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L ett e r  f ro m  t h e  E d i t o rs 
This year, Lux was part of the United Nations Millennium Fellowship develop-
ing SDG 16: Peace, Justice and Institutions. The goal is to “promote peaceful 
and inclusive societies for sustainable development, provide access to justice 
for all, and build effective, accountable and inclusive institutions at all levels.” 
We believe that in order to facilitate global peace, we must have an under-
standing of one another, practice solidarity with communities that are not their 
own, and cultivate compassion and empathy. A critical component to support 
that growth is through exposure, and the most accessible way to expose people 
to culture is through art and literature.
This issue of Lux is a break-away aesthetically, conceptually, and physically 
from previous issues to metaphorize the concept of social revolution. We de-
cided to blend seemingly opposite pieces (i.e. poetry and visual art) together 
to inspire various interpretations. This echoes the greater social commentary 
about polarization and false dichotomies; we seek to erode those barriers and 
find compassion through this synergy. We hope this issue of Lux fosters dia-
logue with people around you and challenges you to look beyond the obvious.

M is s i o n  S t at e m e nt 
Lux Undergraduate Creative Review encourages the emerging tal-
ent of all undergraduate students by providing a creative outlet for 
their literary and artistic work. The review is produced with the 
help of Barrett, The Honors College at Arizona State University. Lux 
accepts poetry, fiction, visual art, song lyrics, screenplays, creative 
non-fiction, music, film, and other modes of expression beyond the 
bounds of traditional genres. We value originality, individuality, art-
istry, diversity, and passion.

S u b m is s i o n  C r i t e r i a
Lux Undergraduate Creative Review accepts all forms of art from all ASU 
students, regardless of campus. We mainly receive and publish art, poet-
ry, nonfiction, fiction, music, and film; however, if we can somehow put it 
in our magazine, we will publish it. Please find more detailed submission 
guidelines on our website: luxmag.wordpress.com. 



A w a r d s 
F i c t i o n

This year’s winner of the Jane Shaw Jacobs prize for fiction goes to “Nude with Dying Calla 
Lilies” by Samantha Barraza. Lux thanks Mark Jacobs, Dean of Barrett, the Honors College, for 

honoring the winning submission.

P o e t r y
This year’s poetry award goes to “Bury Me” by Sarah McCabe. Lux thanks Barrett, the Honors 

College for honoring the winning submission.

A r t
This year’s art award goes to “Erika” by Paulina Ramos Moreno. Lux thanks Barrett, the Honors 

College for honoring the winning submission.

N o n f i c t i o n
This year’s nonfiction award goes to “Constellation Coversations” by Angela Foley. Lux thanks 

AZ India for honoring the winning submission.

M u s i c
This year’s music award goes to “Untitled Jazz” by Louis Dimuro. Lux thanks Barrett, the Honors 

College for honoring the winning submission.

F i l m
This year’s film award goes to “Emma” by Celissa Pages. Lux thanks the Phoenix Film Founda-

tion, who made this award possible.
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“Tints,” 2018, Digital Photography. Christian Suit 
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this is what our bruises look like to us,
 sprawled out in the yard 
under a rope swing and the tree that keeps 
  growing around it. 
we say it’s like cloud watching, 
 only with the indigos and sick greens 
of our skin.  this one looks 
  like shriveled lungs, like 
cigarette breath   and premature burial. 
 this one on my chest in a bird’s skull, 
  lying meatless on the freeway. 

and on your arm is a whale shark, 
 giant and nearly black, moving slow
to my cheek.   these shoulder specks

  are lost teeth, this 
 on my stomach is half-eaten moon. 
woman dancing dizzy on your ribs, 
  cities exploding from her head. 
and this here  is the mornings after grief, 

  is druken rainstorm, 
 is tadpoles wriggling into fire. 
you see the fingers   reaching out, flailing?
squint, turn your head. 

   do you see it now? 
 

Apophenia 

Wanda Deglane 

P o e t r y 



“Cum Here,”2017, Ink, 9” x 12”, Annie Roman 
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Cicada 
Aeron Ogden

you crawled out only months ago      pushed aside this brittle non-being
reached up toward the orange           stretched your wings over the warmth
tried your chuu—kanakana kanakana

  a shaking brown leaf up high in the trees you
 press each leg tightertighter against the bark.
  the bent limbs harden to twigs
 protruding like handles in wait for the ants
  to hoist you, carry you, like a shield
 against the sweetness above.  little chuu chuu~
  try again:  chuu and
 it almost comes through.
  you pull into yourself  crack, crush inside
 pulling in.   orange sky winks off your shell and
  you buckle, coughing
 the broken bits inside clumping at your throat—kanakana kanakana
the heat passes.

  the orange flickerflash through the tree tops exchanges often for a purple yawn.
the stretching of the winds the lights guides each little chuu chuu away.

  Whistles sometimes answer your protests with feathers.

then the grey fog freezes your wings shut, returning you to numbness, to the shell. again a bead
of brown against the bark but now there is no warmth no caress of the breeze that steady urges
you forward forward up and up; but now there is pain; now there is the tear of the membrane, 
the flaking of the shell leaving open sores to the frigid lash; just another shell—kanakana.

another shell  but if this one breaks will you be a new figure? spring forth from this bead
with larger reach to soar above the boughs, to reach those upper heights the orange warms first
perch next to those chuus and pull in push out every breath as they do, not crumble this time?

will this shell splinter open, black beads foaming up as legs legs legs legs skittering from you 
bit after bit clumped to their legs then dripping to the withered leaves and snow bellow—
kanakanakanakanakana
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This place is safe.
I have a home, a room
a bed and space to roam.
my parents love me
it leaves marks that you can see
Love hurts they say.
a fair life isn’t the only way.
I have a stuffed animal
her name is Elli.
she is a big elephant
her arms are long so she hugs me.
Tonight feels different.
Elli hugs don’t comfort me. 
It’s late. I’m thirsty
I don’t like the way this feels
I’ve got my water
There’s a strang-er
someone I know but a strange- him
I don’t like the way this feels
alone is how i left
I return with a shadow in the night
Elli seems uptight
I don’t like the way this feels
no.
no one can know.
no one knows.
no.

 This home is a safe.
I have a place, a bed
somewhere for my head.
my husband loves me
I know. he tells me, says he’s sorry
Love hurts they say
a committed wife I will stay.
I have a bottle
it has a crown
numbing for the pain
-warmth only it’s liquid can provide.
Tonight is the same
Crowns don’t make me royalty
It’s late. I’m tired
I don’t like the way this feels.
I’ve got my warmth
There’s a strang-er
someone I never knew- a strange-him.
I don’t like the way this feels
alone is how I suffer
invaded is the reality
safety is no guarantee
i don’t like the way this feels.
no.
no means no.
no wife can say no.
no.

I am safe.
I have a space, my own
experiences where I have grown
I love me
I have never felt so free.
Love is blind they say
that is why I pray.
I have a sense of belonging
being wanted, needed and loved.
comfort comes in knowing
I stand in my truth.
Tonight is beautiful.
In the darkness I see lights clearly.
It’s late. I see
I enjoy the way this feels.
I’ve got my strength
There’s a strang-er
someone I haven’t met, a strang-er.
I don’t suffer from my ordeals.
Alone is how I joined
Connection is now freedom.
Hope in you is hope in me
I have freedom no one steals.
no.
no does mean no.
no limits, no foes.
grow.

Bury  Me 
Sarah McCabe



“Venus,” 2017, 1885 px x 2400 px, Digital Photography.  Kaden Dawson 
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I am safe.
I have a space, my own
experiences where I have grown
I love me
I have never felt so free.
Love is blind they say
that is why I pray.
I have a sense of belonging
being wanted, needed and loved.
comfort comes in knowing
I stand in my truth.
Tonight is beautiful.
In the darkness I see lights clearly.
It’s late. I see
I enjoy the way this feels.
I’ve got my strength
There’s a strang-er
someone I haven’t met, a strang-er.
I don’t suffer from my ordeals.
Alone is how I joined
Connection is now freedom.
Hope in you is hope in me
I have freedom no one steals.
no.
no does mean no.
no limits, no foes.
grow.



“Womanist: The Experience of Black Motherhood,” 2018, Acrylic on canvas. Asha 
Ramakumar 
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In a dark room,
Colors flash on the young child’s cheeks.
Red. Blue. Green.
A mother hovers behind with steaming tea,
The sweet mint filling the air,
Tickling the child’s nostrils, making her sneeze.
The images dance across the screen,
A delicate ballet of
Colors,
  Words,
    Sounds.

Pixelated narrations of the stories we share today.
Do you suppose she’d believe the things that
Never reached the box?
Those things we hide from the screen?

“Hush!”
The mother breathes over her minty steam.

The little girl, unthinking, watches
The crack of light and color behind the screen.
Letting the words and images invade
Her eyes and mind,
Accustomed to the dark walls.

The light switch just above the little girl’s reach.
Tip-toeing TURN to the truth!
Still, the mother holds the rectangular remote
Loosely in her right hand, mug in her left.

Images flashing.

Weak eyes.

