POESÍA
A los campos y praderas
Cyané Quijano
A los campos y praderas les doy mi cuerpo
Para que puedan correr libremente.
Mis lágrimas a los ríos y así nunca se agoten.
A la noche—
Mi eterna compañera,
—le doy mi alma,
Para que su profundidad se vuelva eterna.
Al viento le doy mi voz, para que le susurre al dolor ternura.
Al cielo le doy mis ojos
Para que se mire en su reflejo.
A las aves les doy mi mente para que
—con su vuelo —se logren liberar.
Al atardecer le doy mis labios
Para que pruebe de su dulce miel.
Al sol le doy mi corazón
Para que arda eternamente sin fundirse.
Al mundo le doy mis palmas
Para calentar su frío corazón.
A la luna le doy mis pulmones
Para que pueda suspirar.
A la vida le doy mi sangre
Y así fluya
Con valor.
Mi esencia se la dejo a las flores
Para que derritan al sol.
A la música le dejo mis cabellos
Y así puedan bailar.
Al amor le dejo mi sentido común
Para que logre tener una solución.
Mi sonrisa se la dejo a la lluvia;
A las estrellas
—Guías nocturnas—les dejo mis sueños
Y así, la vida, al ver una, soñará...
Pétalo por pétalo desarmé la rosa;
Y a ti, esencia, te dejo mi vida
Sin ti
Ella nunca hubiese podido soñar.
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POETRY
An Ocean Away
Gina Rodriguez
I stand an ocean away,
Watching helplessly,
as you slowly begin to decay.
Wanting to be your savior,
I plunge into frigid waters.
With waves snapping
I try to swim towards you
My efforts, an unchanged space.
You float farther off
Pulled by demanding currents,
You are much weaker than you were before.
I become voiceless, shouting,
Not heard by you.
I desperately want to be a part
Of this sea that is solely yours
Because without you I cannot make myself new.
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POETRY
Autumn Night on a Dry Street
Carlos Ochoa
nights of watching the sky
the evening now gone
as the wind rasps
scrapes dry
leaves
off the sidewalk
twirling
in a broken swirl
off the pavement
the shadows and leaves
flame red and yellow
convoluting dancers under a night blue sky
holding hands hard
calluses appear
on the tips once tender of our fingers
walking down the sidewalk
dust and autumn
all is silence
clear and brisk
in a contrast
of light of dark
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NON-FICTION
Beaches
Marisa Chavarria
salon” below some tall palm trees and
right in front of the tide pools where they
could have a clear view of the older boys
catching the waves out at sea. My
friends could spend hours just stretching
out under the sun, reading books,
magazines, listening to music or, what
they preferred to do most, staring out at
the Costa Rican surfers. But I on the
other hand, couldn’t stand lying on my
towel for three hours at a time. I had the
constant need to be entertained, to be in
action. So while my friends read their
Cosmopolitan magazines and whispered
lustful things about the cute surfers who
walked by, I was off on my own,
splashing and jumping over the baby
waves.
I would spend the entire morning
just enjoying the ocean by myself,
running across the sand, skipping over
the rising tide, and building sand castles
with the younger children. And all the
while my friends would lie on their
backs with their matching Versace
sunglasses; they would change their
position every so often to gaze or wink
at the sun-kissed boys walking by. I
never engaged in that type of conduct.
My friends were the flirts, and I was the
ruffian. At the time, I wasn’t as
knowledgeable about the importance of
being in Costa Rica’s social circle as my
friends were. I didn’t understand the
significance of flirting with older boys
and how far it could get you in the
popularity contests.
After receiving too many blows
by the heavy waves I would jog back to
my friends and plop down on top of my

Taking weekend trips over to the
beach was one of my favorite pastimes
in Costa Rica. I would often accompany
my friend and her family over to their
beach house in one of the country’s most
beautiful and secluded beaches, Playa
Escondida. It was a social statement to
go to this beach on the weekends. Not
only did Playa Escondida conceal the
nation’s whitest sand and bluest ocean,
but also hid the most handsome and
popular citizens of Costa Rica. Everyone
who was “anyone” in Costa Rica’s social
circle could be found there, mingling
among the highly educated and
sophisticated. So it was nearly every
weekend that my three best friends and I
would cram our suitcases with skimpy
beach attire: sarongs, bikinis, and tank
tops, and head off for a weekend full of
horseback riding, tanning and gossiping.
Our weekends, of course, were
never complete unless we had each
succeeded in finding a handsome,
muscular “man.” What would be the
point of going to the beach if we
couldn’t take part in the country’s
biggest sport of man hunting? The
beach was really the only location where
my friends and I could sink into the pits
of superficiality and materialism. It was
the only place where we could feel
important and included in Costa Rica’s
class of elites.
Every morning my friends would
wake up at six o’clock to catch the
morning sun and the beautifully tanned
surfers. Making sure to bring along
plenty of sunscreen and tanning oil, my
friends would set up their “tanning
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and the way that people perceive me. I
have become one of the many young
teenage girls who strive for popularity
and recognition.
Being seen at the cities most
retro nightclubs and wearing fashion’s
newest styles have become a part of me,
just as sweet-talking my way into getting
what I want and manipulating people to
believe that I belong in the country’s
close circle of the educated and
sophisticated. The state of mind that I
once promised myself never to enter has
already influenced me the same way that
it did my friends and every other
growing girl.
I realize that it is
impossible for any girl to skip this stage
of wanting to be sophisticated and
popular, and even harder for women to
get out of it. The need to feel beautiful
and special goes through every woman,
binding our entire race in one large
cliché.
At times I find myself wondering
about that girl I used to be. I miss the
girl who didn’t care about flirting with
older boys, who didn’t care about what
grudges others might have against her.
Sometimes I dream that I am in such a
state of bliss, but reality always reminds
me of the truth…we are all superficial in
the end.

towel. The straight, sleek hairstyle I had
walked down to the beach with would by
that time resemble a bird’s nest, with
half of it being wavy and frizzy and the
other half being curly and plastered to
different sections of my face. My face,
removed of all the makeup I had applied
in the morning, would be a speckled red,
a combination of my skin’s reaction with
the salt water and slight sunburn. And to
complete my dishevelment, I would
often trail back to my friends with small
strands of kelp clinging onto my back
and stomach or with sand covering my
arms, legs and back, transforming me
into Costa Rica’s version of the
“Lochness Monster.”
My friends, who were always in
the company of some “fox,” would eye
me in disgust and embarrassment for
having the nerve to sit with them while
being such a mess. So whenever I would
go back to them with my face all too
blotchy and my hair a little too tangled
for society to handle, my friends would
very discreetly turn their backs to me
and then slip away to another shaded
area with their “catch of the day.”
I never expected at the time that I
would also become one of society’s
high-class clichés. For the longest time I
wouldn’t let my friends’ disapproval of
my “immature” behavior discourage me
from engaging in the activities that I
enjoyed. But time does seem to change
things, and two years has changed a lot
in me.
I am no longer that naïve and
carefree girl who used to splash in the
waves until her hair was no longer
touchable and her face no longer
distinguishable. I have grown up and
become one of those girls who worry
about the small fly-aways after spending
two hours straightening her hair. I
agonize over the way my clothes fit me
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POETRY
Two Books
Emily Burnor
If I divided my life into two books
The first would be a 150-page Five-Star Planner
With three sections including a calendar,
Telephone and address directory,
And most importantly—an assignment pad
Full of barely legible words jotted down too quickly.
The second would be a thick leather-bound album
Pathetically empty
White page after white page.

It is possible to store the mind with a
million facts and still be entirely
uneducated.
-Alec Bourne
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FICCIÓN
Carta
Rosie Garciamontes
recordar el toque de tus brazos en mi
cintura y de tus labios en mi oído. Era
feliz, o al menos así lo creía, no había
nada que pudiera destruir mi sonrisa y,
¡hasta me sonrojaba al recordar las
palabras con las que me decías que no
había nadie como yo! Pero eso era nada
más que una mentira porque, ¿a cuántas
más le has dicho eso en un mismo día?
Pero ahora me siento aquí, en la
misma montaña en la que alguna vez juré
nunca más llorar de tristeza, con los ojos
hinchados y más mormada que nunca,
¡qué ironía tan cruel! En dos segundos te
robaste todo lo que tenía y todo lo que me
permitía vivir, ¿cómo pudiste? Pero ni lo
pensaste, ¿verdad? Ni siquiera se te
ocurrió, ni si quiera te importa. Pues hasta
aquí se acabó tu juego, por que ahora sí
pagarás por todo lo que has hecho, somos
muchas tus víctimas.
Recuerdo el día en el que me
pediste que fuera tuya por el resto de
nuestros días: llenaste mi oficina con
rosas rojas y tulipanes rosados, mis flores
favoritas, antes de que llegara en la
mañana para que al entrar, me
sorprendiera y mi día fuera perfecto... y
lo fue. Después de trabajar, llegué muerta
a mi apartamento, abrí la puerta y me
encontré con pétalos de rosas por todo el
piso de mi hogar y una nota tuya
diciéndome cuánto me querías y que me
esperabas en Emilia’s, mi restaurante
favorito, para cenar. En ese momento yo
estaba convencida de que había
encontrado al hombre de mis sueños y
que nunca jamás volvería a tener un
desamor que me tumbara a la cama con
una depresión incurable; pero estaba muy

Un color rojo, una capa naranja y una
franja azul claro; el sol cae en el atardecer
y yo te recuerdo con nostalgia. La última
vez que te vi no supe qué más hacer mas
que abrazarte, mis lágrimas no me
permitieron decirte todo lo que estaba en
mi mente. No quería que te fueras, no
quería saber que nunca mas te volvería a
ver, pero tampoco quería recordar lo que
habías hecho; tenias que irte, no había
otra opción.
Yo te amé tanto, me aferré a ti
durante tantos años con todo y que sabía
todo lo que me habías hecho. Sí, yo supe
de la vez que te acostaste con mi mejor
amiga y de los meses que saliste con
Cristina mientras tú y yo estábamos
comprometidos. Pero yo te amaba y eso
era todo lo que importaba para mí. Era
una romántica o más bien una tonta,
¿cómo pude creer que el amor era
suficiente? Por lo visto, tú nunca me
amaste como yo te amé.
¿Cómo pudiste hacerlo? ¿Cómo
pudiste ponerle las manos en el cuello y
sofocarla de tal modo? ¡Y solo por que
ella fue infiel a ti! Pues no fue menos
infiel a ti de lo que tu fuiste a ella, a mí y
a no sé cuántas más. Eres un desgraciado,
un perro que no merece más que la vida
más miserable que existe en esta intensa
vida. Pero no, no te odiaré, no tendré más
reproche; y tampoco te querré menos de
lo que siempre te he querido, por que mi
corazón es bruto, ¿y qué le vamos a
hacer?
Solía venir a esta montaña y
sentarme en este mismo lugar a admirar el
hermoso atardecer que no encuentro en
ninguna otra ciudad. Suspiraba, sonreía al
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se volvían blancas y tus ojos transmitían
furia. Luego la escuchaste ahogarse, viste
el miedo es sus ojos y finalmente la
dejaste ir al darte cuenta que el oxígeno
ya no entraba más en sus pulmones. Eres
realmente repugnante.
Pero gracias por hacer que me dé
cuenta de que no vales la pena y de que lo
último que necesito eres tú en mi vida.
No quiero saber más de ti, no te iré a
visitar en ningún momento, no preguntaré
más por ti ni me preocuparé más por ti.
Sé que estarás encerrado de por vida en la
cárcel de la ciudad y, mientras tú estés
encerrado, yo estaré más libre que nunca,
porque finalmente estarás fuera de mi
vida.

equivocada, no me había podido levantar
hasta hoy en la mañana, después de tres
meses del incidente.
Lo primero que hice fue
deshacerme de ese grotescamente
precioso anillo de compromiso que
escondiste esa noche en mi sufflé de
chocolate... Las lágrimas procedentes de
mis ojos han cesado de acariciar mis
mejillas, pero las lágrimas de mi corazón
nunca dejarán de brotar por que toda la
vida lloraré por tu incomprensible ser.
Nada más de pensar en que llegó
ese
día
llorando,
sintiéndose
increíblemente culpable por sus actos
indebidos y tú la recibiste con una
cachetada en la cara es insoportable. Pero
lo que me da náuseas es el imaginarte
preguntándole a gritos por qué, mientras
tus manos cuadradas encarcelaban su
cuello delgado y las yemas de tus dedos

Amé, fui amado, el sol acarició mi faz.
¡Vida, nada me debes! ¡Vida, estamos en
paz!
-Amado Nervo
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NON-FICTION
DAVID
Michael Hogan
those that followed, how terrifying that
pristine block of marble must have
seemed. Did he invoke a Muse? Did he
cautiously break off a piece here and
there at the edge and test the consistency
of the stone? Or did he confidently move
to release what he knew was the young
Israelite hidden in the stone, incipient,
ready to be born in a more vividly
sensual presence than had ever been
pictured in scripture or imagination?
My guess is that there was little
tentative at all about the first cut. The
sculptor saw exactly that unique David
concealed within the virgin marble. It
may have taken days, even weeks before
the vision coalesced, before he caught
the curves and shadows, the fine veins
and smooth musculature, but once he did
he moved confidently and without
second thoughts. There was no room for
second thoughts. Or regrets. No space
for erasures, no super glue for wrong
cuts or chips. The making of the piece
had both an innovative excitement for
the artist and a finality.
Once he began there was no
stopping. David encompassed all his
waking and sleeping hours. Under his
fingers the body emerged in all its
youthful exuberance, all its salacious
physicality. He lost all sense of hunger
or thirst or weariness. He forgot his
mother, his family, the pain in his wrist,
the tendonitis in his shoulder. He forgot
his past successes and failures. He forgot
the smell of paint and canvas, the dust of
rock and the marble chips.
He forgot he was Michelangelo
or that he was even an artist. He grew

It's a Sunday morning and I'm
sitting in my garden beneath the mango
tree watching a crow peck at scraps of
desiccated wood in the high branches. At
least I assume it's a crow by the
busyness and bluster. That (and a
glimpse of a black wing with green
highlights which is all I see) is sufficient
for me to infer the shape entire. Later,
other clues: his raucous caw as his leaps
off the branches, his shadow against the
whitewash of the garden walls, the
distinctive shovel-shape of the tail will
flesh out his aspect entire.
Most of what we "know," most
of what we do, is like that. We proceed
through our lives with only bits and
pieces of evidence and act on those bits
and pieces as if the shape was whole and
not a fragmented vision. Sometimes, it is
enough. Other times we want more, as
when we shape a narrative, or decide to
shape our lives. I wonder, though, if our
narrative—like our complete lives—
aren't
already
there:
inchoate,
embryonic, waiting for us to unearth
them.
Michelangelo once ordered a slab
of pure white marble wherein he had
seen the exquisite form of young David,
and coaxed the young adolescent to
emerge curve by curve from the
unforgiving fastness of the crystalline
limestone. Yet, one wrong move with
the chisel and the face would be
fractured. One chip too many and the
delicacy of the hand would be lost.
And how did the sculptor begin?
Knowing that each cut of the chisel
would determine forever and inexorably
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persistence. He began again to chip
away at the unforgiving marble. He
came this time to it with no expectations,
with total humility, with the belief that
David was a gift which he was merely
unwrapping a chip at a time. And what
happened then was amazing. The marble
flaked off gently as soapstone. The
muscles of David's biceps were smooth
and rounded on the first cut without any
effort to mould them. That which was
awkward, rough, serrated, fell away, and
the stone surface became lubricious, the
thigh muscles like satin, the cheek
silken. It was impossible to cut the
wrong way, the veins rolled out like
serpents along the delicate line of the
forearm. Everything flowed as if molded
from white lava: the glossy pectorals, the
sleek abdominals, the unwrinkled, glossy
sex.
As Michelangelo worked, a
David appeared which had never been
seen before, never imagined. And as he
worked his hammer and chisel, mere
tools to his vision, and himself a tool for
the spirit, the spirit became flesh, or the
closest a sculpture can come to flesh. A
shining, perfect creature was born, a
pagan inamorato, half Eros, half
Dionysus, whose very stillness seemed
to imply motion and whose youth belied
antiquity. The head and the torso were
done. What remained were the thighs,
the knees, the calves, the feet, an
occasional refinement of the eyes. This
time when Michelangelo went to sleep
he had no dreams. He woke the next
morning refreshed to the sound of doves
cooing under his window, and the shouts
of young girls playing in the street.
David's legs were tensed as he leaned,
not with a sling casting a rock at Goliath,
nor even to escape from the rock that
imprisoned him, but rather learning
towards the children playing in the

aware of the rhythm of the chisel and the
vibrations in his fingertips and along his
forearms. Then he forgot these
sensations as well. His hair became
tangled and sweat dripped into his eyes.
He looked at the sculpture sometimes
with longing and sometimes with fear.
Then, after two days he went to bed. He
dreamed that he made a wrong cut and
the front curls of David's hair were
ruined and he had to remake him with a
receding hairline. He dreamed that a
muscle spasm caused an awkward tap
with the hammer and David's penis was
cut off. He awoke sweating, unable to
eat, shivering with fever. He splashed his
face with cold water. He picked up the
chisel and felt himself trembling. He
could not go on. He ate a chunk of stale
bread and a piece of cheese. He drank a
glass of wine. He told himself. "You
were born to do this. This is your
function. God has made you the
instrument to release this handsome
young man trapped in the inanimate
whiteness."
He fell to his knees and wrapped
his hands around the inchoate figure, the
unfeeling polished limestone, half chaos,
half form. What if David refused to
come out? What if Michelangelo himself
was not worthy? He knew that reputation
did not make the artist. What he had
done prior to this had no meaning and no
substance. This David, this statue, this
act of creation was the only thing that
mattered. If he failed here he would fail
everywhere, no matter what the critics
might say, no matter what history might
say. He would fail for all time.
He picked up the chisel. At least
the shaking had gone away. And he told
himself that the spirit had not brought
him this far to fail. He knew that true
genius consisted in something ordinary
people never guessed at: obdurate
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streets that Michelangelo heard beneath
his window that final morning. And the
lips were parted, not in an effort to kill
the giant, but in pleasant anticipation of
a day in the Italian countryside drinking
chilled wine and resting beneath the
ancient olive trees far from his Semite
home.
But
this
is
not
about
Michelangelo or David but about the gift
of seeing the figure in the stone, seeing
the narrative in the blank page, seeing
your life pure and whole, as you chip
away at the encrustations of the years.
William Stafford once wrote:
Thus freedom always came nibbling at
my thought,
just as—often, in light, on the open
hills—
you can pass an antelope and not know
and look back and then—even before
you see—
there is something wrong about the
grass.
And then you see.
That's the way everything in the world is
waiting.
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FICTION
Déjà vu
Yesul Myung
knew it was a dream, but the fear I was
feeling overcame my reasoning.
The door burst open and on the
other side stood an overwhelming
shadow. Red eyes pierced my body and
paralyzed me. It was my fear. In front
of me stood a shapeless shadow that
slowly advanced as I screamed
hysterically. But instead of hearing my
high-pitched screaming, I heard a ring.
Ring.
My eyes fluttered open as my
alarm clock beeped annoyingly. I stood
tense, my face sweaty and my hands
clenched. My body shivered strongly as
the image of the shadow appeared clear
yet undefined in my mind. My twolayered covers weren’t thick enough to
warm my cold body, but still I felt
protected underneath them. I refused to
reach out from my haven to turn off my
alarm clock.
Slowly, reality crawled up my
body and I regulated my hasty breathing
pattern. I eyed the dark room
suspiciously and stared at the unusual
shapes until I was able to identify them.
Then I slowly pulled the covers with me
as I sat up to turn off the alarm clock that
was next to me. I turned on the lamp to
lighten the obscure corners and verify
the identity of the shadows. Then, I
stood up.
I forced myself to deny the
possibility of such a startling encounter
with my fear as I walked to the
bathroom, feeling reassured with each
cold step I took. It had only been a
dream.

