wrists against
the
coffee
stained
mattress.

[ 17 ]
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calling on
the moon
In the winter, warm days were a
blessing, especially in an area that
had no heater or air conditioning.
You prayed for the days that were
just right. We would always dress in
layers and keep a pack with us that
had various items that would either
cool us down, or heat us up. Today,
I couldn’t decide if I wanted to wear
my fleece, or pack it, so I decided to
just pack it. I figured that if I needed
it, I could just throw it on. This was
just one of the things in my life that
I had control over, so I always used
it to my advantage. Unless the day
came where the squadron commander
would say, “Marines, fleece is no
longer authorized on convoys because
it is not fire retardant.” That day just
so happened to be today.
I wasn’t anxious to get to
work, mostly because there was
no work to be done. If you aren’t
on a convoy in Iraq, you were just
wasting away on base. Sure, we had
things to keep us busy; basketball,
the makeshift gym, ultimate frisbee,
cards, fighting your award winning

megan
frazier
scorpion against the top ranking
camel spider that Crash Fire Rescue
would always have on hand. Another
twenty dollars down the drain to an
eight-legged assassin who goes by the
name War Child. If you weren’t losing
money, learning how bad you were
at basketball, or going to the gym,
you were eating or filling hescos. I
couldn’t stand filling hescos. Why? If
you had to fill a hesco by hand, you
fucked up at some point in your day.
Do you think that heavy machinery
only exists in America? One phone
call and an excavator could be at your
company office within the hour to
provide hours of service to keep your
Marines safe.
“What the fuck happened?”
Corporal Smith asked with a
confused look on his face. Corporal
Smith was from Alabama and had
shaved his head because at the age of
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“Tsunami” by Cheryl Grosso

twenty-three, was already starting to
go bald. “What?” I asked. Not because
I didn’t hear him, but I couldn’t
understand a single word that this
guy would ever say. His accent was
as though you stuck your tongue
in a mousetrap, pinched your nose,
and tried to talk while out of breath.
“What the fuck happened? We have
been filling hescos for four hours
and we haven’t gotten any word
about chow.” “There are MRE’s in
the Humvee. Why are you always so
fucking hungry?” I rarely saw him
without at least a piece of beef jerky in
his hand. “My mama raised me right,
three meals a day,” he said with a
smile on his face that only a “mama”
could love.
“Incoming!”
I greeted the Iraqi dirt with my face
like we were long lost high school

friends. Others weren’t so lucky to
have made that quick connection.
Screams could be heard from just on
the other side of a half filled hesco
that Corporal Smith and I were filling.
This wasn’t a scream for Marines to
get down; this was a blood-curdling
scream that only meant one thing;
someone was injured. “Corpsman!”
Sergeant Johnson yelled. “We need
a fucking corpsman! Corporal List,
get your tourniquet!” I hesitated to
grab it, because what if I needed it
for me? We didn’t hear “all clear”
from the tower yet, so technically, I
could still need it. “Get your fucking
tourniquet!” Sergeant Johnson
insisted. I stood up to pull out my
tourniquet from my trousers right
side pocket and there it was, hanging
on the edge of the hesco, six inches
from my face, Corporal Smith’s arm

that was caught in the top wires, and
no Corporal Smith attached to it.
It didn’t take long for medics to
arrive since we were on the flight
line of the base, within earshot of the
company office. Corporal Smith was
on his way to medical as we assessed
the damage to the flight line. Seven
holes in perfect sequence, straight
down runway three four, and one
dead center of the helicopter landing
pad. “We don’t have enough sand
for this.” Sergeant Johnson said
resoundingly. “Two, maybe three, but
not seven,” I didn’t think anything
of it, it was gibberish to me. Rapid
runway repair was his thing, not
mine. I continued to gather my things
with the other Marines and load the
Humvee to get back to company. A
shovel here, a chunk of meat there, a
lost Leatherman, a piece of a bloody

[ 19 ]
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PHOBUS [ “GOD OF FEAR” ]
blouse, it was just another day in Iraq.
“Corporal List, get your shit and
meet in hanger two five.” I didn’t
know who it was who barged into my
hut, but it sounded serious, before I
could turn around, they were gone. I
gathered my usual items; Kevlar, flak
jacket, pack with fleece inside and
water bottles, and my trusty M16A2
assault rifle. I made sure I didn’t leave
anything out because mice loved
crackers. As I arrive to the hangar,
there is a crowd formed outside. Half
of them were smoking and the other
half had their hands in the pockets
trying to stay warm. I didn’t smoke,
so I joined the pocket warmers. There
were a lot of officers in the area,
never a good sign. It wasn’t that a
lot of officers meant something bad
was happening, just that officers are
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stupid, and I didn’t want any part of
it. I could hear through the crowd,
“It’s a god damned convoy to collect
sand from the nationals to fix the
runway.”
I honestly couldn’t contain my lack
of excitement for this. We are going
to spend ten days in a town, which
probably just shot the rockets at us,
taking their sand, to fix the holes that
they made. It made perfect sense. At
least I still had my fleece in my pack,
the one thing that I could control in
my life. Even though I couldn’t wear
it on the convoy, it gets cold at night
in a sleeping bag, and I could wear it
then. Let’s just hope that I don’t catch
on fire while I’m sleeping, fingers
crossed. At zero dark thirty, the
trucks are loaded, we have fired our
test shots, and we are on the road to
god knows where. “I can’t feel
my fingers. I swear, if someone
shoots at us, I’m not taking my
hands out of my pockets to shoot
back,” Lance Corporal Swaggert
said. Swaggert was a college
boy who liked to complain
and compare his education to
everyone else. It never failed, he
would always bring up that he
graduated from college, for no
apparent reason. Incident free,
our convoy makes it to the sand
site.
After offloading and setting a
perimeter, the heavy equipment
operators begin to unload the
bulldozers and excavators.
They work through the night
to dig fighting holes for all of
the Marines. It was one of the
coldest nights that I had ever
been privileged to sit through.
My rifle barrel was white from
frost and it was difficult to breath
in deep through my nose. By

the time they got to us, the sun was
coming up and we could finally see
what it is that we would be shooting
at if the need arose. We had two
hundred yards of dirt, bushes, beaten
trails, and a cliff. A cliff that could be
scaled from the backside and leads
to a river that was probably used for
the towns resources. This was going
to be interesting. We instructed the
operator of where to dig, how deep,
and even had him smooth out the
rough spots. Fuck my luck, Swaggert
was in my fighting hole. Now I get
to listen to this guy’s bullshit for
ten straight days, when I can barely
be around this guy for ten minutes.
Thank god, Corporal Costelli was in
the fighting hole as well.
Costelli was from Ohio, he also went
to college, but he didn’t brag about
it. He and I were decent friends and
always shared some good laughs.
“How long do you think it would take
for hajis to crest the cliff and run to
our hole?” Swaggert always had some
stupid question to ask. Costelli played
along, “If you assumed that they
were Olympic runners and didn’t
trip, about twenty seconds.” Costelli
was actually a math genius. Not your
college algebra, could write it out and
give you an close answer genius. He
was a literal mathematical, use no
paper and just see the entire answer
in his head, genius. “That’s bullshit,”
says Swaggert, with his scrunched up
face, “there is no way that they could
get here in twenty seconds.” “You
didn’t give any other information
about the hajis, other than they were
running, you asked the fucking
question, so you need to give me
more to work with, or don’t ask a
stupid fucking question,” Costelli
said. This set the tone of this vacation
away from the base.

“Aesthetically Pleasing” by Ryan Broxie
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“Creation” by Laura Stengel

Seven days into the mission and the
only thing that we had seen so far,
dust, a lot of dust, oh and there were
mortars flying in nearly everyday
from the town behind us. Apparently,
they didn’t want to sell us their sand,
so we are now stealing it from them
and they aren’t happy about it. 0300,
our trip flares are popped and our
fighting hole is on alert. NVG’s were
quickly lifted because we were almost
instantly blinded. The song, “Blinded
by the Light,” goes through my
head as I raise my goggles. We were
ready for battle, with whoever it was,
hajis, townsmen, or some unknown
killer who terrorizes people in their
slumber! “A goat,” Costelli says. “Just
keep watching, there might be a large
force behind it and there are using the
goat to distract us,” Swaggert says in
a serious tone. We stay quiet, rather
than starting a stupid argument with
him. We knew that it was just a goat,
but we let him feel like he was going
to do some dirty work.
Day ten came not a moment too
soon. I was actually happy, and you
don’t get happy in Iraq too often. We
smelled like gym clothes that were
sweated in, thrown in a gym bag, and
then forgotten about for four days.
“Bad news gents, we aren’t going
home just yet,” Sergeant Johnson said
while making his rounds to all of the
fighting holes. “Base Commander
wants more and doesn’t want to make
another trip.” “Make another trip?
Like this motherfucker has even made
a single trip out here to even check on
his sand stealing operation,” I thought
to myself. Deep down, I knew that we
wouldn’t be leaving yet. You could
feel the tension in the air and hear
the murmurs from the other fighting
holes.
A few hours before the sun begins

to set on the fourteenth day, the
radio calls out, “Fox 4 fox 4, over.”
Swaggert eagerly answers back, “Fox
4, send your traffic.” “Fox 4, send one
body to HQ, over.” “Copy that, fox 4
out.” It was my turn to walk over and
see what was going on, probably to
collect more MRE’s and hear about
how we needed to stop pissing next
to our fighting hole. I again walk
up to another group and an officer
standing by. We were instructed to
take a foot patrol to the local town
and sweep it for any rockets, mortars,
caches of weapons, IED’s, and so on.
We were getting tired of having pop
shots taken at us, and being mortared
throughout our days. So, it was time
to pick a fight.
We check comms, check ammo,
and head out in staggered formation.
We encounter little resistance from
the town’s people. We conduct a
thorough search of the town and

it turns up three weapons caches,
two IED assembly stations, and a
partridge in a pear tree. EOD was
called in to remove everything and
do a controlled detonation of all of
the mortars, IEDs, and the caches. We
all hold a special spot in our heart
for EOD. We risk our lives, but they
really risk their lives. If EOD is being
called, it’s because things are bad. As
the mushroom cloud appears and the
rumble shakes the town, the trail of
comments ensues, “God damn!” “Bas
ass!” “Fuck yeah!” “Get some!” “Oohfucking-rah!” We make our way back
to the sand operation.
The town was a nice break from a
drudging time spent in the hole over
the past two weeks. The next day, we
are feeling the effects of only packing
for ten days. My poor fleece, it would
never be the same. No amount of crap
detergent in the world would ever get
this smell out. We are out of pogey
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“After Death!” by Hoa Chau

...so that
we could
smoke
someone
and make
this trip
worth
our
while.

bait (snacks), out of clean socks, we
ran out of clean underwear on day
seven. We are just hoping that a group
of hajis would crest our hill so that
we could smoke someone and make
this trip worth our while. By this
point, the arguments were over petty
things, and Swaggert was pissing us
off. “Dude, are you fucking farting?”
Swaggert says with a serious tone.
“I think that we are all farting, and
if you aren’t farting, then something
is wrong with you.” Costelli says,
seemingly sounding as though he
wants to take this conversation
even farther. “I can’t take this crap,

I just want out of this hole,” I think
to myself as I listen to a full-blown
argument about farting, where farts
come from, and why farts smell the
way that they do. This is my life.
A delirious day 20 arrives. We are
so tired that we are pulling two one
duty at night now. Two people awake,
while one is asleep. Since I can’t sleep,
I am wearing my fleece, because
at this point, I hope that I catch on
fire and hopefully it accelerates this
process. “What is that?” Costelli asks.
“What the fuck is that? List, do you
see that shit?” “I think, yeah, I see
something. I don’t know what it is,

but I see something.” I look across the
cliff to the next valley. A small orange
and red light, it begins to grow and
get closer. This was no normal light,
it was coming closer to us and it was
picking up a lot of speed! “Fuck, its
moving fast!” Costelli says. “Grab the
comm!” I quickly get the radio and
call, “Fox 4 fox 4, to HQ, how copy?
Over.” “HQ to fox 4, we read you
lima Charlie over.” At this point, we
were both so amped up, we are in the
bino’s, off the bino’s, in the NVGs,
off the NVGs, we had no idea what is
was, other than, it was moving really
fast and it was coming really close! It
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had to be a battalion of hajis coming
to take over our sand operation!
“List! I think we need to call for
fire!” I get back on the radio, “Fox 4
to HQ, requesting a call for fire, I say
again, we are requesting a call for fire
at bearing two four zero, stand by for
distance.” “Wait.” I say to Costelli.

getting closer to us. “Oh shit.” I say
to Costelli, “it’s the fucking moon.”
“Fox 4 to HQ, cancel call for fire, I say
again, cancel call for fire, over.” “Call
for fire cancel, solid copy.”
Swaggert slept throughout the
call for fire fiasco and it was never
mentioned to him. Day twenty-three

“Umm, wait, what the fuck is that?”
I say to him again. “Fox 4, submit
your call for fire info.” “Wait one,”
I call back to HQ. “Dude, do you
fucking see that?” I say to Costelli.
He finally sees it. It is definitely big,
and it’s definitely moving, but it isn’t

arrived, oddly enough; this was a
night that was even colder than the
first night that we arrived. If I were
going to get shot, please for the love
of god, let this be the night! I do
not want to freeze to death. Well,
good thing it wasn’t because day
“Skulls” by Alex Spiegler
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twenty-four was our ticket home.
The trucks arrived, we gathered what
dignity we had left and loaded up. I
stuffed my fleece in my pack, because
I could, and we headed back to the
base.
We didn’t mention it to anyone, not
over the entire rest of the deployment
that we had nearly
called for fire on the
moon. We would
take it to the grave
because we knew
that nobody would
either believe it, or
we would be made
fun of. But when you
are delirious and
you start to see a
foreign shaped light
coming straight for
you, shoot it down.
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TIGHT
It’s tight. My mother used to choke
me when she tied my ties. Well, my
real mother is somewhere in Georgia
I think. Millie and Walt adopted me
when I was ten, sometime in the
early fall. I remember that day, the
cool damp air and the uncertainty
that came along with it. Millie bore
her yellow teeth at us and plucked
me out of the group and whispered
to me that it was finally time to go
home. She said I was going to be
much happier with them than in this
place and that we’d come back and
visit Joshua very soon– “next week
sometime.” It’s funny seeing him
now. He’s much taller than I am and
holds his chin up high.
“Oh look who’s up!” She would
say, inflecting each word higher. I
usually poured her another cup of
tea then, and Walt too if he was at the
table that morning. Walt stayed in his
study most of the time, except when
he would take me out past the garden
with him. I only caught a glimpse
of his study twice in the time I lived
with them. The scars on my cheek are

bradley
petersen
why I ventured in only two times. A
big mahogany desk sat in the very
back of the room, with the window
fixed behind it. All four walls were
stuffed with books in thick mahogany
shelves, but all organized in his own
particular order. He kept novels and
fiction on the wall opposite his desk
and either side held everything else
nonfiction. I never saw what the
shelves on the back wall held, but it
doesn’t matter now.
“Around, then under, and then…
there!” Millie would yank my tie with
one hand and hold my head in place
with the other. They were always too
tight, and sat high over my belly. She
said I wasn’t ready for new ties yet,
and that the ones they had for me
were more than suitable and that if I
really wanted a new tie, then I should
get it myself. I eventually got my
hands on one of Walt’s ties. I would
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need something much bigger now.
The garden was laden with longdead plants and long-dead vegetables,
but that meant nothing to either of
them. Weeds obliged themselves
along the path leading out to the shed
and those weeds became a marker
and an escort later on. The shed itself
sat sickly and overgrowth clung to the
walls, although it used to be painted
white and not chipped and clothed in
that green malaise. It was only grey
inside. No weeds. Only tools and their
doing. The door always groaned as it
was opened for you, and whined as it
was closed. It roared as it burned.
Millie loved cats, kittens especially.
It was one at first, then another and
another, and eventually six more by
the time I was gone. They were all
gone much sooner. I would’ve liked
for them to have met each other.
I only stayed for four months and
seven days, but I was certain that the
winter I spent with them had actually
been five years and each year we
were just having an unusually cold
spring and summer and fall and that

maybe that fucking groundhog’s
shadow decided that it should take up
residence permanently.
h
It was night when I crept into Walt’s
study one last time. He was asleep
at his desk, and snoring. His snore
echoed and bounded throughout the
house, so much so that Millie always
played her records to try and drown

it out. I picked out Frankenstein from
one of the shelves and tiptoed over
to him. The problem with beating
someone with Frankenstein is that
it’s not very thick and they wake up
before you can do any real harm. He
shot up two knocks in and tossed
me off his desk and across the room.
It was the first time I’d ever seen
him look so jumbled –I couldn’t
help but smile. He stomped over