Plato ’s  Box 
Rachel Hagerman 
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“Erika,” 2017, 15 x 19 in, Oil on canvas. Paulina Ramos Moreno 
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“Anna,” 2017, 15 x 19 in, Oil on canvas. Paulina Ramos Moreno 
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A Group of  Men is 
Cal led  a   Threat 
Wanda Deglane

1. 

cling 
tight 

to your 
mother’s 

hand ev-
erywhere you 

walk. never wan-
der, trail behind. 

when she insists on 
keeping you in her 

sight, you want to sigh, 
but even still- she stands at 

the front door as you cross 
the street to the neighbor’s 

house. she says, I need to watch 
you. she says, don’t ever get caught 

alone, especially with a man. god only 
knows what could happen.

2. 
your coming-of-age present is hot pink pep-

per spray to fill the spaces your mother no 
longer can. you clutch it on your walks home 

after dark like a lifeline, fingers white and ready. the 
shadows tiptoe closer, breath hot at your neck. every 

streetlight, every passerby is a sanctuary. your mind 
is whipping wildly through every story you’ve heard of 

girls who never learned how to scream or keep their keys 
between their fingers like a fear-forged weapon. stand up 

straight and walk quick, don’t look sweet but don’t look brazen 
either. wear headphones, and when a man starts to leer at you and 

shout, crank up the music to deafening, and walk faster. and when 
you make it home, lock the door behind you and exhale.

3. 
your footsteps are silent, your voice irreversibly hushed. this is how you 

survive, by mastering the art of being utterly soundless, of passing by undetect-
ed. be dumb. be helpless. laugh sweet and say thank you, but don’t ever say no or 

leave me alone, even when your skin is shrieking. let your tongue grow comfortable 
only in the guilt-heavy I’m sorry.

4. 
and yet when every other girl you know tells you the same story of men screaming filth at 

her in the streets, ripping the clothes from her thrashing body as deafening music drowns 
out her voice, all you can do is nod. all you can say is, I know.



11

What  I  thought  of  when I  heard  the 
word  insect 

Benjamin Shindel 

1. 

cling 
tight 

to your 
mother’s 

hand ev-
erywhere you 

walk. never wan-
der, trail behind. 

when she insists on 
keeping you in her 

sight, you want to sigh, 
but even still- she stands at 

the front door as you cross 
the street to the neighbor’s 

house. she says, I need to watch 
you. she says, don’t ever get caught 

alone, especially with a man. god only 
knows what could happen.

2. 
your coming-of-age present is hot pink pep-

per spray to fill the spaces your mother no 
longer can. you clutch it on your walks home 

after dark like a lifeline, fingers white and ready. the 
shadows tiptoe closer, breath hot at your neck. every 

streetlight, every passerby is a sanctuary. your mind 
is whipping wildly through every story you’ve heard of 

girls who never learned how to scream or keep their keys 
between their fingers like a fear-forged weapon. stand up 

straight and walk quick, don’t look sweet but don’t look brazen 
either. wear headphones, and when a man starts to leer at you and 

shout, crank up the music to deafening, and walk faster. and when 
you make it home, lock the door behind you and exhale.

3. 
your footsteps are silent, your voice irreversibly hushed. this is how you 

survive, by mastering the art of being utterly soundless, of passing by undetect-
ed. be dumb. be helpless. laugh sweet and say thank you, but don’t ever say no or 

leave me alone, even when your skin is shrieking. let your tongue grow comfortable 
only in the guilt-heavy I’m sorry.

4. 
and yet when every other girl you know tells you the same story of men screaming filth at 

her in the streets, ripping the clothes from her thrashing body as deafening music drowns 
out her voice, all you can do is nod. all you can say is, I know.

How cruelly selective memory can be, for it is this I remember now:
In an outburst, which she would later apologize for, she 
called me
An insect, twisting around to look me in the eye
So as to stress the significance of the characterization,
After I tried to bring up that important thing, an annoyance
To her, but important to me, not that I can recall it today.

Years later, it is clear to me what she meant by insect.
Pest, bug, tick, I am the sucking louse, that much I know.
Every grade schooler can tell you, an insect has six legs,
Each one different, but when the bug crawls on your skin
You cannot tell them apart. So, while she may have 
known
I was an insect, she can’t have known my legs.

One was my tendency to say her name several 
times, all fast-like
Two was when I wandered off for ten min-
utes at the store
Three was coming up from behind and 
peering over her shoulder
Four was touching cold feet in bed 
while she tried to sleep
Five was using a high-pitched 
voice, though as a joke
Six was all of the complicat-
ed things I wanted to do 
that she hated.
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I I I .  BL ACK
Tyler Zehrung 

Once, a kid became a lighthouse

slammed by dark waves that push the light
higher, further away from the 
earth its heart
the pools of warm forgive-
ness

there is moonlight to guide 
him through the waves
glimpses of a swirling cut 
arms a hard torso
dancing around (the quiet 
voice in his head)

“Milk and Honey/Blood and Tears,” 2018, 2400 px x 1736 px, Digital 
Photography, Kaden Dawson
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I I I .  BL ACK
Tyler Zehrung 

Once, a kid became a lighthouse

slammed by dark waves that push the light
higher, further away from the 
earth its heart
the pools of warm forgive-
ness

there is moonlight to guide 
him through the waves
glimpses of a swirling cut 
arms a hard torso
dancing around (the quiet 
voice in his head)

IV. BLUE
Tyler Zehrung 

Lauren whirled around with 
her fists and elbows locked.
If she still had long hair it 
would have flicked
the first pursuer’s nose

“Tyler has sensitive skin just like me, so be nice 
to him,”
they laughed harder

right after school, i learned my prepubescent 
dick was
sensitive too
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Control
Andrew C. Vogensen

Oh! Forsaken, unreliable plastic!
Unforgivable hungry couch 
Gluttonous world.
A sea of sadness unprecedented,
Eye roll cliché catharsis.

 Its beauty once glistening magnificent 
 In the palm of a hand. As pleasurable
 As pushing buttons,
 And there were many.
 It was 75 of this experience 
 I’m trying to be a part of.

  Shrug Shoulders
  As it is gone forever. 
  Lost like a sock in the laundry.
  Though I must move on!
  Either this bleak, noiseless Tundra,   or I may rise!

Rise and push power
 On the television, 

But still,

Where is the remote?
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November 2018, 30” x 17”, Digital Media. Zac Stone 

2018, Digital Photography, Anna Dalesio
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“Hallway,”2018, 49.8M, Photography. Anna Dalesio
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Waking up  5 :25 Saturday  morning to  a  party  above  me 
Chandler Arndt 

I had set my alarm for 7:30, but the singing party decided that was not important

I knew my apartment walls were thin. I expected any sort of party noises to come through the 
walls like a sonic Kool-Aid Man breaking my sleep apart. I didn’t expect the noises I got from the 
ceiling.

Before the song, there is talking, nothing I haven’t heard before. That’s how I know it’s a party 
and not a choir rehearsal.

They sing for twenty minutes, the same melody again and again. They’re singing something that 
sounds like Battle Hymn of the Republic, so they might be history majors because I can’t imag-
ine anyone else saying,

“Hey, let’s have a party and stay up until past 5:25 am and sing Battle Hymn of the Republic.” 
Who else would do that?

After the singing, it must be the perfect time in the morning to fall immediately to sleep as if
hypnotized because there is no sound above me.

Perhaps the song was the end of the party, and everyone in the room finds some cushion to lose
time on.

Perhaps some conversations linger and I just don’t hear them.

After the song, I think about how both of us celebrate the sunrise and neither of us meant to this 
morning. But they went to sleep on purpose and I woke up by accident.

I’m up too early and they’re up too late and we won’t know each other.

I hope they cook lots of scrambled eggs later today before they decide it’s time to go back home,
so they can take their time waking up with some food.

I don’t know if they sang just so nobody was alone tonight,

if they sang just to know they had the time,

if they sang because they wanted to remember their own voices. I’ll never know for sure.

I didn’t get up and ask them. I just fell back asleep.
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Untit led  
Meghan Vaughn 

the blue shadow 
trudges 
over the sun 

  a frantic symphony 
          pounds
       like wax rain 

please 
 it doesn’t sleep 

  but it suits you 
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“Exploration,” 2017, 5000 x 3333 px, Digital Photography. Lucy Song 



March 2018, Digital Photography. Kira Olsen-Medina
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Sunday,  the  21st  of  January  1973
Chandler Arndt 

 
Clare Torry walks into the studio a week late because she wanted to see Chuck Berry 
first
She doesn’t care who this band is, but she’s a vocalist and it’s what she gets paid for.
She sings a bit and the producers tell her to stop
 
They want sound instead of words, so she gives them sound
She listens to the janitor and the studio manager’s wife
They talk about death. The band plays.
She gives them six takes or one take or two takes and halfway through a third.
She screams over the guitar. She fills the studio space with her voice.
She feels repetitive and stops.
They’ve been going for three hours
The band says very little and she thinks her vocals will be cut from the song. She col-
lects her
check and leaves.
The song is released that March.
 
She learns later that band was Pink Floyd.
That song was Great Gig in the Sky, the eighth song on Pink Floyd’s most successful 
album.

Her vocals define the sound of the album and its place in Dark Side of the Moon es-
tablishes Pink
Floyd’s influence on rock music.
It’s not until 2005, 32 years later, that she gets a songwriting credit.