It was chasing me. Again. I
hadn’t physically seen who or what my
tormenter was—I refused to look.
However, I knew it was all of my worst
fears combined into a pulsing shadow.
It was dark and the city was
illumined by a bright full moon that
shone upon my creation and me. I
desperately searched the streets for a
night jogger or an adventurous couple,
but found none. As I glanced at the
desolate city, my eyes rested on a luring
orange hotel. I kicked open the locked
main entrance door and took the familiar
spiral stairs, never looking back.
I climbed quickly using all of my
strength, but I didn’t seem to advance
much. My legs became clumsy and each
step I took drained my body from
energy. I needed to go faster. I
propelled myself further with the railing
and advanced forward.
I stopped at the third floor; I
always did. I ran to the end of the beigecarpeted corridor and faced two doors, a
red one and a blue one. My hand went
to the handle of the more tempting door,
the red one with three golden numbers,
305. I entered the dark and sterile room
and locked the door behind me. Then I
placed my ear to the door and to my
relief heard nothing. I sat on the stiff
bed and as I did so, it struck me. It was
a dream.
A sensation of relief spread
through my body but in a matter of
seconds it was consumed by my dark
fear. On the other side of the door a
shadow was blocking the incoming light
and a soft grunt penetrated the silence. I
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newly shaped figure, my biggest fear.
Death stood outside with a dark robe and
a large, sharpened scythe. He stared at
me with his dark, absorbing holes as he
made his way to me.
I frantically looked around the
room for a defense tool or a way to
escape, but to my dismay, I found that
the room had no windows. If I wanted
to escape I would have to do it through
the door that Death covered. I quickly
grabbed the pillow behind me and threw
it at Death’s face, trying to shove my
way through. But as I did so, the scythe
made a cut in my left arm, making my
skin burn with agony. Just as I was
making it out the door, its cold, fleshless
hands grabbed my shoulders.
“Wake up,” said my mother as
she placed her palm on my right
shoulder.
I bolted up and looked around.
My mother smiled at me and left my
room. My notebook was wet with sweat
and I was hot with fever. This dream
had been the most vivid one I had had.
Almost too real. I glanced at my clock—
12 a.m.
Then a sour and painful
sensation spread through my body. I
looked at my left arm and there—very
thin, but real—was a long cut. I could
have gotten such a cut only one way.
My glass of reality had shattered and one
of the many shards had fallen upon me.
So far, it had only been one cut.

It was the third time I had had
this nightmare. Beginning last month,
this nightmare had been perturbing me
constantly. But I had never felt so
vulnerable as I had that Thursday night.
The first time I had been chased by my
fear I had felt in control; it had been a
peaceful hide-and-seek game. But on
that night, fear had stripped me of all my
authority, leaving me useless and
vulnerable.
Each time I had the dream the
same plot was replayed, only with a few
changes and further advanced. The main
characters were my fear, and we were
trying to reach a resolution, which I tried
to postpone. I knew the outcome.
I took a shower, got dressed, and
left for school. But I was never able to
focus. I drifted from class to class with a
single image in my mind: the shadow
with the piercing red eyes. The night, I
got home more weary than usual, but
instead of taking my everyday nap, I
stayed awake. Fear kept all of my
senses alert. But as I stared at the
quadratic formula I inevitably drifted to
sleep.
The numbers transformed
themselves into a city, and a single One
stood in the middle—me.
Again I was being chased, but
this time I ran faster. I knew what was
coming. I saw the hotel; the color had
changed from orange to beige, but it was
the same building. I entered and went
up the spiral stairs. I stopped at the third
floor, and at the end of the corridor stood
a tempting red door. I forced myself to
take the blue door, but as I approached
the doors, my will disappeared—I had
totally lost control of myself. I took the
red door and, sitting on the bed, waited
for my oppressor.
My fear kicked the door and
exposed itself to my completely. The
light of the corridor shone upon its
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POESÍA
The Lost Baby Poem by Lucille Clifton
Traducido por Juliana Capetillo

El Poema del bebé perdido
La vez que tiré tu casi cuerpo
Hacia el encuentro del agua citadina
Para correr con las aguas negras hasta el mar
¿Qué sabía yo de las aguas que corren de regreso?
¿Qué sabía yo de ahogarse
O de ser ahogado?
Tu hubieras nacido en el invierno
En el año del gas desconectado
Sin coche hubiéramos hecho la caminata
Hacia el viento de Canadá
Para verte deslizar como hielo hacia las manos de un extraño
Hubieras caído desnudo como nieve al invierno
Si estuvieras aquí te podría decir estas
Y algunas otras cosas.
Si algún día soy menos que una montaña
Para tus verdaderos hermanos
Deja que los ríos me cubran
Deja que el mar me revuelque
En sus adentros deja que mis hermanos me desconozcan
Siempre por tu nombre nunca dado.
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PROSA
Eso
Rosie Garciamontes
nunca lo fue y mía, mía sí es, sí es mi
hogar, sí es en donde quiero estar, sí es la
ciudad acogedora que me da todo lo que
necesito y la que tiene todo lo necesario
para formar mi futuro. Lo que me hace
enojar todavía más es que digas que sabes
que vas a encontrar lo mismo a donde te
vayas. Entonces, ¿por qué te quieres ir?
¿Por qué te quieres ir si sabes que va a ser
lo mismo? Y yo soy la que dice
incoherencias...
Me he dado cuenta de que no solo
son esas conversaciones en el coche las
que me hacen enfurecer, sino que cada
vez que sale al tema, sin importar la
forma en la que salga, me desmorono por
dentro.
Cuando me hablas de qué bien te
fue en el golf y me sugieres tomarlo, yo,
como excusa, te recuerdo que no tengo
tiempo, pero solo caigo en una trampa en
la que me dices que ya tendré el tiempo
de tomar todo lo que quiera. Solía sonreír
a este tipo de comentarios de tu parte,
pero ahora... ahora sonrío con cinismo o
simplemente te volteo la cara, no aguanto
ningún comentario acerca de eso.
El que no te quiera enseñar cuánto
me afecta no es solo porque eso me
dolería todavía más, sino porque sé que
me vas a responder que no hay nada que
hacer al respecto y eso es lo que me va a
apuñalar. No quiero llorar enfrente de ti,
ni quiero empeorar las cosas, ni quiero
preocuparte al decirte cuánto odio esto,
pero es la verdad y no sé cuánto más la
podré ocultar.
Sí, es una aventura; sí, es una
nueva vida que puede ser muy buena para
mí y sí, debería de tomarla positivamente.
¿Tan positivamente como lo tomé cuando

Hacía ya tiempo que no teníamos esa
conversación, la misma que había sido
reemplazada por silencio desde hace
tiempo. Íbamos en el coche y una vez más
tú sacaste ese tema, el que siempre me
hace alegar, al que siempre le encuentro
un lado malo y aunque sea el más
mínimo, lo hago parecer más grande y
dramático. Tú no sabes cuánto me hiere el
pensar que ya no estaré aquí, tú no sabes
cuánto me afecta, tú estás lista para salirte
ya de esta horrenda ciudad, pero yo, yo
no puedo salir de un lugar que tiene todo
para mí.
Una vez más lo mencionaste y una
vez más alegué; mis argumentos serán
incoherentes, pero son incoherencias que
hago sonar tan ciertas, tan reales, que
hasta yo me las creo. Como siempre, mis
ojos se llenaron de lágrimas al escuchar
tus palabras y, como siempre, no dejé que
te dieras cuenta, no dejé que vieras cuanto
me duele.
Cada vez que vamos en el coche,
aunque no tengamos la misma
conversación, haces que mis ojos se
llenen de lágrimas cuando empiezas a
criticar al que se te cruzó, al que no siguió
las reglas de conducción o simplemente al
tráfico que hace seis años no había. No es
la critica la que me molesta, pues yo
también veo estas imperfecciones, lo que
me molesta es el comentario que procede
a tu critica, el típico: “¡Ay no, ya me harté
de los tapatios, ve como han deshecho
esta ciudad... ay no, no, no, está horrible!”
¿Cómo puedes decir eso? ¿Cómo
puedes decir eso de una ciudad que te ha
dado tanto, de una ciudad que debería ser
tu hogar? Pero no lo es, por lo que veo
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abandonar como si nunca hubieran
existido? No lo creo posible, y menos
conveniente, pero posible lo es.
No quiero, no quiero, no quiero.
Disculpa mi franqueza, disculpa mi
honestidad, disculpa mis caprichos, pero
no quiero. Sé que tengo que hacerlo, sé
que tengo que seguir adelante, sé que
tengo que agarrar el camino que me
corresponde, aunque en estos momentos
no parezca serlo. Y lo seguiré, tú sabes
que lo haré, tú sabes que no me queda de
otra porque así lo has decidido y sé que
así debe de ser. Por más que no quiera, lo
haré.

llegué de la ciudad de México? Creo que
eso fue más ingenuo que nada, y no debe
ser así, pero no puedo ser positiva en
estos momentos, se me facilita más ser
negativa. Sí, yo, la que siempre es
positiva, es la que apaga la vela del
positivismo cuando se da cuenta de que
su mundo se caerá de cabeza.
¿Cómo puede ser posible vivir sin
esta casa? ¿Sin este condominio? Sin
estos amaneceres y atardeceres que llenan
mi alma de la energía que me permite
continuar hasta en el día más apagado?
¿Cómo podré continuar sin todo lo que he
conocido y todo lo que he amado por más
de seis años? ¿Cómo puedo levantarme e
irme tan casualmente de tantas cosas que
me esperan aquí para años próximos?, ¿de
tantos planes que ya fueron diseñados y
perfeccionados y que ahora tendré que

Llegas, silenciosa, secreta, y despiertas los
furores, los goces, y esta angustia que
enciende lo que toca y engendra en cada
cosa una avidez sombría.
-Octavio Paz
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POETRY
Hechos/noticias de Mario Benedetti
Translation by Michael Hogan

Facts/News
For the Europeans
Stalinism was
a fact
while
for us
it was only
news
for that reason we never
clearly understood it
on the other hand
for us
Cuba and Nicaragua
are facts
fundamental and
basic
while for them
they are only
news
and for that reason they’ve never
clearly understood us
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POETRY
From Sea to Shining Sea
Michael Hogan
All the good words have been used up
by spin artists marketing Exxon or Coca Cola
or trying to sell a prepackaged deity or the latest war,
so what we are left with are e-mails and Post-it notes.
And the source of power is the words
which were appropriated and will not be returned.
Walk down Wall Street at noon and you’ll see
the eyes above the tailored suits and club ties
like windows in a vacant house.
We are rentiers in a condominium of these houses.
Home is the place where we could take back the power
but tonight are the play-offs and after that the Super Bowl
and then, of course, baseball, or the Ten Most Wanted,
The Most Famous, Ten Most Popular.
There is no time: not to think, certainly,
or even wonder
why we are being left alone
while in other places
people are carefully being watched.
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NON-FICTION
“The Garden of Forking Paths”
Kari Shore
ancestors exist in us. When we make choices,
our actions are based on instincts that go
back to before recorded time. These instincts
of the past continue to live in us and will
continue to exist in our descendents and in
our future. Our future also is in our present.
When we use our imagination, we are
imagining things of the future. As we
imagine the future, it exists. From this circle
of time, different paths stem out, each one
forking in two again and again. This is like a
labyrinth; it is infinite and is able to
encompass the past, present, and future all at
one.
Borges presents the idea that even if
you choose one path, you don’t close off the
others. All of the paths co-exist, in different
times and places you have made different
choices, which put you on different paths.
This is an outrageous idea that shocks the
mind into a whole new way of thinking. This
concept is one that is much freer, with less
confinement, but the world doesn’t
understand it. This concept makes the story
surrealistic. This doesn’t mean that it is not
real, but rather that it is above realism. This
is a much higher and clearer way of thinking,
but at the same time it is confusing. It is this
concept that makes the story work. Borges
presents time in a way that is very different
from the way that time is usually thought of.
He tries to make the readers think of time in
such a way that will alter their present way of
thinking, and make them think for themselves
so that society will advance.
This has made me think of the world
in a new way. It has changed the way I look
at time. It makes it me think of the way that
my past affects my future. This circular idea
that I have made affect the way I make
decisions today, and they affect what paths of

Time is a concept that on its own, is
very difficult to comprehend. In order to
make it understandable it is represented by
another idea. The idea in which time is most
commonly represented is linear. There is a
past, a present and a future, each located on a
different point on the line of time. This
representation of time is artificial, and is set
up so that it is not necessary to think about
reality. However, there is a problem with
this. If no one questions it, then there is no
change, and society does not progress. In
Jorge Luis Borges’ story “The Garden of
Forking Paths,” the concept of time is altered.
His presentation of time is much different
from that of the original concept. It is
presented in the novel written by Ts’ui Pen,
the ancestor of the main character. The
grandson of Ts’ui Pen is one of many who
have read this novel but have not been able to
make any sense of it and have deemed it the
writings of a madman. Ts’ui Pen has written
a novel in which he tells a story whose
purpose is to illustrate his idea of time.
However, most people are not accustomed to
thinking about such ideas for themselves, and
that is why they are unable to understand
Ts’ui Pen’s novel. This leads them to think
that he was mad, and that his novel had no
sense to it.
However, this is not true. Ts’ui Pen
has merely come up with a new
representation for time. His way of looking
at time is circular, rather than linear. Time is
something that revolves around the person,
with past and future simultaneously located
in the present. The way that past exists in the
present is in the sense that the memories of
our past and the events of the pasts of our
is one that makes me see that when an event
is in the past, it is also in the future. Choices
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present, and the future is something that
influences the present. When we think of the
future, we imagine the way we want things to
be, and then we takes these imaginings and
use them to mold our futures. Everything
affects everything else. The way that Borges
has developed this reality of time is one that
is ultimately possible. Borges’ story makes
us re-evaluate our way of thinking about the
world. He forces us to reflect that, if there
are other ways to think about time, our most
fundamental concepts may be more fluid than
we suspect.

life I am on. I think that this is something
that if people truly understood, it would make
them be more careful about the selections
that they make in life. If people really
thought about the choices they were making,
and thought about the future and the possible
affects that their decisions would have on
their lives, they would likely make better
choices. It is not possible to just live in the
present and ignore all other aspects of time.
The reason for this, is that all aspects of time
co-exist. Life is a process that is on-going;
the past is something that changes the
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NON--FICTION
NON
Los Guardianes de Guayabitos
Marissa Haro

the hotel activities because of their
young age. However, Alejandra,
Adriana, Hector and me, the “older
cousins,” enjoyed using the rowboat
more than the little ones. We gave up
kayaking and volleyball to spend hours
pedalling the rowboat. The size of the
boat was perfect for the four of us who
fitted comfortably on it. Our favorite
was the “Crashing against big waves”
game. Waves were not exactly gigantic
but they were powerful enough to
tumble our boat over and spatter us all
into the salty water. By the end of each
afternoon we would all end up with
new blood-oozing scratches and bruises
caused from running into rocks and
shells, but the entertainment of the
game was entirely worth it.
One afternoon, my cousin
Alejandra and I were trying to catch an
attractive guy’s attention as we rowed
in the boat. His name was Patrick and
he was a sixteen year-old Canadian.
Alejandra and I were only thirteen and
twelve. We knew his name and age
because we had held a conversation
with his aunt earlier. She had told us
that Patrick was very timid but that he
would surely be pleased to make new
friends. Alejandra and I, taking
advantage of the introversion of
Patrick, decided to row our boat around
the area where Patrick was swimming
and ask him to come join us. Our plan
however, didn’t exactly work. Patrick
blankly stared at the two stalking girls
circling him and with a bemused face
left the water and headed to the

The comfy family atmosphere,
gaudy lights, candy canes, wrapped
presents, Christmas trees and no school
awakened my enthusiasm to the coming
of the winter break. We had decided to
go to Guayabitos Beach for the special
occasion. Guayabitos Beach is not as
popular and vastly touristy as Puerto
Vallarta or Manzanillo, mainly because
there are hardly any waves and because
the shoreline is not very extensive. The
tranquil atmosphere was exactly why
my grandparents thought it was the
ideal place to spend Christmas.
At first, I wasn’t thrilled about
going to the beach during the Christmas
season. Scorching climate, palm trees
and tanning lotion seemed more like
summer break than winter to me. I felt
that without the chilly winter climate
and pine trees, there would be no
Christmas! It would be just another
family trip to the seaside. However, my
sanguinity induced me to believe that
not all “Christmas spirit” was utterly
lost as long as the family unity
remained unchanged.
As we arrived to the Casa
Blanca Hotel it turned out to be that
Guayabitos was a synonym for limitless
adventure and days of sun-drenched
fun. There were various activities
scheduled for us to do during the
mornings and nightclubs to attend
during the nights. Kayaking, volleyball,
aerobics, dancing and swimming were
all part of our daily routines.
My father bought a medium size
rowboat for my siblings and younger
cousins who could not participate in all
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After a good rest from the
rowing, we finally decided to head
back. One, two, three, row! One, two,
three, row! But this time, rowing was
not easy. The wind kept on pushing us
back just as it had pushed us forward
before. It was impossible for us to
move farther than two meters before the
wind would push us back again. After
the first twenty minutes we began
growing
desperate,
my
cousin
Alejandra suggested one of us get in the
water and pull the boat’s painter. We
took turns swimming until we were
close enough to shore to row back
without major difficulty. We stared at
each other, unable to decide who was
going to jump in first. I stared at the
green profundity and, without any
second thoughts, jumped in. The water
was freezing compared to the warm
water in which we had swum in earlier.
I swam rapidly pulling the boat; my
cousin tried rowing to help me gain
speed but the paddle kept on bumping
against my head. The swimming and
pulling the boat technique was certainly
not effective; we hardly advanced from
our initial position. With great
difficulty and making an effort not to
tumble the boat over I got back in the
boat. Alejandra was shivering and her
teeth were clenched; I didn’t dare to ask
her to dive in.
From a few meters we could see
another boat coming our way. It had a
sign that read “Barco Pesquero de La
Sagrada Consepción.” It had two
passengers in it. The boat approached
our lanchita and the passengers greeted
us. They asked us why we were so far
from the shore and if we needed help
getting back.
“Oh not at all, we’re fine. See,
we’re only hanging out here. Our
personal Canadian lifeguard will be

shoreline to help his cousins build a
sand castle.
“I told you we should have tried
flashing him; he would have totally
thought that was sexy. And then he
would’ve definitively come with us,”
Alejandra said as she watched Patrick
at the shore.
“No, I told you we should’ve
gone with the drowning, then like a
Canadian Baywatch lifeguard he would
have saved us,” I replied as I arranged
the pedals to row back. We both sighed
with disillusion and started rowing our
way back to shore. Alejandra, however,
had a bright idea; she suggested that we
row past the buoys and see if Patrick
would be amazed by our bravery.
Alejandra and I were convinced that the
shark and danger territory started just
after the buoys. We were convinced
that if we could survive a few minutes
in that perilous territory we would at
once become Patrick’s heroines.
Excited by the dare we had set for
ourselves, Alejandra and I rowed past
the buoys and even a few meters
further. The wind blowing softly made
rowing faster and easier. We came to a
complete stop after we had rowed so far
that we could hardly see the shoreline
at all.
“Gee! Well I guess the `Patrick
new Friends mission` is fully
accomplished now, he must be dazed
by us,” Alejandra said as she pulled her
hair up in a ponytail.
Nodding in agreement I rested in
the boat for a while before heading
back. Alejandra played around with her
headband; she twisted it between her
fingers and around her wrists. I knew
she felt uneasy being in the shark
territory but like me, she was too proud
to admit her fear.
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here at any moment I’m sure,” said
Alejandra in a very calm fashion. The
two fishermen looked at her and,
amused by her comment, started
laughing.
“Mija, somos los Guardianes de
Guayabitos, si se quedan aquí el viento
las va a arrastrar mas lejos y ya no van
a poder regresar,” the honey-colored
fishermen replied.
I stared at Alejandra with sharp
eyes. Then she told the fishermen that
she had been joking, and that we
certainly needed their help to get back
to shore. We both got into the
lifeguards’ boat holding our own boat
from its painter. As we approached the
shore we thanked the two “fishermen”
and walked onto the sand.