IT WAS
NIGHT
WHEN I
CREPT
INTO
WALT’S
STUDY
ONE LAST
TIME.
“Questioning Limbs” by Joseph Curiel
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and resumed where he’d left off
yesterday, but today was different. I
stood up through his rage, each blow
another reason to rise, and found
myself latched onto his back. We both
crashed into the bookcase behind
us and fell to floor into a pool of
nonfiction. I was pinned beneath him,
so I pulled at his shirt and reached
for anything, finally catching his tie.
I tugged and tugged and tugged and
wrapped it around his neck, and
tugged again. As I pulled at his tie, he
clawed at my face and I pulled even
harder after the clawing stopped,
until I was sure it would never start
again. I always came out looking a
little different when I left his study.
I took a knife from Walt’s desk,
walked down the hall to Millie’s
bathroom, and pried off the
doorknob. From her expression,
I think she thought that she was
another doorknob, but as it turns out,
she was just another cat in a tub. I
dropped the knife on the floor and
counted ten kittens.
The winter finally left, and so had I.
There was a smoky musk that laid in
the air around their property as I rode
off, and its fluttering light dimmed the
further I got. I rode through town all
week, searching around until I found
my old home. Joshua didn’t recognize
me at first. I guess it had been a longer
four months for me than for him. We
crept through the sleeping building
and out through the back door, riding
away without forethought.
We realized freedom that first
month. Before I left, I stuffed two
bags with food, and helped myself to
their cash as well. A safe is obviously
behind a painting on the wall, and
in their case, this one was another
painting of themselves. We lasted
about ten more months on Walt

and Millie’s provisions until we
finally realized our livelihood was
dwindling. It wasn’t easy convincing
Joshua to come with me and leave
that place behind, but the promise
of that freedom in a bag tipped him
over, and off his bed. However, the
heat and dust in the New Mexican
territory was unrelenting and we
didn’t feel free anymore.
We went from town to town stealing
anything we could, and stealing is
easy when you’re hungry and there’s
two of you. We lived off of others for a
few weeks, but towns grew scarce and
staying in a town after you’ve stolen
from everyone doesn’t work, not even
for kids. We had just outrun another
sheriff when I fell off our horse –we
stole him too, after Betsy got loose
one night. I tumbled and tumbled
and tumbled down that ravine, met
a boulder, and tumbled down some
more. It wasn’t the break that hurt.
You just can’t ride right with a broken
leg.
The officers were all stunned
when we trudged up to the Sheriff’s
office the next town over early that
following morning. I threatened to
hogtie Joshua if he didn’t tie me up
and haul me down there to claim
that money for himself. When we got
there, that was that. It was up for us, it
was up for me. They sure as hell knew
who I was, but not Joshua. We no
longer looked like twins. For them, his
name was “Johnny Richards” and had
just happened upon an injured Noah
Smith a few miles outside of town and
wanted justice. He got the bounty –I
got a cell. It’s good to see him again.
It’s good to see his chin held high.
My name is Noah Smith and when
they finally caught me, I pled guilty
to the murders of Walter and Mildred
Corrigan. It’s getting tighter, and I

know there’s one last drop for me, but
I won’t fall this time.
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do you want to get lunch
Where
you remember your medication
Did
		
don’t believe you
I
				
out? Not tonight.
Go
					
number.
Wrong					

where did i go wrong?
nicholas van campen
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How you disquiet me, disarm me;
all my words fall at my feet.
I look to see them on the floor,
unsure of how to reclaim them.
They disintegrate in my hands;
I begin speaking in inflections unlike my own.
Words fragment, I stutter.
I am filled with animosity against your beauty,
the way it controls me, the way it splinters
the once smooth planes of my mind.
And so you stare into my imploring eyes,
indifferent, and eventually I look away,
slow and gentle blinking lashes cast down
in honorable defeat.

disarm
andrea giaconelli
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and i do
“You stupid fuck. You pathetic,
stupid fuck,” My father says in an
eerily hushed tone. His big hand
clasps the papers he’s holding,
crushing them in his fist, “All I ask for
are good grades.”
And I do. I’m passing all my classes
with flying colors, but I can never say
that.
“You don’t do anything. All you
need to do is pass your fucking
classes.” His voice is calm but the vein
throbbing in his temple does little to
hide his anger, “You don’t have a job.
You don’t have any fucking money.”
His face flushes red, “This is the least
you can do for me. Get over here.
Now.” He says, pointing a finger to a
closer part of the room, closer to him.
And I do. I shakily walk over
dragging my feet, shoulders
shrugged.
“I don’t know what to do anymore,”
He’s rubbing his forehead in
frustration, pacing the length of the
couch, “But it’s like you’re asking
for it.” He glares hot daggers in my
direction from where I’m standing

melanie
montoya
near the far wall. He shakes his head
back and forth as he stops his pace
and starts to unbuckle his belt, “You
know what to do.”
And I do. My eyes fill with tears as
I slowly make my way over to him.
I quickly avert my gaze to an old,
brown stain on the carpet that refuses
to come out no matter how hard I
scrub.
“Don’t make me repeat myself,
son.” His breath smells of whiskey
found in the kitchen cabinet next to
the refrigerator. “Take off your shirt
and turn around.” He says as he folds
his belt in half around his calloused
palm.
And I do.
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The half-asleep mob before me in queue,
Some silent, others on their phone,
Trudges through the procession
In wait for their order.

Such coordination the laborers exhibited,
Calling orders, fixing beverages,
That I didn’t notice my place
In line had reached the front.

Some of the mob, dressed for work,
Cannot disguise their impatience;
They fidget and look anxious,
Appearing to be somewhere else.

“The previous customer paid for your order,”
Reported the barista.
“I’ll pay for the next one,”
I replied.

I might have my order sooner,
Would that this mob were not here;
The line moves at a glacial pace;
I wait for it to melt away.
The machines hiss and whirl.
Behind the counter, employees
Make frantic movements,
Attending to each desire.

daydream in line at
the cafe
sam denton
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fool of a tolkien:
in defense of fantasy

The name Tolkien calls to mind
an old and pleasant Oxfordian
gentleman struggling into a long
coat, biting a pipe between his teeth,
and nodding cheerily to passers-by,
to those familiar with pictures of
the author of the popular Lord of
the Rings (1954-55) trilogy and its
prequel, the Hobbit (1937). Despite
popular conceptions, the name is
not English, although the man was.
Tolkien comes from the German “toll
kühn,” which directly translates to
foolhardy.
This is remarkably similar to the
last name of one of his most beloved
characters in Lord of the Rings,
Peregrin Took, for all Tooks are
known in the book to be foolhardy.
Tolkien was known to use the
pseudonym “oxymore,” a French
version of oxymoron (“Who was
Tolkien?”). Although he would
often not take himself seriously, he
took his studies seriously, and was a
Professor first of English Language
and Literature, then of Anglo-Saxon
at Oxford University in the early

karis
tanksley
twentieth century (Parker). Current
reception of Tolkien’s works includes
readers of all ages internationally, and
his trilogy is voted almost yearly as a
top 20th century British novel (“Who
was Tolkien?”). However, critics of his
day dismissed his books as “juvenile
trash” (Lindrea). Critics and Literary
societies did not consider the fantasy
genre as high art or relevant to the
general public in his day. The general
public thought differently. Popularity
for his books among readers sprouted
immediately, and has only grown
since that time (“Who was Tolkien?”).
When I was nine years old, my
favorite books were The Chronicles of
Narnia by C.S. Lewis, and I refused
to read anything new. My parents
forced me to read the first chapter
of The Hobbit, and that changed my
outlook not only on that one book,
but upon books in general. Because
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“Joshua Tree I” by Erin DeVries

of Tolkien, I began to explore as
many books as I could and began to
create worlds of my own. His original
languages captured my imagination
and inspired me to attempt a novel
alphabet, although the language
did not progress from there. My
style of storytelling is heavily
influenced by the freedom I found
in his creative interpretation of the
world, mythologies, and fairy tales.
I researched his academic career and
was surprised to discover that if he
had not written his books, I would not
be writing mine. He legitimized the
fantasy genre, which made possible
an explosion of new genres and genre

blends in the latter half of the 20th
century.
Tolkien gave a lecture in 1936
entitled “The Monsters and the
Critics” (Tolkien), in which he
discussed Beowulf and its literary
importance. When he was 26 years
old, he crafted his own translation
of the work. In this lecture, his
explanations of why Beowulf and
fantasy as a whole is legitimate and
academically deserving of attention
and scholarship caused a major shift
in views of the poem Beowulf, and
began the process of raising respect
for fantasy (Milner). Despite his
stirring, sarcastic, and intriguing

lecture, Tolkien’s works and fantasy
itself are still underappreciated in
modern academia.
In his 1936 British Academy
Lecture “Beowulf: The Monsters
and the Critics” (Tolkien), Tolkien
argues against the critical consensus
that Beowulf is a successful poem
based upon historical and linguistic
significance, and asserts that
fantastical and aesthetic qualities are
the driving forces of its universal
power. Tolkien begins his essay by
quoting the largest concern of the
critics of Beowulf: “its weakness lies in
placing the unimportant things at the
centre and the important on the outer
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edges” (Tolkien). The critics were
most concerned with the author’s
choice to place two monsters, Grendel
and the Dragon, as central focuses of
the piece.
Tolkien’s voice positively drips
sarcasm as he explains why. “Nearly
all the censure . . . has been due . . .
to disappointment at the discovery
that it was itself and not something
that the scholar would have liked
better—for example, a heathen
heroic lay, a History of Sweden, a
manual of Germanic antiquities, or
a Nordic Summa Theologica.” His
understatement and patronizing
tone exacerbate the mundanity of
the examples he provides, which
are ridiculously farfetched. The
critics, Tolkien claims, believe the
fault of Beowulf’s author lies in his
unnecessary attention to worthless
topics and his sidelining of culturally
and historically significant moments.
Tolkien counters this by saying that
the power of the poetry in Beowulf
“overshadows the historical content,
and is largely independent even of the
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the
courage
to put
invisible
issues into
monstrous
form and
face them
for what
they truly
are
most important facts (such as the date
and identity of Hygelac) that research
has discovered.” His overstatement
of the unimportance of the historical
facts and research do not reflect a
negligence or a disdain for history
on his part, but rather a desire to
make a shocking point to cause his
listeners in the lecture hall to think.
Since the consensus was that the

historical facts were more important
than the elements of pure fiction,
Tolkien claims that instead of history
superseding fiction, in the case of
Beowulf, poetry is the greatest element.
“The illusion of historical truth and
perspective, that has made Beowulf
such an attractive quarry, is largely
a product of art.” In fact, as Tolkien
once again largely claims, history is
made available to modern readers
through the medium of poetry.
Although the problem of Beowulf’s
mythical monsters terrified critics,
Tolkien affirms the centrality of
artfulness within the piece as more
important than recently found
historical facts surrounding the tale,
and further defends the significance
of fantasy as a cultural mover. Tolkien
first defends the monsters from the
critics.
The critics accused the poem as
carrying a low theme. He responds
with characteristic sarcasm,
“...it is not an irritating accident
that the tone of the poem is so
high and its theme so low. It is the

“Photo of Swamis taken from Meditation Garden during field trip” by M. Todd Godfrey
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theme in its deadly seriousness
that begets the dignity of the
tone . . . the monsters are not an
inexplicable blunder of taste; they
are essential, fundamentally allied
to the underlying ideas of the poem,
which give it its lofty tone and high
seriousness” (Tolkien).
Tolkien proves the worth of the
monsters by recalling the listeners’
memories to the many and varied
scriptural allusions they carry, as well
as influences from Nordic materials
and traditions. The hybridity evident
from the creation of these monsters
and their purpose within the story
reveals a greater cultural creativity
than the critics believed “the muddled
heads of early Anglo-Saxons” to
have. Tolkien next defends the hero,
Beowulf, from the critics. “We do
not deny the worth of the hero by
accepting Grendel and the dragon .
. . but Beowulf, I fancy, plays a larger
part than is recognized in helping
us to esteem them.” The monsters
are truly monstrous as described by
the poem, but Tolkien means that
Beowulf’s fight with these creatures
reflected ongoing human battles
beyond the pages of books. He asserts
that “Beowulf . . . has devoted a whole
poem to the theme [of the paradox of
defeat], and has drawn the struggle
in different proportions, so that we
may see man at war with the hostile
world…” He ends this section by
sadistically alluding to the critics’
view of Beowulf, “the particular is
on the outer edge, the essential is in
the centre…” this time making “the
essential” element the art, and “the
particular,” or the mundane, the
historical facts.
Tolkien’s final argument to refute
the critics to Beowulf and to fantasy
is to accuse the modern world of

being suspicious and backwards,
and commend the older world for
the courage to put invisible issues
into monstrous form and face them
for what they truly are. Tolkien
contradicts the critics who claimed
that ancient cultures were weak and
backwards with the statement,
“It is the strength of the northern
mythological imagination that it
faced this problem, put the monsters
in the centre, gave them victory but
no honour, and found a potent but
terrible solution in naked will and
courage . . . [fantasy] has power . . .
to revive its spirit even in our own
times” (Tolkien).
Tolkien, as a proper storyteller,
uses an image of resurrection to
communicate the endurance of
fantasy and its capacity to transcend
the ages.
I am no dragon slayer, no giant
wrestler, nor do I hold a professorship
at Oxford University, but I do
understand how much fantasy
and imagination has impacted
my life and helped to develop my
moral imagination. If I had not first
learned of stories, I would not have
understood why or how there are
selfish acts, generous acts, hateful
acts, and heroic acts. If I had not read
Tolkien, I would not have written
the stories I write now, because I
was inspired by his work and by at
least ten other authors in the fantasy
genre, and other genres newer to the
world of books. Perhaps the critics
were right: maybe his work is juvenile
trash. Maybe he is “foolishly brave,”
or “stupidly clever,” as suggested
by the meaning of his name (“Who
was Tolkien?”). Whatever the case
may be, I hope someday to be half as
halfwitted as he.
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“Marina” by Joseph Chirra

color poem

barbara schiffler
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There is a color that I know
It may be a color that you like the best
It fills your life and mine with moments
Of joy that time cannot test.
It may be the color of Burns’ love
It may be the color of Kilmer’s object of fame
It may be the hue meant only for boys
It may be the color that little girls claim.
It may be an entity of paradox
For at once it is all and yet
It can be lost in the confusion
Of life’s details that must be met.
The choice is yours.
I leave it to your being
Choose a color that does to you
What no other element can do
A color that fills your life with meaning.
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a bush with
purpose