March 2018, Digital Photography. Kira Olsen-Medina
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s a l v i a 

Wanda Deglane 

my potted plant deserves a better mother.
she wakes to strawberry-stained light and
my heart splattered all over the walls. she
teaches herself to sip moisture from the air,
crisp and cold as long-buried bone. she
watches my face drift in and out of waking
and says, this girl must be the child of unraveled
grief and soft-edged intentions. if I was a hand,
I’d be a child palm scraped bloody from
asphalt. if I was an animal, I’d be a firefly
sizzled in blackened forest lung. if I was an
expression of love, I’d be the flowers left
behind for a ghost. if I was birdsong, I’d be
one unholy, unending scream. my potted
plant smells of warm moonlight even when
her leaves wither. she packs resilience into
tiny boxes living unaware inside her. I give
her all the water in my blood. we eat sunlight
like it’s a dying meal.

22
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My Relat ionship  With  Chi l i ’s 
Jakobi Pierre 

I’m beginning to believe in god.
I still don’t know what or who that is
or what believing in it/them entails
but something to hold on to
feels better than nothing.
Feels like a choir on a sinking titanic.
I believe something wants me here
even if it’s just part of me.
That’s more than I can say for the parts
that want to waste away like the world.
Those parts are not what I believe
but what I know and what I know
is too real for me to water down with prayer.
Those parts don’t want to believe in anything.

But they or I have failed because
I believe in something.
In all the things I cannot fathom.
I see salvation in the ocean
smell karma in the fall
I hear songs of sirens in poetry
and taste Anubis in the tin of my blood.
I feel god in this Chili’s tonight.

I don’t believe in simple answers
I don’t believe in no answers
I don’t believe anything has to be proven or real
God is a better me
God is a better coping mechanism than me.
The best person to live for is someone better than you

I’m beginning to believe in god.
I still don’t know what or who that is
or what believing in it/them entails
but something to hold onto
feels like something a better me would do

23



Who knows?
Carolina Quintero  

            No one!

I’ve placed the secret of our bond deep into the pit of my heart,

 into a place where only you can unlock it.

The uttermost trust you have given me is overwhelming.

  My eyelid and pupil become strangers every night that my brain and my 

heart

and my mouth weigh the hourglass on your life and the trust you chose to give me.

My vision fails when I step into our conversation in my room late at night, remembering 

the self 

control my tears kept from falling down my cheek.

You asked me to not burden you with my feelings but you

have proved to be a hypocrite and burdened me with yours. 

           No one knows.

I walk the halls of our house pretending that I don’t even know.

  So, yes.      No one, absolutely no one knows.

I refuse to believe or even imagine a life where you’re not my closest friend.

Instead, I’ve convinced myself that you’re happy.

     That not even me, mom, or you are aware of your secret.

  Out of sight, out of mind, right?

Maybe hypocrisy runs in the family because the most unnerving thought I compose every 

day is

the fear that I could’ve done more when your pulse has died out.

I know you’re not happy.

 I know my mind pounds with terror every time I see your door shut, the black slit

of the door swallowing every cell of dopamine and serotonin.

I imagine the worst because I have an endearing love for you that is uncontrollable.

But most of all, I know.

And I don’t know what I would do knowing you left us for good.

24
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Hait ian  Carpenters ,  Mid-Morning 
Chandler Fritz

Up, down.
Pull, push.
Inhale, exhale.
In, out.
Beat: Beat.

Below me in the jungle the men lift the saw through the old dead tree. The fallen pillar 
lies on a makeshift stand made of its own branches like the patriarch of a family plot. 
Next to them a small black fire cooks the soil, shrouding their discarded shirts with a 
smoke that moves like tar.
Up, down.

The men stand on top of each other with the tree between—one thrusting the saw down, 
the other hoisting it back up. They butcher the tree like a pig—perpendicular to the 
ground, edging along the spine.  The tree heaves great groans of pain and relief with each 
effort of the long saw. Watching it makes your stomach feel like it hosts dried ice. Pull, 
push.

Match the sawing with your breathing and you might hear the breath of the men who 
once saw you sitting you there. But they have since moved on, lifting the saw and bring-
ing it down, pausing before each stroke like a drop of dew waiting for gravity to release it 
from the lip of a leaf. The motion is hypnotic and devastating, the action seemingly futile 
at each iteration until you blink and see the line being made, or consumed.
Inhale, exhale.

The saw blade’s teeth chew habitually. The men’s arms are naturally strong, not because 
of some primitive mysticism but because they are men like me, but strong. Their muscles 
fuse with the purpose of the blade. The smell of a dirty black fire, fueled by gasoline and 
plastics,
sweetly coats the nostrils like sticky sweat. The work is not romantic. The blade cannot 
hear the music it makes amid sawdust and wood grain. The men do not see the black 
smoke as their portrait’s frame. The scene is of the pained beauty everyone staring at a 
painting wants but only those inside of it have. In, out.

The saw blade and the men are all these things, yes. But no matter how much I might 
cling to these metaphors for hope, like a logical believer desperately trying to reconcile 
what is written with what is seen, the song below me is about a saw blade and two men 
with hearts like mine.
Beat: Beat.
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F i c t i o n
“La Cruzada,” 2018, 48in x 77 in, Oil on canvas, Fernando Cabrera Gonzalez
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 In the years following the Initial Death, the land of Edrea became increasingly bar-
ren. Riddled with acres of wilting crops and scarred by the tools bent on making them grow, 
the land had all but coughed up its deepest roots to appease whatever force, or lack thereof, 
had encouraged such despair.  Livestock that hadn’t keeled over from lack of food were soon 
equipped to follow, as heat waves scorched their backs and dried their mouths.  Trees existed 
only in choked clumps, and shrubbery cowered close by, stooped beneath the faltering can-
opies in search of reprieve from the sun.  The bodies of water had somehow fared less disas-
trously, however, because lakes and streams were relatively full, though their water had devel-
oped an unsettling stench that the ocean did not possess.
This drew the dwindling number of people that remained, along with their few resources, 
to the coast, where the water was continually fed by an outside source, and the surrounding 
terrain seemed a little less bleak.  Here, the people settled temporarily as they devised a plan 
to escape to the far side of the ocean.  Dividing all able bodies into four work groups, they 
scheduled the preparations for their massive ship to be done within one year, and the food 
was rationed to sustain them for such a period.  
 The first group consisted of the tailors, tasked with sewing thick pieces of canvas to-
gether to form the sails of the boat.  Woodcutters formed the second group and were among 
the strongest present in the makeshift village of survivors; they focused most of their work 
on the hull and various decks.  Third, came the food collectors, who were also in charge of 
distributing rations and monitoring the flow of resources.  The last group had the assemblers.  
They gathered all the pieces and materials made by the cutters and tailors and stuck them 
together piece by piece, until they resembled a ship worthy of the sea.  In this way, the last of 
the Edreans began a year of hard toil with hopes high for the future.

¤

 Now, about the end of the third month, when the winds were picking up mists from 
the shore and the sand took no heed for the space of the workers, the head tailor, Joy, began 
noticing a change spreading slowly but surely throughout her group.  As she walked carefully 
between the piles of fabric and spools of thread that cluttered the feet of her fellow sail-mak-
ers, she counted four seats utterly abandoned—their shallow cushions long cold.  Two of 
these absences she had noticed some weeks ago but had attributed them to illness or some 
other emergency, yet still they had not returned.  Joy tried to recall if she had seen either 
of them in the village since, but knew that if she had, Julia’s amber hair and Rosa’s freckled 
cheekbones would have been hard to forget.  
She could have sworn though, that she had just glimpsed the second missing pair the other 
day; they had been a few paces ahead of her in the food line at dawn, and Joy was positive 
she had passed them at work as well.   She turned to Desmond, the older man who sat across 
from Rosa, and nudged his leg with her foot.
 “You seen Rosa lately? She hasn’t been showing up to work the last few weeks.”
 Desmond broke his determined stare from the needle he was forcing through two 
layers of canvas.  He wasn’t the fastest worker, but he hadn’t made a mistake yet, which saved 
time in its own way.  “Last I saw her was, oh, last week I believe.  I was carrying another sheet 
of canvas to the group, when I saw her drawing in the sand and throwing rocks.  Wondered 
why she wasn’t working, I did.  But it’s not my job to say so.”
 “Well if that’s the way it’s gonna be, she can make her own boat and meet us on the far 
shore. 