As we walked across the beach
dragging our lanchita behind us we saw
Patrick’s burlesque smile. He had
observed our entire rescue from the
shark zone. My parents and uncles were
surprisingly not mad at us for rowing
that far. They laughed at us for being so
dim-witted and thought it was utterly
comical that we had been saved by the
Guardianes de Guayabitos instead of
Baywatch lifeguards. Alejandra and I
looked at each other and laughed.
“Do you seriously think that the
drowning would have worked?”
Alejandra asked.
“No, we probably should have
gone for the flashing,” I replied.
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NON-FICTION
Hands
Juliana Capetillo
“Julie, I know you’re not telling
the truth, let’s just say I have a sixth
sense,” he said.
I knew I had been caught. My dad
figured out I was lying just by watching
my eyes when I told him what time I had
come home. So I guess there is some
truth behind the traits we look for in
people in order to get a read of who they
are, or what they do.
After my little incident I was
punished for the weekend and I had a lot
of, let’s just call it thinking time on my
hands. I tried to figure out what it was
that I looked for in people and I realized
that I look at people’s hands. It’s really
not as crazy as you think. The story of a
person’s life can be told through their
hands. Hands can hide no secrets. Take
Lady Macbeth for example; she knew she
could never wash her hands clean of the
blood of the king. Hands never forget
and, as long as a person lives, their hands
are there to tell the story of their life.
As I sat at my bedroom window
that sunny Saturday afternoon I was
suddenly startled by the sound of rustling
behind me. I jerked around and saw that it
was just our gardener, José, clearing out
the dry leaves from my sill. His fingers
were rich dark brown, callused at the tips
and covered by thick nails. His palms had
little particles of soil embedded into
them. His hands told a story. His hands
spoke to me of a man that had worked
from the time he was eight years old, and
that was forty years ago. I saw the force
with which they gripped the wooden
handle of the garden spade, guiding the
shovel in the right direction. I saw the

Isn’t it strange how we always
seem to end up noticing the same things
about people when we meet them? It
usually isn’t something we consciously
do, it’s just sort of something that
happens. Without our noticing, our eyes
wander to a certain feature of a person
and, based on this, our mind categorizes
them and, in a matter of seconds, we
formulate a notion of the way that person
is. The funny thing is we don’t even seem
to realize how influential that certain
feature of a person is on our judgment of
them as people. When you really think
about it, it seems illogical, how much can
you tell about a person by the kind of
shoes they wear, or like my dad, who
believes that practically everything can be
known about a person by observing their
eyes.
I had a discussion with him about
this the other day. He accused me of lying
about what time I had gotten home the
night before. When I came in it was
actually two-fifteen a.m. but I know he
was asleep or else he would have come
out of his room and shouted at me for
coming in forty-five minutes past my
curfew. The next morning when he asked
me about what time I had come home I
quickly glanced away, thought of a
believable time, and assured him
confidently that it had been no later than
one-forty.
“Julie, I asked you what time you
got home last night. Please tell me now,”
he said in a stern tone.
“Dad, I just did! You can’t accuse
me of lying, you were asleep!” I
answered indignantly.

33

of her fingers in my hand until she was
able to turn find the light switch. Today I
noticed a small blister on the lower side
of her thumb. When I ask her about it she
tells me she had accidentally splashed
herself with the hot oil when she was
frying flautas for today’s lunch. I can’t
imagine how many of those blisters she
has acquired over the years; it is as if in
exchange for these injuries she has earned
her buén sazón. There is no food I would
rather eat than hers and she has never
read a recipe book in her life. In her
hands she keeps locked away the secrets
of her cuisine.
After my dinner I went back to my
room and sat on my couch, in front of me
there is a painting my thirteen-year-old
cousin gave me, I had lunch with him last
week and as we waited for our food to
come I looked at his hands. The fingers
were clean and washed but his cuticles
still had black paint around them. The
paint on my cousin’s hands, I have come
to believe, is irremovable, like a tattoo,
and the incrusted paint is something you
notice about Jacob right away. The paint
is a tag that art has placed on Jacob, as if
claiming him for its own. Jacob accepts
this arrangement because, as any artist
knows, it is they who belong to art.
Judging from the age Jacob is and the
clothes he wears and the way he talks you
really wouldn’t conjure images of him
being a child prodigy, yet there is
something about his hands, delicate yet
strong, that seems to overflow with
emotion. Staring at the canvas in front of
me I feel the power that the painting
releases, as if Jacob’s creation has
acquired the qualities of an interminable
energy source. Like a waterfall that
bewilders its spectator with a display of
brute power, this painting still
overwhelms me when I stare at it too
long.

gentle care with which he tended my
mother’s flowerbeds; I saw the hands that
had pulled the rope at my piñata party
when I was five.
José had met his wife in my
house; I remember his hands at their
wedding. He had scrubbed them clean
and had held her hands excitedly as they
walked through the church crowd under a
rain of rice. Everything about his hands
seemed thick, even the cuticles around the
nails were a rough tale of a lifetime spent
at work, the dark lines left there by the
sun seemed a trail of what they had been
through.
A little while later I got tired of
sitting in my room so I went over to the
kitchen to see what I could find for
myself.
“¿Quiéres que te haga algo de
cenar?” asked my maid Asun.
Asun had been in my house since
my parents moved in twenty-two years
ago. She had watched my two brothers
and I grow up. Although each of us
claimed to be her favorite no one is
exactly sure who she loves the most. I
don’t really think of Asun as a maid; I
think of her more a second mother. I
watched at her hands as she skillfully
formed perfect tortillas and slid them onto
the hot comal. She has grown old as we
have grown up, her knuckles show the
wrinkles of age. She keeps her nails filed
and clean and I remember how she held
me up to the sink counter when I could
not reach it and helped me scrub my nails
so as to avoid getting scolded by my dad
for coming to the table with dirty nails.
Her ring finger is bare. I guess we were
her family all these years, and I, her little
girl. I remember reaching for her hand
when we would come home from church
to find the house completely dark. I
remember the feeling of relief that would
surge through by body when in my blind
groping I finally was able to squeeze four
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down my right index finger, I have a
callus. When I touch the callus, I smile; it
reminds me of who I am, of what I love
to do, of the future I wish to have. That is
where my creativity waits for me, on the
tip of my finger, lingering until reunited
with my pencil.
We all have our own versions of
litmus paper for life, testers of the
character of a person. Usually we don’t
notice these things, they just sort of come
to us naturally. The funny thing with
nature is that most of the time it sets us in
the right direction. So, I guess you really
can tell a man by his shoes.

I look down at my own hands; they bear
no stigma of a hard day’s work, much
less a hard life’s work. They hold no
secrets, nor do they tell the story of an
unconditional deliverance of love. They
are long and bony and they do not create
energy sources through their work, but
they are mine. On these hands I have
fallen, and with them I have helped pick
others up. I have held a baby chick up to a
light bulb in a desperate attempt to keep it
warm, and felt its life drip away, like
water through my fingers. With my hands
I have done things that have made me
ashamed and they have also been there to
make me proud. One third of the way
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POESÍA
Hay días
María del Lourdes Govea Mendoza
Tengo días malos y tengo días peores:
incluyo las derrotas ciertas y los aparentes triunfos,
las noches de insomnio y los letargos diurnos
la soledad silente y el grito iracundo
la ilusión devastada y el escepticismo crudo
los días soleados y la lluvia pausada...
Hay días malos,
pero este es uno de los peores
porque, además, estás ausente.
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FICTION
Helping Hands
Marisa Chavarria
My mind becomes clouded with
all of my thoughts, ideas, and prayers for
a better week…and slowly I feel my
head begin to sink into the pillow and
everything becomes comfortable. My
eyelids close, and I drift off into a world
where the unexpected sometimes awaits
me…and suddenly it does, the most
unexpected…
I find myself lying on the shore
of an island, completely deserted. I lift
myself up and walk over to where the
waves crash gracefully onto the coast.
The water caresses my toes as the waves
run up to where I am standing and I feel
compelled to drift into the cerulean
water. I take small steps deeper into the
ocean, the tips of my fingers gliding over
the surface of the steady sea by my
sides. I stop moving when the water
reaches my waistline, and in one swift
movement, plunge into the clear blue
water.
I swim with my eyes open yet the
seawater does not sting them. I search
for any other living organisms but find
none. It is just the ocean and me.
The water suddenly becomes
more condensed, thicker, and more
difficult for my arms and legs to push
through. I try to raise my head out of the
water for a breath of clean air but the
water is too heavy and I cannot break
through it. My hands do not reach the
surface no matter how far I extend my
arms. I feel trapped, confined within the
profuse water molecules while the
current becomes stronger and stronger,
pulling my body deeper into the ocean.
Water rushes at me from ahead, shooting

At night I lie in my bed, unable
to sleep. I kick the covers about and
swish my body back and forth from one
side to the other. I try lying still, and
nestle my head in between the pillow
and the suffocating cover hoping that it
will put me to sleep. But it doesn’t.
I peer out through my white linen
curtains and see the lamppost in my
backyard flickering. I try to count
backwards from one hundred, but it just
causes me to think about math, and how
poorly I did on the pop-quiz because I
didn’t review the material. I then try to
count sheep and picture them jumping
over a fence one at a time, but my mind
wanders and I remember all of the
cheesy mattress commercials that I used
to watch in the U.S. Nothing works.
“You should be studying,” I tell
myself. But my body is too tired to even
lift my head up from the pillow to check
what time it is. I hate this- the feeling of
laziness, being too tired to do what’s
really important…school, homework,
grades. I close my eyes, and try not to
focus on the terrible things I had been
encountering for the entire week. I try to
forget that I failed my math test, and that
my Spanish grade drastically dropped
from a ninety-six average to an eightyfive. I try not to think about my
rumbling stomach, my thrashing
headache, and all of the petty fights I
had with my little sister and older
brother two hours before I crawled into
bed. But it doesn’t work…I cannot
forget how badly my day went, and how
badly it will be the next day, or rather, in
the next few hours.
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For a second I wonder if I should
thank Him for rescuing me, for saving
me from the confinement of the dark
space of nothingness. But there is no
need to. I owe more than a mere
“thanks” to Him. It was not the first time
He rescued me, and I know that it will
not be the last. So I rest my head, and
daze off into a serene and quiet sleep.
I wake up at six ‘o clock. It is
time to get ready for school. The dream
has dissolved from my mind almost
completely. Only a few shining
fragments of the experience remain and I
hesitate to dwell on them. I get up, no
longer afraid of the day that awaits me. I
feel ready…because I know that the
hand will be there to protect me.

out like soda does when opened after
being shaken. It hits me, blinding me
and bruising me. The water thrusts me
backwards and I try to grab onto
something, anything, to keep me from
being driven into the dark space of
emptiness to which the ocean wishes to
send me. I extend my arms but my
hands grasp nothing but water and I lose
sight of everything.
I feel the urge to cry and scream.
My mouth gapes open just as I begin to
lose myself in total blackness. But then
I feel something, a hand, pulling me out
of the current. My body soars through
the millions of pounds of water that
come surging at me, gliding past it easily
with the help of the hand from the other
side. I see the bubbles disperse around
me as I cut through the weighted water
and from underneath the ocean’s surface
the image of the coast becomes clearer
and clearer. At last, I am brought to the
shoreline. I close my eyelids but I can
still see the burst of light, of whiteness,
shooting out at me through the clouds as
my body is dragged onto the sand.
I open my eyes and see Him
sitting calmly beside me on the sand. His
mahogany skin glistens under the sun.
Droplets of seawater race down His back
from his neck. His russet hair covers the
corners of his face, preventing me from
getting a clear look at His face, which is
turned away from me. His entire lower
body is covered with sand. His body is
turned away from me, facing the ocean,
but I do not try to get a closer look at
Him. I remain on my stomach, resting
my head on the white sand. I know that
He is beautiful, even though I do not
clearly see Him. I know that He is safe,
even though we haven’t exchanged a
single word. I know who He is without
even asking.
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POETRY
Under the Shadow of a High Flying Hawk
Carlos Ochoa

Under the shadow
of a high flying hawk
the owners of the world live
to die.
The hand has grown,
obese,
with grasping.
"Now I can catch
a cobra in mid strike."
Untrue.
Between fingers, sand sifts
and it falls
grain by grain:
the world.
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POETRY
I Wear My Heart Around My Neck
Paulina Encinas
I wear my heart around my neck
On a thin chain of hope
It gets thinner every day
Exposed to everything.
The pain makes me weak.
I was so innocent, naive
Surrendering to a smile
But the sweetness of your glance
Sheltered a shade of bitterness.
I can’t seem to get it right
It’s always wrong in the end
I guess I’m allergic.
Don’t toy with my emotions
Get away from me.
But don’t go too far.
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FICCIÓN
La cruz del sur
Marissa Haro

bienestar y la privación de nuestra vida y
libertad.
¿Mucha gente como yo? Iñigo
escucha voces de su madre quien murió
hace tres años cuando él mismo le sustrajo
la vida al martillarle el cráneo con el
martillo del taller mecánico en donde solía
trabajar (antes de ocurrir dicho suceso, por
supuesto), pero ni las voces de su madre
chillan de manera tan desgarradora como
lo hacen las mías de mi supuesta
imaginación (como me lo ha dicho el Dr.
Pedraski) que me han reventado ya hasta
los tímpanos.
Renata es piromaniaca, tres cuartas
partes de su rostro, sus piernas y partes de
su espalda y torso se encuentran
gravemente dañadas con quemaduras de
tercer grado a causa de los numerosos
incendios que ella misma ha ocasionado.
Usa una máscara todos los días y largos y
pesados ropajes, ya que los doctores
consideran que su apariencia puede ser
algo perturbadora para el resto de los
pacientes; a mí en lo personal no me
importa, a ella tampoco (me lo ha dicho).
Esta pasada Navidad hasta le regalé uno de
mis bikinis (al parecer las únicas piezas
inofensivas de mi guardarropas, que me
permitieron conservar) para que lo luzca
cuando salga de la institución y su tío la
lleve a la playa como le ha prometido.
Renata me ha dicho que ya ha perdido todo
el sentido del tacto, tal vez en eso nos
parecemos, pero yo no solo he perdido el
tacto, he perdido el resto de los sentidos
también.
Luego está Doroteo, un gran
fanático de las revistas de caricaturas del
superhéroe Flash. Doroteo es mudo, pero
no faltan palabras para llevar a cabo una
conversación con él, los dos nos
comunicamos con los ojos, he aprendido
que una mirada lo puede expresar todo.

Me levanto en este manicomio, o
Institución
para
los
Mentalmente
Distorsionados como le llama la gente
ridícula. Todo es del mismo color en esta
habitación, en realidad, todo está ausente,
el color se ha perdido en los ladrillos. Estas
pálidas paredes que asedian mis ilusiones
no son lo suficientemente altas, el anhelo y
la consternación las suben con tal destreza
como lo haría un trapecista al caminar
sobre la soga. En esta habitación no hay
techado, todos los días llueve; a todas
horas, a todos momentos, las goteras me
están haciendo perder el nimio segmento
de conciencia que aún me queda indemne
del delirio. Me despierto y nunca
encuentro a nadie a mi lado, es por eso que
me paso días enteros durmiendo,
empapada en los aguaceros de incuria, no
me queda más que hacer. Le llamo a esto
vivir sin sentido.
En realidad es risible la manera en
la que aún me tomo el tiempo para
filosofar sobre la vida, la mía vida finalizó
desde el santiamén en el que pisé el primer
peldaño de esta institución: “La Cruz del
Sur”. Mi padre me había dicho que aquí en
este lugar residían muchas personas como
yo y que recibiría la ayuda que he estado
(inconscientemente) pidiendo por medio de
supuestas “señales” en mi manera de
actuar. Aún me pregunto lo que quiso decir
con esto la última vez que le vi, hace siete
meses, ¿muchas personas como yo?, no lo
creo. Aquí nadie se me asemeja en lo más
mínimo, lo único que tengo en común con
los demás pacientes es esta fachosa bata
(también blanca y con puntitos azules de
un tono muy bajo) con la que todos nos
encontramos uniformados, las tres pastillas
de la mañana, la tarde y la noche, los
tranquilizantes de vez en cuando, la
confiscación de todos nuestras posesiones
que pueden ser “peligrosas” para nuestro
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pensar que la razón por la que aún no me
curo es culpa suya, que no tiene suficiente
capacitación como doctor y es por eso que
no me han liberado de esta prisión.
Me he hospedado en este lugar por
tanto tiempo que sospecho que me he
convertido en una merodeadora, merodeo
por los mismos corredores de desidia que
me son ya tan familiares, ya no sé qué
hacer; vago sin destino. Todo está
desordenado aquí adentro (y externamente
también), en poco tiempo reventará esta
algarabía en mi interior. Me disipo hasta en
mis propios suspiros, me eclipso bajo el
tono de las voces que me hablan, y a las
que me tengo que rehusar a contestar (otro
de los valiosos consejos del Dr. Pedraski),
¿qué ha pasado? Hay tantas cosas que no
sé, ¿dónde fue que todo esto comenzó?
¿Hace cuánto que me refugio en estos
procelosos pensamientos de un pasado
ilusorio, que me ahogo y que me daño sin
el más exiguo movimiento? Que me he
quedado sola, perdida y extrañando algo
que nunca fue. Loca, me quemo, he sido
aniquilada, ¿por quién? Eso tampoco lo sé.
Lo más probable es que me haya derrotado
yo misma.