I’ve heard of a bush in the Mojave Desert,
It only grows there and nowhere else. It’s not
beautiful or breathtaking like a prickly rose bush.
It doesn’t produce fruit or
Anything worth the human soul.
It doesn’t sing like the one in a comedy.
It didn’t show Moses how to lead his people
Out of the desert and cross the Red Sea.
It doesn’t even produce enough shade
To keep God’s smallest creature alive.
I’ve heard of a bush in the Mojave Desert,
Scientists are baffled that it died after days
In the most expensive labs across the world
With the same weather conditions to its habitat.
They’ve concluded, it will not grow anywhere else.
I’ve heard of a bush in the Mojave Desert,
That is more boring than me…

kim flores

And yet as I feel worthless some days in my life
I think about this useless bush in the Mojave Desert--!
And I know that I am worth more.
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the princess &
the poobah
He sat king-like in his living room
chair, all day, every day, computer on
his lap, counting how many friends
and colleagues each of the roommates
were accumulating on Facebook and
Linkedin. His chair was placed so he
had full view of the front door and
the adjacent stairwell to the upstairs,
so escaping his leer or commentary
was quite impossible. Every evening
as each roommate walked through the
front door, returning from work, he
announced to them how much their
friend and colleague counts had risen
from the previous day. And 10 times
a day he would ask me how many
resumes I had sent out and remind
me that I needed to be reminded to
find a job—the Ph.D’d Grand Poobah
in his La-Z-Boy with his belly swollen
from beer, who hadn’t worked in 5
years.
“Great! I made it with a few
minutes to spare. Uh oh… sirens
are blaring. Where are they coming
from? Huh? It’s behind me. It’s the
retired sheriff’s car, white with green
stripes, pulled up right behind me…

laurie
singsaas
two old dudes, about my age, nice
head of white hair on one of them,
pepper and salt on the other. Geez,
one of them is coming my way.”
I start to step out of the car, still
thinking they are after someone
else. “STAY IN YOUR CAR,” he
demands of me. Yikes! “LICENSE
and REGISTRATION.” I hand them
over. “When’s the last time you got a
ticket?”
“Uhm, maybe 1978, maybe not, I
don’t remember. Sorry,” I stammer,
my brain still focused elsewhere.
“You ran two stop signs, and you
were 25 miles over the speed limit.”
“Geez,” I think to myself, “I really had
no idea I did that.” I was on autopilot,
mind dwelling on all the crap that
had come to pass since I lost my job,
Christmas week, 2008.
My response to the officer was a
pathetic, distant, “I’m sorry officer. I
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was just a little distracted.” I think
I repeated it, blankly, numbly, two
or three more times, and then finally
rallied with a rather weak attempt at
an excuse, “I was trying to cover a bad
check before the bank closed.”
I started to step out of the car again.
“STAY IN THE CAR,” the other
officer commanded, “There’s a lot
of people who have it a lot worse off
than you.”
Worse off than me? What did he
know about me? Yes, true, there are
people worse off than me; but why
did he even say that? I wasn’t some
spoiled princess. Yes, I lived in a nice
neighborhood, but I earned it. I was
hard-working, the daughter of bluecollar, Depression-era parents, who
taught me how to be frugal.
Worse off than me? Did he know
that I had been laid off in 2008, the
year of the most devasting economic
collapse since The Great Depression?
Did he know that I had not been able
to find a job since? That was three
years ago! Did he know that in two
weeks, my ex-husband would be
driving away in this very car--this
car that I paid for--and leaving me
without any transportation?
Worse off than me? Did he know
that my ex-, the Grand Poobah, the
illustrious Ph.D.’d mathematician, had
decided to gamble us into destitution?
He had “video pokered” away the
equity in the house and both our
retirement funds, $110K in his and
$180K in mine. Did he know that it
had taken me nearly 40 years of 50-60
hour weeks to save that money? Did
he know that there is a foreclosure
sign posted on my front door and that
in three weeks I will be kicked out of
my home of 20 years?
Worse off than me? Did he know,
and would he care if he did, that

in three weeks, at 59 years of age,
I will have been transformed into
one of those losers that decent folk
turn their gaze from? Homeless—
no car, no job, no money—one of
those shifty bastards, too lazy to find
work, sucking shamelessly on the
government teat? A big NOTHING!
I flashback to the homeless person,
laying drunk or asleep or dead on
the sidewalk when I was 17. His
body lay directly across the path
to the endless string of crosstown
commuter busses, that lined up—10
to 15 in a row--along 42nd Street
outside New York’s Port of Authority;
an equally endless string of morning
commuters, 100’s and 100’s of them,
were simply hopping right over him,
like an object to be avoided in a video
game. Did anyone wonder or care,
“Was he somebody once? Was he once

did he know
that my ex,
the grand
poobah,
had decided
to gamble
us into
destitution?
a bona fide citizen with a home and
car and job?” Well, he was just a big
NOTHING now, a smelly pile of wet
rags, laying in a heap, in the way of
bona fide people trying to get to their
bona fide jobs on this bona fide, gray,
drizzly New York day.
WORSE THAN ME! WORSE THAN
ME! WORSE THAN ME! I reach into

[ 43 ]
Tidepools 7.0.indd 43

4/27/2016 2:35:06 PM

sophia [ “GODDESS OF wisdom” ]
my purse and jump out of the car.
Well, technically, not my car…
it belongs to the Grand Poobah
now--and blurt out something
less simple-minded than “I’m just
a little distracted.” “I just got
divorced after 35 years!” my voice,
a quivering, quaking plea—God,
I hate being pitiful. I blink; and
as my lashes touch my cheek, I
feel the cool dampness of a tear
that escaped my control. The
pressure in my skull is immense
and every muscle and line in my
face screams despair. It serves no
useful purpose, despair. This time
neither cop yells at me to get back
in the car.
The white-haired cop, the one
who is now standing on the finely
manicured lawn of what will soon
no longer be my neighborhood,
looks up from writing my ticket and
says, “I’ll give you a break on the
speeding.”
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you haVe to be
somewhere
ofir
cahalan
She’s wearing a sundress today,
like many other girls here, and she’s
pinned real flowers to it, flowers she
presumably grew herself. I don’t
actually know for sure if she gardens
or not. They’re stuck on fairly crudely,
and every now and then a daisy will
detach, leaving a trail behind us. She’ll
make an excellent flower girl one day.
We came here on our first date,
though perhaps date isn’t the best
word. It didn’t start out as one,
though it ended better than most I’ve
been on. There was a free concert
in the park, her parents had just
finalized their divorce and I was
trying to impress her with my support
by distracting her with a fun night out
with her best guy-friend. Is it wrong
to do the right thing for somebody
if at least part of your motivation
is to sleep with them? She’d been
having a tough time. Both of her
“Meditation -- Ink Sketch” by Karen Kenyon
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parents neglecting her as they tried
to salvage what was left of their lives
after ripping them apart at the seams.
We’d been friends a long time and I
was and remain infatuated with her.
She knew I liked her, had even told
me she wasn’t interested in being
more than friends, but after crying on
my shoulder for a bit she must have
decided this was worth exploring. I
didn’t complain, and I never had to
meet her father so that was a plus, too.
Now I’m almost sure she’s had her
fill. She used to call me every day to
say hi or ask if she could come over.
Now she hardly calls at all. She says
she’s stressed with things at home,
that she forgets sometimes, that she’s
sorry she didn’t pick up. I believed
her for awhile, though now I’m sure
she’s just waiting for the right time to
break up with me. If I can delay that,
I’d like to. I know I should just bring
it up myself and get it over with, but
isn’t one more day in the park with
my girlfriend worth having before I’m
single and alone again?
“You look nice today” she says to
me with a little less expression on
her face than I’d like. I dressed a bit
formally for a day in Balboa Park
in San Diego during the summer. I
wouldn’t say my clothes are overly
fancy, but they’re not the best for
running around the park having
shenanigans. I’ve got on a solid
colored black button up. I thought
it looked sharp in the mirror this
morning, but out in the sunshine
it feels a little much. It comes with
those little plastic things they stick in
the ends of the collar so that it sticks
out nice and pointy and the buttons
are awfully reflective. Throw in a
decent pair of jeans I got as a gift and
some leather shoes and I’m definitely
overdressed. I was trying to impress

without looking like I was trying and
I was pretty sure I over-did it. Her
comment confirms it.
“Thanks. Where should we go
first?” I ask. “I bet the tea garden
is really nice today, or maybe a
museum?” Today is supposed to be
about her anyway, and I like letting
her take the lead.
“How about the koi pond?” Without
waiting for an answer she heads
for the water. The koi pond here is
huge. It’s got a sort of Roman bath
element to it, with lilypads sitting
in underwater pots every few feet.
There’s a low cement curb going
around the rectangular pond, with a
little walkway going across one end of
it where a small crowd has gathered.
The pond is by the entrance to an art
museum, and on a Friday it’s fairly
populated with tourists and kids on
field trips with their summer camps.
Once she reaches the water, she
begins searching its meager depths
for fish. She’s invented names and
backstories for most of the koi fish
and likes to check up on them from
time to time. The orange one is
Claudius, the blue one is Orlando,
the other orange one is Juliet. She
acknowledges each of them in their
turn, as if taking role.
“Where’s Portia?” she asks with
disappointment.
“Which one is she?” I ask, trying
to take part, but struggling. I have
no experience with koi fish. “She’s
the greenish one. She’s married to
Orlando, but she’s been having a love
affair with her ex Darryl. I think that’s
why she’s making herself scarce. She’s
probably off having a girls day.”
“Good for her. Must be hard, having
so many suitors trying to catch you.”
“You’re the worst, you know that?”
she scolds, slapping me playfully

on the shoulder before running off
a few feet ahead to deprive me of
her company as punishment before I
speed up and pull along side her once
again.
We stroll along the side of the pond,
she tiptoes up on the edge of the pond
itself, her slight elevation brings her
almost to my height. Eventually we
come to the walkway that goes over
the pond where most of the tourists
are. There’s a crowd gathered to
watch a man play the fiddle. He’s
got a case out for money, but it
doesn’t look like he’s doing so well
yet. It’s late afternoon but there are
only a couple of dollars and a small
smattering of loose change. Still, he’s
rich in spectators and we can barely
get close enough to see him play. He
wears a tree trunk brown suit that’s
missing a couple of buttons. There’s a
makeshift boutonniere (suspiciously
similar to the flowers outside the
tea garden not far away) pinned just
below his collar. His shaggy gray
hair obscures most of his face as he
stamps his feet to the rhythm of his
fiddle. His song is a never-ending
composite of some folksy fiddle ditty,
somehow both derivative of his genre,
yet unique to its performer. There’s
an enduring rhythm to his work
that beats percussion-like with the
stamping of his feet and the clapping
of our hands. We begin to stamp
our feet too, exchanging glances.
She looks at me, enamored with the
show we’ve stumbled upon, and
in a rush of spontaneity or serenity
I grab her hand and we spin into
dance. Our gambol, like our song, is
clumsy yet artful, and the crowd soon
envelops us too, directing our orbit
around the magic fiddle. The two of
us are synchronous and I forget our
deteriorating romance, so desperately
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hypnotized by our spirals I can’t see
the reality we’re spiraling towards.
Eyes half closed shapes and colors
whiz around us. Not even the fiddle
is foremost in my brain, the dominant
clapping of our audience is all my
senses can perceive until inevitably,
we topple over the edge.
Like most meteorites, we land in
water.
We hit the koi pond in a tangle
of limbs and water lilies, scattering
Portia and her various lovers in all
directions. The pond isn’t
deep and we’re
both able to sit up
and assess ourselves.
“You’ve lost all your
flowers” I tell her,
gesturing towards the
petals in the water that
surround her. I expect her
to be angry at our situation,
or at me, but she grins back
at me instead.
“You’ve picked one up, it
seems” she replies, and reaches
over to pull a lilypad from my
hair before bursting into a fit of
giggles. I don’t know if it’s me or
our circumstance she finds hilarious
but not knowing what else the
moment calls for, I kiss her.
This kiss is reminiscent of our first
kiss. It’s deep and sensual despite the
taste of algae on my tongue, which I
probably use too much of, but I don’t
think she minds. She has the same
taste in her mouth and it certainly
doesn’t bother me. She gives a squeal
of surprise before shutting her eyes
and sinking against me. She expects
me to hold her, but my arms are still
anchored in the pond so we fall over,
plunking back into the surprisingly
warm water. Emerging a few feet
away, she looks at me with what I
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hope is a mock frown.
“Now that wasn’t very smart
mister” she playfully scolds while half
wading, half crawling back towards
me. “You’re not supposed to let ladies
fall into ponds, and when they do,
you’re definitely not supposed to take
advantage of them.”
“You didn’t seem to
mind a second
ago” I

retort. She’s
practically in my lap
now with a catlike look on her
face that would keep even the bravest
koi fish away. “But I can always take
advantage of you somewhere else if
you prefer.”
She slides right up to within inches
of me, somehow avoiding making

contact with me and whispers into my
ear “I think that would be best.”
Some of the crowd has followed
us to the water’s edge, yanked from
their spectacle by our demise and
they applaud us as we come out
of the water. We blush, though it’s
probably hard to tell with the grime
on our faces, and take a short bow
before going on our way. The crowd
disperses too, content that the action
in the scene is over and they can move
on to the other attractions in the park.
The fiddle man is still going though.
He doesn’t seem to have noticed
us at all, is still playing with the
same ferocity as before. I hope our
attraction at least earned him some
spare change. He deserves it.
As we leave we hold hands,
another thing we haven’t done
much of. We’re soaked and
she suggests we call it a
day, neither of us has any
spare clothes and we’re
completely unprepared
for the predicament we
find ourselves in. I’m
not ready for the day
to end yet though.
There’s a grassy field
nearby and I direct
us towards it to lay
in the sun and dry
off, at least enough so we
don’t mess up my car. She follows
me.
Lying under the sun, she cuddles
up next to me and falls asleep. She
can sleep anywhere it seems, but
I’m not able to doze off so easily. I
know nothing has changed. Passion
brought us together in the first place
and it wasn’t enough, and neither is
this. But still, for an afternoon I have
her and I’ll enjoy it. I imagine the sex
we’ll have tonight and for a moment
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I want to leave. A lot of couples stop
having sex when they get to the end
of things, but not us. Rather the kind
of sex we have has changed. Her body
just feels like an extension of mine,
which I know sounds romantic, but
really it just feels like masturbating.
It’s fun, convenient, and satisfying,
but not much else. Our bodies aren’t
foreign anymore. We’ve lost our sense
of adventure now that we’ve seen
what there is to see, and neither of us
is too impressed with or enthralled by
our discoveries. She just climbs on top
of me and takes care of herself before
flipping over for me to finish.
Tonight is going to be different
though. I’ll look into her eyes like
I haven’t seen them so many times
before. She’ll put the condom on
me tonight. We’ll spin and toss and
tangle ourselves together. It’ll be
wonderfully inefficient, which is good
because I’m in no hurry for anything
to end, even if that ending comes with
an orgasm.
After an hour or so she wakes
up. We’re kind of dry now and we
start to head back to the parking lot.
Desperate to buy time, I suggest a
detour down a trail into the valley
that divides the park. I’ve come to
this park my whole life, but never
taken that trail, I tell her. I’d like to
see where it goes. I think she likes me
taking charge, if you can call a subtle
hint taking charge, and so she briefly
follows me down the trail before
overtaking me, her sense of adventure
and curiosity regained.
The trail is named the Palm
Canyon Trail, though it isn’t much
of a canyon, and doesn’t have any
palms. The hills on either side are
staggeringly steep, making getting
out pretty difficult, but we don’t have
to worry about that yet. This place

used to have a reputation for being a
haven for teenagers to get high in, and
it doesn’t look like that’s changed,
but it’s still beautiful. Eucalyptus
trees extend up on either side of the
trail, making me forget the tourists,
wedding parties, and fifth grade field
trips. The trees hide the sun, making
it feel later in the day even though
it’s summer and sunset won’t be for a
few more hours. We get to the bottom
of the canyon and her immediate
reaction is to run off the path uphill.
I follow her through the dusty climb
behind a tree where she stops and I
grab her and we stay occupied for
awhile. This is by far the best date
we’ve ever had.
Eventually a mom and her kids
appear down the path into view of
us and we have to gather ourselves.
They’re a cute family. A boy and a
girl, I can’t tell which is older, plus a
baby in a stroller. That she managed a
stroller down here is admirable; how
she’ll get it back out is beyond me. I
assume she knows what she’s doing.
She has that motherly look, concern
masked with infallibility, or maybe
it’s the other way around. We burst
onto the trail right in front of them,
not subtle at all, and I can’t help but
feel the suspicious, yet sympathetic
stare the mother gives us.
“You should be careful,” she warns
us as we regain our footing, “or the
next time you two come here you’ll
have to lug one of these things around
too.” She gives the stroller a jerk as
she says this, causing her baby to
giggle, as if he knows the trouble he’s
caused, or the trouble that caused
him. My girlfriend blushes, then
runs over to the stroller to peer at the
infant. Without asking for permission,
she tickles him in his stroller, cooing
and giggling along with him. “Feel

we’ve
lost our
sense of
adventure
now that
we’ve
seen what
there is to
see
free to take him, if you like” the
mother tells her, “You’d spare me the
trouble of carrying him out of here.”
“He must be a real handful if you
want to pass him off to a couple as
dirty as we are, but I wish we really
could take him from you.”
“If you think the two of you are
filthy, you should see these ones
by the end of the day.” The mother
points to where her children were a
few moments ago, but they’ve run
off and disappeared. “I’ll have to go
dunk them in the pond to make them
decent.”
“I don’t know how well that would
work, but I’m sure they’d enjoy it.”
She leaves unsaid our hands on
experience in this matter.
“I’m sure they would, if they aren’t
in it already. But what’s a little dirt,
anyway? Kids, have fun now. I better
go and catch my little monsters.” The
mother gives us one last look before
continuing down the trail and out of
sight.
Now, just the two of us, I suddenly
notice we’re awkwardly far apart.
Babies are another thing I don’t
understand, so I tend to keep my
distance. She must love babies
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because there’s a huge smile on her
face and she walks back over to me
and takes my hand, slowly taking us
further into the canyon.
There are some bamboo stalks
lining the trail on our left and they
open where clearly some people have
forced their way through into a little
hollow. We’re tired now, and this
looks like a nice place to go and rest a
minute so we take the detour into the
trees. The place is well lit, despite the
walls of bamboo all around. The sun
manages to get through the ceiling
of eucalyptus and openings on either
side where the hollow connects back
to the trail let in lots of light. Still,
it’s cozy and my first thought is how
peaceful it is. Then I see some clothes
on the floor and joke that we’re
probably not the first couple to find
this place.
“Actually, I think a homeless person
lives here.” She tells me from up
ahead and I see that she must be right.
A tree has fallen across the hollow
and next to the slowly decaying trunk
is a sheet of cardboard about six feet
long with a pillow and a book at one
end. I suppose as far as homeless
shelters go this is the best there is, and
I’m a little disappointed to find that
such a pretty spot is already spoken
for.
We sit down on the fallen log and
I put my arm around her. The sun
is at just the right angle that it blasts
around the eucalyptus, flooding the
enclosure with light and casting crisscross shadows all over the place from
the stalks of bamboo jutting up all
around us. The book on the ground
is lying open but all the pages have
crinkled up on the edges and the ink
has come off the pages from what
looks like water damage. You’d think
it would be a pretty tough read, but