Miss Id le 
Anastasia Tucker

F i c t i o nF i c t i o n 
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And the other three too, if they don’t have a damn good excuse for leaving the group to pick up 
their slack.”
 She wasn’t actually angry, but the old man knew as well as she did how few tailors they had 
already.  Add that to the work they had to do and the time frame given, and they had a potential 
disaster on their hands.  
 “Well, I’ll catch ya later Des, keep up the good work.”  He nodded as she headed off to the 
shore to see if any of the others had followed Rosa’s example.  
 It took Joy several minutes before she could see the coastline, even walking at a brisk pace, 
and her eyes immediately locked on the dark form by the water.  She thought at first it might be 
Rosa herself, but the shape seemed too tall and comparatively more graceful, as it swayed along 
the beach.  As Joy approached the figure she saw it was none of the missing tailors; in fact, she 
had never seen this woman anywhere in the village.
 “Doesn’t it bother you?” the girl asked softly, her voice wispy but heavy with concern.  She 
was draped in a flowing, pastel gown, and her skin was unlike anything Joy had seen.  Unlike the 
people of the village, whose skin bore the bronzed shade of sun and labor, hers was paler than the 
sand beneath her, almost translucent as it caught the twinkling rays of light and glistened from the 
spray of the sea.  
 It was a few moments before Joy realized she still hadn’t replied, and probably seemed ei-
ther rude or dumb.  
 “Doesn’t what?” she said, still half-consumed in her stu-
por.
 “You work so hard.  Day in, day out, and for what?” she 
asked, turning toward Joy abruptly.
 “We have to, or we’ll never survive.  There’s no other way.”  
She had meant to ask who the stranger was, but the question had 
somehow slipped her mind.  
 The girl walked up behind Joy and placed silken hands 
on her shoulders, her face inches from Joy’s ear.  “But you, you 
always work harder than the others, always fix their mistakes 
and absolve them of consequences.  And what do you get in re-
turn?  Nothing!  No sympathy, no gratitude, no respect, not even 
a break.  Don’t you think you deserve at least that?  Just a small 
break?  Someone else will do the work.”
 Joy would normally have rejected the idea outright; of 
course, she couldn’t leave her post.  Her group depended on her.  
But as she stood there, with the mist chilling her burnt cheeks 
and the gentle touch of the girl’s hands on her shoulders and the languid voice filling her ears, she 
wasn’t so sure.  She did work hard, and even though others in the group would often make excus-
es as to why they were late or needed to leave early, Joy was always the first to arrive and the last 
to leave.  Maybe it was time they pulled their weight.  After all it was all of their boat, not just hers, 
and she was so tired.  
 “What do ya say?” the girl insisted, and Joy again felt the overwhelming lightness of the air 
around her and the heaviness that rested in her own bones.  
 “Maybe just for a little while,” she sighed, as she lowered herself onto the damp beach.  Joy 
closed her eyes and let the waves lull her to sleep.  

¤
 It was the cusp of the sixth month, and Mammon had just piled the fifth load of lumber 
onto the ground beside the chopping block.  The sun was momentarily clouded, but he knew that 
trusting it to stay that way would be to fall for its trick, and with at least three more loads of wood 
to cut, he wasn’t about to get his hopes up. 

 

“‘But you, you always work 
harder than the others, always 

f ix their mistakes and
absolve them of consequences.’” 
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  Before he could start on the new load though, he would have to pull the cart of al-
ready-chopped wood to the assemblers’ lot further up the coast, where the waves slapped the 
beach most violently.  He hated being the runner all the time; the men in his group were sup-
posed to rotate the duty, but somehow Mammon always got stuck with the load.  He grabbed the 
handle of the cart and begrudgingly tugged it up toward the lot, hoping the clouds would con-
ceal the sun but a little longer. 
 As Mammon was making his way up the coast, he passed a cluster of large boulders on 
his right and the tailor group a way off to his left, or so he thought it was the tailor group.  He 
squinted in the direction where the sail-makers usually sat amid their thread and cloth, and he 
spotted the large piles of canvas, but only two tailors were seen to be tending them.  That struck 
Mammon as odd; a couple people from his group had been absent lately as well, but nowhere 
near that extent.  He kept hauling as he lowered his head and tried to think of what sort of 
sickness or important task could possibly be claiming so many workers, when he had to pull up 
short to keep from running into someone standing directly in his path.
 “Excuse me,” Mammon snapped, jerking his head up to face the human obstacle, but 
when his eyes caught vibrant, emerald eyes, he was instantly at a loss for words.  It was a lady 
that had stopped him, but not one he had seen before.  Her hair was dark in contrast to her por-
celain face, and a chain hung from her nose to her ear—tiny icicle-shaped crystals spaced evenly 

along its length.
 “Forgive me,” she said with a light smile, “I didn’t mean to get 
in your way, I just saw you pulling that heavy cart and felt sorry 
they left you to do it alone.”
 “No, I’m sorry.  I shouldn’t have snapped at you.  It’s really not 
that heavy though; if more than one person does it, it’s just wast-
ing people that could be chopping.” 
 “Oh certainly, but I’m sure they wouldn’t notice if you were 
gone just a bit longer.  You pull this cart back and forth, back and 
forth, always doing their dirty work.  You must be so tired of it.”
 Mammon couldn’t help but think she was trying to pull some 
kind of angle, despite the truth of her words and how close they 
hit to home.  He studied her face trying to gauge her sincerity, 
but the longer he watched those green eyes watch him, the far-
ther away the rest of the world seemed and the more justified he 
felt in taking a moment to himself.  
 “Fine, I’ll drop this off at the lot and then I’ll stop by the beach 

to rest,” he informed her, wanting to be sure she knew that he would rest when and where he 
wanted to.
 “But if the group at the lot see you, they’ll surely give you an errand to do on your way 
back, and then you’ll never get the break you deserve.  Someone else will do it, come on,” she 
pleaded softly and pointed to the waves, “go.” 
  He turned to the beach, and before he could object, he was hit by the coolest breeze 
he had felt all week.  The sight of the shore swallowed him whole, and he could feel the sea’s 
tongues of foam lap over his feet, though he knew he was not close enough to the tide.  Without 
a word, Mammon ran toward the beach.  

¤
 Eight months had come and gone now, but the ship seemed to be going much slower 
than planned.  

 

“‘But you, you always work 
harder than the others, always 

f ix their mistakes and
absolve them of consequences.’” 
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 Glory was no expert, as she was not directly involved in the building process, but as a 
food collector, every day the ship wasn’t done was another day the village needed to be fed, 
and resources were anything but plentiful.  To make matters worse, there had been extra por-
tions taken during the last several meals, and none of the workers on duty at those meals had 
thought to tell her.  Glory had only found out by taking inventory herself.  
 She walked into the storage room, through the aisles of preserved food, and began mov-
ing rations from the end of the year’s stockpile to the missing rations’ places.  Sometimes she 
wished she could be as oblivious as the other groups were as to just how little time they had.  
She did a last once-over, making sure all other rations were present and in order and that there 
were no alternative entrances to the shed.  Then she left the room, shutting the door behind 
her.   
  Glory sat on the chair that rested beside the storage room door and folded her legs 
beneath her to prepare for the long night watch, though it was still light outside.  While crime 
wasn’t much of a problem in the village, hunger changes people, and hungry people seldom 
think about other hungry people.  It was her group’s job to think of everyone.  
 An hour or so later, she was still staring at a small crack in the ground, imagining all 
the water and food being sucked into its depths, when she heard footsteps approaching.  She 
looked up from her ponderings, expecting to see some hungry worker trying to weasel extra 
food from her, but was instead met by a well-fed woman in a billowing gown.  
 “Doesn’t it bother you?”

¤
 The last month of the Edreans’ year of redemption should have been the busiest and 
most exciting yet, filled with dreams of the new land and last-minute preparations, but Prosper 
could think of nothing further from the truth.  People milled about between the huts or sat at 
the beach with their toes in the sand and water, having no motivation to do otherwise.  By this 
time, Prosper was more surprised when he saw a worker actually busy about his job, than when 
he saw him slacking off, which made his own job increasingly difficult.  How was he supposed 
to assemble a ship with no parts?  
 Any time he had tried begging someone to come back to work, they had turned him 
down outright, claiming that they deserved a break and that surely someone else would help 
him.  But no one ever did.  So, Prosper did what he could and put together what few prepared 
materials remained, more for his own sanity than to actually finish or even further the project 
in any way.  This board here, that board there, those two fit together but not quite like that.  He 
was going at a snail’s pace now, trying to make the last bit of work last, so that he was doing 
something, anything to keep his mind off the fact that the boat would never be finished.  That 
this was the land where he would die.  
 The thought stopped him in his tracks, and he dropped his head into his hands.  He 
would have cried if he had had the energy, but though he gasped for air and his ribs threatened 
to crush his lungs, no tears came.  
 A soft hand pulled his hands away from his eyes, and he was almost too lightheaded to 
see the gentle face now studying his with concern.
 Her voice was barely a whisper.  “You carry such a great burden.”
             ¤ 
 And so, the last month of the year drizzled by slowly at first, as the Edreans slept and 
played and made merry with ample time on their hands.  However, as the last month came to a 
close, and the food ran out, and fights broke out, and the wood became weapons, and the sails 
turned to shelters, the last of the Edreans wilted away, with the shore just beyond their grasp.  
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Somewhere 
Lilian Treacy 

 I watched her leave through the frosted-over bathroom window. It looked out on the 

front garden where the taxi waited, exhaust pipe billowing steam into the twilight. Annie 
was bent over the trunk in a brown skirt, packing away her bags. I watched in silence, only 
moving to blink.And breathe. Though I had to remind myself to do that.
 Sorrow skips a generation.
 I remembered the poems she read after dinner. Me, snuggled up on the couch inside 
a large jumper, hot tea cupped in my hands. My brother, Ralph, sitting crossed legged on the 
floor beside the muted television, eyes wide. She would read and we would drink up the si-
lence between her breaths. Or maybe it was only me. Or maybe we were all in love with her 
and I’m the only one wise enough to know it.
 She read them slowly, rolling each word over her tongue before they spilled off her 
lips. She flicked her eyelashes at me—brown eyes bursting at the seams. I drank it in.
 I drank it in.