A veces salimos los dos a caminar
por los jardines de la institución (en
realidad son más bien un conjunto de
yerbas malas y pasto marchitado) y
jugamos al juego de Hanzel y Gretel, el
cual nosotros mismos inventamos.
Guardamos migajas de pan en nuestros
bolsillos a la hora del desayuno y después,
por la tarde, salimos al jardín a alimentar a
las palomas con las migajas; en los días en
los que ningún pájaro se digna volar sobre
la
institución,
nosotros
mismos
terminamos comiendo las migajas. En
realidad nuestro supuesto juego no tiene
nada que ver con Hanzel, ni con Gretel, no
sé ni por qué lo llamamos así, ni creo que
sea un juego siquiera; es cosa de locos
supongo. Mudos los dos somos; loca, solo
yo.
En esta habitación, la paranoia es
contagiosa, el ambiente es monótono, la
desesperación aumenta con el pasar de
cada segundo, he perdido el apetito por la
vida (hace tanto que no la saboreo),
duermo a causa de los medicamentos, pero
me aterra cerrar los ojos. Tal vez no son las
pesadillas a las que temo, tal vez no es la
pesadilla en la que vivo siquiera, tal vez es
el pánico que siento al darme cuenta que
aun sigo aquí, tal vez... Solo tal vez, es tan
solo el pensar del olvido.
A veces me pregunto a dónde me
llevará todo esto. No estoy ni segura de a
qué me refiero con “esto”. “Esto” son
conversaciones tan breves, que no sé si se
puedan considerar diálogos siquiera. Más
bien son monólogos, en los que yo hablo
ante mi ausente presencia del Dr. Pedraski,
para quien tan solo soy una delirante
paciente más, con la que tiene que lidiar
recetándome sus propias mágicas palabras
antes de que den las siete, hora en que
regresa a cenar a su elegante residencia en
un coto privado en compañía de su
detestable esposa y malcriados hijos. En
realidad mis juicios son falsos, no conozco
ni a la Sra. Pedraski, ni a sus hijos, es más
no sé si tiene hijos siquiera y tampoco sé
dónde vive. Me gusta imaginar que el del
problema es él y no yo. Es de mi agrado

Nublan mis ojos imágenes opuestas, y a
las mismas imágenes otras, más
profundas, las niegan.
-Octavio Paz
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FICTION
Letters to a Lost One
Carlos Ochoa

I hadn’t noticed, although it
should have been obvious, that your
briefcase was gone as was your gray
suit and wristwatch and the plain
yellow tie. Those are the things you
took to work and never brought back.
Your
dishes
were
still
unwashed in the kitchen sink; they only
needed rinsing now, the way you left
them. Dry soap bubbles left their mark
on the plates, and in the circles, too,
dust has settled. Your chair was pushed
away from the table at a sixty degree
angle, the way it always was after
breakfast. The smell of sour milk
floods the kitchen because you never
put away the half gallon of milk you
had that morning. A forest of mold
grows on the toasted bread, now a
fraction of an inch thick, on flowered
plates. Except for the constant plague
of flies and bees that frequent it, only
the honey jar has survived any
deterioration in the kitchen. You left
the window open, and the rain and
wind and insects were free to come in.
On the rainy days of summer the
puddle under the window seems
permanent, and the curtains inflate and
deflate with the wind to no apparent
rhythm.
In the bathroom, the towel was
still on the floor by the toilet. Inside the
shower the hard water evaporated and
left its trace of minerals. The soap bar
was incrusted on the floor with a thin
but hard crust. The shower used to be
dripping, but the water company shut
down service when no one paid. The
toilet flushed last on the morning you
left.
The oil stain in the garage
where the car used to be parked looks
the same way it always did: a map of

I hope you know where you are. I
looked for you all over the house and
never found you. I looked under the bed.
They say dead people become dust, but I
don’t think that was you, it was someone
else, I’m sure. I didn’t see a monster
either, not when I looked inside your
closet for a clue that might speak to me
of the far away places you are in right
now. It had been almost a month, and the
slow transition from October to
November was noticeable only on the
young maple outside the kitchen
window.
Your clothes were touched only
by time, an invisible finger that causes
everything it touches to fade to the hue
of King Midas’ own touch. The leather
jacket you only wore once or twice
before you went away had its creases
and wrinkles marked like an old face; its
shoulders were imprinted by the hanger
and the dye has worn away. The shirts
were still folded on the shelves behind
the doors; your pants hung next to the
leather jacket and ties. You left no shoes,
took your only pair (“I only got one pair
of feet, no need for more,” you’d say),
but the sole print was still shallow with
dust.
The spot behind the door where
you spilled your cup of coffee in a hurry
to get ready for work still had its rich
smell, only somewhat dissipated. Your
bed had the same bed sheets and quilt,
unmade. I left the bed the way it was
after you woke up, the ridges and valleys
of your movement on the sheets told of
the last night you slept on that bed. I
never moved anything for fear you might
not recognize it when you came back.
Only the clock on the wall: it stopped
ticking and I changed the batteries
myself.
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Antarctica seen from above, you used to
say. Except that now there is no car in
the garage; there is no you in the house.
The intense heat of late spring and cold
mornings in fall and winter make the
shelves creak every night, every year.
I turned off the TV and paid the
electricity bills, I didn’t want to risk it
the way I did with the water.
You left the TV on the local
news channel, and I never changed it.
Four or five days after you disappeared,
you were on the news: “Man disappears
mysteriously in the suburbs,” they said,
as if you were kidnapped or a magician
made you disappear in his act and failed
to bring you back. “Man disappears,” I
laughed that time. I know you went
away and I know that you are lost.
It is so easy to get lost, you’d
say, when you walk down the street.
Take a risk! Make a wrong turn to a
street you’ve never been on; it will be
like a different world. It is almost certain
that after a few blocks, you’ll find
yourself on the same path, but with a
new street behind you.

In three words I can sum up everything
I've learned about life: it goes on."
-Robert Frost
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NON-FICTION
From Minivans and Mothers
Marisol Pérez
boss me around as he wished. As a very
cool quotation from a movie I saw goes:
“Saying something pricky in a nice way
is even prickier.”
I kept jogging, it was so hot, but I
didn’t care; I just wanted to run as fast as
I could for as much amount of time as I
could stand. Another van... more mothers,
more kids...
I was beginning to get annoyed, I
mean these are the same mothers that
hang out at the club every single day,
ugh. I don’t want to end up like that. I see
these women talking all afternoon about
pregnancies and about their kids. I think
about these women and then I get
depressed. Do they have a life besides
their children? Oh yes they do! They can
always talk on their phones, go have a
cup of coffee and chit chat with their
same friends that are mothers who don’t
talk about anything else but their life as
mothers. Whatever! I cannot end up like
that.
I couldn’t keep running any
longer, I would collapse in a matter of
seconds; I had to stop, so I did. I sat on
the ground tired and exhausted. And next
to me was a newspaper... no! They’re in
the newspaper too! Every time that I want
to look at the movie theatre schedule or
the news my search is interrupted by the
society pages. Awe, isn’t that nice? No,
it’s not! I cannot believe how people can
actually care about all of that! The society
sections always have the same kind of
people over and over, week after week.
Sometimes I feel like I will go crazy if
they keep on printing all of that! What a
waste of paper, God! Who the hell cares

As I was jogging on the street the
other day I watched the cars go by. I saw
so many minivans that it made me sick.
Chrysler, Ford, Honda, Seat and
Volkswagen vans all over. One curious
thing was that most of the drivers were
women, mothers; mothers talking on their
cell phones, with their fake nails and dyed
hair. I particularly noticed one who had
like ten kids in the van (probably from the
carpool), the radio was loud with some
catchy song by another one-hit-wonder
Mexican-boy-band. I held my CD player
and pumped the volume; their annoying
music was so loud that it penetrated my
headphones which were playing “Theatre
of Tragedy.” I thought of how much I
would hate to be like one of those
mothers. To drive those awful vans in all
the same metallic silver or blue. How I
would hate to drive around all day
picking up kids and going shopping. I
don’t want ordinary life; I don’t feel like
having to deal with ordinary life. Are
these women insane? Did they like to
drive those awful vans?
I thought that their husbands must
have bought them for them, without even
asking them. All of the sudden I could
just hear the man saying, “Mi amor, aquí
esta está camioneta para que lleves y
traigas a los niños de la escuela, para
que vayas al super y a todos lados...”
Whatever! I cannot imagine myself in
that position. I would find that so
irritating. In the first place, I wouldn’t
drive that ugly big ass van with all those
kids who weren’t even mine, and
secondly, I wouldn’t put myself in a
position that would enable my husband to
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are all like this, but most of them are. I’m
not saying all “fresas” are mean and
egocentric, but the image given of them
in these society sections doesn’t prove
otherwise. I know that what I say is only
based on superficial differences and that
people have feelings, but I’m just
supporting my idea with what I have felt
and seen.
I get up and start walking home, I
want to get home; and look at my mother
for a while.
My mother is not like the mothers
in the minivans and at the club. My
mother is a doctor, she doesn’t get fake
nails or dyes her hair blond. My mother
couldn’t care less about social events or
cell phones. She is very cultured in
theology, she knows the bible like she
knows herself. My mother can sing, play
the piano and play guitar, she likes rock
music like The Doors and The Beatles,
and she likes to dance. She lets me wear
spikes and look as Goth as I want. She
keeps secrets and she tries to understand
me as much as she can. My mother has
the guts to talk back to my father when
she doesn’t agree with him.
To me my mother is a real person
who lives with her feet on the ground. My
mother is kind of crazy, but she knows it.
She’s crazy enough to realize what is
really going on in life. You have to be a
little crazy to put up with life. My mother
is unique. The more I think about it, I
love my mother like hell and I’m glad she
is my mother. So next time a mother
comes up to me and my mum in a van
with loud music and fake nails to tell us
about the cocktails of the week, we will
look at our short nails and laugh. We
don’t need social events, manicures or
minivans to belong; sometimes we just
don’t feel like fitting in.

about someone’s birthday party? Well I
guess someone does because this society
section appears religiously each week.
Another thing that really annoys
me about these pages is that the editors
think that these frauds are the only
important people in the world. Like the
other day I saw an article entitled: “Las
Mejores Bodas del 2002.” And another
one about: “Maria Jose De la Casa de los
Montero offered a party for her daughter
Jaclyn’s fifteenth birthday at Club San
Javier. Jocelyn is the daughter of the
wealthy industrial engineer Mario
Fernandez...” Whatever! Why are they
the best? According to whom? Just
because the bride is the daughter of one
of those mums in the vans that will
eventually end up being like them, and
because their dad is filthy rich? Because
thousands of pesos were invested in the
wedding? Is that what makes a wedding
great? Ha, ha, ha, excuse me while I
laugh because I can’t get any angrier. Is a
rich wedding more significant than the
wedding of a person in Santa Margarita or
another barrio just because of the
economic status? I don’t think so.
From where I’m sitting two of
those family vans stop to chat right in the
middle of the street, I hate that. And, yes,
as I guessed, they are "fresa" mothers.
Once I recall a woman saying something
about me dressing like I do and criticizing
my mother for letting me do as I pleased.
She wasn’t criticizing my mother
exactlty, because she didn’t know her, but
she just referred to my mother. What do
they know? Sometimes my mum would
tell me how the other mothers asked her
to come to all those breakfasts and other
nonsense meetings all the time, and as
soon as my mum said no, they would start
to say things like why didn’t my mother
have a manicure each week? Come on,
give me a break! What was inside all this
women’s heads? Air? I’m not saying they
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FICTION
Nocturnal Butterfly
Carlos Ochoa

of the few things that has not yet been
scarred by time.
With great effort and courage
she throws the sheets to the side of her
bed, like an envelope. And she, the
letter, unfolds out and stands by the side
of the bed. She doesn’t stretch, she
doesn’t yawn or move at all. She almost
considers it a virtue to be able to do
nothing at all. Intransitive verbs
dominate stillness:
I am.
I live.
I think.
I see.
I breathe.
She stands. Beside her bed.
Alive. Thinking and observant and
vibrant and still.
She stands. In a corner. Dark.
Mysterious and hopeful and tired. She is
tired of the same every night.
She maneuvers among the
crowded furniture, the chairs and a table
and an old wooden cabinet. Like a
dancer she steps finally into the
bathroom. It is a rather humble
bathroom. Three-by-five feet, yellowed
blue tiles on the walls and floor, a small
sink and a toilet right beside it, the
shower a light depression and a plastic
curtain.
She showers in cold water just
long enough to rid herself of the traces
of men which still adhere to her body:
Their physicality, their smell, their
sweat. She palms the soap bar over
every inch to inch of her body. White
bubbles float and burst on the surface
before they reach the drain.
She gets out and dries herself.
Naked and trembling she walks to the

She awakens and she knows
nothing has changed. The small light of
dawn greets her and the odor of man. It
forces her to remember that the night is
over and her hours spent submerged in
darkness are gone.
The small window next to her
bed, stained with age, is open. An
instant paranoia puts the buzz of
mosquito wings in her ears. She runs
her hand from her feet to smooth legs
and up to the neck, stopping as blue
veins merge out of visibility and into
her face. There are no foreign itches or
bumps.
She pulls her hands from under
the bed sheets to be stung by the cold
air. It has dried her un-made-up face
over the night. She pulls her window
closed and sighs, tired from the early
strain.
Her hand slides under the pillow
and she stops her breath for a moment.
Under her closed eyelids the memory of
her dreams is playing, folding like she
did last night with a newly-awoken
imagination.
She exhales with the pleasure of
a young girl into the vapid environment.
Her dream has been manipulated,
censured and stretched, twisted and
improved, recorded in her memory.
Her eyes open to an insipid
once-green wall. The paint is flaking
like her skin. It has been, even before
she moved into the room. So has her
skin.
A rusted nail pierces the plaster
and drives into the concrete blocks.
From the nail hangs a mirror, like a
window to the inside. It is new. It is one
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old wooden cabinet, her closet. She
dresses and becomes impregnated with
the semi-rotten essence of wet wood
while she stands in front of the cabinet.
Music hollowed out by morning
sounds—traffic, drills, street vendors—
seeps in through the window like light
or cold. It is almost indistinguishable
from noise, but a slight melody can be
picked up.
She opens the door of the small
room and reads the brass number
screwed on. 17D, the fourth floor. The
floor tiles are broken and the cement
that joined them to the floor is worn out.
Someone took the pain of moving the
pieces of broken tiles and resting them
on the wall, like jigsaw pieces waiting
patiently to be fitted into their unique
place. The paint is even more flaked and
eroded than inside the apartment rooms.
She takes the stairs down.
Each step is a risk. The
earthquake left cracks on the walls and
stairs; no one ever tried to fix them. She
can feel the heavier buses and trucks as
she descends. She can hear several
people on their way down from higher
stories.
She reaches the ground floor
panting and steps into the morning
outside. Looking up she can see her
window; it has sprung open again. She
walks to the bus stop on the corner.
Some people stare at her, but she
ignores them. They know it is too early
and wonder where she goes.
The bus is crowded with people
going to work, except for her. Nobody
knows what a prostitute does during the
day.
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POESÍA
No me digas
Marissa Haro

cuando abras esa puerta
ya ni la luz entrará por las rendijas de las persianas
y ni con azúcar podré atenuar
el café acerbo en mi garganta
ignora el chirriar de la caoba al girar la perilla
el cual revela tu identidad de fugitivo
el silencio
interrumpido
por el cantar de las cigarras
al anochecer
por el kikirikeo de los gallos
al amanecer
nunca más por tus pasos
ni por tu voz
no me avises
prefiero no saber
a veces
solo a veces
la ignorancia es una dicha
me rehúso a mirar a la distancia
cuando tu figura se difumine
con el pasar de los segundos
entre los escasos edificios
los viñedos
las largas matas de milpa en los ejidos
entre tallos de geranios
y amapolas
y la señal que indica
la ubicación de la estación del tren:
tu último destino
el mío también
a dónde irás
eso no lo sé
no debo saberlo tampoco
un rostro
una fotografía
desvaneciéndose
entre el acero oxidado de las vías
es todo lo que queda
no me digas
a dónde vas
ni cuándo
ni por qué
solo ve.
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POESÍA
Para las que quise
Francisco Morales
Que te quiero por tu nariz
y te quise por tus ojos
negra noche, obsidiana.
¡Sí te quise, hoy ya no!
Me enamoré de tu turco
mirar y de tu modesta
sonrisa, de tu magia.
¡Sí te quise, hoy ya no!
Te amé por tu morena
tez, un lunar junto a tu
seno y regio carácter.
¡Sí te quise, hoy ya no!
Si te quise, hoy ya no
¿mañana?...ojalá.
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POETRY
Psalm
Sebastian Torreblanca
In the beginning God created the heavens and the earth.
Within the light’s realms soft hands held books that read ambition,
And pushed pencils diligently.
The candle’s wick burned quickly,
And the wax piled high into Kashmir’s mountain range.
As days watched skeptically,
The room grew darker and sketchy shadows jerked about.
Dark bags blurred old visions
Despondent gears tweaked the good night’s rest.
Yellow fingertipsA portrait painted by filterless cigarettesBloody trimmed broken fingernails with pliers,
The body’s handy utensilsCoarse, scratched red, and traced with oil
By the blue collar routine.
Some men are now as hard as Pharaoh’s heart.