“Lit” by Alyssa Kucera

it’s opened to about the middle so
somebody clearly gave it a good, if
futile, effort.
“Should we really stay here?” I ask.
I’m uneasy after looking around.
This is clearly someone’s home and
I feel like we’re trespassing. But she
doesn’t answer me. She’s focused on
the cardboard mat at our feet. There
are etchings on the mat drawn in dark
pencil. In the middle is a ring of small
drawings, all of which have been
rubbed over with more pencil to cross
them out, creating a circle of mistakes.
In the middle is a tree. Not a nice tree
like the ones enclosing us. It’s more

of a trunk really, splitting into two
skinny branches. One branch stabs
upward while the other angles a little
off to the right. Neither has a single
leaf to speak of. There’s something
long and narrow descending from one
of the branches, but the artist didn’t
put too much detail into it. Still, it’s
hard to keep from guessing what they
intended. Next to the tree is a singular
eye. Lines extend out from the pupil
like bolts of lightning and if it were in
color, I’m sure it would be bloodshot.
The lids are stretched as open as
possible. I doubt they’ve ever closed.
There’s writing on one end of the
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mat. It’s been some time since it was
written, but it’s still possible to read
through the lines of shadow running
over it. It says “I came to Palm
Canyon for solace, someday I hope to
forget the past.” The handwriting is
quite legible, but just to the side in far
messier and darker letters is scribbled
‘Push on thru the NOTHING.’
More than ever I want to leave. I’ve
had enough of it here. I want to go
home. I nudge my girlfriend gently
and tell her we should go, but again
she acts as if she doesn’t notice. She
hasn’t spoken or moved since we
sat down. Her hair is obscuring her
face, hanging down just above the
cardboard, threatening to become
entangled with the spastic pencil
marks, forever knotted in this man’s
insanity. Little droplets are falling
from her onto the mat, as if to
punctuate the pictures and scribbles.
It takes me a moment to remember
we’ve long since dried off, and so it
can’t be pond water falling from her.
She’s sniffling, must have been for
awhile and I didn’t notice. I’d put my
arm around her, except I already have
and it isn’t doing much good. As I so
frequently am with her, I’m at a loss
for words. My left arm drops to her
waist and I grip her tight, and my
right wraps around her stomach and
does the same. I nuzzle up against her
shoulder and stay there, somewhat
awkwardly because I’m a foot taller
than her, embarrassed by my sudden
dependence on her, but unable to let
her go.
I don’t think she’s crying anymore.
I’m trying not to move against her,
and we’re both so still. Everything
has stopped. The trees are locked in
place, holding us in. I can’t hear her
breathing, or feel anything but the
hard edge of her shoulder against my

ear, but I can’t move away.
“I wonder who he was.” I know she
spoke aloud, but I can barely hear
her. Her voice is muffled, her words
dropping short as soon as they’re
uttered, unable to resonate. How can
anybody live here?
“Was? You mean is, right? Whoever
he is, he hasn’t left this place. I doubt
he’s been gone long.”
“I know that,” she says almost
indignantly, “I mean I wonder who
he was before. Before whatever
happened to him happened. He must
have been someone. He could have
been anyone.”
“How do you know he is a he?” I’m
not challenging her. The thing is, I
believe her. I believe she really does
know about this man, even if she can’t
possibly.
“I don’t know, but it feels like a he.

“Untitled” by Alyssa Kucera
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This feels like something a he would
do. When my mother used to get
sad, she would take us somewhere
fun. I didn’t know she was sad at the
time because I was little but we’d go
to the park or for pizza or mini golf.
Once we did all three. But when my
father got upset, he would just leave.
Sometimes he’d go for days and not
tell us where. When he’d come home
he’d say he’d been nowhere. I never
believed him. How can a person
be nowhere? I mean, you have to
be somewhere, right? But maybe it
was true. Maybe you really can go
nowhere. Maybe he came here.”
“Is this nowhere? It feels like
nowhere. Or at least it feels like
nothing.”
“It’s as close to nowhere as any
place I’ve ever been. Strange, there’s
so much around here, so much fun
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and activity, and then there’s here.
You can’t live here. He tried to, he
didn’t have a choice, but he can’t. Do
you feel it, too? I feel trapped. I didn’t
when we got here, but I do now.”
It hurts to hear her say what I’m
thinking. It hurts, but it’s what I want,
and I have to ask, “Are we in nowhere
too?” only she doesn’t get a chance to
answer me. A gravelly voice coming
from in front interrupts us.
“You’re in my home.” We look up
and see a man slouched in the enclave
with us. He’s a smallish person, but
he still stoops as if to keep below
the tree branches more than twice
his height. He doesn’t say anymore.
No ‘Get out’ or ‘Fuck off.’ He just
stands there staring at the ground
or his shoes, clearly upset by our
presence but not capable of doing
anymore than drawing attention
to it. The man looks familiar, but it
takes me a moment to place where I
know him from. The shabby violin
case in his right hand delivers the
answer though: this is the fiddle
man from the pond. He lives here,
in this creepy little clearing. He
scribbles schizophrenic messages on
his cardboard bed, reads books with
no words in them, and then goes out
beyond the canyon to play the fiddle
for ungrateful young couples.
“I’m sorry sir,” I say after studying
him. “We’ll get going right away.”
I rise and turn to motion that we
should go, but my girlfriend’s face is
fixed on the fiddle man. She doesn’t
seem to have heard me or noticed my
movement away from her so I say a
little louder, “We need to go now,”
but again she ignores me.
“Thank you for playing for us
today, sir,” she says, oblivious to
how uncomfortable we both are.
“It was really wonderful. We really

enjoyed your performance.” She
continues to speak but I’m not sure
what she’s saying, I’m too focused on
the stranger. The fiddle man looks up
at her compliment, but immediately
backs up a step and averts his eyes.
He can’t seem to maintain eye contact
with her and looks at me instead. He
stares at me curiously, forgetting his
anxiety and adding to mine. He’s
lost the flower that was pinned to his
lapel at the pond, and the details of
his person are much easier to see now
that I’m not spinning circles around
him. He’s a scary looking man down
here, though he doesn’t seem to know
it. His clothes are dusty and his skin
is tan and wrinkled, weathered by
the dust of his home as much as the
Southern California sun. He must be
able to bathe occasionally because
he doesn’t stink and while he has
a beard, it’s no more than a week
or two in length. I wonder how he
accomplishes that.
He won’t stop staring at me though.
He stands up straight and I realize
he’s much taller than I thought,
almost at my eye level and I feel
suddenly small. The trees in the
enclosure loom a little more darkly
and the air is much stuffier. I can
smell the dust in the air, disturbed
from the ground by the fiddle man’s
entrance. I’m suddenly aware of my
own crustiness from our splash in
the pond and adventure in the trees.
My clothes feel stiff against my skin,
like something I’m bearing instead
of wearing, struggling to conform to
the shape of my body. I feel somehow
exposed to this man who is probably
used to dirt, like he will somehow see
me for the fraud that I am. I’m not
clean or civilized. His one image of
me is when I’m covered in filth. For
all he knows I always look this way.

Eventually he speaks, silencing
my thoughts. “You really shouldn’t
bring your girlfriend to a place like
this,” he tells me and she stops her
tirade of compliments. There’s no
nervousness in his voice; he sounds
like he’s suppressing a laugh. “You
should take her somewhere. She
doesn’t belong down here with the
bums and the pits.” He coughs out
this last part, he’s obviously not used
to talking. He sounds like his throat
is filled with rust, barely able to
choke out a few foreboding words.
His point made to me, he turns away
and plops down. Picking up his
book he starts thumbing through the
leafs as though he’s forgotten we’re
here, the blankness on the pages
more interesting than our baffled
expressions.
Once out of his home, we walk for
some time back the way we came
without speaking. We come to the
bottom of the steps leading out of the
canyon and stop. I turn back to look
behind us. The trail is empty, nothing
suggests the encounter we had ever
took place.
“I guess there’s a reason some
people are homeless.” I say after
ensuring we’re alone. I don’t get a
response and turn to see she’s already
started up the climb. The sun is
already down over the hilltop and
even though she’s not so far along
yet I still have trouble seeing her. I
should ask her to wait, but it’s a tough
walk and I don’t want to impede her
progress. I know why some people
are homeless. I know why some
people are alone. That place really is
nowhere, but she was never there. It
was only the fiddle man and me.
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IF love is tragic
blythe asta
Love may be the slowest form of suicide
But it’s a pain I’d rather endure
Than to live comatose,
Safe from the summit of heart throb
And the nadir of heart ache I want to feel my heart in palpitations when in love
And my lungs to feel an asphyxiation when in sorrow My bones rattle in desire to immerse myself in someone else
And to wake a heart long afraid to feel If having that is tragic, then give me tragedy.

“Shoes and Crates” by Ryan Wingo
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“Wisdom Tree” by Michelle Bakerink

joseph curiel

lovely perceived
absence
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Butterfly asks the question
Drifting, creating waves of air on my nose,
He turns into a she and she into a he,
My eyes ponder as it goes
My tears are real as the atoms in his wings
And the way it feels when a hummingbird sings
The vibration of air that leads into space,
The sun particles that land on my face
Such a small little light of green and blue
In peaceful darkness that we all float through
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The doctor says he’s concussed
The doctor says his lung collapsed
The doctor says he’s lucky to be alive
The doctor says my wife is dead
The doctor says he’s sorry
My wife said they were getting dinner
My wife said they would be back soon
My wife said we would talk tonight
My wife said she loved me
My wife said goodbye

melanie montoya

so they say

My son says there was nothing he could do
My son says he tried to get out of the way
My son says it wasn’t his fault
My son says the truck came from nowhere
My son says he’s sorry

“Mel Bochner’s ‘Blah Blah Blah’” -- La Jolla Murals by Karen Kenyon
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Historical and political experts disagree;
Some say that World War II killed 40,000,000 people—others, as many as 70,000,000.
Some say that Genghis Khan killed 40,000,000,
Or, 11% of the world population between 1178 and 1227 BCE.
Early estimates for deaths attributed to Stalin were said to be as high as 60,000,000,
Including his famine dead. Post-war experts say but 20,000,000.
Hitler only killed about 12,000,000 noncombatants, plus 3,000,000 Russian POWs he left to die.
49,000,000 to 70,000,000 deaths are attributed to Mao; all his own people, and most just starved.
A mere 12,000,000 Native Americans deaths are attributed to European invasion.
In 1945 atomic bombs in Hiroshima and Nagasaki killed just 90,000 to 156,000.
Today my son was killed in Afghanistan—by any estimate, puny, as political upheaval goes.
Can such grief be quantified? Qualified? What of the overall equation?
71 % of the earth’s surface is covered by water—96% of which is oceans—great salt oceans.

statistics
susan christen
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“Facade of Prohibition on Consumption” by Ryan Wingo
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“In The Lonely Hour” by Aaron Pedro
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TEL AVIV &
SONORA
“We could go there. We could if we
really wanted to.”
“I really don’t know man. But there
was something there. I can’t explain
it, I –I mean I don’t really remember
much else besides the way she made
my palms all clam up and just, the
warmness I got from sitting next to
her. She’s like no other girl I’ve ever
met.”
“Yeah?” Jon leaned back and
crossed his arms. “What’s her name?”
Louis lowered his fork and looked
up.
“Sonora.”
He looked back at his half-empty
plate. “I mean, we talked about
traveling the world together and…
and people don’t just do that. Not if
there isn’t some kinda connection, ya
know?”
Jon smirked and gazed out through
the window.
“I’m serious, like, she’s different
man. I don’t normally fall for girls
like that –especially that fast. I gotta
find out who she was, and I know you
just got in and we were gonna go to

bradley
petersen
the beach today, but I really feel like I
need to do this.”
Jon turned back to Louis, still
smiling.
“Alright, let’s go. I’m only here until
Monday though, remember that.”
g
“I do remember us talking actually.
We ended up talking for a while, and
about everything man. Music, movies,
food, uh –T.V., traveling and…” Louis
paused and turned to Jon, “And even
video games.”
Jon chuckled under his breath.
“Really. I actually totally remember
that part now…” His voice trailed off.
Jon sat up and straightened out.
“So was this before or after you
broke your thumb?”
“That? Before. I guess. I broke it
right before Eric and Kiley came back
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and picked me up.”
Jon laughed. “How’d you break it?”
“I still don’t know actually.”
“What do you mean you still don’t
know?”
“Eric and Kiley left for work before I
woke up –I didn’t get a chance to ask
either of them then, but when I texted
him all he said was ‘Stop drinking
whiskey’.”
“You don’t do well with whiskey
man.”
“Maybe not when I’m already
plastered.”

“You don’t even like whiskey. And
you only drink it when you’re already
plastered.”
Louis palmed the steering wheel
and rolled his eyes.
“That was two years ago.”
Jon turned over to Louis.
“A new record.”
g
“Which exit was it?”
Jon looked down at his phone. “168.
Then it’s right off to the right.”
“Rise” by Farah Ajoodanifar

Tidepools 7.0.indd 61

“Alright cool.” Louis stared through
the road and drummed on the
steering wheel. Jon glanced over.
“You nervous?”
“Nah… I mean it’s weird, yeah. But
no, I feel… good.”
Louis turned up the radio as
they continued down the freeway
in silence, drowned out by music.
Jon kept on his phone, periodically
looking up to see if they were getting
closer. The AC was on full blast and
shot through the vents, washing up
and over Louis’ arms and circulating
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Opposite: “Monotone” by Makayla Trexler

through the car, much to Jon’s
disapproval –it was overkill. Louis
always ran hot and whenever he was
driving, his passengers were made
aware of that, either by him or the
icebox they were strapped into. Louis
reached towards the volume knob
again, lowering it this time.
“168, right?”
Jon continued to stare at his phone.
“Yup.”
“I’m gonna get over now, it said it’s
a half-mile up.”
Jon remained unmoved.
“Okay. Cool.”
He flicked his blinker on and eased
into the right lane, passing ahead of a
semi-truck. Jon looked at Louis now,
set his phone down, and rolled down
his sleeves.
“You know I brought a sweater
with me on this trip to L.A. because
of you.”

started talking.”
Jon parted from the directory and
looked towards the campus.
“Let’s start looking by the pool
then.”
“I think there are several.”
“Let’s start looking by one of the
pools then.”
“Wait. Why would looking by the
pools help us find her? She could be
back at the dorms.”
“Dude.” Jon rolled his eyes. “Why
didn’t we just go there in the first
place?”
Louis squinted at Jon.
“You’re not helping.”
They both turned away from the
directory and started towards the
dorms.
“Louie.”
“Yeah?”
“You got some major pit stains.”
g

g
They both stared at the directory.
“Why don’t we just go to the office
and see if they can tell us if a ‘Sonora’
goes here?”
“They don’t just give out
information like that.”
“What were you gonna do when
you got here? Were you expecting
her to just come out of nowhere and
declare her love for you?”
“Shut up man.”
“I’m just kidding.”
Louis stood akimbo and studied the
map.
“I know. I just, well I mean…I sorta
expected it to go easier than this. This
campus looks nothing like it did when
I was drunk.”
“Wait, so do you remember where
you were at all?”
“I know we were by a pool when we

“God it feels so much better in
here.”
Louis walked into the building and
Jon followed close behind.
“Why do you live in Southern
California if you’re always hot?”
“I’m not moving back to Seattle
man. You’re my friend and all, but
Seattle sucked. Absolutely nothing’s
going on over there.”
“You would never even see her if
you moved back. Seriously. I haven’t
seen her since, since the party. And
you and I both know Seattle has a ton
of stuff going on, don’t even try that.”
Louis stopped and turned around.
“Just move here man. I mean you
come down like five times a year
anyways.”
“I have stuff going for me in Seattle
though. I can’t just quit my job, I’m
not gonna find a better one down

here.”
“You graduated with honors and
got that big award –what was that
award again? People would hire you
for sure.”
“The Student Research Award in
Engineering. But still, it’s not that
easy. I mean, it would be easier for
you to come back considering you’re
not working and you’re just going
to community college. And I’m sure
your brother and Kiley wouldn’t
mind a place all to themselves again.”
“I, I don’t know. Eric and Kiley
are really cool to live with and L.A.
kinda just… feels like home now.
Besides, what if Sonora and I end up
together? I’m not leaving a girl like
that hanging.”
“Alright man, alright.”
They started through the hall and
towards the information board.
“Oh and… you should go wipe
down your armpits.”
“Is it that bad?”
“I can smell it dude.”