Annie told me that the only person that ever loved her, had only thought they loved her. It 
wasn’t real.
 I told her love was when you would die for someone else to stay alive.
 When I said it, Annie’s eyes lit up from the inside out and she pressed her lips into a 
flat line, as if suppressing a smile. We were standing in the garden. The golden light caught 
between the green of the trees played with the brown in her hair, making it blonde.Pink 
buds of spring sat small and thin on the branches, but nothing bloomed. 
 It is always winter in England.
 The ice crunched beneath her boots—the heavy boots my mother muttered about 
under her breath while peeling potatoes. Not the sort of thing for a pretty young girl to 
wear. I liked them, especially when she wore them with the long dress with the flowers, hair 
tucked behind her ears.
 “You die when you’re done, not when someone else is.”
 I only know she came because of Ralph, and her parents didn’t want her at home
anymore. She never said anything about leaving us until she left.

I was twelve when she came to stay, and thirteen when she left. My birthday was in the 
middle of the three months she spent, and we had a party out in the garden—even though it 
was the dead of winter.
 Ralph and her had an argument in the hallway. They closed the back door but we 
could still hear him shouting, and her responding softly, calmly, to every blow.
 We had sponge cake glazed with icing sugar and stuffed with jam. Our neighbor 
popped his head over the fence, wrapped up tight in his coat and scarf. We passed him 
over a plate and he stood there, eating and listening in to the muffled sounds of my brother 
shouting, and her quiet endurance.

Ralph didn’t talk about her after she was gone. I did, once, after dinner, when the telly was 
on and mum was doing her knitting in the armchair. I asked him when she would come 
back. He did not answer me and I went to bed wondering if I could write her a letter, or 
something. Send a postcard.



 I imagined her response, how it would come covered in curls looped into “I love 
you”’s and “meet me here”’s.
 She left no address, and Ralph would not talk, and so I learned to stay silent.

Midnight of my thirteenth birthday I found Annie curled up on the kitchen floor with the 
cake in her lap. She was eating it with a fork and crying.
 My mother was smoking a cigarette in the conservatory, blowing white breath out the 
window.
 Ralph was gone.
 I sat down on the tile next to Annie and asked her if she was alright.
 There was nothing for her to answer, because we both knew she wasn’t, but she
whispered “I will be,” and ran the back of her hand under her eyes.
 “Why do you live with us now?”
 She answered quickly, like she had rehearsed the line over and over again, and was 
just waiting for me to ask.
 “Because I sent a baby to heaven, and now I am going to hell.”
 Her parents believed it was wrong, and they told her so, but she said she wasn’t ready. 
She said, for her, twenty was too young to take care of a baby, too young to have a baby, but 
they didn’t listen. They had said she was now in debt to another life. She had said the other 
life wouldn’t thrive if her own was not developed yet. 
 She used to write to them when she first came to stay with us, but they never re-
sponded.
 They said they couldn’t forgive 
her
 My mother came in and handed 
me a fork, carrying the smoke smell 
into the kitchen. She folded up on the 
floor beside me, placed her hand on 
the back of my neck.
 “I don’t believe in hell,” my 
mother’s voice was soft against the bit-
ter quiet. Blue light seeped in through 
the window over the sink, staining the 
world around us the color of washing 
up liquid. A bubble.
 Annie put her fork down and let her head hang between her shoulders, shaking, as 
my mother spoke.
 “I like to think each moment is just a stop somewhere along the way to heaven, for 
everybody, no matter what they did in their life.”
 Annie continued to cry and we sat in the stillness with her, feeling the ache of her 
heart in every muted sob. I touched her calve and she pressed her hand on top, wrapped her 
fingers around mine, and my mother leaned against my side. The three of us stayed there 
long after the cake was all gone, lost collectively in an awakened sleep, until the sound of 
the front door hitting the side of the wall brought us back to Earth. My brother’s silhouette 
danced over us on his way up the stairs.

 
I loved her when she was here and when she was gone. I know it was love because I wanted 
her to live.
 And I didn’t want to die.

‘ “ I  l i ke  t o  t h i n k  e a ch 
m o m e n t  i s  j u s t  a  s t o p 
s o m ew h e r e  a l o n g  t h e 

way  t o  h e ave n . . .’”
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Annie wrote us sometimes. Every few months we would find a postcard hidden amongst 
the scattered mail on the doormat. Each one was different—one from Wales, another from 
Oxford,one of a rainy day at Trafalgar Square. Scrawled across the back would be a message, 
ambiguous and written in swooping black ink. “Stopped here for a few weeks,” “Stayed with 
an old friend.” My mother and I knew they were from her, though there was never a return 
address, no signature, we knew.
 Thirteen neared in on fourteen as the days began to lengthen and, again, beginnings 
of spring appeared on the trees. We wandered the house as always, got on with our business 
as we had before she came, as we had continued after she left.
 Annie hadn’t written us for quite some time when the most recent card arrived one 
exceptionally bright March day. A picture of Tintagel, and across the back she had written 
“heaven.”
 A stop along the way. No person is a destination.
 We hung the postcard on the fridge alongside the others, with the heaven side facing 
in. Ralph never figured out who they were from, and soon forgot about them, but we still 
know. I walk by and flip it over sometimes—to remember a point along the way.
 I dance on.
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Nude with  Dying Cal la  L i l ies 
Samantha Barraza

 
Her mother had loved white calla lilies. When she was five years old, the daughter
remembers her mother in her garden, bending over two newly sprouted calla lilies in the 
soft glow of dawn, hushing sh, sh, sh, and caressing their petals with puckered lips as she wa-
tered them. Never had she seen her mother so overcome with emotion that she let her baby 
talk slip. Hers was a silent love, one that could only be felt when thought about, and natural-
ly, a sting of jealousy formed in her eyes that night. She got up from bed not knowing where 
her feet took her or what her hands grabbed until she stood atop the calla lilies with a pair 
of kitchen scissors. Now, looking back as the shadow of herself in that moment, she noticed 
how absurd she must have seemed to the imaginary witness; a kid in malevolent chiaroscuro 
holding scissors above her head, as if she was to plunge a dagger at the heart of someone no 
one would miss. As she stood barefoot in her mother’s garden, she laughed in self-pity for 
ever wanting to destroy anything that grew from the fingertips of her mother’s hands. Even 
the soil she stood on was precious. She dug a hole with her toes, knowing that underneath 
the topsoil was where her mother’s knees had once been, and she felt closer to her. She 
would have laid down if she had the energy, but she didn’t, so she wiggled her toes and felt 
the grains of the soil between them.
 She had known, the daughter, that her mother’s admiration towards them had 
stemmed from a non-assuming visit to the local museum, where she had bought one of the 
postcards in the gift shop featuring Nude with Calla Lilies by Diego Rivera. She had stared 
at it for a good while, enough for the daughter to grow impatient and tug at one of the belt 
loops of her jeans. She hadn’t seen that postcard for a few months after, until he mother 
framed it and placed it on her nightstand, next to her wedding-ring holder. She was holding 
the post-card now, and flipped it in her hand, revealing her mother’s looped handwriting: 
Visit to museum with Paula, October 13, 1994. The daughter sighed and looked ahead of herself. 
Her mother’s garden, once housing a horde of calla lilies along the edge of the fence, was 
now desolate and overridden with creosote bushes. The soil, she could feel it as she dug her 
toes in it, was over-watered by Hermes, her mother’s husband. The putrid smell of stagnant 
water, she found, came from the remaining calla lilies, which were bent, as if bowing down 
to the moon or the fence. It smelled of sewage, and she became irritated. She had meant 
to get lost in the memories that roamed that garden, to extend herself and pour her sorrow 
into the cupped hands that was the petals of the lilies. And now she stood atop of them, 
with their weak stems and their petals the color of spoiled dairy, and she couldn’t cry, not 
even for her mother’s dying creation. She looked above, to her mother’s bedroom window 
in the second floor, and she knew Hermes was there, snoring and swallowing and shifting in 
his sleep, and a heat grew from her stomach and seeped to her cheeks, and from the corner 
of her lips she felt the feverish sting of a fuego growing there, and she licked it. She garnered 
the strength to throw a pebble next to the window, to the stranger that owned her home. 
The pebble produced a meaningless thud, a sound that could mean anything. She waited, 
growing embarrassed as she gave herself the time to think of what she had done, not want-
ing for him to wake up simply because she didn’t want to talk to him, about anything, but a 
light wasn’t turned on and the curtains were not drawn, and she walked back inside to her 
room.
 In bed, she held the postcard close to her face, hoping it would trigger something 
in her she had been unable to do herself. She had not bothered to clean her feet, and her 
sheets were now covered in soil and her pajamas smelled of the moisture of the creosote 
bushes. 
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 The postcard was beautiful still, after all those years. The ink was bright and glossy, and 
she awed at Diego’s calla lilies, how full and white, and in the nape of that woman she saw 
her own mother, calla lilies overflowing from her freckled arms. room rattled as it struggled 
to change direction, and the moment passed. She felt something deep inside her move, like 
the twisting of intestines, but the oscillating fan in the room rattled as it struggled to change 
direction, and the moment passed.