27

PROSA
Amores: simplemente el punto medio
Ana Gabriela González González
ya hay una consumación y no hay
compromiso alguno. Piensan que son
más que amigos, pero menos que novios
por la falta de compromiso y
responsabilidad. Por supuesto que ellos
nunca podrían ser el punto medio entre la
amistad y el noviazgo porque su relación
es tan hormonal que excede los límites
dentro de la posibilidad de formar parte
de los del grupo del punto medio. Su
situación es una situación más a lo
pasional, en vez de serlo a lo especial y
puro, como es en el punto medio. Ya que
el punto medio contiene los elementos de
la pureza de la amistad con los del amor
del noviazgo.
También tenemos a los que son
amores perros o también conocidos como
amores apaches. Estos agresivos seres se
consideran el punto medio porque dicen
que aunque sí hay algo de compromiso en
su relación, no es una relación del todo
pacífica y amistosa. En esta clase de
amores existe el masoquismo; ya que es
una relación en la que hay constantes
disputas y mucho sufrimiento y, a pesar
de tantos disturbios, siguen juntos. Juntos
no por mucho amor puro, sino por un
amor distorsionado en el que por
consecuencia permanecen juntos por
simple inercia pasional. Es obvio que
aunque ellos piensen que son el punto
medio entre amistad y noviazgo, no lo
son. Pues su amor está lleno de conflictos
en que constantemente se juzgan, se
maltratan y se critican; pero irónicamente
siguen juntos. En los amores perros y
apaches hay celos, por eso se considera
que tienen un compromiso mayor. Y

¿Existe acaso un punto medio entre el
noviazgo y la amistad? Yo diría que sí.
Pero a diferencia de esto, la mayoría de
las personas piensan que cuando hay una
relación entre dos, fuera del matrimonio,
solo puede tener dos nombres: amistad o
noviazgo. Esta gente dice que no existe el
punto medio en el que puedan amarse, ser
correspondidos y al mismo tiempo, cada
vez que se frecuentan no besarse ni
portarse como amigos “normales”. En mi
opinión, sí existe un término que describa
esto, y no es que sean novios, ni que sean
amigos... son amores, simplemente el
punto medio.
Por ejemplo, está el tan conocido
término de amigos “con derechos”: una
amistad en la que se tratan más que en
una amistad “normal”. Una amistad en la
que existen besos, abrazos y caricias, pero
en la que no existe un compromiso
formal. Por lo tanto, algunos podrían
pensar que el punto medio entre noviazgo
y amistad es ser amigos “con derechos”,
pero realmente no lo es, porque cuando
eres amigo con derecho, no amas lo
suficientemente como para tomar el
compromiso más en serio. Y tampoco es
una relación pura y especial porque existe
el contacto físico de los labios. Además,
tampoco puede ser este el punto medio
porque como bien lo dice el nombre son
amigos “con derechos”. Por lo tanto
aunque tengan “derechos”, siguen siendo
solo amigos...
Después están los tan famosos
amantes. Ellos se consideran ser el punto
medio entre la amistad y el noviazgo.
Piensan que lo son porque en su relación
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Podrán tal vez cuestionarse por
qué ser solo amores si se puede ser
novios. Tomando en cuenta que ambos
son correspondidos, y que quieren un
compromiso, no habría por qué no ser
novios. Y la razón es sencilla:
normalmente cuando eres amor de
alguien es porque la sociedad les impide
en ese momento establecer un
compromiso. Ya sea por los padres o por
la diferencia de edades entre ambos o por
una distancia muy grande entre los
lugares donde viven o por falta de tiempo
o por falta de libertad a causa de la
prisión o cosas por el estilo, etc. Por eso
cuando por alguna razón no se puede
estar juntos por el momento, y uno sabe
que son más que amigos, pero que novios
no pueden ser aún... entonces son amores.
Aquí existe el respeto, por eso no es un
amorío ni una aventura, pero también
existen otros valores como la honestidad,
la confianza, la paciencia y la virtud más
grande de esta vida... el amor.
En conclusión, cuando tienes una
relación no tanto basada en el
compromiso sino en el amor, pero que
aun así es un amor puro, casto y
correspondido, entonces tú y tu pareja no
son amigos, ni son novios... son solo
amores. Tampoco son amores platónicos
en los que se basan en fantasías de una
irrealidad. Sin embargo, no son amores
pasionales, pues lo físico es secundario.
Tampoco son amores perros ni apaches...
porque no discuten ni se juzgan entre sí.
Como bien lo dijo la madre Teresa (que
en paz descanse):
“Si juzgas a los demás, no tendrás
tiempo para amarlos”.

estos celos pueden llegar a ser muy
destructivos pues cuando alguien siente
celos, es porque es inseguro, ya sea de sí
mismo o del “amor” de la pareja.
Los que están en la etapa en la que
son amores platónicos también piensan
que ellos son el punto medio, ya que su
relación es “pura”, mas no comprometida.
Ellos desde luego también están
equivocados, porque ellos piensan que su
relación es pura porque no hay besos
apasionados; sin embargo, la razón por la
que no hay besos apasionados es porque
¡no hay nada! Porque ellos son amores
platónicos y por lo tanto amores no
correspondidos en los que no hay nunca
nada. Los que pasan en etapas largas de
amorío
platónico
son
personas
sumamente soñadoras que piensan que
algún día vendrá su príncipe azul o su
dulcinea y que dentro de su mente ellos sí
tienen una relación secreta con su Romeo
o con su Julieta... y por eso son tan ilusos
que piensan que ellos son el punto medio.
Ellos jamás podrán ser el punto medio
porque en el punto medio sí existen las
caricias tiernas y los abrazos y, aunque no
exista contacto de labios, ellos sí son
correspondidos.
El real punto medio entre la
amistad y el noviazgo es el siguiente: se
compara con una balanza inmensa de dos
extremos donde en un extremo está la
amistad marcando un cero y en el otro
extremo está el noviazgo marcando un
diez. En este caso el punto medio se llama
ser amores y está apuntando al cinco.
Pero este término de amores es un
término a secas porque no es ninguno de
los tipos de amores que vimos
anteriormente. Y cuando uno se refiere
hacia su pareja, no lo hace diciendo es mi
novio (a), ni tampoco diciendo es mi
amigo (a). Se dirige a ellos diciéndoles es
mi amor... porque es lo que somos...
amores... simplemente amores.

Por lo tanto, los amores (solo
amores, a secas) son el balance entre la
amistad y el noviazgo. No son amores
platónicos, ni amores pasionales, ni
amores perros, son solo amores:
simplemente
el
punto
medio.
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POESÍA
Que baje Dios y me lo diga
Diego Soberanes

Que baje Dios y me lo diga
¿Por qué? ¿Por qué cruzó mis ojos con tus ojos claros?
Si no debía ser, si no debía
Que baje Dios y me lo diga
Que baje Dios y me lo diga
¿Por qué? ¿Por qué enredó tu alma con la mía?
Si no podía ser, si no podía
Que baje Dios y me lo diga
Si yo quería quererte y tú querías
Si tú querías mirarme y yo miraba
Si tú querías amarme y yo te amaba
¿Por qué no me advirtió que tú te irías?
Recuerda siempre niña amante
De dulces labios y alma buena
Que fui contigo luna llena
Y sin ti seré cuarto menguante

Y morirás sin mi cariño tierno,
Como en las noches del helado invierno
Se extingue la llorosa serenata.
-Ramón López Velarde
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NONNON-FICTION
The Rat Race
Patricia Hazard

bedroom evokes angers me. I cannot
stand being in that room; the urge to rip it
apart is great.
The worst part is the way I feel
when I am working in the wee hours of
the morning. The pain is indescribable, a
pain I would never wish for anyone else.
I feel so alone and so detached from the
rest of the world. I want nothing more
than to fling the door open and run to my
mother’s room and crawl into bed with
her, to have any type of human contact
that will take away my pain. The amount
of work I have thickens my barrier from
the rest of the world. I stay where I am,
enduring my pain. Knowing that if I left
my room I would never return, I would
never finish my work. I would fail.
As I get through my work I begin
to feel dead inside. I find it hard to
believe that humans are on this earth to
do nothing more than work. Why is the
Earth so beautiful if humans do not have
the time to enjoy it? To stand in awe and
reverence of the utter beauty that is
Mother Nature. It is at this point that I
admire explorers who survive off only
what they obtain from the Earth, those
people who find the idea of sitting in a
cubicle all day abhorrent. My father
always dismissed this type of alternative
lifestyle with a simple “That’s for exhippies or rich kids who have daddies
that can pay for everything.” I thought
so, too, until I experienced my first
feeling of abandonment while working
late one night. Now I think of those “exhippies” as my idols. They have the
courage to renounce the capitalistic era

The demise begins when the
dismissal bell rings at two-thirty. I
reluctantly retrieve a stack of books from
my locker. The size of the pile of books
foreshadows how many hours I will be
working that night. I try to keep up with
the spirited banter between my friends.
Inside I am dreading going home. I dread
walking into my bedroom, the room I will
spend locked up in until the following
day. My mood as I leave school is bleak;
there is nothing left to do than for me to
go home and work. It portrays nothing of
the jovial mood I was in earlier, when
there were still hours between myself and
my bedroom.
At home I try to delay going to my
room to work as much as possible. I go
to my math tutoring class and do my math
homework. I walk the dog and take him
farther than the night before. I eat dinner,
spending a long time talking to my
mother about my day at school. I take a
shower basking in the warm, relaxing
water.
My actions are normal and
characteristic of any teenage girl. I
suppress my fear of my room perfectly.
Finally I must stop procrastinating
and get to work. I enter my room and as I
close the door the feeling of impotence
enters. I look contemptuously at the four
white walls that have me caged. My
cheerful and quaint bedroom disgusts me.
The bright blue and lilac curtains with a
daisy pattern and perfect little white bows
laugh at me. The daybed covered in a
comforter that matches the curtains mock
me. My many plush stuffed animals
belittle me. The irony and cynicism my
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there are no boundaries. It is a war in
which everyone is an enemy and
therefore must be destroyed. Kill or be
killed seems to be the motto for our
society.
At six-thirty I open my bedroom
door. I have finished all my work and am
ready to face the world. I am prepared to
take on another load of work that will
once more limit my connection with
another human being, but will bring me
closer to my ideal future: a life in which I
make ridiculous amounts of money as a
personal injury lawyer. In this life I am
alone and my one joy is spending money.
I have obtained this life by using other
people, by defeating my enemy. As I
pass the threshold of my door I think to
myself, “Cry havoc, and let slip the dogs
of war.”

we live in. They follow their dreams, not
caring that what emotionally satisfies
them won’t necessarily satisfy the
materialistic society.
It is also late at night that Karl
Marx’s theories begin to make sense. I
begin to understand why Marx preached
that humans that are driven to accomplish
goals simply for material gain are
alienated. I had never known what Marx
meant by alienated until now. I am
alienated from the world, simply because
I am driven to study and work hard, not
because I like to learn, but because I want
to obtain a high-paying job that will allow
me to feed my expensive tastes.
I can clearly see that, if I were
driven to do things because I enjoyed
doing them, I would be happy. I would
be mentally healthy and not have to deal
with this taxing pain. Under the influence
of despair I understand what Marx meant
by “To each according to his need, from
each according to his ability.” A
corporate lawyer with a Harvard degree
would receive sufficient compensation.
The janitor who cleans the corporate
lawyer’s office would not be given the
same amount, but would be given enough
to live on. But both men, despite their
difference in status, would be able to
survive. Neither would ever be needy.
With this economy people would not
have to take part of the degrading “rat
race,” for people would know they would
never go hungry as long as they
performed their task.
Although this
dream is much too utopian to ever come
true, I continue wishing for it.
Instead, our society is one driven
by consumer goods. We are by nature
greedy, envious, and petty. We care only
for promotions that guarantee a raise, and
screw over our co-workers. We see
weakness in other people as a career
opportunity. What is known as “the real
world” is a grisly competition in which

Those who live by the sword get
shot by those who don’t.
-Alan Surimi
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NON-FICTION
Reaction
Emily Burnor
“No,” I snapped. “I don’t want
anything. Just go, LEAVE!”
After he left my room, I began
crying even louder. I didn’t want to be
at the house; I didn’t want to be doing
math homework. I heard my parents
start the car, and then I hurriedly ran
down the stairs to tell them that I would
be ready in one minute. My mom was
silent and my dad let out a sigh of
exasperation. “Oh, Em, come on,” he
said.
Two minutes later I was changed
and ready to go.
I sat in the back seat of the
Chevy Blazer, sniffling and wiping my
tears of frustration from my eyes as we
traveled down the bumpy road to the
main highway. My parents were sitting
in the front seat, silent. I knew they
were disappointed in me, especially my
father.
“Emily,” my dad said flatly, “like
I said, I can help you with your math.
You’re being very childish. Don’t go
crying and feeling sorry for yourself.
We’re going to have a nice, relaxing
dinner, okay?”
I responded quietly, “Okay.”
The ride to the restaurant felt like
forever. My parents were talking quietly
in the front seat, and I sat in the back
seat alone, pouting and staring out the
windows into the dark city. I began
thinking about my reaction to my father.
The scene replayed in my mind. I could
hear him say, “Take a break…food for
thought,” only to be followed by me,
screaming at him as if he had said
something wrong. “NO!” Jeez Emily, I

My day had been extremely long
and hard. I was at school from 7:45 in
the morning until 6:15 that night. I
arrived home at 6:45 only to open my
math binder to difficult homework I did
not understand at all. From 7:00 until
when my dad arrived at 7:30, I stared at
the problems, trying to extract at least
some sense from each one? yet I
couldn’t. With each attempt at solving a
problem, the knot in my throat grew
larger and my hands tensed with
frustration. My dad had planned to take
my mom and me to eat dinner at 8:00
p.m. with a few of his co-workers and a
friend from Alabama at some Japanese
restaurant forty-five minutes from the
house. But at 7:30 I was still slouched
over my math book hopelessly,
practically in tears.
When my dad came in my room,
he saw that I was not ready to go. “Em,”
he asked hopefully, “are you going to
come?”
I looked at him with tears in my
eyes. “No,” I said coldly. “I can’t
understand this stupid math homework,
and I can’t go out unless I finish it.”
“Let me read over the section
when we get back and we’ll figure it out
together,” he said. “Take a break…food
for thought.”
He smiled warmly at me and
extended his arm.
“No!” I shouted angrily at him.
“I don’t want your help…I don’t NEED
your help! Just go to your dinner!”
He paused at me and asked,
“What are you going to eat then? Do you
want us to bring you some sushi?”
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casually out the restaurant with my
parents. My dad grabbed two lime slices
from the kitchen to reduce any tongue
swelling. My mom turned to me and
asked me, “Do you want to get your
food to go?” I said no, that it was okay,
and the three of us calmly left the
restaurant.
I sat in the back seat of our
Chevy Blazer once more, this time
diagonal to my father. My mom asked,
“Is it going to be a bad reaction, Doug?”
“No, I don’t think so,” my dad
said. “My tongue is swelling up pretty
quick, though.” He opened his mouth to
reveal his fat tongue. “It should be okay.
We’ve just got to get home.”
I leaned back in my seat, flicking
glances at my dad every few seconds.
About five minutes into the ride, I heard
his breath deepen, and he let out a small
cough. I could see that his face was
starting to swell up slightly and his
eyelids were growing puffier. He let out
a second cough.
“You okay, Dad?” I asked.
“No…no, I’m not okay,” he
answered back.
My mom glanced over at him,
slumped in the passenger’s seat.
“Doug…we’ll get you home, don’t
worry,” she said as she sped up.
Five minutes passed. We were
still fifteen minutes from the house. He
began coughing louder, but it wasn’t a
light cough—it was a deep cough. I
could hear his body slap against the seat
as he let out another chesty cough.
I saw my mom glance at the
passenger’s seat. She began speeding
even faster, and the car began shaking
violently as we traveled down the bumpy
road. We swerved around three slowpaced cars, flying over speed bumps and
running red lights. My heart raced as I
watched zooming cars head straight

thought to myself, I don’t think you can
go one day without being a bitch to your
parents.
I laid my head back for a few
minutes on the seat and closed my eyes
trying to rest, but the ride was too
bumpy. Finally, we arrived. There were
two men and one large, jolly woman
with a Southern accent waiting at a table
for us. I introduced myself and took a
seat next to my father. They began
talking about work and business affairs,
when a younger man around thirty
arrived and sat next to me. I introduced
myself and began talking with him. His
name was Rick, and he had lived in
southern California. We began talking
about the colleges I was interested in and
all different schools in California. We
ordered our food and then we began
chatting about the different places he had
traveled, like Japan. Rick and I were
having our own private conversation
while my dad and the other adults were
at the opposite end of the table, laughing
loudly and drinking beer. When the
appetizers arrived, my dad offered me a
few, which for the most part I refused,
knowing that it annoyed him when I
didn’t want to try new foods. I turned
my back to my father and continued
chatting with Rick, sipping on green tea.
The waiters brought each person a small
dish of an almond-colored dipping
sauce, which I ignored.
My dad,
however, dipped a tempuri-fried
vegetable in the bowl and took a large
bite. Two minutes later, he tapped my
elbow and said, “I got the taste. We’ve
got to go now.”
The taste—referring to my dad’s
deathly allergy to peanuts. I knew the
routine—we would go home, he would
take a shot, and he would start coughing
and lay down. I stood up, said goodbye
to Rick and the other people, and walked
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twisted the doorknob open, my dad
mumbled something.
“I feel…I feel like I’m going
to…”
I stepped a foot inside the house
and began running up the stairs for the
shot when I heard a blood-curdling
scream. My mom’s heels clacked on the
tile floor, and her screams echoed
through the house.
I almost paused to run down the
stairs to see what happened, but I had to
get the syringe. I sprinted to my parents’
bathroom, throwing open all drawers to
find my dad’s little black medicine bag.
I found it and sprinted back down the
stairs. I began throwing all sorts of
bottles out of the bag, searching for the
shot, but I didn’t see anything. My mom
was still howling, picking the phone up
and then throwing it on the floor,
running from the kitchen to the garage.
But where was my father?
Then I looked towards the
garage, where we had flung the door
open wide. I saw two slices of lime and
my dad’s feet lying on the concrete
garage floor. I ran to the open door and
saw my dad lying still, surrounded by a
pile of vomit and a puddle of urine. I
opened my mouth to scream, but nothing
came out. He was lying there still,
mouth open, in his own vomit.
“Emily, get the EpiPen! It’s in
his briefcase, in his BRIEFCASE!” my
mom shouted frantically.
My legs were suddenly heavy,
but I ran through the foyer and up the
stairs to find the medicine. I ran into my
parents’ room, saw my dad’s large
brown briefcase and took off with it. I
flew down the stairs to the open garage
door only to find my dad’s body not
there—he was standing up tall in the
bathroom near the front door, ready to
inject the medicine in his thigh.

toward us and swerve at the last minute,
honking their horns at us. My dad’s
breath deepened and slowed—and for a
minute stopped. I touched his shoulder,
“Breathe harder!” I advised.
I saw my mom’s hands grip the
steering wheel.
Her wrists were
trembling slightly, and she was
whispering helpless curse words under
her breath. My dad leaned his head
against the neck rest and said weakly,
“My shot…it’s in the outside
pocket…it’s in the outside pocket
of…my bag…up…upstairs.”
I crouched between the driver
and passenger seat and stared out the
front window. I tried breathing in sync
with my dad, but I couldn’t. I began
gasping desperately for air, and my body
began shaking. We had been in the car
for twenty minutes—too long.
We
finally
reached
our
neighborhood. We sped down the main
street. I took my mom’s keys to the
house out of her purse and unbuckled
my seat belt. A neighborhood patrol cop
began following us and told us to pull
over, but we sped even faster. We
screeched into the driveway and threw
our car doors open. I ran to the front of
the house with the key in my hand, ready
to open the door.
“Hurry!” my mom shouted.
“Hurry!”
My hands fumbled, but I
managed to open the top lock. I twisted
the knob anxiously, but the door didn’t
open.
“The bottom lock, the bottom
lock,” my mom said.
My hands searched desperately
for the brown key to the bottom lock, but
I couldn’t find it. My mom pushed me
aside aggressively and grabbed the keys.
Her hands were shaking, and as she
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love you, Daddy,” I said with tears
lining my eyes.
He squeezed my hand and said
breathily, “I love you too, honey.”
I stood there standing over my
father, holding his hand in disbelief.
Everything happened so quickly. My
body was suddenly cold and weak, and I
felt as if I were standing outside myself,
watching me there with my dad. As I
rubbed his skin gently, I couldn’t tell
you exactly what I was thinking about…
but I know it sure wasn’t math.