Louis pulled out a handful of paper
towels from the dispenser, and began
patting himself down.
“Never go away paper towels,” he
mumbled.
The bathroom door swung open
and a man with a thick black beard
stomped in. Louis froze. He walked
past Louis, sauntered over to the
middle-most urinal, and started
urinating. Louis looked over at the
man, then at himself in the mirror,
then back to his shirt, and kept drying
himself off. A moment later, the man
swiveled his head around to Louis.
“Been holding this in all afternoon.”
His left eye was black and blue.
“Wait… what?” the man said.
Both of his eyes cast up and down
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LAST
NIGHT
FLOODED
INTO
HIS
HEAD...
Louis, each widening the longer he
stared.
“You,” he whispered under his
breath. Louis peered at him and
lowered his hand.
“My… bad… man.”
The man caught Louis with his
glare, his body still facing towards the
urinal.
“I never thought I’d see you again.
You and you’re boy Derek bounced
before I could find you but now look
at this.”
Louis cocked his head.
“You think you can just punch me –
punch me, and get away with it!? Bro,
as soon as I’m done, I’m gonna fuck
you up.”
Louis’ heart began pumping in
overtime.
“I’m sorry… but I –I don’t, I don’t
know what you’re talking about.”
The man’s bearded jaw gaped.
“You serious right now!? Are you
be-ing serious right now?”
Louis shifted to his right.
“I’m serious man, I really… really
don’t know what you’re talking
about.”
“You were talking with Sam for like
thirty minutes and when I tried to get
him to play some beer pong with me
you straight up sucker-punched me!”
Louis melted.
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“… Sam?”
“Yeah but you kept calling him
your señora or somethin’ stupid like
that and saying you wanted to travel
to Israel or whatever with him. You
wouldn’t leave him alone, so I tried to
get him to come with me and you just
decked me –are you seriously trying
to act like you don’t remember?”
Louis remembered everything.
Last night flooded into his head and
he remembered that Eric and Kiley
dropped him off at ten and that by
eleven he had taken twelve shots and
that last night was “gender-bender”
night at the school and that he let
everything inside of him cascade out
to the man dressed as a woman that
he continued to call in utter worship
and devotion, his señora. That man’s
name was Sam and he was a year
older than Louis.
“Ho. Lee. Sh-”
“Dude, are you done yet?”
Jon burst through the
bathroom door.
“It’s been what, almost five
minutes now? Let’s go.”
The man at the urinal
stared at Jon, surprised to
find another entrant. Louis’
eyes drilled deep into the
tiled floor below his feet,
trying to bore a hole for him
to eternally plummet into.
“…Jon?” Louis mumbled.
“Yeah?”
Louis couldn’t plummet.
“I’m moving back to
Seattle.”

“Portait of an Ostrich” by Amanda Parra-Settles
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SO YOU THINK
IT’S GOING TO RAIN?
Red lights graced the front window
of a large dark house. Nervously, I
checked the address, then stepped
back and checked again as I walked
up to the front door. I noticed
a skateboard in the corner with
cobwebs on it. There were cobwebs
everywhere and the doorbell had
tape holding it up, but it worked.
I flattened the label on my slip as I
waited for someone to answer the
door. A slender woman with the
name tag that read Melanie opened
the screen. She had a plastic laundry
basket anchored around her waist
with some folded clothes inside and a
laundry detergent container hanging
off a string.
“Hi, I’m Melanie.” She looked at my
strap and pointed at the label. “That’s
great--Freudian slip, just like Meg
Ryan in DOA.”
“Thanks, I’m Cassie--I thought I
came up with something original but
yours is better. What do you call it?”
“Laundry day. Come in.” I smiled
as I followed her from the living room
into the kitchen, which was filled with

robyn
waugh
outdated Halloween decorations and
a bale of hay with a saddle sitting on
top of it.
“Melanie, I’m sorry I didn’t RSVP.
It was sort of a last minute decision.
Here’s a bottle of twenty-minute aged
wine.”
“I love Two-buck Chuck,” she said.
“Help yourself, Cassie, we have the
ingredients for a Frankenstein martini
and there’s some Orange Lagoon
punch and tons of food. Everybody
is outside. Can I take your coat?” she
asked.
“Sure.” I scanned the room looking
at the picked-over food. I heard noise
and music coming through the open
sliding glass door.
When Melanie returned, I
said, “How about I try the that
Frankenstein martini. I’m going to
watch you make it so I can see what’s
in it.”
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“Not me, but I have just the
bartender. He seems to get off on
making these even though he doesn’t
drink.” I watched her as she squeezed
through the kitchen and the sliding
glass door. I pop some nuts in my
mouth and almost choked as she
pushes back into the room with C.J.
in tow.
“Oh shit, if it isn’t Ms. Cassie Strait
in her underwear,” he said.
“It’s not my underwear; it’s a
vintage slip.” I stepped back to scan
his attire, a huge double breasted suit
coat. “So what-- are you a jackass in a
plaid blanket?”
“Funny. I’m Nicely, Nicely, from
Guys and Dolls.”
“I know, he’s one of the gambling
characters from that old movie. That
sounds about right,” I said.
“I missed you,” he said, touching
the label on my slip and grazing my
shoulder.
“Is there history here?” Melanie
asked with her eyes opened wide. I
ignored her.
“I could tell with all the phone
messages you left,” I said.
“OK, I’ll let you two spar,”
said Melanie. “Keep it clean and
remember, nothing below the belt.”
She left the room, giving me a
quizzical look on the way out.
“So, make the damn martini
already.”
C.J. moved into the kitchen. He
grabbed a martini glass, some
ice, vodka, creme de menthe and
chocolate syrup. He decorated the
glass with the chocolate syrup, then
shook the other ingredients with the
ice and poured them into the martini
glass. He handed me a green and
brown concoction.
“Here you go: A Frankenstein,” he
said. I sipped slowly. . .

“Wow, this is sweet, kind
of like an alcoholic tootsie
roll. Where did you learn
how to make this?” I asked.
“Bartenders school; it’s the
one drink I remember.”
“Bartenders school? You don’t
drink, but you went to bartenders
school?”
“Sure, why not? Straights make
better bartenders. I got the certificate
but never tried to get a job. I
remembered the recipe, though.”
“The list of things I don’t know
about you grows.”
“Can I explain about the night in
the RV park?” He didn’t wait for
an answer: “Mac’s a low life and
decided to pick up the RV earlier
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“Succulent with Rain Drops” by Alyssa Kucera

than we had talked about. I didn’t
realize he had a spare key. He said he
would call first.”
“You really think this has anything
to do with Mac and what an
antisocial asshole he is?”
“Cassie, we’re going to look back
and laugh.”
“Another one of your Teflon
meatballs. It sounds like something,
but sticks to nothing. This is about
character and the life you lead. When
you have an addiction, it gets fed first
and everything else comes second.”
“I told you, Cassie. It will never
affect you or Hanna.”
“Damn straight it won’t,” I said.
“The truth is you want a bad
boy but don’t want to be married
to one. Your husband was the
perfect guy, responsible and
a great dad. Your words, to
be exact. So tell me why
you aren’t married to the
perfect guy anymore?”
“We’ve talked about
this: he was exacting
and punishing,

verbally and physically. I’m not
going to get into how physically
abusive he became at the end.” I’d
lowered my voice.“We had no fun. It
was like living with an overbearing
brother.”
“No fun and no fucking, you just
couldn’t say it out loud could you?”
“Nice diversion; good try, changing
the subject to throw it on me and my
ex-husband--with the emphasis on
ex.”
“Let’s get out of here,” he said. “I
promise my world won’t touch you
or Hanna. I love you and I want to
take care of you.” He caressed my
shoulder and moved his hand to the
small of my back under the slip and
leaned in to kiss me, but it turned
into a hug between two people who
had been apart for a long time. I
whispered, “Big Bear.”
“Did you say Big Bear?”
“Yes,” before I could say anything
else. I noticed a tall overweight
man in a bee suit with two mangled
hangers shaped into antennae eyeing
us.
“Party looks better in here. Why
don’t you two get a room?” he said in
what sounded like an English accent.
“Get lost, Jasper,” C.J. said and
whispered to me, “not a bad idea,
let’s get a room down by the beach in
Laguna. Is Hanna spending the night
somewhere?” he asked.
“With Lainey. Are we taking the bee
man with us?” I asked. C.J. laughed
and leaned in again and kissed me
with full intent. I relinquished the
anger and kissed him back. “This
discussion is not over,” I said.
“I’ll discuss whatever you want,
wherever you want. Can we get out
of here?”
“OK.”
“Did you wear a coat?” he asked.
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“Peru Lowlands Tree Farm” by Nancy Dittmann

“It’s dark brown. It’s in one of
the bedrooms.” He walked into the
nearest bedroom to get my coat.
“Cass, what does Big Bear mean?”
he asked.
“I’ll tell you later.”
“OK.”
I followed C.J. in my car. As we got
closer to the beach we hit a wall of fog
that eclipsed the moon and paralyzed
the view.
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Soft murmurs float in the scented air
My hard heart begins to melt as
Your eyes say more than words to me.
Where is my silver plated armor
That shields me from men like you?
And what should I say now?

melody fleetwood

THE PATH
WE WANDER

White lilies scent the way we wander
As we stroll along the flowered path
To drink our tea in the silvered dusk.

“Recycle or Else!” by Susan Asato
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“Surfer” by Scott LaBeau

Mi Verdadero amor as como una estrella que
parece muy cerca, pero no la pueda alcansar.
My true love is like a star that seems
so close, yet I cannot reach it.

angela webster

MI VERDADERO
AMOR
(my true love)
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A LONG STORY
bernie
gilmore
They drive south. It is early and the
highway is desolate. To their right the
sun climbs the horizon. He drives. She
sits next to him.
He looks at her. She watches a
group of people clean up a black
stretch of beach. He returns his gaze
to the dark pavement of the highway.
The parking lot is empty. The car
is idle. A faded sign hangs above
the small entrance of a squat grey
building. Streaks of red paint cover
the sign’s lettering. She looks at the
sign. He looks at her.
“Hey.”
She turns and looks at him. Her look
is tired and distant.
“You’re fine. You’ll be fine.”
She smiles. The smile dissolves.
They share a look beyond description.
She turns back to look at the sign. He
looks at the building. She looks down
at her hands in her lap.
“No Escape” by Amanda Andreen
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He lies in the car looking at the felt
ceiling feeling the back of his skull
with his fingers. The voice of the
radio evaporates out the car’s cracked
windows. He holds his hands before
him and runs his thumbs over the
cracks in his palms.
She waits in a room. The room
smells like leaden death. Muzak
drones. Magazines are neatly stacked
on a table that separates her from
a woman behind a window. The
woman behind the window looks
at her intermittently. She looks
at the woman intermittently. Her
appointment was ten minutes ago.
She looks at the empty chairs in the
room.
It is still early. He watches her
step slowly from the entrance of
the building. A man waits for her.
The man carries a sign and wears
a baseball cap and sunglasses. She
sees the man and passes him. As she
passes the man, the man screams at
her. She does not look at the man as
she moves away from him. The man’s
volume increases as the distance
between them grows. The man
repeats what he screams and does not
move. The man stops screaming as
she reaches the car. He watches this
from the discomfort of his seat with
fire in his eyes.
She gets in the car. His murderous
eyes have not left the man. She
exhales a hard breath. He looks at her.
He puts his hand on her shoulder.
She turns to look at him. Her eyes are
dams. The fire in his eyes subsides.
They drive north. They pass the
beach, abandoned and bright. She
stares at her reflection in the window
against the eastbound light of the
risen sun.
“I haven’t seen my mom in two
years.”

He turns to her.
“Why is that?”
“It’s a long story.”
He returns his gaze to the yellow
lanes of the highway. He changes
lanes. She watches grey buildings
pass them.
“I Love Lucy Redux” by Amanda Andreen
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“Peonies -- Watercolor” by Karen Kenyon

SURPRISES

When did the sunlight
In my hair become moonlight?
Gold gone to silver

[ 73 ]
Tidepools 7.0.indd 73

4/27/2016 2:35:25 PM

elpis [ “goddess of HOPE” ]

I AM GREEN

Walking towards the cab in the
freezing Salt Lake City weather, I
promise myself I will be courageous
and steadfast, and that I won’t look
back. I slam the dirty and fingerprint
smudged cab door closed on the
cold and on the series of unfortunate
events known as my life thus far. I
find myself standing in a beginningto-dilapidate building in the middle
of a flea-infested island, eloquently
named Parris, 3 months later and very
unsure of what has just happened.
I had never found myself in the
position of being naked in front of
60 girls before, but here I am. With
no clothing to protect us, we shuffle
towards the eerily white tiled and
multi headed-showers, bumping into
and shoving one another. The wide
array of skin color is beautiful, but
I immediately realize that my white
skin is the minority. This is a strange
feeling. I do not understand my
whiteness, I’ve never reflected upon
my identity development in relation
to my skin, because you see, Salt Lake
City is 85% white. It seems that the

samantha
arrington
all of the girls have gravitated toward
certain shower heads, somehow
coded by the color of skin. I spot
another white girl but by the time I
make my way through the crowd,
shower time is over. It’s ok, little did
I know that this is the cleanest any
of us will be for the next 3 months
and additionally the water is freezing
and always will be. Wet and cold, we
shamble back into the squad bay, all
the while being screamed at by Sgt.
Castillo, our beloved and cherished
Latina drill instructor, who we’re
sure wants to kill us. We’ve come
from everywhere and anywhere, we
look different, we speak differently,
we have different histories and
cultures, and I’m terrified. I don’t
think I have a culture, I’m just white.
Recruit Myers, my white rackmate,
was born in Africa. Recruit Clay has
a large birthmark that covers the
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i had never
found
myself in the
position of
being naked
in front
of 60 girls
before
back of her left thigh, but it’s hard
to see because she’s black. Recruit
Dickinson is from Detroit and has
an unparalleled attitude, I’ve never
met someone so loud and rude. It’s
like she speaks a different language
than me. Would I feel this way if she
was white? We make it back to our
racks and with fumbling fingers and
uncooperative feet we do our best
to get dressed, all the while with a
snarling and spitting drill instructor
counting down seconds that seem to
blur together. We aren’t fast enough,
we must undress and do it again. We
will never be good enough. We are
slow and stupid. The frustration and
blame is palpable. We are blaming
one another. Are we beginning to
hate one another or are we creating
camaraderie through mutual misery?
We are finally able to dress ourselves,
lineup, take a collective breath and
begin our day. This will happen every
single day, but most significantly we
will begin to help one another. We
will no longer blame. We will support.
I cannot describe to you what the next
three months were like, but we all
kept handmade and hidden calendars
counting the days to graduation, to
when we could call ourselves United
States Marines. We sneak glances
at photographs of our loved ones,
crudely taped to the inside lid of our

footlockers. We begin to laugh in
secret with one another. We begin to
trust and love one another. We look
out for, fight for and will die for each
other. When you’re covered in mud
from head to toe, with leaves and
sticks hanging out of every crevice,
it’s hard to tell if you’re white, black,
Latino or from outer space. This is
my culture, this is where I fit in and
belong. These are my people. I haven’t
washed my hair or shaved my legs for
3 months. This is not
a joke. It’s the last
night of bootcamp
and we are allowed
to take showers. The
feeling of washing
our hair and
shaving our legs is
incomparable to a 5
star spa. I notice the
color of my fellow
Marines skin, but
it does not frighten
me, it does not make
me hyper aware of
my whiteness, and
it does not make
me judge them,
it just makes me

aware that I love them no matter
what the color of their skin is. Recruit
Dickinson is the same loud mouth,
but I’ve heard her beautiful laugh
now and enjoy her lingo, she’s my
sister. They are my sisters.
In the short span of 3 months my
entire life has transformed. We are
no longer insecure girls from every
corner and culture of the world,
but a pride of strong women. My
prior beliefs and perspectives of the

“Succulent” by Alyssa Kucera
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world and reality have shattered so
aggressively that I cannot recognize
myself in the mirror anymore. We
were slammed into one another,
mentally and physically, creating a
sisterhood of trust, strength, tenacity
and perseverance, so incorruptible
that we’ve earned the title of the
world’s most elite fighting force, we
are United States Marines, but we are
sisters. This small island, where we
endured physical and mental fatigue

“Crimson Leaf” by Israel Solano

together, brought us together and
the color of our skin did not matter
anymore, we are all green. We may
look clean, sharp and elite on this day,
however I remember 3 months when
we were soft, immature, biased, racist
and judgmental blobs of flesh. I am so
proud of me and my girls.
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Warm vibrations
compose your laugh,
the depth of it
an echoing tunnel
encompassing me.
I close my eyes
as you speak,
stand in the center
of your sound,
relishing reverberation,
wrapping your
essence around me
like a thick coat
in the dead
of a freezing winter.