****

 At night, she had thought the image of her mother would have haunted her in her 
dreams, never had she felt such loss, but she didn’t. Instead, the image of her nana appeared. 
Enrobed in a silky powder pink, she sat with her bottom barely balancing on one of the stools 
in her old college apartment. She looked out of place just sitting there, not in her own home 
and couch where Paula always envisioned her, cutting fabric with dull scissors into squares for 
the many quilts for her many nietos. Her arms were crossed and rested on top of her stomach, 
which rested on top of her thighs, in the vulnerable position everyone takes to pass a heartful 
meal. They were both silent, in the verge of closing their eyes and sleeping. But monarcas be-
gan to flutter out of her nana’s robe and flew up until they landed on her belly and shoulders 
and breasts. Their wings flapped slowly, like the eyes of newborn children used to the dark-
ness of the womb. Her nana looked down at the monarcas as if they were food stains, stretch-
ing the fabric of her robe to assess them. From the sleeve of her robe, a lit match appeared, 
and with the serenity of someone lighting a candle, her nana set the monarcas on fire one by 
one. Like napkins they fell to the ground, crumpled and burnt, but not completely, and there 
were stains on those napkins, the juices of meat and crumbs. Finally, her nana looked to Paula, 
as if confused as to why she hadn’t picked the napkins up from the ground, and Paula woke 
up and went to the garden once again and cried for not having dreamt of her own mother.

****

 Hermes was a simple man. Retired and embalmed in the calmness that proceeded a 
full,
lived life, him and Julieta made for a sensible relationship; practical, is what Paula feared 
when she got the call that her mother would marry a stranger. A stranger to her that is. When 
she came back home to visit from college, there he was, sitting on their dining table or dozing 
off on their lazy-boy or scratching Pupa behind the ear and laughing an ugly, phlegmy laugh 
when the dog’s foot began to tap the floor. She began to itch behind her own ear whenever he 
did something she despised, and the list wouldn’t stop growing.
 “So, how’s college life going sweetie?” he said before cutting a piece of milanesa and
chewing it vigorously. Her mother was sitting adjacent to him, the corner of her lip twitching 
with amusement at the word sweetie.
 “Si, mija, tell us about it,” she said, trying to make the word go away.
 “There isn’t much to tell, I’m just going to my classes, getting good grades, rezandole a 
los santitos,” she said jokingly, raising her eyes and hands to the sky and crossing herself.
 “Don’t joke about that in this house,” her mother said, crossing herself as if to cancel 
out
her daughter’s insensitivity.
 Paula laughed, but then noticed Hermes’ eyes darting across the table and then be-
tween her and her mother, as if making sense of where he was and what he was doing. Julieta, 
upon noticing her daughter staring, turned to her husband, and rapidly grabbed his hand, 
reassuring him in whispers.
 “Ya, ya. Todo esta bien...Everything is fine,” she corrected herself. The tension in his brow 
and the intensity in his eyes calmed down when he saw her face. 
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 Then, he noticed Paula, and confusion ran through his features until he remembered, 
ah, the daughter. And finally, he feigned a smile and kissed Julieta on the cheek while patting her 
hand, like rewarding a service dog for their trained help.
 In the silence that followed, Paula felt a tinge of sympathy for him, until he opened his 
mouth again.
 “Paula, how attached are you to this house? I’m sure that you have no plan on comingback 
after college with how driven you are. Talk some sense to your mother. This house is toobig for 
two white heads like myself and your beautiful mother. Don’t you think?” He smiled with milane-
sa crumbs on the corners of his mouth. Paula felt the itch on the back of her ears.
 “And I tell him, no, this is a family home, where you or anyone from our family can come 
and feel at home. Cleaning is what he’s worried about, lazy old man.” Julieta smiled too.
 “But what if we fall? What if anything like that happens? This house is awful big, with so 
many rooms and hallways and stairs. Such a big house for two small, old people like ourselves. 
So dry too.” He grimaced at this and rubbed his knuckles.
 In that moment, Paula hated him even though she knew deep down it was true. Her moth-
er was now old, older than she had expected when she had been driving back home. The image 
she carried in her mind of her was younger, probably from three 
years ago when her age had yet to show itself, not like she looked 
now, wrinkled around her eyes and mouth, and her hands paper 
thin with freckles running from the unknown of her sleeve.

 In the morning that followed the dream, Paula woke up to 
the sound of the water pressure traveling through the pipes in the 
walls of the house. She got up from bed and drew the curtains 
of her window, only to see Hermes watering the calla lilies. She 
glanced at the clock on her nightstand. It was 5 am. The water 
gushed out from the hose in one smooth stream, and mud splat-
tered on his feet and the hems of his sweats as the water collided 
with the soil. It looked like he was having trouble walking, the 
mud making his sweats too heavy. He was clearly over-watering 
the calla lilies, but he just stood there, looking straight at the 
fence. Then, with the same earnestness of a dog trying to hide food, he crouched and began 
digging next to the calla lilies. From his pocket, he took out a white envelope, and poured its 
contents into his cupped hand, and finally, sprinkled them inside the hole he had created. With 
his feet, he filled the hole with the same soil, and then unbent the hose, the explosion of water 
startled him, but he retook his position, transfixed on the fence and over-watering what he had 
dug.
 Paula decided to go down with him. She put on her robe and went out her room, but 
she stopped at the door of her mother’s bedroom. Hermes had left the door ajar, and she could 
see, that unlike the rest of her life, the bedroom had stayed unchanged. The sheets were still the 
same powder pink her mother and grandmother loved. Above the nightstand, the same shell 
she had retrieved from the beach back when her parents were still together housed her moth-
er’s rings and clip-on earrings. Too heavy, she had said when Paula poked at her for having fake 
earrings, they make my ears sag, que feo. One sole thing had changed in those years she’d been 
away and stood above everything else, like a crucifix overlooking the bed. Nude with Calla Lilies, 
not the postcard this time, but a framed poster like the original, a wooden rosary hanging from 
the frame’s corner. Paula hated Diego Rivera, but this painting, she could see why her mother 
had loved it. A bouquet of white calla lilies poured from the woman’s arms as if her body was the 
vessel in which water had been poured, a vase made of arms and legs and hips. She felt goose-
bumps on her arms, she had thought, from the emotion evoked from the painting, but Hermes 
had left the window open, and she was reminded she had to stop him. 

Paula hated Diego Rivera, 
but this painting, she could 

see why her mother had 
loved it. 
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The water pressure was still traveling in between the rooms and hallways of the house.
 When she opened the sliding door leading to the backyard, Hermes turned around, 
the gush of water now splattering on the concrete porch of the house that lead to the garden. 
Paula walked to the hydrant and turned the knob. The hydrant screeched, and Hermes threw 
the hose to the ground, defeated.
 “Let’s eat some breakfast, old man,” she said, hoping that the joke would soften the 
crisp image of the water overflowing and puddling at his feet, like a senile dog peeing himself.
 “That sounds nice,” he responded, again, feigning a smile.

 He ate with the eerie energy of a teenager coming back from school, hungry for mom’s 
cooking. Paula was not hungry, and she judged him for wanting food, for wanting anything 
without her mother there to share it with. It had not been long ago since her mother was still 
here with them, eating her toast with date jam in intervals, her body slowly chewing and swal-
lowing. Egg yolk ran down the corner of his mouth, and Paula grimaced.
 “The will,” he said, food still in his mouth. Paula’s eyes began to sting with the newness 
of that word.

 “What about it?” she asked defensively.
 “We need to talk about what your mother wanted, see if it’s 
actually what’s best for you,” he paused to look at her and chuck-
led, “I don’t think you envisioned your thirties living with me, 
or any old man. Your mom left the house for both, but I’ll gladly 
leave. Just say the word.”
 Paula did want him to leave. To have the house for herself 
and her memories. To have a house untainted by the newness and 
strangeness of Hermes. He did not fit in. With his white, hairless 
arms and blue eyes. When looking at him, she would only re-
member the warmness of her mother’s skin, her dark brown eyes, 
her black hair and freckled, hairy arms. She wanted the dying 
calla lilies for herself and only herself to fix, treat them like in-
heritance. For she was sure her mother had not left the house but 
the lilies behind. For who, she did not know but wished it to be 
her. But instead of saying this, she saw his hands, and how tremu-

lous they were as he tried to use the fork to cut the fried egg and lift it into his mouth, and she 
sighed.
“Think about it,” he finally settled, “I will be gone most of the day, I have some
paperwork to sign for the funeral home. I don’t want you to worry about it.” He patted her in 
her shoulder, and his touch felt surprisingly sweet and warm, like a father’s.

 When he was gone, Paula, unlike the last few days, felt a surge of energy move through
her body, gathering at her fingertips. It was pulsating, tingling for her to do something, any-
thing. She was drinking what little was left of her cold coffee and looked back past the sliding 
doors and at the white calla lilies, the creosote bushes, and the grass, all dying from too much 
water except for the creosote bushes, which were solovinos, her mother would say, unwanted 
and uninvited. Once, she had seen a creosote bush in bloom. The flowers are small and yellow, 
but when they bloom they do so in clusters. This made the creosote look out of place. It wasn’t 
a weed anymore, and this was an unworldly sight to her. She was used to her mother’s distaste 
towards them, pulling them from the soil with her bare hands and throwing them into the 
trash bin outside as soon as they sprouted. Like her own mother, she wanted to pull the creo-
sote bushes out of the ground and throw them into the trash. Let the calla lilies breath. Up-
root the grass and let everything air out, get rid of the smell of stagnant water and sewage and 
death. She went outside with her robe on, not caring if she got it dirty, she would buy a new 
one, but she had to clean the garden, save her mother’s legacy before it was too late.