I threw the bag on the floor and
unzipped the outer pocket, throwing all
other objects behind me. I grabbed a
white pharmaceutical bag and asked my
mom, “Is this it?”
She grabbed it from me and my
dad clumsily took the shot from her. He
stabbed it into his thigh. My mom
sighed a deep sigh of relief, and my dad
sat himself down on the toilet seat,
grasping the sink countertop.
His eyes were practically swollen
shut, and his skin was a feverish red.
His lips were distended, and he had
blood dripping down the side of his face.
I stood outside of the bathroom,
watching him bury his swollen face into
his scarlet-colored hands. He shook
from chills every few seconds. My mom
and I watched him for a few more
minutes, and then she walked out of the
bathroom and stood next to me. She
leaned against the wall behind us and
began crying hysterically.
“Oh, my God, oh my God…” she
whispered. Tears flooded my eyes and I
embraced my mother. We hugged each
other tightly, and she rubbed my back.
“It’s…it’s over…” I gasped into
her ear.
We hugged for a few more
minutes, still keeping our eyes on my
father. She whispered to me, “I’m going
to get some ice for the side of his face.”
She walked into the kitchen. I
stood watching my father, and then
slowly walked into the bathroom. I
gently touched one of his hands. He
looked up at me. “What happened?” he
asked me.
“You fainted,” I answered back,
stroking his hand. He didn’t even know
what had happened to him. He glanced
downward toward his feet. I grabbed his
hand and put it against my cheek. “I
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NON-FICTION
How to be a Rebel
Rosie Garciamontes
loser you are. Or for the jock who doesn’t
see how pretty you are? they’re brain
dead anyway, so why should you care?
Just carry on with that static face of yours
and those nonconformist ideas in your
head. People should not see what you feel
or how you think. You don’t need
anybody but your best friend, who is as
much a rebel as you are.
If you fail the test, who cares? If
you pass, who cares? It’ll all be over in a
few years and it was all for nothing. Live
for your loud Korn music, the sadistic
drawings you create and the power to be
mysterious. Ditch at lunch; go have a
smoke and a beer, who cares? Of course,
you don’t smoke because you are afraid
of cancer and you don’t drink because
alcohol is just nasty, but who’s to know?
Your reputation is what’s important and
smoking and drinking are part of what
makes a “bad teenager.” The tricky part,
though, is to come back before lunch is
over so you won’t get a detention. After
all, you don’t want to spend your
afternoon sitting at yet another desk in
another claustrophobic classroom when
you can very well be torturing your
mother.
When you get home and you are
offered a snack, dismiss it with the wave
of a hand and a simple and annoyed: ”I’m
not hungry,” even if you are. Head
straight for the stairs without turning
back. Five minutes later come down and
make a peanut butter sandwich? no jelly.
Make a mess in the kitchen and don’t
pick up; when you are yelled at, just
ignore it.
When you return to your room,
turn on your stereo and listen to

Being a rebel isn’t always easy
and it certainly isn’t what is seems to be.
Let me take you through the day of a
rebel showing what should and what
should not be done...
As a rebel, always wake up five
minutes before you have to leave for
school and after your mother has called
you about a million times. Take a threeminute shower, put on your darkest
clothes and don’t comb your hair. Always
wear tongue, belly, eye brow, ear, lip, and
any other possible rings available, even if
the piercings aren’t real. This will drive
your mother nuts and that’s the most
whimsical part of the day. Go downstairs
with the most disgusted face you can
make and of course never say good
morning. Drop yourself onto your chair at
the breakfast table; slouch while
vacuuming hot cakes drowned in maple
syrup into your mouth and leave without
a goodbye. Never listen to your parents’
suggestions about being more feminine or
caring more about your appearance? it’s
all nonsense anyway.
Sit in the car wearing headphones
listening to the loudest music you own.
Obviously you won’t be able to hear your
mother’s nagging and that makes being a
rebel easier.
When in school, never smile. This
might prove to be a little hard, but hey, it
is a weakness to smile, right? While in
class, never ever raise your hand to
answer a question and when asked one,
look straight into the teacher’s eyes and
shrug. Take pride in irritating him.
Don’t worry about the other girls’
stares when they’re thinking about what a
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problem if you would have let him. At the
end of the day you wish the popular
crowd wouldn’t hold a grudge against
you for being the way you are. At the end
of the day you wish that cute jock would
have glanced at you just for a second. But
now it is too late for you to change your
image, and in a jungle like high school,
you have no choice but to keep being a
rebel, and that’s what you are.
Not being liked by the popular
students, not having the cute jock ask you
out and having people worry about you
because of this “attitude” of yours, may
all be disadvantages of being a rebel. But
in the end, not having to pretend you are
someone you are not in order to be
accepted and having a few but true
friends are all good reasons to stay a
rebel.

whichever CD is in there. Of course
something like Mocedades, Ricardo
Montaner or Bryan Adams is what you’ll
listen to, but that’s something you can
never admit, not even to your best friend
who most likely does the same thing you
do. A rebel is supposed to be tough and
cold-hearted, so always keep such secrets
to yourself.
When you go to the mall, which is
not usually, everybody knows you only
watch horror movies and that they don’t
scare you. In reality you almost pee your
pants when you watch them and your lip
ends up bleeding because you bite it so
hard to keep yourself from screaming.
What you really like is romantic movies
during which you imagine what your
ideal boyfriend would be like. But of
course you’d never have one, unless you
could find a rebel like yourself.
You don’t use the phone and you
don’t chat, you spend your day writing
nasty poems--which are actually love
poems. Homework? What homework?
You can’t do it or you will get good
grades, and that’s the last thing a rebel
needs: honor roll. In fact, you roll your
eyes during those ceremonies; you spend
that time day—dreaming. Ditch the
ceremony if you can, you don’t care
anyway. Student counsel is beyond you,
you don’t get school spirit, and you
definitely do not sign yearbooks.
A rebel always goes against the
grain, even if sometimes you agree with
everyone. If the popular crowd says yes,
you say no. If they say green, you say red.
There is never a reason to agree with
them. The last thing you are known for is
friendliness and you are proud of yourself
for that. But when the end of the day
comes, you wish you had smiled at least
for a second, at least for the nerd who sat
next to you in algebra class and would
have helped you with that difficult word
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POESÍA
Tengo recuerdos
Carlos Ochoa
Tengo recuerdos
de palabras que no he dicho,
danzas que nunca bailé,
caras que no vi y ahora se van
y no vuelven.
¿O sí las vi?
Oigo tu voz, de vez en cuando
en regaños y caricias,
nuestro pasado en enojos y perdones
"Te perdono" dijimos.
Pero es que no te conozco,
tengo miedo como cuando caigo
y veo el suelo y luego,
luego no veo, no siento,
duermo.
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POETRY
Ride On the 709
Sebastian Torreblanca
When the sub-zero months arrive I will become an inventor
And my befuddling thought will conceive a time machine fueled by counterfeit apathy.
And when currents are chillingly paralyzing, and the snow suffocates the earth
The faceless orcs covered in hospitable face paint will back their ultimatums
And chase me down, but I will thrive in a willing getaway.
I will leave this pathos behind and return to the Golden Age
I will ascend back to the cracked-paint bus stop
And the smell of congestion will bathe my mind and polish my essence.
I will ride the 709 chariot down H Street to the dirty, cherry trolly
And be reacquainted with real life retrospectives,
And together we will pimp some Winstons at our corner store
And we will all board the blue line back to our second home.
Strolling down Heroin Lane we will reunite with the pilfering ex-heroin addict
And hoodwink the hallucinating killer bum.
Wooing women as dusk turns to abyss black,
Dotted with generated lights atop grand cement pillars.
Mischief converts night into dawn
And cigarettes will try desperately to mend our throbbing hangovers.
As my honorable companions and I wait for our channel,
I will watch the omnipotent sun rise gallantly over the vile soot of man
And stand victoriously on the Coronado Bridge.
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FICTION
The Roles We Play
Juliana Capetillo
close attention to his driving, yet it was
not enough of a reason to make him lower
the indication on the speedometer from
eighty miles an hour. But I am not
nervous; he has driven my family to so
many places at extravagant speeds
without ever endangering us that I have
complete trust that he can handle these
conditions. As the white Hyundai slices
through the sheets of rain, my dad directs
the orchestra playing out of the
dashboard. He is always sure to point out
the highest point of a crescendo so I will
be sure not to miss it. My entire life my
father has loved classical music.
For as long as I can remember I
have told him I hate it. He never has
given up.
“Maybe this one you will like,
Julianita.”
My eyebrows immediately shoot
up in conjunction with a clockwise roll of
my eyes. What I never mention to him is
that I have 105FM, his classical music
station, saved on my radio in my car. Last
week after leaving school, having
completed yet another hectic day in the
institute, I instinctively pressed button
three on my radio and felt the muscles in
my back relax with only the first sweet
notes of Mozart’s Lacrimosa.
“Why are you so quiet back there,
Julita? You don’t like the music do you?
You’ve been a good sport and listened to
my old man music, here hold on; I have
something you might like a little more,”
my dad said as his fingers fumbled
through the CDs in the glove
compartment.

The roads here are different than
the ones at home in Mexico. They are
straight for the most part, paved by
smooth gray concrete, lined by an even,
seemingly indestructible barrier. At home
highways seem to have been traced by
someone who did not even consider the
fact that cars would have to actually
travel and make the sharp turns he drew
into the roads. There are so many
treacherous potholes that at times I feel I
am on an obstacle course trying to avoid
them. And in most parts there is no
barrier to keep me from swerving off the
road if I get hit.
Today it has been raining since we
left my aunt’s house in New Jersey. My
parents are driving me up to Boston to
look at Boston College. I have seen so
many schools the past five days they all
seem the same to me. They have the same
grading policies and same dorms and
same requirements for acceptance. The
first school I went to visit, I was so
excited. I asked my mom questions about
William and Mary practically the entire
ride to Virginia. I was mesmerized by the
jubilant leaves delineating the uniform
highway. I had never seen the leaves
change down in Mexico, so my first
encounter with this spectacle was
breathtaking. The hues of gold and
reddish pink were absolutely beautiful. I
decided that whether I ended up going to
college in Boston, New York, Virginia or
Washington, it didn’t make much
difference, as long as I was able to see the
leaves change.
The continuous rain made the
highway slippery, forcing my dad to pay
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almost seem to coax me into a trance. I
can’t understand the words of the song
but I imagine the woman is singing about
a beautiful beach in Brazil. The gray sky,
the steady fall of rain and the golden
reddish leaves moving swiftly past
outside are quite a contrast to the warm
music, yet together they seem to fit. The
sound of the rain hitting the car and the
wheels on the slick road transcend into
the music like newly added instruments,
to a point where I am not sure which is
which.
I am sitting in the back seat of the
white Hyundai my dad rented for the
various drives we were going to be
making to see colleges. I haven’t ridden
in the back seat of a car in a while. I have
gotten so used to driving myself around
that the once-familiar view of the back of
my parents’ heads seems a bit foreign.
They have changed since the last time I
stared at them from the back seat of a car.
My father’s has been infused with more
silver, yet it is still thick and soft. My
mother seems to have changed the color
of her hair dye, or maybe she just isn’t in
the sun as much, but it is darker than I
remember it having been. There is
something strange about this drive; the
world that had always seemed so concrete
was not tangible any more. Something as
basic as the back of my parents’ heads is
not the same anymore. Without me
noticing they had somehow changed from
being the two wise entities that never
wavered in their strength and virtue of
decision-making, to simply my parents
who are as full of flaws as I am. Who on
earth had capacitated and licensed them to
make all the choices in my life?
For the first time it struck me that
I wasn’t quite sure who they were. They
were my parents, of course, but that’s all I
had ever seen them as. I had never seen
my mother as a woman. I had never seen
the times that as a woman she had had to

“I’ll get them for you, love, you
watch the road,” my mom said, returning
my father’s hand to the steering wheel.
I wanted to tell them it was okay,
that I liked my dad’s music, that I didn’t
think it was old man music but I couldn’t.
I felt like I wouldn’t be playing my
proper role. Every one has a role, a part
they play in life. No one really speaks
about these roles, yet we all know they
define the character we are to be during
our existence. They are drilled in to our
heads from the time we are in primary.
“Are you a leader? Are you a fighter? Are
you a procrastinator? A liar? An
outsider?” It’s as if we are herded into
these characters from the time we are
young and are convinced that these
characteristics are what define us as
people—that this is who we are and there
is not much we can do to change it.
I was the whiner in my family, the
one who was never happy with the
activity being done but simply had to put
up with it because it was what the family
was doing. I’m not sure how it was I
ended up being cast in this role, but it was
pretty much the way everyone expected
me to act, and it was the way even I
believed I should act, if I didn’t, what
would that make me? A fake? That was
not who I was either. I thought about the
other roles my family played: my mother
the ever-tireless nurturer, my brother, a
slightly off-centered version of the
prodigal son, my father capable of
screaming so loud the windows seemed to
shake, who at the same time loved each of
us so much, even the worst of his fits
never compared to the love he showed us.
So I said nothing, and let my mom
change the CD.
Now flowing through the car there
are the rhythms of the Brazilian music my
older brother, whom we saw yesterday in
the city, gave to my dad. The percussions
of the drums and the melodious voice
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trees that had been in front of me the
entire trip was whipping in circles around
the car. Out of the corner of my eye I
glimpsed the dense concrete barrier
rushing towards my face.
After that there was a beautiful
silence. The music stopped, the rain no
longer touched the car, there was nothing.
I could not feel glass shards embedded
into my head and face. I didn’t even feel
the car when it plastered itself to the
barrier at eighty miles per hour. It is the
most peaceful calm I have felt in my life.
Nothing needed to be done. No colleges
had to be visited, no things had to be said.
My world and perception of it need not
change anymore. The roles the three of us
had played up until this moment would be
what would live on, not who we were as
individuals, but the roles we played in
life. Maybe these roles are actually what
define us. The daughter, the mother, the
friend, the brother, is this who we are?
And now, once again, abyss. A
blank mind. No more reflection on a
changing life; no longer did I have to deal
with a mutated perception of what had
always been real. I think I heard the
wailing of a siren. Panicky, desperate
voices. A loud machine, cutting metal. I
was glad I was gone by then, and not
have to listen to it. The silence had been
so much better. It was the most beautiful
thing I experienced in my life. Yet,
strangely I was a bit saddened by this. I
was alone; I had no one to share it with.
What I would have given to have my
father next to me directing Mozart’s
Requiem, and for him to tell me it was
okay to be scared, or to have my mother
explain to me where I could find the
power inside that would keep me strong
throughout this absolute and deafening
silence.

search for the strength inside of her to
finish the day. I had never seen my father
as a man, a man who bore the pressure of
supporting a family for twenty-seven
years, and at times had felt its weight
become so tremendous that it brought him
to tears at night after he had tucked us all
into bed. No, they had never possessed
the burdens that the rest of the world was
forced to carry; they had simply been my
parents to me, ever strong and never
changing—until today.
We drive without speaking much.
An occasional pointing out of an
exceptional patch of color seems
necessary in order not to feel selfish. It’s
strange the impulse we have to try and
share experiences with others, as if, by
their acknowledgment, the experience
will be heightened. How many times do
we find ourselves in places or situations
and say, “Oh, I wish so and so could be
here to see this”? Emotions seem meant
to be shared.
Suddenly I notice the percussions
in the music have drastically changed. Or
is it that the rain has changed? Or the car?
The reflective melodious world that I had
been in for the past four hours abruptly is
perverted. My muscles immediately tense
as a tremendous cacophony of squealing
tires and wailing metal replace the
previous ambiance. I look though the
window and everything is still the same.
The wet red trees, the darkened
pavement, the heavy sky and the solid
barrier are still there. The inside of the car
is the same as well. My mother’s head is
still against the back of the seat. I wonder
if she could be sleeping? My father’s
hands are tightly gripping the steering
wheel, and popped-up veins suddenly line
them. The two scenes that had existed as
one were physically unchanged, but now
they were out of sync. The outside one
was coming at me at a sickening,
contorted angle. The steady border of
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POESÍA
Ciao, querida amiga
María Fernanda Román Robledo
Para Rosie Garciamontes, con cariño
Ciertas veces uno se pregunta,
cómo surge una amistad,
cómo es que dos almas se juntan,
coinciden y encajan perfectamente
haciéndose entonces, aliados inseparables.
Quizá inició con simples sonrisas,
o con una compleja filosofía en común,
lo cierto fue que por años nuestra amistad se fortalecía.
Y crecimos siempre juntas,
dejando siempre la vida atrás,
y cantábamos y reíamos
olvidándola a ella, sin querer
sin pensar siquiera, que algún día
la vida nos iba a alcanzar.
Fuimos felices jugando a ser grandes,
dedicándonos a soñar.
Siempre sobre nuestra vida en rosa,
aquella maravillosa, eterna, radiante
quien un día nos ganó
y nos hizo despertar,
y quebró nuestra burbuja
dejándonos caer a la realidad,
la cual era bella más no tan rosa,
ella que nos hizo ver
que no se trataba de soñar,
sino de lograr los sueños,
que no importaba jugar,
si no se luchaba por ganar
y aunque nuestra amistad ha sido fuerte,
la vida ha sido más,
pues presume su poder y le gusta decidir.
Y aunque nuestros caminos sean distintos,
nuestra amistad siempre existirá.
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Porque vive en la memoria,
porque se ha incrustado en mi niñez,
porque en las calles de mi historia,
las dulces calles de mi ayer,
al lado de los recuerdos y risas,
nuestra amistad perdurará.
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FICTION
A Scary Movie
Marisa Chavarria
Jennifer always had the upper hand in
the friendship.
Rachel bitterly rolled out of the
bed, hoping that the worst part of the
movie was over, and carefully felt her
way over towards the TV screen with
her eyes shut. She continually stumbled
over her tiny feet and her knees wobbled
together. As soon as she turned off the
movie, she could hear the wood floor
creaking as someone else entered the
bedroom. Rachel quickly opened her
eyes and turned around to find him. It
was Jesse, Jennifer’s second oldest
brother. Rachel backed into the bed and
squeezed
Jennifer,
still
hiding
underneath the comforter, on the calf.
Jennifer popped out from the comforter,
thinking that they were playing a little
game, but was shocked when she found
her fourteen-year old brother standing in
the doorway.
“What are you doing in here? Get
out! Mom said to leave us alone!”
Jennifer glared at her brother, but
his expression didn’t show any signs of
worry. He leaned against the door and
continued to stare at the girls without
speaking. Rachel hoped that he would
give up his bullying for one day, and
leave the girls alone. She couldn’t stand
Jesse. She enjoyed Jennifer’s oldest
brother, Joseph, who was eighteen, but
she detested Jesse. He was constantly
picking on them, trying to scare them.
Sometimes when Rachel spent the night
at their house, he would lift up both girls
by the waist and hang them over the stair
railing, and threaten to drop them from
the third story. He never dropped them