My eyes kiss the air
searching for it,
tingling, throbbing,
rich ruby blood
flowing,
overcome with
the humming
of the universe in you,
the strumming of
an eternal chord.
I think, this is love,
full like a letter
cozy in an envelope,
full of promise,
full of hope.

Suddenly,
my ears become mouths,
upon which I taste
your aching heart as
it falls from your lips.

WARMTH
andrea giaconelli
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A palette of pastels is summoned to fade
into the silhouette of sunset. Federico,
with his wife Solana close at his side, witnesses
a yarn of pelicans weave the horizon, as it melds
into a stormless sea.
Solana watches their daughters chase sandpipers,
teased by the surf. Her worried fingers lace around
her gold-chained cross. She turns to her husband.
He searches to the left, out over the Atlantic, waiting
for a light that will blink twice in the indigo night.
For the moment, all is serene. Then beyond the dusk
a quick flash. Seconds pass – another flicker.
He takes her hand. It is time.
Five figures steal their way toward the signal.
Husband and wife arm in arm, daughters, hand
in hand, stroll along wet sand, the ebb of the tide
swallowing their footprints. Under the veneer of night
they walk until a shadow alludes to the presence
of a small boat near shore. Their steps hasten the closer
they come to this weathered craft.

Solana closes her eyes, tropical air immerses
her thoughts; that last look to the south, months
before Castro’s reign -- her family escapes -lives once lived, now ghosts left to drift Cuba’s coast.
A stippling of raindrops sizzle on the patio
and like tears they stain her nostalgia.
The sadness of exile
accompanies her into the house. She looks around
at this new life she and Federico created for their
daughters, here in Miami. In her mind she seeks
the path of stars, so luminous, on that last night
and whispers those same prayers
that safely guided them north.

last night in
havana
joanne d’amato
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My house has cracked windows, uneven doors.
Threadbare throw rugs hide scuffed, mottled floors.
The bathtub’s filled with goldfish and slime.
All the appliances are past their prime.

joan gerstein

this old house

“State Street, Carlsbad” by Alicia Countryman

The furnace belches, pipes moan and groan.
Even the doorbell has lost its tone.
One mirror makes me fat, another one thin.
The third one is black, much to my chagrin.
Sludge in gutters is as thick as lard.
Bricks from the chimney blanket the yard.
The weeds tower over the puny trees.
The cat, the dog, even the mice have fleas.
Smelly sewage floods the basement floor.
Pumping it daily’s an odious chore.
Maintaining this house is such a bummer.
My only recourse-seduce a plumber.

[ 79 ]
Tidepools 7.0.indd 79

4/27/2016 2:35:28 PM

Tidepools 7.0.indd 80

4/27/2016 2:36:40 PM

calleis
[ “GODDESS OF BEAUTY” ]

Tidepools 7.0.indd 81

“Jelly Sky” by Paola Soto

4/27/2016 2:36:40 PM

calleis [ “goDdess of beauty” ]

metaphors
they carry
Tonight I walk through the doors of
another country on the opposite end
of the world.
A confetti of colors flecks the
sidewalk in a ritual known as rangoli.
Today is Diwali, the Festival of Lights.
Brilliantly bold powder forms swirls
and stars on the cement. Teal is the
brightest and most playful of all the
other colors and intertwines its fingers
with violet.
Tonight my best friend, Dishveen,
born as a Sikh in the Northern Indian
province of Chandigarh, has brought
me into the doors of her temple,
a piece in the puzzle board of her
culture. Tonight on a Thursday in
November she and her family and
the rest of India celebrate this festival
and I have tagged along to witness
the subculture that has found its way
to Poway in the suburbs of Southern
California; The art of tradition that
has traveled approximately 8,290
miles from India, and goes back to
ancient times from Hindu history that
branched out and influenced the rest
India’s customs.

melissa
may
marsh
I’ve come into this temple as a
foreigner, a stranger. I am Irish and
English and French and Filipino
and Spanish and Catholic. I am
far from them and their untainted
heritage where only insiders blood
is perpetuated. I am outsider blood.
I am not one of them and they can
see it in my skin; they can see it in
my eyes and nose. My only means
of blending in is wearing the black
and purple jeweled “anarkali”
dress Dishveen loaned me and the
matching silky scarf to cover my
head. With my gawky body, I try
to imitate my best friend.“Just copy
me and you’ll blend right in,” she
says. Walking into a room never felt
so artificial and strategic before. She
slips off her shoes, I slip off mine. We
step barefoot through the doorway
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onto the carpet. She walks down the
slanted room. I stay close to her side.
She kneels down. I kneel down. We
bow in the center of the room and
I hold my breath, no time to look
up and examine my surroundings.
I somehow feel like these tedious,
nearly identical actions make me look
as guilty as a convict. I try too hard
to go unnoticed in a room of large
“Changed Directions” by Nancy Dittmann
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extended families where everyone
knows each other. They all know if
someone is out of place…
It feels like a year has passed as I
stare at the baby blue carpet with
small specks of black dust and traces
of long hair. Finally our heads lift
and we walk to our designated sides
of the room according to our gender;
women to the left, men to the right.

I feel like I am crossing a border
right into a new world; the language
barrier and a mild fever of culture
shock dribbles down my arteries. I am
walking into an ancient tradition and
have barged right into this culture’s
prayers. The man at the front wearing
a royal blue dastaar (head wrap)
murmurs phrases in Punjabi while
fanning a large book with a long
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“In Love” by Ju-Chun Lai
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white feather stick. I lean in close and
whisper to Dishveen, “What’s that?”
She smiles suddenly at my curiosity,
“The Guru Granth Sahib” she says,
“it’s our main religious text of
Sikhism.” Realizing I have a personal
translator with me, a small swell of
comfort rinses and drains through my
pores. The man continues to speak
monotonously in utterances, as if he is
mumbling to himself the whole time
under the microphone.
During this time, I think of Sunday
mornings at mass when I was young,
the little black dress and tap shoes I
would wear to Saint Patrick’s Catholic
Church. Click, clack, click, clack;
always making my entrance known
as I walked hand-in-hand with my
mother and father through those
heavy mahogany doors. We would
sit in the pews, our backs and bums
aching on the hard wood, my knees
aching as we prayed. And when the
hundreds of us stood to acclaim the
Apostles Creed, I would move my lips
up and down like a guppy, listening
to the flat intonations of the voices
around me that sounded mechanical.
My eyes would wander and an eerie
feeling swept down my spine. I’d look
into my fathers bluish gray eyes for
comfort. When the priest spoke then,
I was 8 and didn’t know if his words
meant anything. When we are young
we take everything so literally. As the
Sikh man speaks now, I have no idea
what he is saying but I bet his words
are as similar as what I hear Father
Rowland speak every Sunday now
that I have the attention span to sit
and listen in church.
The ceremony ends. Barefoot and
beautiful, the ladies strut gracefully
out of the walls of the temple, the
bangles on their wrists jingling with
each step. To the fresh night air,

they carry tea lights in their palms.
Their bright dresses and wraps drag
behind their footsteps. What a million
metaphors they carry in their hennadyed hands. They carry light, they
carry good, they carry knowledge,
they carry hope. And the candles, all
hundreds of them, are placed in union
along the bricks, wax of all colors,
flames of one hue.
I recall three hours earlier at
Dishveen’s home, the hustle of
wiggling our legs into the pants that
go under the Indian dresses. As soon
as I walked into her room, it looked
as if Crayola had hurled up a collage
on every article of clothing that piled
on her bed. This was, of course,
surprising to see, due to the contrast
of the usual deluge of colors, or lack
thereof, in the clothing I owned; 20
different shades of black, gray or blue
that I called “classy,” “minimalist”
and “modern.”
A young girl beams up at me,
gleaming the most brilliant set of
teeth. Her eyes smile the brightest
as she hands me a candle stub. Her
smile becomes contagious as I light
a candle with Dishveen. The cool
rustling of the wind hugs our bodies
but does not kill any of the flickers we
hold. Suddenly, the familiar scent of
masala (spices) waltzes through the
air. We line up outside waiting for
our turn to be dished out food. Daal
(lentils), paneer makhni (cheese),
roti (tortilla), dahi (yogurt), chawal
(rice), all sikh staples, each prepared
in unique ways. It was amazing to
think how different something can
taste with a hint of Indian spices. We
sat in between the warmth of others
on the floor, criss cross, in socks, we
leave our shoes outside. The men and
women eat and laugh, the children
are full of zest, they smile and run

around, the babies are swaddled by
their mothers, a soft look of peace in
their innocent eyes and pursed lips.
g
There really is this cycle and
relevance to everything. No matter
how many layers of differences
Dishveen has from me, she believes
candid shots are the most beautiful
and laughter and chocolate are the
best medicine. She is a slice of a
beautiful country I have yet to visit.
Maybe I will never realize the true
significance of this day to my best
friend and her family. And maybe
their customs will always remain a
labyrinth that I have the pleasure
of revisiting whenever I walk into
their home, but firecrackers exploded
that night and lit up the entire sky:
a million creations of constellations.
My world illuminates and I am at
harmony in a hundred new ways.
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if love were blue
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When you first saw blue, how did you know?
Do you think you see blue in just the same hues
As everyone—no—anyone else?
Is there a most accurate assessment of blueness?
In your perception
Is periwinkle more to be valued
Than, say, sapphire blue?
Do you think there may exist
More extraordinary blues
Than you or I have seen to date?
Does the romantic midnight blue of infinity,
Once experienced, devaluate other blues?
Can it trump the baby blue of a parent’s devotion?
The sky blue that is family?
The true blue of genuine friendship?
The turquoise of heartfelt compassion?
The heaving breasts and sweating thighs
Of passion’s electric blue?
(although, that flash can be so blinding…
Could it be just a fire engine red?).
Blue can be so distinctly dynamic—
Glowing, growing, changing in tone or intensity
Over time; yet even when it
Fades, or falls to the frost of iciest blue
The value that was in its very existence surely remains—
A living artifact of the soul’s Earthly experience.
Cornflower, cobalt, aquamarine, amethyst, azure, zaffre,
Blue seems to be where we each find it;
In an eye, on a sleeve, in a grandchild’s smile,
In a moment, in a lifetime, in forever.
Blue’s palette is surely imperishable,
Some aspects so universally recognizable;
Still—somehow it’s uniquely personal,
And the spectrum self-perpetuating;
The spectrum self-perpetuating,
With each incremental shade its own undeniable
Testament to the blueness of life’s meaning—
The blueness in Eternity’s reason.
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Hidden in tall grass
A spider web of dew drops
Reflects the cosmos

[ haiku ]
emily shulkin
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“Divine” by Farah Ajoodanifar

TIDEPOOLS [ 2016 ]
Tidepools 7.0.indd 88

4/27/2016 2:36:44 PM

karis tanksley

symptoms of the wind

Acorns felled before the fall
Bending palms from side to side
Chittering vines shivering on a wall
Dust-devils bending in their stride
Erratic pattering of the rain
Fen-sucked fogs fethering fast
Glittering shafts of sideways rain
Helical water-spouts veering past
Itinerant birds gliding on motionless wing
Jacent papers flying away
Kerchiefs from the hand of the left behind wresting
Laughing clouds coming out to play
Mane of the lion, gules, rustling his back
Nearby flags shaking out their signs
Oil-colors drying out upon the artist’s lap
Palpitating tinklings from a rusty old wind-chime
Quarrelous rebuttals from the rippling of a brook
Rotating windmills spinning through the air
Sails unfurled puffing out for crew, captain, and cook
Thrashing, kicking, writhing hair
Undulating curtains by the river-side
Violets dressing up the dale
Wheat-harvests crashing like the tide
Xylophones plinging after tired fingers fail
Yellow daisies assenting to bow and to bend
Zany words carried far away
These are the symptoms of the wind.
If signs persist, contact Dr. Gray [(259) ABC-WIND]
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trip taking
Draw a deep breath. Hold it. Let it
go—that’s the scent of the sea. Our
forebears sailed in from out there,
hailed from Spain. There’s a tower to
mark the spot where Cabrillo caught
the last wave only a few dozen miles
from San Diego.
I’ve divided my days among a host
of places near the coast. I get a lot of
comfort when I stroll the strand, or
through the narrow streets among a
crush of little shops, sand in my shoes.
Those explorers, steely eyes as dark as
this twilight tangling in the horizon,
saw the space I see. They breathed
the same dry summer air drifting
in from the desert just over the hill.
Travelers, discoverers, surveyors—
yes, but how about the lovers they
abandoned and the friends driven
away, the difficult and friendless
kicked out by their family, their
church, their spouse who found them
too irresponsible to put up with for
one more minute?
It wasn’t just about new worlds or
the handful of gold from the Queen,
it’s not only a fantasy of power, and

sandy
carpenter
it’s not about the rediscovery of
arcane treasure from a better place,
quieter and more romantic in the
days of royalty. It’s about the light
that permeates the sky above the dark
clouds, where today the sabot for rent
is moored. I knew that sunset hour
I’d lose him, just as the Queen knew
Juan would never return from his
voyage.
One of us would decide to depart—I
will say I can’t do this anymore or
he’ll say he can’t. Confused only
about how long to stay, we’ll meet
and close it up. I won’t let him
hold me. He won’t care that my
words still work magic, they’re quiet
now. Nothing from him will reach
me after that. I’ll drive back to my
house, make it take me back, that tall
two-story too large after the small
shoreline shack. I’ll have to. I must
not think of his home and whether
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if by nine next morning he will have
left it, sleepy, late, recalling tomorrow
is another era entirely. Then the
memories return, repeat, reiterate
how silly foretelling tomorrow really
is. So the scenes of yesterday roll like
film instead.
He’d noticed her before they cleared
the Dana Point dock, that Catalina
crossing a last minute attempt at
summer’s suspension. He wandered
the deck until he came to her seat, but
she was writing in her journal and
didn’t look up even when the huge
shoes stopped in front of her, the page
almost filled with whatever she’d
been writing of the morning’s early
start. Eased that
she’d sense it in
her shoulders
if he left, she’d
keep herself
from looking
up, it was much
better not to
look, she might
not interest him,
better not to be
left remembering
how he looked.
Mooring
finally, he’d
followed her to
the café then sat
across from her,
applying himself
convincingly to
his coffee cup.
He didn’t mean
to be nosy, he
said, but was
she going to see
some back country, rent a bike, hike
to the casino for the view? Though
he knew the answers, he’d seemed so
taken with her that he’d lost what she
was saying, but undergone the list,

asked if she’d be hiring a cart?
Paved road, down a slope, in fall
the trees are spackled with gold
leaves, some flecks of orange. The
branches look like long bones, the
white has returned to them in the
form of mist. The cart circles the
flatland then up the rise toward the
old tile factory, now destroyed by age
and neglect. Past, present and future
exist simultaneously. Neglect is how
the world informs the human mind
that time is there. Neglect proves to
the mind that it’s exposed to alien
substance, like it or not. If you can’t
act even while you’re neglected, you
can only suffer and sink. Nonetheless

a person has a right to protest and to
yearn for release. She wished he’d
talk instead of that incessant silence,
was he shy?
When she’d close her eyes, her head
“Highway 15 South” by Susan Kogan
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against the cushioned wing of the
seat, he hummed an Adele tune she
recognized and liked, a good sign.
Her managing to rest after the 5 a.m.
rising was not so much a carelessness
toward his attention as that she
wasn’t worried. He couldn’t catch her
watching if she angled her look away
from him toward the roadside but
she’d see reflected in store windows
his full outline as he drove. There
was time all day to talk, the return
trip scheduled at 7 p.m. One day,
only that long, to learn it all.
She lost some self-control, knowing
this would be it. Words just got
away from her, his own coming out
as a splash of
color here, a
dozen smears
of gray there,
sycamores shot
in morbid details,
the hum of a
cello, sentences
overwhelm when
they finally show
up. She thinks
that each one
is the signature
of a lost person
looking for a
home—not a
shelter—a home
like the one that
he promised
to show her
somewhere along
the line.
Then his story
filtered out, as
they sat like
actors rehearsing a play. The dark
tale of Iraq half-withdrew into remote
corners, the rest sat in expectation,
breathlessly like an idealist in a
broken submarine. Words of a short
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life spoken here, nowhere but here.
Sounds of the sea behind them,
unseen through the dank morning,
little light on leaf in the island’s back
country. No wind in the evergreens,
no bend in the still-blond grasses.
The world in its dim grace.
I have tried to record it.
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Here the Koi fish
Flutter in the prestigious, delicate pond,
where mosquitoes buzz
and search for a place to lay their eggs.
The sun relinquishes its rays
through the spatter of cotton candy clouds,
and the breeze squeezes
Through the vivid shrubbery
Which surrounds the colorful scenery.
The flora grow immensely
while buoying up the noticeable weeds
Which are seen amongst
the flowers’ Endless beauty.
But when she comes,
The wrinkled woman,
She rips those weeds
And at last, the beauty is even
More distinct.