Paula hated Diego Rivera, 
but this painting, she could 

see why her mother had 
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 In desperation, she began with her bare hands. After seeing that she was leaving 
behind the rootage of most creosotes, she began using the small shovel her mother used 
to plant new calla lilies. When there were no more creosote bushes, she made holes on the 
grass, and then, she uprooted the calla lilies with caution and care. She would plant them 
elsewhere, where the soil was not as inundated as it was close to the fence, where Hermes 
had mourned and wept tears and water for endless hours since Julieta’s death. That space 
also needed to breath, to dry out. She decided to plant them along the edge of the porch, 
not caring about practicality, her mother’s calla lilies would be there for Hermes each day 
when he woke up, and he wouldn’t have to walk that much to care for them. She had decid-
ed by then that she would leave this house for this stranger to make a home. It wasn’t hers 
anymore.
 When she was done, she went back inside and took a shower. She imagined a water-
ing can above her, one so big there was no foreseeable end to the stream of water cascading 
down her head and breasts and stomach. She rubbed her arms, neck, and behind her ears, 
and in the last few seconds, she switched to cold water, and she felt her skin go tight , like 
someone was tugging at her sides, pinching it in with safety pins, trying to keep everything 
from spilling out of herself. When she got dressed and arranged her suitcase, she went 
straight to her mother’s bedroom. She got on the bed and removed the framed poster of 
Nude with Calla Lilies from the wall. She took the poster out of the frame, and there she 
was, kneeling in front of the calla lilies as if they were a god, barely able to contain their 
majesty with her arms. And in the nape of that woman she saw her mother, her nana, and 
then, finally, herself.
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Without  Chi ld 
Mindee Bahr 

 The ringing of silence wakes me. I roll up from the edge of my bed.

 I’ve heard about postpartum fetal movements, but never about phantom cries. I rub my 
lower belly and examine the fresh sutures as my leaking breasts saturate my shirt.

 Doc recommended that I donate my milk to a mother in need, a gift that might help the 
grieving process. I try to ignore the buzzing machine as it drones and clicks, dreaming of my 
suckling newborn as she grunts and gulps. I close my eyes and rub the pillow on my lap as if it 
were her cushiony diapered bottom. As I rock to the rhythm of the pump, I croon:
 
 “I will sing you a lullaby
 Every time I kiss you goodnight
 May your dreams be cheery and bright
 And, my baby, sleep tonight.”

 I hum the melody until the machine emits its high-pitched signal. I unlatch the plastic 
attachments and toss them onto the nightstand next to the empty crib fitted with forest green 
sheets.

 The chair creaks as I pull myself up. I grasp the handles, enduring the throbbing pres-
sure in my abdomen, careful to protect the pillow as if it’s necessary. I’ve acquainted myself 
with the imaginary infant: her soft head with wispy hairs, her entire essence in my embrace.

 I label the milk with today’s date and sniff the fuming marker before replacing the cap. 
The cool air from the freezer surrounds me. I seize the bottle of pinot noir from the counter.

 Tomorrow’s supply will be tainted.

March 2018, Digital Photography. Kira Olsen-Medina
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The Obel isk 
Benjamin Shindel 

My earliest memories were at its base,
curled up against the black marble
with a blanket, the night’s wind soft on my skin.
Now I see it from a distance, thick, a mile high,
its shadow cast over the horizon by the setting sun,
and I wonder how it ever seemed a comfort.
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N o n f i c t i o n
Hail  Storm

Shiloh Ryker 

 A friend of my husband’s was once depicted as a right-wing, gun-toting “doomsday 
prepper” by the local media. The news outlets sought to paint a picture of him as an un-
hinged, paranoid man to add intrigue to the story they wished to tell. While their portrayal 
was wildly inaccurate, it effectively conjured stereotypes in the minds of many. Everyone 
seems to associate “doomsday prepping” with conservatism, NRA membership, and right-
wing populism. To want to be prepared for impending disaster, one must apparently be par-
anoid and far-right. However, it was Elizabeth Kolbert’s The Sixth Extinction, a piece about 
the mass extinction we are
currently experiencing and its link to human causes, that transformed this Birkenstock-wear-
ing, vegetarian liberal into a prepper.
 The difference between myself and stereotypical “preppers” is that I don’t fear ran-
dom acts of God or a violent overthrow of civilization (although I am not saying either is 
improbable). I fear the overthrow of our climate that is bound to come. While I am not sure I 
will be able to provide our species (or the thousands of others we threaten by merely exist-
ing in our current parasitic state) with any mass-scale solutions for longevity, if I can make 
my own household more stable, sufficient, and prepared, my little family unit might have 
better odds of adjusting as our world dramatically changes for the worse.
 There is something soothing about preparedness to a mind that craves control. As 
the cocoon of our youthful innocence wears off, we begin to see what a dark, unsafe place 
the world we live in in safe. Nothing is a given. Everything is uncertain. As I work toward my 
goals to be more prepared for changes in civilization and our climate, I feel that I am more 
in control of my family’s future. Nothing could go terribly wrong if we have survival supplies.
 Looking up at the circling gray clouds, hovering what seems to be just inches above 
my roof, I mentally take inventory of what I have prepared for disaster. This has been a re-
lentless, unpredictable spring, from multiple feet of snow in March to unforgiving thunder-
storms washing out the roads. These clouds are part of a truly unusual spring. I find myself 
worrying about our unpredictable climate and those foreboding, swirling clouds in my back-
yard.
 My methods of preparedness emphasize both self-sufficiency and stockpiling supplies 
in case the the former strategy fails. The southwest corner of my backyard is occupied by 
four ducks, one bantam rooster, and an assortment of fifteen hens. I upcycled a playhouse-
and the old shed that came with my property to make their homes, and then put together a 
run. They’re responsible for keeping the grass short and bugs down in their area. Although 
I try to keep my diet mostly plant-based, they’ll provide us with an excellent source of eggs 
and pay for their own upkeep through the sale of the eggs we don’t consume. Beside my 
patio is a long, rectangular box filled with all things compostable. The bottom layer is finally 
transforming itself into a rich hummus; our discarded lawn clippings, poultry bedding, lint, 
and produce leftovers have turned into a substance so dark and moist that it reminds me of 
chocolate cake crumbles. Littered along my Kashmir white granite countertops, seedlings 
are sprouting in a variety of containers, ready to be transplanted into my raised vegetable 
beds. In my pantry, there’s a year’s worth of canned foods, paper products, and soaps, along 
with assorted candles, matches, and packets of water. I dream of solar panels, a well, and a 
septic system, but for now, I’m prepared to sustain ourselves without relying as much on 
consumerism. I am self-sufficient, independent, prepared. I feel indestructible.

N o n f i c t i o n
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I dream of solar panels, a well, and a septic system, but for now, I’m prepared to sustain our-
selves without relying as much on consumerism. I am self-sufficient, independent, prepared. 
I feel indestructible.
 “Mama, it raining!” My almost three-year-old proclaims, bringing me back into the
moment.
 The clouds looming above our backyard, swirling around threateningly, are doing 
more
than just raining. I’ve never seen such sinister clouds in Idaho. Suddenly, it seems that all 
my efforts to “prepare” for the worst will be futile. We are all living in paper mache bodies 
and fragile glass houses; they give us an illusion of security, but no matter what we do, we 
will never be infallible. If those swirling clouds start to funnel, my two small children and I 
might find ourselves roommates with the carpenter ants who have recently taken residence 
in our crawl space. I mentally prepare to throw my “emergency laundry basket” (filled with 
food, candles, thermal blankets, and water packets) into the crawl space along with a lantern 
and some blankets, and then hoist my children and myself down there. Idaho isn’t supposed 
to be a place where tornadoes happen, but I remind myself that climate change is real and 
soon nothing will be the same. On the grand scale of our planet, my children and I are even 
smaller than the carpenter ants, but our carbon-hogging ways are just as destructive to the 
planet’s infrastructure.
 “Yes, it is raining,” I reply, trying to acknowledge her in a meaningful way. My tone
emphasizes my enthusiasm, but I’ve robotically regurgitated her words back to her.
 In her magical toddler fashion, Pemberley bursts into song. “It pouring, it raining! 
Old
man hit his head. Wouldn’t get up. The morning.”
 The rain begins to pound on our tin roof so hard it sounds as though God himself 
is trying to break through the roof. The sky darkens. As I turn away from the sliding glass 
door, where my one and two-year-old children stand rapt, the pounding of the rain becomes 
deafeningly loud. I look out the window by the kitchen sink and realize hail is coming down 
in clumps the size of golf balls.
 Golf-ball sized hail is a cliche, but in this instance, it was our reality. I quickly slid my
babes out of the way to peek my head out the sliding glass door. I breathed a sigh of relief 
when I realized my obstinate chickens had all fled to their coop. Hail that large probably 
would have extinguished the lives of my poultry.
 When hail the size of a golf ball graces you with its presence and quickly relents, you
realize it’s a magical moment. The menacing clouds cease their spiraling, instead straight-
ening out into gray wisps. I scroll through Facebook, finding that both my neighbor and my 
husband’s best friend down the street were already sharing the extraordinary experience 
with all their social media friends. Finally, as the pounding ceased its cacophonous sym-
phony on our roof, I grab my children’s chubby, warm toddler hands. I don’t bother to snap 
the buttons on the bottom half of son’s romper, and I ignore the fact that my daughter is 
sporting just a t-shirt and her pull-up. This moment is one to be cherished, filed away into 
their childhood memory vaults. We walk outside to an enchanted world where solid, massive 
balls of ice are littered throughout our yard. It looks as though Mother Nature has thrown an 
Easter egg hunt on the front lawn. Our neighbors come over, eager to share this event with 
another family. It is unbelievable, and we all incredulously hold the balls of ice in our hands, 
waiting to realize it’s an illusion.
 Our fear turns to magic, as my daughter hurls ice balls on the sidewalk with our pre-
teen neighbor children. My son plucks small pieces of hail out of the grass, only to drop 
them when the cold becomes too much for him.
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 After mentioning the ominous cloud, my neighbor takes stock of our surroundings. 
“I just ran out to check the cars, but everything was fine,” my neighbor tells me. He seems 
to be processing it from the same means I am. While allowing our children to wonder at 
Mother Nature’s gifts, we ourselves are preoccupied with worries about safety. 
 I look around to see a world surprisingly unharmed by the hail. My favorite pine 
tree
stands tall in my yard, perfectly coiffed despite her recent battering. My hanging flower 
baskets are untouched. My car is dentless. It is almost like a Christmas snow scene set on 
an alien planet. All is right with the world. What began with a touch of menace leaves only 
a trace of whimsy and wonder behind.
 This evening, I was confronted by the potential for a random act of God to destroy
everything I have spent so much time fortifying. Yet, powerless as I was, magic came from 
this confrontation with my own powerlessness and fragility. “When the rain washes you 
clean, you’ll know,” Stevie Nicks sings in my head, as I amble back into the house with a 
baby on my hip and a little girl’s hand in my own.