“Shark! Shark!” Jennifer and
Rachel jerked the pastel pink comforter
over their noses. Their eyes stared
anxiously at the TV screen, watching
people run helplessly for their lives in
the beach scene of “Jaws.” The movie
was much too frightening for six-year
old girls such as them to handle. Their
bodies were still except for the slight
motion of their ribcages moving up and
down from breathing so heavily.
Rachel’s heart paced faster and faster as
the shark approached the shore until she
could no longer withstand the suspense.
“AAAHHH!!!” she cried.
Jennifer, caught off guard with
Rachel’s scream, kicked the bowl of
popcorn that was next to her feet and
sent it flying onto the floor, making a
giant mess. They both immediately
ducked under the comforter and looked
at each other for reassurance that what
they were watching was just a movie.
She wisped her dark brown hair out of
her face and scolded Rachel for
screaming.
“We should have listened to my
mom,” she said. “She told us not to
watch this stupid shark movie.”
She breathed in calmly and took
a slow look around. “Ok, Rachel, get out
of the bed, and turn off the movie.”
Rachel stared at her. There was
no way she was going to turn off that
scary movie, when she wasn’t even the
one who wanted to see it. She frowned,
trying to get Jennifer to do the deed
instead, but there was no point in
disagreeing with her. As the oldest,
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pounded the doors and started screaming
at the top of her lungs.
“Leave her alone! Leave her
alone!” Jennifer’s fists struck the doors,
but she had no way of getting in to save
her friend.
Inside the closet, Rachel’s eyes
began to water. She had no idea of what
he might do to her- beat her, burn her
with his lighter.
“Please, Jesse, let me out,” she
whimpered.
She felt like crying, but was
afraid that he might terrorize her even
more if he saw her fear. He held his
index finger up to his pursed lips, and
slowly brought his hands down to his
jeans. He unzipped his black Levis and
exposed himself to her. Rachel closed
her eyes, not wanting to see what he had
just done, and the tears rolled down her
face. She didn’t know what to think,
how to react. She just wanted to get
away from him, and every vile aspect of
him. She felt Jesse wrap one of his hands
around her throat, and yank her down to
her knees.
“Touch it,” he exclaimed. Rachel
felt a lump in her throat, unable to
dissolve because of Jesse’s tight grip.
She thought about how wonderful the
day had been until Jesse entered the
room. She remembered the horrifying
movie and how fun it was when she and
Jennifer hid under the covers together.
She dreamed that she was still watching
that movie, with Jennifer, hiding beneath
the pastel pink comforter. It’s only a
scary movie, she thought, just a scary
movie.
Suddenly, the grip around her
throat was released and she collapsed
onto the pile of shoes behind her. She
warily opened her eyes and saw Jesse
zipping up his pants. He grabbed her arm
and lifted her to her feet.

because the girls were thin, and he
himself, was extremely strong and
muscular for his age. But it seemed to be
his passion to torment the girls when
their parents were not around and, since
they didn’t believe the girls when they
accused him of bullying them, he could
get away with it whenever he pleased.
He walked towards the girls.
Rachel scooted herself onto the bed next
to Jennifer and stared worryingly at him.
His straight black hair was parted and
gelled to the sides, just covering his skull
earring on his left ear. He sat down on
the bed next to Rachel and grinned at
both the girls.
“Hehe…what’s wrong with you
guys? I’m beginning to get the feeling
that you don’t like me anymore,” he
said, rubbing his forehead. Jennifer
pulled Rachel closer to her.
“We hate you! Now go away!”
she cried.
“You know, Mom’s not going to
be too happy when she sees the mess
you’ve made Jenni,” he said. “She might
not let Rachel come over anymore if you
both continue to behave like this. And I
personally wouldn’t want that to
happen.” Jesse smiled at Rachel and
wrapped his arm around her. Rachel
glanced over at Jennifer and Jennifer
nodded, assuring her that nothing bad
would happen. “Hey Rach, I wanna
show you something. It’s really cool.
Will you come with me for a second?”
“Leave her alone, you jerk!”
Jennifer tried to push Jesse off the bed,
but he caught hold of her arm and
dragged her down to the floor.
“Calm down Jenni! I just wanna
show her something!” He swiped Rachel
off the bed and hauled her into his
parents’ closet. He locked the wooden
closet doors from the inside, leaving him
and Rachel in total darkness. Jennifer
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“Hey, I was just kidding. It was a
joke, okay?” He said, clenching her arm.
He unlocked the closet doors and shoved
them open. Jennifer was on the floor.
Her fists were red from banging on the
doors and her face was streaked from
tears. Jesse stepped out, still grasping
Rachel’s arm, and looked disapprovingly
at Jennifer.
“You’re pathetic,” he told her.
He released Rachel and walked easily
out of the bedroom. Jennifer hugged
Rachel as though apologizing for not
protecting her, but Rachel stared blankly
at her. She wiped the tears from her
blushing face and walked towards the
TV.
“Let’s finish watching that scary
movie.”
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POETRY
Searching for Santiaguito
Sebastian Torreblanca
With tequila in our bellies,
And synthetic fervor in our chests
We roll through agave country.
Over a bigbreasted mountain,
A woman lying on her back, her hair draped over the ridge,
Goldrimed puffs of florescent pink smoke signals,
Sent over the nipple by the wounded orange scout.
A line of bright eyes judge us, brand us fools,
For entering the land they covert.
Spiteful red eyes flash condemningly, cursing my brethren,
For charging into the land they dread.
Follow the thin yellow line,
We swerve out of reality, and into a tattered pueblo,
Cobblestone roads play bad cop on my gut,
Passed the frazzled loyal horse of El Cid Campeador, outside a cantina.
The buckle of security tucked, deep-seated in a crack,
Three stoked entities carried in a hearse.
A thousand turquoise hands thrust shanks through dirt.
A sole tree standing tall, chin up, an arrogant smirk stretched broad across its trunk,
Among the mobilizing members of a company armed with inebriating daggers.
A picket fence, twisted skeletons banded by congealing wire,
The frail limbs of dried bushes bursting forth the purgatory,
Bats’ oculi shinning blood in the high beams,
All paved the road unknown.
Virgin is the great earth that harbors fawns,
In the wake of mighty Tequila.
Unfit for condescending mannequins,
It reveals its divine composition only to the serene at heart.
Over the edge we go in vain,
The product of a dangerous curve,
Into an inferno of jagged rock and fiery vindictive fury,
Smiling.
With tequila in our bellies,
And synthetic fervor in our chests.
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FICTION
The Secret to Life
Cyané Quijano
was sleeping there on that occasion; the
window was open, the lights were on, and
it was dark.
“¿¡Porqué!?”
she
shouted
frantically as she continued to empty the
bottles on him.
I ran inside as fast as I could,
furious, ashamed. The sudden urge of
kicking my mother possessed me, but I
was too weak to do so. I was too weak to
confront her. I believed she was an
enemy, like my brother. He was on my
mother’s side. Later in my life I realized
it wasn’t about choosing sides. My father
wasn’t alarmed whenever my mother
shouted at him, but was in someway
thankful, relieved. One time she threw the
dishware with such anger on the kitchen
floor beside my father’s bare feet that one
of the plates flew out of her grasp and
broke on her own head.
Those savage fights between them
are over. Today, I wait for the red van to
turn at our corner, wondering where it
could be and how long it has been
missing. I’m not a religious person, I
don’t go to church, and don’t know any
prayers, but I pray…
In the beginning he disappeared
for a couple of days. Then he began
losing himself for a couple of weeks. I
felt so guilty, and had no one else to
blame because I was tired of blaming
others. I also worried about his health,
especially when he arrived all swollen
and bruised, with a limp sometimes…all
fucked up. Once he was kept in a hospital
for getting a seizure, another time for
being
unconscious.
Those
days
imprisoned me inside a pool of anxiety,

I was deep in sleep when my
mother grabbed me by the arm and
hurried me out of bed and across the hall
into the kitchen. I was about three years
old, and couldn’t quite understand what
was happening. I saw my dad in the
kitchen leaning against the wall beside
the phone. I didn’t know if I was
dreaming or not. The first words my
mother shouted out paralyzed me; I knew
there was something wrong, but I blamed
it on her.
“¡Mira a tu papá, es un
borracho!” were her first words. I was
astounded, shocked.
Years later, I began to get used to
the constant serenades my father brought
home whenever he got drunk. I hated my
mother for not responding to his pleas for
forgiveness, for not letting him come in
the house. I resented her. I thought she
was the one to blame whenever my father
got drunk. I guess he stopped bringing
mariachis to the house because she
wouldn’t respond to his apology. As I
said before, I was confused. I didn’t
understand why she acted so cruel
towards him. To me, she was nothing but
a militia against my father. I loved him,
and still do, but things suddenly became
clear to me. My mother is no longer the
cause of my father’s drunkenness, but the
strong pillar that holds our family
together.
I hated her for being so cruel. I
hated when she emptied the bottles of
rum, or whiskey—whatever—over him.
“¡Ya!” he shouted out several times when
this happened. I saw this looking in at the
window to my brother’s room. My dad
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with kind smiles. Maybe next time they’ll
get lucky. Before, I thought that they
didn’t put their best effort in looking for
the red van and got angry with them; I
shouted at them and hit the wall with my
fist. Now I admire them for their bravery.
I recall my mother asking herself
“¿porqué?” She dealt with it, because
this is the only life she has, and she’ll live
through it with serenity—to make it
worthwhile. I once heard a man say there
was no secret to life. There is. To keep
going on…and smile.

where I drowned in my own sobs. Today,
I don’t know what to feel; I only make
attempts to convince myself there is still
hope. His sweet “Perdón, hija,” slides
over me as if I were waterproof; it
exasperates me. But still, his drunken
tears stab me. “No te preocupes, hija, voy
a estar bien.” It’s easy for him to say.
The second time he was sent to
rehab I was happy he was locked up
instead of missing. Family days made me
shiver. I knew it wasn’t my father telling
us he was now a better person, but the
trickster inside him. I was right—he had a
relapse. And then another. And
another…I managed to miss family
sessions, but couldn’t escape writing a
letter.
Then it all came clear to me. I
wish I had half the strength she does—my
mother. I take back my cussing at her and
blaming her. She’s weak and fragile
physically; she has had anemia, and gets
colds often, but has the gift of
forgiveness. It is not her fault, or mine, or
his—the stranger who lives in my house,
and gets the freedom to come and go as
he pleases. That stranger is not my father.
He is an alcoholic. My father lives here
all the time, if not in presence, in soul,
and I love him.
Querido papá:
No pude asistir a las sesiones
familiares puesto que estoy en exámenes.
Pero quiero decirte que estoy contigo en
alma y espíritu y te ofrezco el apoyo que
me corresponde, como hija, ofrecerte.
Ánimo.

Tenderness and kindness are
not signs of weakness and
despair, but manifestations of
strengths and resolutions.
-Kahlil Gibran

Tu hija
That was all I needed to say and
do then. Today I wait outside my house,
alone, watching as my brother’s car
approaches. The back seat is empty. My
mother and older brother get out, shut the
car door behind them and approach me
24

POESÍA
Sí te extrañamos
Ana Gabriela González González
Sentir tu constante ausencia
es cubrirme con manto de inseguridad,
porque con la mirada anhelo que regreses
que no te vayas nunca más de mi lado
que te necesito como jamás.
Y aun así te vas,
Huyes a corresponder compromisos ajenos a los familiares.
Compromisos que no nos conciernen,
Y sin darte cuenta o quizá con intención malévola,
Te olvidas de los tuyos.
Piensas que todo el tiempo perdido
Con dinero se soluciona,
Y siento decepcionarte mi querido rey midas,
Pero vaya que sí te equivocas.
Aquí se siente reciente tu olvido,
Se sabe que eres hombre de doble máscara
Una familia perfecta frente al mundo
Y una deshecha en lo oscuro.
Date cuenta de tu error,
Entabla de nuevo tu camino,
Antes de que sea demasiado tarde
Y el reloj de arena acabe con nuestro apellido.
Tus desplantes y ese odio nos lastima,
Y hablo aquí no solo por mí, sino por todos.
Te amamos pero nos dueles
Abre los ojos y paremos este juego de abandono.
Ya hace una eternidad desde que no nos hablamos,
Desde que no nos abrazamos,
Ya hasta creo que en serio me has olvidado
Pero por siempre recuerda
Que nosotros papi, sí te extrañamos.
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NON-FICTION
The Real World
Juliana Capetillo
I’m in eleventh grade this year and
at times it seems like it has taken me
forever to get here. I think of all that I
have gone through. All the things in my
life that have changed, all the times where
the world has just seemed overwhelming
and I thought my life would never go on,
and yet here I am. I look at today and all
that has happened does not seem so long
ago. It hasn’t taken as long as I thought it
would. For the longest time I have known
what I wanted to do when I grew up. Well
maybe not exactly what I wanted to do,
but I knew where I wanted to do it. I
wanted to go to college in the States the
way my brothers did, be in a sorority the
way my mom was, and live the college
life the way the kids on T.V. did. I was
always the one who could not wait to get
out of this city. I had always said that the
day I left, my life would begin.
Obviously I am not the only
person who, in their teen years, has felt
this way, as if growing up was simply a
prerequisite for getting to the real thing.
Many of my friends who are seniors this
year had felt this way all through high
school as well. It wasn’t that we didn’t
enjoy high school. Most of us loved it.
Our friends and the parties and even
school were just fine. Yet the nagging
voice inside our heads telling us that there
was some other world out there just
waiting to be unwrapped could never
really be ignored. I was jealous of the
seniors at the beginning of this year. They
were one step closer to our common goal
than I was. The following fall they would
all be arriving at their new campuses,
dealing with the “real world,” while I

would simply be commencing yet another
year at The American School, the way I
had for all these years, still one whole
year away from the “beginning” of my
life.
I was talking to Ana Sofía about
what schools she had applied to and about
how exited she must be to be going away.
Last year we had talked about her
wanting desperately to go to Georgetown.
She had seemed even more eager than I
was to leave Guadalajara.
It was funny, though, this time
when we talked she didn’t seem as
anxious. If anything I would think that
she would have gotten more exited about
going since everything was only a few
months away from her now. I asked her
about her essays, what topics she had
chosen how many she had written.
“Actually I haven’t gotten them
written yet,” she said.
“Are you kidding me? You told
me last year you were going to apply for
early admission. What do you mean you
haven’t written everything yet? Don’t you
not want to go anymore? What happened
to those talks we had about not being able
to wait for our “real” lives to get started?”
I asked exasperatedly.
“No, I do want to go and all but its
weird, its like I’ve waited so long for this
and now its finally here and it’s like I
finally realized everything I have had in
front of me all along and it hurts to have
to leave it. There is so much of me here. I
never even realized how much I love
Guadalajara, I was too busy thinking how
to get out of it,” she said.

Break ended and I had to go back
to class. As I stared out the window in
chemistry while Mrs. Rivas explained for
the fourth time the electron composition
of an atom’s energy levels, I thought
about my conversation with Ana Sofia. I
have been so busy this year that I haven’t
really gotten a chance to think about
college that much. I started wondering
why it was that Sofia had been so exited
about going off for all these years and
now, when college was just a couple of
months away, she didn’t even seem eager
about getting everything ready. That’s
when it hit me. I wasn’t too far off from
leaving myself. It’s almost Christmas
now and the second half of the year goes
by so quickly. I realized I would be a
senior quite soon. I thought about going
off to college myself. I thought about
what I usually did when I thought about
college: the things I was going to learn,
the people I would meet, the world that
I’ve always imagined will magically
appear the moment I transcended from
this “training” life to the real one.
The thought of it still seemed
exiting, yet for the first time in this swirl
of emotions I often felt when I thought
about my future, I now experienced a
nostalgia that had never been there
before. I looked around my chemistry
classroom. To my left was Paulina who
had been my best friend since we were
fifth graders. I remembered the countless
nights I slept over at her house, I
remembered us sitting on the edge of her
pool downing an entire tube of Oreo’s
and half a tub of peanut butter just to see
how hyper we could get. I remembered
the times she was the only one I felt I
could talk to in the world. We knew each
other so well all we had to do was look at
one another and we could know the way
the other felt just by reading her eyes.
These days I don’t really go over to her
house very much. And when we are in

school we say hi and chat sometimes in
between breaks. But we both know its not
the same any more. We never had a fight
or changed in some dramatic way that
forced us to separate; things just sort of
ended. There was no point in which I
could say it happened. It just sort of did.
It was as if we grew out of each other.
Last week Mr. Whittemore
jokingly came up to us and asked if I was
too cool to hang out with Paulina
anymore. I responded with a long and
emphatic “Nooooo!” Then I hugged
Paulina and said, “See we´re still
buddies!” And there in that moment when
we hugged I felt a glimmer of what we
used to have. I know that will always be a
part of me, just as she will always be a
part of me. Together we helped form each
other and that will be a part of who we
are, regardless if the space in between
rushed “Hi´s” grows longer and if our
chats during breaks grow shorter. My
friendship with her was not mere training.
Paulina has left a mark on my soul and
that is about as real as I think life can get.
I hadn’t realized I had a big smile
on my face and it must have looked a bit
odd considering I was staring out the
window during class, and when Mrs.
Rivas asked me to explain to the class
what was outside that I found so amusing,
I really could not think of anything to say.
“I’m sorry Mrs. Rivas. I, I…” I
couldn’t come up with any excuse for
having been zoned out for the past half
hour.
“She was just stretching her neck,
Miss, really,” Paulina offered She has all
her notes, I was even copying the ones
she took.”
I looked down to see Paullina’s
notebook in front of me with all the class
notes filled in. Mrs. Rivas believed her
and I turned to her and smiled and
mouthed a grateful, gracias.

Now with college looming not so
far away, I realize that my life is not
going to start when I go there. It might
change, but certainly not start. Because
my life has been happening all along,
friendships like Paulina’s have made my
life real this whole time and I never
realized it until now. So during the short
time I have remaining here, I want to
savor every moment because I know like
most sweet things in this world, one day
my life here will be over. I won’t really
have noticed when or how it happened.
There will not be a moment in which I
say “O.K. this period in my life is over.”
It will just simply be gone. I will have
grown out of it. And, like my time with
Paulina, all I will have left are memories
and glimmers of what I once had.