And those weeds lay dead
In the old,
Burlap sack.
I can’t help but wonder
what will grow
where their presence once stood.
More weeds perhaps?
Maybe a Plethora of
Common Ragwort,
Or those fuzzy, disappearing
Dandelions.
But now we’ll never know,
For she has pried the life from those
Poor Weeds,
and taken away
their chance of admiration.

weeds
angelina azar
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“Groms at Dawn” by Nancy Dittmann

Silly sparrows sing
Sweet intoxicating tunes
Warbling in the rain.

[ haiku ]
laurie singsaas
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the perfect end to
a beautiful day
Monty has played since he was
seven years old. He remembers his
first harmonica, yellow and brown,
all plastic with the company’s logo
on one side. It had been at the top of
his Christmas wish list that year as
he attended second grade in Mobile,
Alabama. He’d had a suspicion as to
what the gift wrapped package might
contain, and as he tore the wrapping
paper off and saw it for the first time,
his eyes lit up like high beams. He
drove his family and classmates crazy
those first two months as he tried to
put a tune together, but by spring it
was clear he had a gift. He could play
four songs beginning to end and he
hadn’t had one lesson.
Years later as a sophomore in
high school his favorite activity was
practicing and performing with the
school’s band. The sound of applause
from the gymnasium audience
quickly transported him straight to
heaven and in those brief moments,
there was no alcoholic father, no
brother in a wheelchair, no nights
with nothing but sardines on the

m. todd
godfrey
dinner table. He lived to play. That
tiny piece of metal was the only thing
that brought him peace and made him
feel normal.
After junior year, his home life had
further deteriorated and his grades
reflected the catastrophic home
environment. His cousin had a friend
who was in a country music band.
Monty met with them one night at a
dive bar after a gig they had played
and sat down for beers with the band
members. “Alright, you say you can
play so let’s hear it boy,” the lead
singer Jesse said to Monty. Filled with
nerves and excitement, Monty took
a deep breath and raised his silver
plated instrument to his lips, closing
his eyes. He then belted out a 30
second section of his favorite Charlie
Daniels song. Although he couldn’t
see them through his closed eyes, the
fiddle player and drummer smiled
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“Full Moon” by Cheryl Grosso

and nodded approval. As Monty
finished his piece, Jesse clapped twice
and let out a hoot. “Damn boy! You
really can play! What do you think
fellas?” Jesse looked around at the
band members who nodded with
approval. “Alright then, meet us
tomorrow afternoon at three o’clock
at the Old Dog Saloon and we’ll go
over some material. If you’re lucky
you can play with us downtown on
Friday night.” Monty was on top of

the world.
He was now one step closer to his
dream - a big step. With money he
had saved from his job as a grocery
clerk, he rented a room above a
smoke-filled bar and dropped out of
high school. His new band, “The Four
Aces,” had gigs booked three weeks
out at popular bars around Mobile
and Monty started to make a little
coin from their amateur shows. He
began picturing himself on stage at

the Grand Ole Opry in Nashville, his
shoulder length brown hair shining
under the spotlight, looking sharp
in his form fitting flannel, brown
jeans and cowboy boots. His future
was looking bright! As he drifted off
to sleep at night he would dream of
limousines and champagne, beautiful
women and mansions with ocean
views.
The Four Aces had fizzled out after
less than a year. Monty spent his
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twenties drifting from one lackluster
band to the next, always with the big
stage just out of reach. Two of his
bands along the way had been picked
up by high-level managers only to be
ignored by record labels. To calm his
nerves from performing, he always
had some Jack Daniels at his side.
His band members had started to
complain about his drinking over the
years and his love for whiskey had
ruined several big opportunities for
him. But he didn’t need them, he had
the talent to make it solo. He would
prove it.
Twenty-five years later Monty had
drifted into San Diego, America’s
finest city - fitting for a harmonica
player of his caliber. He had found
happiness. That is what he told
himself. Sharing a studio apartment
with an old acquaintance downtown,
he would divide his time during the
day between playing in Balboa Park
for tips and shining shoes on 5th and
B downtown. He didn’t need much to
feel fulfilled. His whiskey still waited
patiently for him to get off work and
sometimes a flask would find its way
into the pocket of his nice corduroy
sport coat.
One overcast autumn afternoon as
he shined the shoes of his last client
of the day, he smiled and told the
gentleman, “Shoes make the man,
you know.” Monty was quite proud
of his shoes. Although he’d picked
them up several years before, slightly
used, he had taken impeccable care
of them. They were vital in his role as
an acclaimed performer in the park.
The shine on them could be seen 100
feet away when the sun hit them
right. They were a perfect shade of
brown, not too dark and not too light.
His prized footwear also provided
comfort, which was important with

all the walking he did on a daily basis.
Monty preferred to walk anyway.
Who needs a car when you have this
beautiful weather?
The bus brakes screamed as it
pulled up to his stop at the park.
Monty was careful to use the handrail
when boarding and un-boarding the
bus to avoid another unfortunate
accident like the one that had
happened last spring. That had put
him out of work for month. He was
careful, but still classy as he made his
way down the sidewalk. With a cough
coming on, he quickly pulled his
handkerchief from his jacket pocket
and brought it to his mouth. He had a
rather fine handkerchief. The dark red
color was perfect for concealing the
bloodstains.
This was not a great time of year for
making money performing as most of
the tourists had disappeared like the
long days of summer had. But Monty
made the best of it. His harmonica
skills were indeed impressive. Many
couples would slow down as they
walked past and raise their eyebrows
at each other, pretending not to notice
Monty’s hat on the ground containing
a single one dollar bill. Not to worry.
Things have a way of working out in
the end. His stomach pain would just
simply go away eventually. When
passers by had rounded the corner,
Monty snuck a sip from his flask to
help fight off the chill of the wind as
the sun set beyond the palm trees. The
perfect end to a beautiful day.
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roberta van hise

an ode to billy collins

“Inside the Staghorn Fern” by Susan Asato

What is a poet without a window?
I learned that from you, so here I
sit on a February morn in
anticipation of the library soon to open.
I look out the windows of my car and
watch a man walk his dog, a mother
grasp the hand of her small child, notice
how emerald green the grass, and see glorious
palm branches wave against a Caribbean blue sky.
Two reddish brown squirrels scurry under bushes
laden with perfumed mock orange blossoms.
I wonder if they plan to have a family.
I’m here to relinquish two of your poetry books;
they are due today.
A sad farewell as they’ve become my friends.
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“Wet Paws, Cool Breeze, Ocean Sea”
by Lu Mohler
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sunset
He does not know my name but
grabs my hand.
“Come”, he says with a gentle laugh
in his voice “I want to show you
something at the place I always see
it.”
My hand in his, I follow, asking
myself what is he talking about?
“What do you want to show me?” I
ask.
“Something. Come. Over here.”
We stop momentarily so he can look
at his watch, touching it with his right
hand to locate the dial.
“We can’t be late. We have to hurry
or we’ll miss it.”
I look at him through a side glance
and ask him gently with a smile,
“What are we going to miss?”
“Over there.”
We get to the northwest property
corner, he makes us stand in a specific
spot, let’s go of my hand, looks down
at his watch, then back up.
“Okay. Now.” Excitedly with his
arm forward shaking his finger, he
points west downward into the San
Bernardino basin and beyond to the

jeanette
cunningham
Angeles mountains. “Over there. See,
see. Can you see that?”
“See what?”
“That. Every night.”
“The sunset is beautiful, Dad.”
“Yes it is.” He is pleased that I see
what he wants me to see.
We stand for a few moments to look at
the wonderful view and colors - yellows,
oranges and rose pinks. I talk of the
distant mountains with the City of San
Bernardino below and how the changing
colors are spilling from the sky, with the
last of the sun’s rays coming through
clouds, touching the valley floor.
“Every night. When I can see it,”
he chuckles, and adds, “I can’t see it
when it’s wet or white.”
“You mean when it’s raining, foggy
or snowing?”
“Yes.” He looks at his watch again,
takes my hand and hustles me back
the way we came. “I have more to
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show you. It’s very important that
you see it all. This, gesturing with
a hand to the changing sky, works
together. The end place is the best.”
“The end place?”
“Yes. Wait.”
We stop on the south side of the
property to view the town of Yucaipa
below, beyond our barn.

pine tree I climbed as a child. He lets
go of my hand. “Look, directing my
eyes upward with his finger, I hadn’t
thought of that.”
I reply by acknowledging the
sunset’s colors on the tree - colors
vibrating on the outer needles and the
lower part of the red trunk.
“Yes.”

Forgetting about the timed
importance of our journey, he focuses
seriously on the tree with his arms
folded and deep concern on his face,
“It’s large and the things are too big.”
“What things?”
“Those. There.”
“The branches?
“Yes. Those. I can’t cut it anymore.”

i have
more to
show you.
it’s very
important
that you
see it all.
“See our town now? This is
because of,” pausing (not able to
find the words to complete his
sentence).
“Because of the sunset?”
”Yes. That’s it”, as he extends
his right arm, swiping it right
to left, to embrace the air and
almost dusky view.
The buildings, their windows
and the trees are gleaming - sunset
tinted aluminum foil. Street lights
are turning on – a dim yellow glow.
Yucaipa’s streets and the sky beyond
are turning hazy gray-blue.
“Now come, I have to show
you the last part.”
“Do you mean the end place?”
“Yes. Hurry. We have no time.”
Excitedly he moves us toward
the southeast corner while
looking at his watch. A pine
tree suddenly stops him - the
“Exhale” by Farah Ajoodanifar
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I look at him then back to the tree.
I remember playing under the pines
canopy and climbing its trunk, my
body supported by strong branches and
caressed by whispering voices of the
breezes passing through its needles. The
top was the mast of my sailing ship.
From there I could see far and wide as
we swayed together as one. Now it is
standing in front of me grotesquely
misshaped –recent haphazard trimmings.
The trunk is huge, gnarled and angled out
over the slope, laden with large mangled
branches and heavy masses of needles that
bow down toward the earth.
“I don’t know what to do”, he says
quietly interrupting my thoughts.
Before I could speak about the old
pine he looks at his watch again. “We
will miss it. Hurry.”
He reaches for my hand and quickly
guides us a few yards further to face
northeast. “There,” pointing upward
to Mount San Bernardino. “See that?
Okay. That’s it.”
“What’s that?” (Wanting him to find
the word mountain, color, sunset, or
whatever words needed to convey his
thoughts).
“That. You know.”
“No, I don’t know Dad, you tell
me.”
“You know.”
I watch him as he watches the mountain
intently, his face relaxed - soft, gentle,
peaceful. I can see this is a special moment
for him, one he tries not to miss before
settling in for the evening. I smile, put my
arm through his and look up at the alpine
glow on Mount San Bernardino – a shiny
luster hanging onto remnants of snow,
glowing wet pink and peach, silver and
gold – a reflection from the sunset. We
pause in silence for a few moments as we
look at the site in front of us.

“Yes.”
“It’s beautiful.”
“I know it,” laughing quietly. “That,
waving a hand to the sky, is what
starts everything for me. Every night.
Everything.”
In silence, we watch the colors melt
down below the mountain. The sky
darkens, readying itself to show off
the stars and the moon.

(Occurred March 2014)

Dad, is this the end place?”
Opposite: “Through The Looking Glass” by Michelle Bakerink
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Listening to the soundtrack from Midnight in Paris
I heard Barcarolle from “The Tales of Hoffman”.
It sounded familiar, and I had an image of
white birds turning, Mimi, Gigi, Fifi -the Tiki Room at Disneyland.
But on YouTube someone had filmed it, and instead
they were singing Let’s All Sing Like the Birdies
Sing.
And I thought
that’s wrong
and I went to Wikipedia.
And there it said that among the songs cut from the
Tiki Room was Tales of Hoffman.
And thus my memory
was vindicated.

lisa lane

i love the web, a poem

mnemosyne [ “goddess of memory” ]
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chalk

“Generations to come will scarce
believe that such a one as this
ever in flesh and blood
walked upon this earth.”
- Einstein on Gandhi
As with Gandhi, so with chalk.
It would seem unlikely that the
spiritual father of modern India
would have much in common with
four inch sticks of compressed
limestone, but one of the appealing
features of critical thinking is a
fearless attempt to connect seemingly
unrelated ideas. Fearlessness, of
course, is a principal vow taken by
all of the Mahatma’s Satyagraha
followers, among whom I would have
liked to count myself, had my moral
stamina been more vigorous.
“Change is the only constant”
observes everyone from Aristotle to
Snoop Dog. Emerson’s “It is what it
is” provides us a hopeful alternative
for those irrational outbursts when
things don’t go our way. Gandhi,
for his part, advised Santosh,
contentment in all circumstances. I

andrew
freedman
often appropriate these phrases to
help me appear more mindful, more
unaffected than I really am in the face
of the existential disruptions of life.
Culture shock greeted Gandhi
when he returned from South Africa
to behold his beloved subcontinent
and its subjugated citizens teetering
under an avalanche of railway
schedules, ceaseless cricket matches
and badly seasoned cuisine. My
return to campus this fall was no less
unsettling. When I opened the door to
3512, I was thrust into a digitalized,
collaborative classroom of the future.
Student desks now had wheels.
This, I came to understand,
encourages the collision of ideas and
thought to move in unpredictable
trajectories. If wheels weren’t
disruptive enough for hidebound
instructors such as myself, the desk’s
writing surfaces, once so steady
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“Nest” by Jeannette Cunningham

fanfare, they had been spirited away
to some less technologically forward
thinking school, or worse, heaped
on the growing pile of artifacts I had
once felt inviolable, like the rotary
dial telephone and wooden baseball
bats.
The most grievous loss, however,

and sure, now swiveled
in wide, improbable arcs,
making linear arguments
challenging and promoting
circular thinking as the
preferred rhetorical model.
The surrealism of the room
did not end there. Along the
entire periphery, flat screen
televisions clung like insects,
their purpose unclear. A
multi-media console that
could have controlled the
U.S.S. Enterprise hulked
in one corner, while on
every wall hung a white
board-sterile, uninitiated,
beckoning. In one flash of
LCD lighting, I had become
an anachronism, a stranger
in a strange land.
Distraught over more
than a lack of Home Rule,
Gandhi’s true concern was
the relentless assault on the
sacred traditions of dharma
forged thousands of years
before and with lesser angst,
the outlawing of homespun
in favor of Manchester textiles. My
distress, more personal and only
slightly less poignant, involved the
disappearance of my beloved green
boards. These trusty comrades had
been the scene of so many epiphanies,
so many extemporaneous taps
of brilliance. Without warning or

was chalk.
To free a civilization, Gandhiji
endured ridicule, identity passes,
arbitrary imprisonment, even the
occasional flogging. My fate was
worse. To liberate the young minds
entrusted to my care, I was forbidden
to use chalk. Adding insult to

deprivation, in my associate faculty
mailbox I found an envelope filled
with dry erase markers. On one
level it was a conciliatory gesture,
but on another an unmistakable
message pointing to the finality of my
predicament, the vanity of protest and
to remind me of the Borg aphorism,
“Resistance is futile.”
Chalk and homespun.
Collaborative classrooms
and the tyranny of the Raj.
Gandhi and me. Examples
of the fearless pairings
of disparate themes I
mentioned earlier? Reckless
attempts to appear profound
to my colleagues? Tantrum?
Rant? I’m not certain. But, I
do know that by now you’re
probably wondering about
my assertion, my claim. In
short, what is my Thesis?
I offer three:
1. The disappearance of chalk
from America’s classrooms is
arbitrary, discriminatory and
ultimately signals the rise of
mass mind.
This simple argument
with a three pronged
organizational structure
features conspiratorial
undertones for added
interest and a veiled
reference to Jim Crow.
2. Chalk has played a pivotal
role in the progress and
survival not only of American
culture but of the free world’s values.
For those who favor the dramatic
possibilities of interdisciplinary
thought and a dab of revisionist
history.
3. Chalk is not simply a writing
medium, but represents the essential
ideals of Gandhi’s “Soul Force”
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movement.
If you prefer a philosophical
approach and aren’t annoyed by
pretension.
Of course without sufficient
evidence, any thesis is left naked and
shivering under the relentless scrutiny
of its detractors. So, although my
logical flow may prove haywire at
times, given enough latitude, I will
systematically develop my spirited
defense of chalk even as I mourn its
disappearance.
First, it should be clear to everyone
over the age of 25 that chalk is

responsible for their ability to read
and write, do simple mathematical
computation and endure highpitched screeching. By extension,
chalk enabled the continuation of
American culture as the throbbing,
vibrant, innovative entity that it is.
All classrooms in America before the
late 1980’s depended on three things:
idealistic, often peevish teachers,
blackboards, and of course chalk as
the preferred graphic medium and
disciplinary projectile. Therefore,
I submit that every revolutionary
movement, every transformational