NON-FICTION
The Smile I Saw in the Waves
Juliana Capetillo
her sickness in a fold of my
consciousness not to be explored.
Her face seemed, for the first time,
to carry the actual weight of her years.
Her body which, despite her age, had
always been fit, now seemed frail. Her
hair, that for as long as I can remember
was kept in a bouncy blond bob, was now
thin and had little resemblance of what it
had been. I hugged her gently, as not to
injure her tiny frame and watched her
with saddened eyes move slowly to greet
the rest of the family.
That night I mentioned to my
mom how startled I was by Jeanie’s
appearance. I confessed I had never really
wanted to believe what she had told me
about the cancer and that by seeing her I
felt her reality hit me like a blow in the
stomach. We talked for a long time and
she tried to convince me that I should be
happy to be with her now and that I
shouldn’t lose hope that she would be
able to recover.
But, I lay in bed that night feeling
angry and disappointed, and a bit
disillusioned with life. I thought of my
grandmother and tried to put myself in
her shoes. I sensed that she must feel like
there was not much worth living for.
What was the point? How could she go
on enjoying life the way she had if at any
moment it could be ripped away by a
disease that she had no control over? I
was frightened by the thought, and for the
first time felt almost paralyzed by the
notion that there was really no point to
life, if in the end we are really just food
for worms. There is nothing in my life
that is going to live on forever and it

Last year my grandmother was
diagnosed with colon cancer. She
underwent
various
months
of
chemotherapy to treat it, and my mom
kept me informed on her progress. When
my mom would tell me about the sessions
and the toll they were taking on my
grandmother, I listened and tried to be
supportive. I was sincere in my
consolation, yet secretly, maybe even as a
way of comforting myself, I tried to
distance my self from the entire situation.
I understood the entire process and was
very aware of the kinds of effects that
chemo had on patients, yet I sort of
pretended it wasn’t happening, or at least
that it wasn’t happening to my
grandmother. My mom had told me after
her visit to Florida how Jeanie, my
grandmother, had lost so much of her
seemingly endless energy, and about the
tufts of silver hair that now covered the
shower tiles every morning.
Jeanie is now only going for her
treatments once every two months and
most of the cancer has been destroyed.
My mom hasn’t really talked to me about
it in a while and I have the feeling she,
too, has discovered the way of protecting
herself from the pain of the truth.
Last week my entire family went
to the beach in order to celebrate her
eightieth birthday. I hadn’t seen her since
she had been diagnosed and when I saw
her step into the house we had rented, I
felt my chest tighten as I saw for the first
time with my own eyes what the disease
had done to her. This time there was
really no way for me to pretend it hadn’t
happened, to hide away the knowledge of

60

to face in life, yet she did have control
over what she got out of these situations.
That day in the ocean I learned
something very valuable about life.
Somehow
that
smile
on
my
grandmother’s face made the world seem
not such a frightening and dark place after
all. I learned that the way I view life and
react to life actually defines my life. I
choose to see my world in this way
because it is really the only way I can
keep from feeling so alone and so afraid.
The moments I choose to treasure are
what give meaning to my life.

seemed that the more I thought about it
the clearer the idea became that all that
awaited me was the darkness of death.
The next morning after breakfast I
went down to the beach. I lay out for a
little while and decided to go in the ocean
because the sun was too strong. As I was
walking towards the water my brother
Paul called out to me from the house.
“Julie, wait up! Jeanie and I are
going in the waves, come in with us.”
I waited for them to catch up to
me. I held my grandmother’s hand and
the three of us walked in together. The
waves were big that morning and, as each
one came toward us, we excitedly decided
whether to dive under it or try and make it
over without getting tousled. We all
laughed as we played in the waves and
remembered how much fun we used to
have during the summer when we were
little and Jeanie would take us to the
ocean in south Florida. Those were days
much like this one. The sun even seemed
to reflect the same glow off the sea that it
had so many years ago. It was as if the
ocean had not allowed my worries from
the previous night to follow me into the
water. All that existed was the three of us
holding hands in the waves and the sweet
memories we had all kept safely tucked
away.
I looked at my grandmother in the
waves and by her smile I could tell she
was genuinely enjoying the moment she
was spending with us. That was when it
hit me: she was not frightened the way I
had been the night before. It wasn’t that
she wasn’t aware of the same reality I had
become aware of the night before; it was
that she understood that she had the
power to react to this reality in a certain
way. She had the liberty to enjoy
moments in life regardless of what the
future was might hold for her. She had
come to terms with the fact that she had
no control over the situations that she was
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POESÍA
Tres toronjas
Carlos Ochoa
tres toronjas esperan
a la sombra de un poste
redondas y sin perfección
esperan volar de mano
a mano a mano
a mano (por monedas)
eclipsar el sol por unos momentos
cuando la luz se ponga en rojo

la sangre se vacía lentamente
gota por gota
por gota (al agua negra van)
en la alcantarilla
mientras pasan los coches
junto a él
tres toronjas esperan
a la sombra de la calle
tres toronjas esperan
rodadas a media calle
de una sola caída las tres
a la ambulancia que viene ya
de hospital a semáforo
a tráfico a un niño muerto (de nariz roja)
porque el malabarista de las toronjas ha muerto
y la calle para él en un silencio imperceptible

Y la Equidad se sentará en el trono
de que huya el Egoísmo.
-Manuel Díaz Mirón
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NON-FICTION
Two years, four months and fourteen days...
Ana Chacón
Two years, four months and
fourteen days have past since her death
and I still count every day… every
second of her absence only to feel
remorse for not having been there when
she needed me.
I’ll probably never be able to
explain why I am still so attached to my
great-grandmother. The simplest way of
saying it is that we made a great team.
Abuelita Lupe taught me little things that
I consider important such as riding a
bicycle, climbing trees and probably the
most important one: how to talk my way
out of getting grounded by my parents.
But that wasn’t all. She taught me why
life was worth fighting for, and I’m
ashamed to admit that from time to time
I tend to forget this lesson. There was a
point in her life when she was
completely poor. The only thing she had
in the whole house was a little container
with salt, and a beggar came along and
asked for anything that she could give
him. The beggar probably had more than
she did, yet she gave him the little
container of salt. That is why life is
worth fighting for. The chance to give
what you have and to make a difference
in someone else’s life is so important in
the world.
Two years, four months and
fourteen days isn’t a lot of time, I
shouldn’t have forgotten her teachings
already. As I read on about her death, I
try to remember every detail of her. As I
try to remember the smell of her hair and
her gentle touch, I cry once more. In my
memory I can almost feel her rough
hands on my skin.

It wasn’t any sort of special day,
nothing interesting had happened
actually, when out of the blue I decided
to open the wooden chest in which I kept
all my childhood memories.
The first thing I saw was a
photograph of my great grandmother
holding my hand as we walked down the
streets of Pavas, Costa Rica. I was
probably around three years old in that
picture and happiness glowed on my
face for I was with my grandma.
Next to the photograph I found
my old journal. Curiously, I opened it
randomly somewhere in the middle, only
to find an entry about my great
grandmother. I couldn’t help starting to
cry as I read:
“The sky looks ugly today.
Actually everything looks ugly today
and I hate staring into the mirror only to
see myself cry bitterly. Even worse to
see my mother’s reflection in tears and
know I can’t do anything about it. We
just received a call from home…
Abuelita Lupe has died…”
I never expected to pull out a
picture of her from all the memories
safely guarded in my wooden chest. I
had forgotten that picture even existed,
and I had been trying to forget the
passage in my journal: “Hopelessly
looking into my mirror I can only think
of going home to her. How can it be
possible that she has always been there
for me, yet I wasn’t there for her? We
are supposed to be leaving tomorrow to
go to Holland… I don’t want to go to
Holland I want to be with my grandma!”

51

Looking at the picture of my
great grandmother holding my hand
reminds me of everything she did for me
and how she has never totally left me,
for her soul lives in me. It hurts to
realize that I let her down so many times
and was ungrateful. I have failed at
keeping myself sane and not hurting
others. Even though I have tried to
follow her example, it has not been
enough. During all those years that she
spent trying to raise me correctly and
give me all her love, I never got to show
her how much I loved her back.
Actually, I never even said those three
simple words: I love you.
Abuelita Lupe died two years,
four months and fourteen days ago, and,
all that I didn’t say to her while she was
alive, I cannot change. I remember the
last things she told my Uncle Mario
when she was about to pass away:
“Mario, I am scared. Let us pray.” She
never had admitted to anyone that she
feared anything and I remember her as
the strongest woman I know. On her
death bed she placed us in the hands of
God one by one, remembering her
seventeen descendents by name. Right
after that, she passed away. I regret not
having been there to comfort her in the
moments of fear and that I wasn’t at her
funeral. Yet she will always be with me.
Now there is only one thing left to say:
Grandma… I love you.
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NON-FICTION
The “Well-Rounded” Student
Emily Burnor
eyelids open. In the mornings I woke up
thirty minutes late to my radio alarm
clock, panicked, showered quickly and
dressed myself in less than twenty
minutes. Then on the car ride to school,
I returned to my homework, because I
always had something to be reading or
revising. Week after week I complained
to myself and screamed out in frustration
that I was unable to handle the work,
praying to God that this year would be
over soon. But of course, it wasn’t; the
work only added up more and more.
Model
United
Nations
simulations were probably the most
stressful times of the year. When a
student represents a country at a MUN
simulation, he or she must know that
country’s history, background, political
system, beliefs, foreign policy, and
constitution like the back of his hand,
and if the student is to be prepared for
good discussion, he or she must come
knowing other countries’ positions
concerning the given topic as well. So
the week before a simulation, I printed
out at least one hundred pages of CIA
information, various news articles,
Security Council resolutions, and other
United Nations conventions, and any
free moment I had I took out my
highlighter and began reading and
highlighting, reading and highlighting.
It seemed I was constantly reading either
submissions for the literary magazine or
MUN information.
And it always
seemed that simulations coincided with
another important deadline in another
one of my classes. For example, the
week before the Tri-Association

Everyone had told me that my
junior year would be hell—they just
never said why. Now, in the middle of
the second semester of my junior year, I
finally figured out for myself.
Last year while selecting my
courses for eleventh grade, the guidance
counselor and a few other teachers
reminded me that colleges look for a
“well-rounded student.” As a rising
sophomore who had managed to keep
my grades high and study habits sharp
for the previous two years, I pictured
myself as the perfect, “well-rounded”
junior in various activities, such as
Model United Nations, the school
literary
magazine,
drama,
track,
hopefully National Honor Society, in
addition to all honors and AP classes. I
overloaded my schedule, assuming that
all the responsibilities and classes I was
going to undertake would be feasible. I
was preparing myself for a heavy
workload, yet I figured that the work
would be rewarded by the name “wellrounded”—and after all, that’s what
colleges expect, right?
The first few weeks of junior
year were surprisingly difficult for me.
Between my summer boyfriend and the
piles of work from my seven classes, the
majority either honors or AP, I was
overwhelmed. I also began staying after
school to help with a major conference
that one of my teachers was heavily
involved in. Endless piles of paper
stacked up on my desk, and night after
night I stared into the bright computer
screen, searching for that last closing
paragraph, struggling to keep my heavy
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miscellaneous thoughts. My workouts in
the gym afterward helped me come back
to reality partially, yet I couldn’t
maintain a definite stream of thought; I
even lost track of the time. Some days I
ran for hours, working out for longer
than I could afford. When I arrived
home to my books once more, I regretted
even allowing that time to myself; yet I
couldn’t stop running. I wanted that
time for me; I wanted to be able to claim
those hours as mine.
The first semester was basically a
repetition of the same work patterns I
experienced at the beginning of the year,
but with varying levels of severity and
brief periods of relaxation in between the
piles of work. Weekends were always a
time for me to sleep, relax, and of course
catch up on the homework that I failed to
complete during the week. In my leisure
time, I slept and worked out. I no longer
considered reading the leisurely fun I
used to, and watching television was
always a bore to me. Calling friends or
going out required planning, and it was
too much effort for me to get dressed
and get out. So I did what I wanted at
that moment, because I felt like it
fulfilled me.
In the process of doing what I
wanted though I was subconsciously
segregating myself from the people with
whom I once had a relationship. My
parents and I began fighting more and
more, and they argued that I wasn’t
taking care of myself, that I was losing
too much weight, while my friends and I
constantly argued about how different
we were from last year, and how we
couldn’t understand each other anymore,
when truly it was the fact that I no
longer had enough energy to care. I was
so tired, so exhausted, so caught up in
my endless schedule, I entered into a
thick cloud of neutrality, where there

conference that I had been preparing for
since the second week of school was
also my first simulation at Iteso. I had a
binder full of various resolutions,
commentaries, and information about
China and its position on the United
States-Iraq situation. In the front pocket
I kept a copy of Portia’s speech that I
had to continue practicing for the TriAssociation conference and a few Emily
Dickinson poems that we were preparing
to discuss as well. I stayed after school
every day, running between MUN
practices and Tri-Association practices
and completed my other homework at
recesses, or stayed up until I finished, or
until I could no longer manage to keep
my eyes open.
After talking with a few more of
my peers and discovering that they too
were suffering from a severe lack of
sleep and heavy workload, they
encouraged me to “find something just
for me.” Some friends suggested taking
a dance course or playing the piano,
while others suggested joining an
organized sports team. I decided that
running and working out at the local
gym would be my best option since I
didn’t have to stay after school for an
excessively long amount of time, and I
was already an active person anyhow.
So every day I designated a specific hour
of the day in which I would just stop
doing homework, close my books, and
head out for my run.
Running was my escape.
Running was my time, it was when I
could just forget about the pressures of
the day, close my books, and feel my
body moving freely, unleashed. During
my runs I reflected on things that
happened that day, or perhaps I
brainstormed about different things to
write about. When I was running, my
mind was a blank wall, graffitied by
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my life or appearance looks like to them.
Before I went to New York, I looked
like a perfectly “well-rounded” person to
observers of my life, and now I’m back,
and I’m “off-balance,” and people see
that as a problem. But the truth is I
don’t want to be “well-rounded”
anymore. I want to do what I do for me.
Working myself to death isn’t what
“well-rounded” means. Now, I am more
than half-way finished with my most
difficult year, and I’ve just realized that,
unless all this excessive activity and
“well-roundedness” has a purpose,
unless it has a true point to it all that’s
satisfying to me, it’s worth absolutely
nothing.
So rising sophomores, when the
guidance counselor calls you back to her
office in May of this year, she’s going to
tell you that college admissions officers
look for a “well-rounded student” and
that junior year is the most important
year because it’s the last year admissions
officers will see on your transcript.
Okay, it’s true, accept it, and also accept
the fact that junior year classes are just
plain harder—but don’t forget that no
matter how much you work to build up
that circumference of your perfectly
well-rounded existence, what really
matters is what’s in the center.

was no love, no excitement, just a gray
blur of activities that filled my days.
After winter break, I couldn’t
seem to find the regular routine of things
again. It was exam week, and we were
only in school for half a day. I studied
equally as hard for my exams, but I felt I
just had no sense of purpose without the
hectic deadlines, the endless homework,
the long days in school. So what could I
do with myself? My friends were just
too far away from me; we no longer
truly communicated anymore, and my
parents were caught up in their own
affairs of caring for a new house in
Arizona. So what did I do? I ran.
A few weeks later classes began
again, and then the Model United
Nations group headed off to New York
once more. In New York, I caught a bad
case of pneumonia, yet still took
advantage of the fact that I was away
from high school, the never-ending
work. Ten days later, I returned to the
American School Foundation of
Guadalajara, and it wasn’t quite the
same. It didn’t feel like a comfortable
place anymore. It felt that people I once
confided in had turned cold, and that the
normal cheerful smiles had turned into
looks of disgust.
Every day since I’ve been back
from New York has been a struggle for
me to understand, to capture what occurs
around me, to regain that connection
with the class, with my friends, with my
peers. I just don’t have that spark, that
internal flame in me anymore to be Ms.
Compartmentally-Perfect, the beautiful
“package” that I once supposedly was,
Ms. “Well-Rounded.”
I’m not
unmotivated, nor am I suddenly an
irresponsible student; I am tired. I am
sick of hearing people who apparently
don’t understand me or my needs, who
tell me what I “should” be doing or what

“I have never let my schooling
interfere with my education.”
-Mark Twain
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NON-FICTION
What We Want to Be
Yesul Myung

Women today care immensely
about their physical appearance. This is
mostly due to exterior influences and
what we believe are our society’s
expectations. Beginning at the age of
four, when we were young, susceptible
girls, an image of the perfect gorgeous
woman was implanted in our minds.
Later, this image affected the way we
viewed ourselves.
There are various interpretations
of this ideal woman, but all of these
versions share similar characteristics.
The most important thing the perfect
woman needs to have is the bottleshaped figure.
She has to have
36/24/36-inch measurements for her
breasts, waist, and hips. She also has to
have a small, straight nose, thin
eyebrows, long eyelashes, smooth skin,
and a wonderful smile. Or, to be more
general, a pretty face. Long legs are also
an important quality; not long chopstick
legs, but legs that in a miniskirt make
men stare and drool idiotically. Another
important factor is the hair, for as long
as it looks perfect and in place it can be
straight, curly, black, brown, or in any
other color and shape.
I know many women will deny
that they are driven by this image, but
most of them are lying. I am only
sixteen and the influence this feminine
ideal has had on me is enormous. Some
might say that I am in an early stage to
worry about my physical appearance, but
that is not true. As our world develops
(whatever way that might be), more girls

worry about how they look because
everything promotes the ideal woman.
Starting when we were children,
we were introduced to the ideal woman
through Disney movies. Our parents
believed these movies were necessary
for our development, but they were
unaware of the subliminal messages they
transmitted. In most Disney movies, the
two main characters are a woman and a
man who are eventually attracted to each
other. The female protagonist is always
the most beautiful woman. Take
Cinderella as an example. Cinderella, a
gorgeous girl, attracted the prince by her
looks only and married him—while the
stepsisters and the stepmother ended up
with nothing. What kind of message do
we get with that outcome?
Another thing that influenced us
as young girls was our perfect-looking
Barbie. These Barbies grew to be the
images of how we saw ourselves. After
all, what girl would want an overweight
or flat-chested Barbie?
These influences continued as we
lost interest in Barbies and Disney
movies. MTV, more realistic movies and
magazines, and new means of
entertainment kept on promoting the
ideal woman. Whenever we watched
television, on most of the shows the
protagonists were still beautiful women.
Then we learned that some rock stars
and movie stars succeeded in life due to
their physical appearances instead of
their talent. This increased our belief that
we needed to be beautiful to succeed in
life.
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eyebrows and Western eyelids, since I
don’t have them.
Many would think that I am a
disturbed teenager who is obsessed with
the ideal woman, but I am not the only
one who wants to change her physical
appearance. I know dozens of classmates
and friends who share the same thoughts
and have already started changing
themselves! They don’t care about the
money, side effects, or pain as long as
they are beautiful physically.
It is incredible the way many
women have been influenced by this
perfect model of a woman. I always
believed I had a certain strength in me to
make my own choices and stand proudly
aside with my differences, but I find it so
hard. I am aware that I am a very
fortunate girl who has had the privilege
and luck to experience love, friendship,
trust and all the wonderful things that a
sixteen-year-old
should
have
experienced so far. I should be
comfortable with my life and should
dismiss the trivial worries about physical
appearances. But why can’t I? Perhaps
it’s me, and my character is not as strong
and defined as I thought it was. It might
be that I am still a very susceptible
teenager who isn’t comfortable with
herself.
Today’s world has made me
believe that artificial changes are normal
and often necessary. If I am able to
change myself into something that the
world says is better, why shouldn’t I?

This interminable influence that
we are exposed to has made us believe
that society expects us to follow the
image of the ideal woman. And in fact,
in some ways it does. Some men expect
women to have some characteristics of
the ideal woman; whether those traits are
natural or fake is of no importance to
them. That is why there are thousands of
women who have different plastic
surgeries to mould the image that was
long embedded in their subconscious. I
am not saying that these women who try
to achieve the perfect image are doing
wrong. And if somebody told me that
their actions were wrong, I would not
believe so. For me, plastic surgeries, hair
styling, and make-up are normal things
for the contemporary woman.
I am only a sophomore, an
undecided and confused teen that has no
clear objective in life. But there is one
special wish that was implanted in my
mind a long time ago. It was introduced
to me before I had the time to think,
criticize, or oppose it: a desire to
resemble the ideal woman.
The influences I received as a
child have made me believe that my
traits that don’t resemble those of a
perfect woman are ugly and could use
some change. There are many qualities
that I don’t possess, such as height, and I
don’t plan to do to the impossible. But
there are other details that can be easily
changed thanks to recent technology and
discoveries. I thank or damn science for
that, I don’t know which. Through
plastic surgery I change my round nose
to a high, thin one, and silicon breast
implants can replace my plain chest.
Using treatments I could have perfect
hair and smooth skin instead of the dry
skin that feels uncomfortable to the
touch. I could also have thinner

My only regret in life is that I
wasn’t born someone else.
-Woody Allen
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POETRY
Te desnudas igual de Jaime Sabines
Translation by Carlos Ochoa

You Undress Yourself
You undress yourself as if you were alone
and suddenly you discover you are with me.
How I love you then
between the bed sheets and the cold!
You flirt with me as with a stranger
and I court you, ceremonious and lukewarm.
I think I am your husband
and you are unfaithful to me.
How we love each other then in the laughter
of finding ourselves alone in prohibited love!
(Afterwards, when it is over, I am afraid of you
and I shiver.)
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