“Night Vision” by Andrea Pastor Tunstall

idea, and every paradigm shift in
human consciousness before the
digital age owes it emergence to chalk.
Hopscotch, graffiti and hangman
are but modest examples of chalk’s
largesse. By comparison, dry erase
markers may claim responsibility for
only one significant creation: social
media, and a corresponding decline in
basic skills and civility.
Second, chalk produced the
Renaissance. If you heat chalk and
compress it with sufficient force,
it turns to marble. With just a little
hammering, that marble becomes
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the
atomic
age was
ushered
in with
chalk.
a David, a Venus de Milo, a Pieta.
Heat and press dry erase markers
sufficiently and they will melt into
some ghastly indelible porridge, an
artistic medium unsuitable to even
Jackson Pollock.
Third, chalk is democratic, the
emblem of a classless society.
Everyone from a hedge fund manager
to a part-time English instructor can
afford an eight count box of Sparco
dustless chalk ($1.49) without having
to sacrifice their children’s tuition
money. Not so with DEM (dry
erase marker). The same 8 pack is
at minimum $10.99, and with a 9%
sales tax adjusted for inflation, it
comes to, hmmm, about 12 bucks.
Factoring in durability, theft by
colleagues and manufacturing flaws,
keeping adequately supplied with dry
erase markers will require a second
mortgage in one academic year.
Next, here are some little
known historical facts about chalk
(Shapiro, “Simple Compounds That
Transformed Our World”).
Chalk won World War II. General
Eisenhower, during the tense and
doubtful days of the Nazi juggernaut,
mapped his entire campaign strategy
for defeating the Axis with the same
lucky piece of chalk, the nub of
which is currently in the British War

Museum, having been stolen by an
envious Field Marshall Bernard Law
Montgomery who insisted on taking
credit for D-Day. Of interest, the
German Propaganda Ministry was
working on a prototype for the dry
erase marker, which it considered
essential for the full realization of a
Thousand Year Reich, when its main
research facility was bombed by the
allies in early 1944.
The Atomic Age was ushered
in with chalk. Whatever your
opinion of a device that transforms
all sentient beings into quark
particles, the discovery of The Bomb
was in large part dependent on J.
Robert Oppenheimer’s program
of “Fresh Chalk for Fresh Ideas”
which transmuted what might have
become a battle of colossal egos
into the collective harnessing of
thermonuclear energy. Dry erase
markers in the same situation would
simply have been used as a clumsy
tool to provoke discord and stain
countless lab coats.
Chalk freed India. Mahatma
Gandhi, it is well known, made it a
practice during weekly days of silence
to scratch his liberating sentiments
on a small slate tablet with crude
industrial grade chalk, the color of
which also inspired the iconic Gandhi
cap. His renderings would later enrich
Brainyquotes.com and save countless
student papers. Dry erase markers, it
must be noted, not only fared badly in
the harsh Indian climate, but their use
violated all of Gandhi’s foundational
disciplines including adherence to
truth, harmlessness, freedom from
caste, manual labor, simple diet, and
continence as enumerated in his My
Experiments with Truth.
In this era of the most strenuous
demands for accommodation and

inclusion, when choice, diversity,
self-expression and equity define
the zeitgeist of today’s community
college, we celebrate gender-neutral
bathrooms and situational ethics. Yet,
I am not permitted the option of using
chalk on a blackboard. Can anyone
detect the irony, injustice, the upside
down logic of such reasoning. In
our mania to produce pedagogy that
appears modern and student-friendly,
have we unwittingly “Thrown the
baby out with the bath water” as the
brooding Danish philosopher Soren
Kierkegaard once cautioned against.
With a slope this slippery what
departs next, standard punctuation,
cursive writing, printed books. I ask
only to co-exist. Separate but Equal.
Albert Einstein, devoted to chalk as
he was, admitted that all he needed
to be happy was “a table and chair, a
bowl of fruit and a violin.” I certainly
don’t require a violin to be happy.
Mr. Gandhi and I will gladly sit
on the floor, thank you very much.
Even if a fruit bowl is appealing,
true happiness for me is something
else--an unassuming four by four foot
writing surface tucked somewhere
in the back of a classroom and a thin
cylinder of gypsum to communicate
my turbulent inner world.
Those of us committed to the tactile
and moral superiority of chalk realize
that as calcium carbonate, chalk is
simplicity itself, an integral part the
Great Mandala, sharing its essence
with the shells of marine organisms,
snails, and eggshells. After a life
of self-less service expanding the
neuroplasticity of anyone willing
to evolve, a piece of classroom
chalk becomes an ethereal, soullike substance disappearing into
the collective unconscious without
residue or complaint.
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Dry erase markers, by comparison,
express a toxic, petulant existence.
Their tips dry without warning,
they leak, clog, quit mid-sentence or
simply refuse to work right out of the
package. At the end of brutish lives,
their spent, plastic housings congest
our landfills, poison countless shore
birds, and contaminate the soil for
several thousands of years.
Having nearly exhausted the word
count allowance, I will end my
discussion with the final scene from
my still unpublished dystopian novel.
A solitary figure staggers into a
university classroom at night. In frail
expressionistic lighting, he draws the
last piece of chalk in existence from his
tattered coat pocket and struggles to
write on a white board the secret formula
for desalinizing sea water that will save
humankind. Over and over and over he
tries…but leaves no mark.
			Fin
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Where working fed his life,
I sat there watching the man
Whom I’ve talked only a day’s worth in decades
rises
rises
While our time rises

rachel nguyen

dAD, Please
stop smoking

Sitting outside on his plastic, dust worn chair,
A wise man puts a responsible filter over a cig,
Stacks of newspapers sit neatly piled on their seat
rises
rises
While the smoke rises

Sometimes, it’s the valueless we value most.
Who said that
When they didn’t see the silence
rises
rises
While our quiet thought rises
Your selflessness
Makes me feel helpless with my uselessness.
I want to let you enjoy what you want cuz
I can’t give you what a cig can
rises.
rises
While my selfish wish rises
In a world
Where it was just last year I called you Dad,
That scar in your lungs, I’m inheriting ... trying-to-breathe
rises
rises
While my whispers of I Love You rises
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I first saw you
in the
hazy glow
of a
computer screen
I did not know
Short hair
cat like eyes
that mirrored
an old
sadness
somewhere deep in your soul
something I could not touch
but that
I saw
on your arms
and yet
I did not know
You laughed at wars
you laughed in bars
and yet
that laugh
somehow
didn’t meet your eyes
the girl with the aces
I wish I had known

You were going to be 26
we could’ve been great friends
I’ll always know you as
the girl with the mysterious eyes
the odd smirk
the “Pookah”
with your strange sayings
that somehow made sense
no one knew
There were so many straws
on your back
something broke it
and like a leaf
in Autumn
you fell
the wind
picking you up
and carrying you
away from us
But as bitter winter thaws
we find life anew
in your memory
for the girl we wish could be here
for Kendal

in memory of her
jamie walker
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christmas
spirit
susan
asato
My mother never minded the chaos
of Christmas Day. She could tuck
all of the noise and confusion away
as simply as she tucked a strand of
stray hair behind her ear. The neverending cacophony of cooking clatter,
happy chatter, table games and noisy
new toys, all of it just seemed to float
down silently around her the way that
feathers settle to the ground after a
massive pillow fight.
Somehow with her Christmas
magic, everything came together at
the same time - the food got done
just as the football game ended; the
last page of the newspaper got read
and the last new Christmas toy was
explored and set aside for next time.
Friends and relatives arrived bearing
bourbon chocolate pie and wine and
holiday hugs. Somehow, the tiny
kitchen designed for one person
always seemed to have at least eight

people in it. For anyone but my Mom,
all of those people would have been
underfoot, but she reveled in having
family around her, even if it meant
they were in the way.
The day before Christmas is still
filled with time for grandchildren gingerbread houses and last-minute
decorating projects. The Christmas
dinner table always managed to get
set with no one ever actually seeing
it happen, and the discarded gift
wrappings from Christmas morning
disappear from the living room
floor as if elves had come to visit.
Mom’s time-honored recipe cards
for cranberry salad and Osgood
pie, stained over years of spilled
ingredients, will be brought out once
again, and we will continue to argue
about the identity of the “magic”
ingredient that made it taste like Mom
used to make it.
Christmas morning will start off
like a firecracker, everyone gathering
around the tree to see what Santa
brought, and then, like a match

head newly struck, the chaos will
quiet down to a soft, golden glow.
And in that glow, my Mom is still
in the kitchen, guiding the hands of
the cooks and the children making
gingerbread houses, her Christmas
spirit ever-present.

“Art Installation at Scripps” by Becky Kessab
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“Fragilidad” by Rebecca Segura

kim flores

the
juvenile
choice

At 3 I was told about a fat man
With rowdy reindeer who would
Give good children candy, terrific
Toys, and bad children black coal,
And Carter clothes.
At 4 I was told about a tiny thief
That took teeth under pillows. But
They were rejected if they were rotting
From far too many marshmallows.
Cavity corn teeth are worth no cents.
At 9 I became a confused child
Wondering why my funny father
Was eating the Oreos I left
Out for the fat man to eat when he was
The one that told me the fat man loved
Oreos and 2% milk best.
At 10 I felt a huge hand taking the tiny
Thief’s tooth from under a purple pillow.
The hand traded my youth with a
Tenacious grip of gravity into adulthood.
It left an infectious cyst in my brain
Filled with reality and choice.
At 26 I’m surrounded by mesmerizing men,
Wonderful women, sufferers
Who chose to deny the dumb existence
Of the fat man and the tiny thief at 12.
I refuse to believe the lie of adulthood.
Now I ask you cheery child,
What will you choose?
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excerpt

understanding the genesis is an exercise
in looking back, looking forward, looking at the gap in between —
my family had lives before me,
all the stories, all the sisters,
the mother, the father, the ones before them . . .
they tell me stories of the same events —
each one of them told differently with invented inaccuracy,
a Truth having never existed

leigh cotnoir

they haunt me —
their faces, their bodies, their actions . . . .
they insinuate me into their history —
I become their peer,
a character,
a body occupying real space in real time . . . .
I am in this world
a silent member of their lives
i sit quietly in the corner
watching their story become my story
— images . . . traces . . . visitations of memory
i was there,
somehow
i am sure that i will tell things differently,
i devise mental mechanisms so as not to lose the illusion
of a history.
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adam bishop

Opposite: “Sometimes Always” by John Campbell

1.
in a pasture shagged with dandelions when I boil
blood in a seashell the blossoms bloom stage into wind
sail seeds for me to burst a heave of my fist
pendulous swing from my bared shoulder
I kneel
over
I pluck plump stalks and give them names I’ve heard
you called and I squeeze my fingers yellow just to see the milk

shapes of
our satellite

white serum spill from where I ripped its body apart
2.
in a pasture where I am the seashell and you are
the blood and the dandelions drip fats we finger
each other not in our Subaru which was dry
running on sand and frozen
where I chip my skin the way you chip your teeth
on pocket change and almonds
where if I crumble into a rage of salt and silt
my binding agency is failing
3.
in a pasture where you stack stones and California
forgets its faults and I laugh at your piles only
to tear off my toe by their polished weight —
this is a display me forging a distance between myself
the hemorrhage white and yellow wildflowers
your cairns and fiberglass splinters my metatarsals
break the soil soaked in fertile my teeth my tongue
— fuck my limbed torso tumid and ready to eclipse you
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the rebel
david
reeves
My Riverside City College speech
teacher was an old lady from another
time in her last semester before
retirement. I was a very rebellious
19 year-old punk rock kid. She did
not much care for me. She said at
the beginning of class that if you did
every speech, you would pass the
class, and I was determined to take
advantage of that.
I had no problems with public
speaking, I had problems with doing
any work. I would think up my
speeches on the way to school, and
often the speeches were meaningless
and only tangentially relevant to the
topic. But sometimes they were a
hit. One speech was supposed to be
about someone who had influenced
our lives. I made up a story about my
blind grandfather who played the
blues who had just died, and how
when I was a kid I would sit on his
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“Wine Shadow” by Susan Asato

“You are disgusting… that was
inappropriate… you need to grow
up… what is with the haircut… you
are just trying for attention… you
should join the army and get some
discipline… etc.”
I just stood there silent and took
it. I looked at my buddy who was
standing next to me, waiting to
give me a ride home. His eyes were
popping out of his head. But I just let
her rant, until she finished with “You
are going to fail the class!”
“You can’t fail me! I have done
every speech in the class so the lowest
grade you can give me is a C. That’s
your rule!”
That shut her up, and my buddy
and I left. I finished the class, did
every speech, and got my C.

porch and listen to his wisdom. I had
people crying, and afterwards only
told a few it wasn’t true.
This was 1985, and over the course
of the semester I became more punk
rock in my attitude and attire, to the
point that I shaved my head for the
first time. The teacher treated me with
incomprehension, as did many of the
other students. As the class neared
the end we had to give a speech on
a current events issue. This was the
time of the Parent’s Music Resource
Center of Tipper Gore and a bunch
of Washington wives leading the
charge for the labeling of records for
offensive content. Frank Zappa, Dee
Snider, and John Denver testified
before Congress. This was the subject
I chose.
It was a dumb speech, as my basic

argument was to judge a record by its
cover. There was no need for labels
because you could tell by the album
cover art whether to allow your child
to buy a record or not. To prove my
point, I brought in the most obnoxious
and disgusting punk rock records I
had (Black Flag, Dead Kennedys, Big
Black) and passed them around the
room. Some students wouldn’t even
look at them. “You don’t need a label
to know this may be inappropriate for
your ten year-old!”
I knew what I was doing, I was
being a punk. I was trying to shock
and destroy, to freak out the straight
people, and I achieved that goal. But
the teacher could not contain herself
any longer. When the class was over,
she kept me behind and tore into me
for what must have been five minutes.
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From your perspective I’m just from palm trees
Cliché coastal waves and sunny skies
Yet where I’m from isn’t just location
It’s what shaped my identity, persona, disguise

I’m from an antagonist named Heroin
Snatching away too many friends
From questioning these new morals of reality
Losing childhood innocence--once my blinding lens

I’m from strong accents, stronger mixed drinks
Two foreign souls, one intelligent team
I’m from pride and honor stained green cards
Veins itching to taste the “American Dream”

I’m from sudden divorce
To now we only see daddy few times a week
From single mom packed brown lunch bags
To seams of family life slowly becoming oblique

I’m from Babcia’s Pierogi y Golumpki
Beet soup, sauerkraut, chilled sardines
I’m from Neverland and The Giving Tree
Running through sprinklers--a summer routine

I’m from smoking life down to the filter
Liver cancer and cremation, Pierogi y Golumpki
Now nothing but a figment of our imagination
I’m from Polish folk, American coordinates
A labyrinth of realization
I’m from the inception of my disposition
From much, much more than just a destination

I’m from the rush and insanity of the hospital
Comprehending the situation as much
as a native tongue twister
I’m from the like-no-other excitement of a new baby sister
To the horrid realization of a new baby sister
I’m from adrenaline infused horse shows
Rein laced fingers, rein laced mind
From Mavericks, Spartans, to who knows next
A Feng Shui (as mama says) state of mind

where i’m from....
cami petyn
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“Abstract 27” by Joseph Chirra

I recall
paper tea cups
jovial
kisses
and summer breaks
stretching
onwards
unwinding
like a ribbon
in my hair
playground smiles
and wide
doe eyes
curious
about
the unknown
about
that strange land
that winter tundra
we called
“growing up”

growing up
jamie walker
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2017 guidelines
deadline
december 2 // 2016

INSTRUCTIONS FOR ALL ENTRIES
To enter, fill out a cover sheet for each entry and upload
your document or .jpeg (for art submissions). Do not put
your name on your entries.
Cover sheets are available on the Tidepools page at:
www.miracosta.edu/instruction/english/tidepools.html
If you have questions about submissions, please contact
Becky Kessab at 760.634.7879.

COPYRIGHT
Work published in Tidepools is copyright-protected in
both printed and online versions. Tidepools retains the
copyright for the Spring 2017 edition and reserves the
right to republish any submitted work for promotion and
advertising, for the next Retrospective, or for educational
purposes. All other publication rights belong to the author
or artist. We appreciate your mentioning Tidepools if you
republish your work.

about tidepools
Tidepools publishes original art, poetry, fiction and
essays exclusively from MiraCosta College students, staff,
and faculty, and awards cash prizes to students in each
category. Please observe the following guidelines when
submitting your work.
•
•
•
•
•
•

Art: B&W and color drawings, prints, photographs,
paintings, mixed media, and graphic design.
Poetry: 1000-word limit, single spaced.
Fiction & Essays: 1800-word limit, double-spaced.
You may submit a maximum of 3 entries in each
category.
Manuscripts written in a language other than English
must be accompanied by an English translation.
There is no entry fee
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