This moment is  one to 
be cherished, f i led away 

into their childhood 
memory vaults. 
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 After hours of discussing calculus and operating systems, I notice my phone vibrate with the final-
ity of a Good luck, tomorrow, Ange. I know Andy says this to get me to surrender to sleep. But between my 
drowsy head nods and eyelids fluttering closed, I have one last rumination that I can’t let extinguish in the 
vacuum of my lone mind. My thumbs scramble to catch up to my thoughts:
 We pour so much effort into mapping out weddings, interviews, graduations—comets and
eclipses—because we know these events cause the greatest change in our lives. But I decided
otherwise. The deciding moments in our lives are little constellation conversations. In 
our
interactions with others, we exchange thoughts and emotions, sentiments, opinions,
compassion—little stars—and draw connect-the-dot images across the sky. And 
the most impressionable conversations, the evidently insignificant interactions, 
stay with us, guide us—as would Orion or the Big Dipper. With these inter-
actions, we create something from nothing. These constellation conversa-
tions are seemingly random cosmic collisions of people, networks, and 
ideas. And yet, they hang eternally above our heads, gently nudging our 
lives one way or another.
 My phone buzzes one, final time. Cute, Ange. Now get 
some sleep so you can draw some awesome constellations in your 
interview tomorrow.

 Minutes before conceivably the most critical 
conversation of my life, I run my fingers through my hair 
and anxiously tap my toe under my desk with one thought 
in mind: how, in the world, did I end up here? I intended to 
study political science, I’m not a tech person, and my pro-
gramming skills are limited. I couldn’t have told you even four 
months ago that I would be thrilled about the prospect of moving 
to my new dream city, Seattle, and interning for one of the coolest 
companies on the planet: Facebook.
 In my remaining minute or so before the Facebook interviewer 
is supposed to call, I attempt to trace back days, months, years to pin-
point where, exactly, I picked up this new love for solving problems with 
the click click clack click of my laptop keys. 
 I jump one constellation over in my sky.

 The jumbotron overhead illuminates Melinda Gates’ face, too grand to be 
from a mere human. I’m accompanied here by an audience of almost 20,000 women technologists for the 
Grace Hopper Celebration of Women in Computing. The one thing we all have in common – our jaws 
drop at Melinda Gates’ inspiring speech about how we, women in computer science, will design the future 
of humanity. 
 Oh Melinda, that’s funny. I don’t even know how to code. 
 Nonetheless, when chills trickle down my spine, I resolve, Yes, yes, this is what I want to spend my life 
doing; I want to be a Computer Scientist. I silently thank Andy for urging me to apply for the scholarship to 
attend this conference for women in technology. Heaven knows I wouldn’t have applied for the scholar-
ship if I didn’t have someone to give me a little push.

 Then, I wonder, If I hadn’t met Andy, if he hadn’t encouraged me to go to the Grace Hopper con-
ference, would I still be studying computer science?
 I trace another constellation.

Constel lat ion  Conversat ions 
Angela Foley 

“Gateway to Heaven,” 2016, 5000 x 3333 px, Digital 
Photography. Lucy Song
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 I drive through my finger tips and palms with every ounce of power I have, flex my core until it 
hurts, point my toes, and release an excuse of an exhale. The gym floor lurches beneath me, causing me to 
tilt. I crash land in an exceptionally ungraceful heap. In my recovery, I notice a set of tennis shoes on the 
floor in front of me.
 “Your form is actually quite good. You just need to practice falling over a ton of times.” 
 I look up to find a handsome young man with bright eyes and untamed hair examining my un-
graceful heap. I brush invisible dirt off my pants and push myself to my feet. “I’m Angela,” I say, extending 
my hand.
 “Andy. Pleasure to meet you. You, uh…practice handstands in rock climbing gyms often?”

  With a blush and a laugh, I accept an invitation to climb with him and talk 
to him more. Turns out this wild-haired, hand-standing rock climber is actu-

ally a brilliant researcher who will share with me his passion for computer 
science and capture my affection. Andy and I are “star-crossed” in many 

senses of the word.

          
   

 What if I had not been at that rock gym that night, where I first 
met Andrew? As one constellation shares stars with another, it 

seems quite plausible that not only would I not have met An-
drew, but I would likely not have attended the conference 

where I found computer science, nor received an inter-
view for a programming internship with Facebook.
 I trace one, two, three, four stars, examining a constel-
lation so deep in my memory it almost fades into the 

dark of my sky.

            
 An incoming message, Want to go climbing tonight? lights up 

the screen on my brother’s phone. When my brother lets me tag 
along to the climbing gym, I am giddy with excitement. In time, I 

will discover what I love about climbing: tracing my fingers along 
my figure-eight knot, smearing chalk on my calloused hands, admir-

ing the mountains around me as I drive hundreds of feet of free air 
between myself and the ground... A five-word message sparks my inter-

est in the community, sport, and lifestyle that is rock climbing.

              
  I wait, anticipating my phone to ring with the prospect of a life in 

Seattle working for Facebook. As I finally connect the stars in my head, I silence 
my toe under my desk.
  Now, I wholeheartedly believe that the most impactful moments in life will be, or will seem, 
entirely random. For it is not the eclipses and comets, the reunions, graduations, and marriages, that drive 
the most important change in our lives; it is the faint stars and night skies that hang above our heads each 
day, often unseen and rarely acknowledged. It is the accidental constellation conversations. A random text 
message sparks my passion for rock climbing. A poor attempt at handstands inspires a love and a friend-
ship. A woman on a jumbotron ignites my interest in computer science. These events could very well be 
written in the stars. 
 I exhale.
 With seconds remaining, I have just enough time to realize that this interview could be a
passing comet or a constellation. I do not yet know. What I do know is that our universe-altering mo-
ments often begin with—
“Hello?”

“Gateway to Heaven,” 2016, 5000 x 3333 px, Digital 
Photography. Lucy Song
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M u s i c

F i l m

A c c e s s  t h e  m u s i c  f e a t u r e d  i n  t h i s  e d i t i o n  o f  L u x  o n  S o u n d c l o u d ,  @ l u x m a g . 

Sup Burbs 

Untitled Jazz 

Phillip Scruggs 
aka Wyld Tha Bard 

Louis Dimuro

Sense of Me 

The Others 

Emma 

Mariesa Mahoney 

Samantha Lee

Celissa Pages

A c c e s s  t h e  f i l m  f e a t u r e d  i n  t h i s  e d i t i o n  o f  L u x  o n  V i m e o ,  @ L u x  M a g a z i n e . 
T h e  p a s s o w o r d  t o  a c c e s s  t h e  f i l m s :  v o l u m e 1 5
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S t a f f  B i o g r a p h i e s 
Madel ine  Stul l 

Madeline is currently a junior at Barrett. She studies History with a concentration in Euorpe and has minors in 
Arabic Studies and Civic and Economic Thought & Leadership. In what spare time she can find, Madeline enjoys 

reading, painting, and writing. Her three joys in life are her cat, Charlemagne, her fountain pen collection, and 
eating sushi. 

Asha Ramakumar
Asha is a junior studying Business (Global Politics), Womens Studies, and Health Policy. She enjoys painting, 

cooking, hiking, and jazz music. Asha is also an avid podcast listener and museum-goer. She is interested in the 
intersection between arts and social justice which is why she is so excited for this year’s volume of LUX.

Aryanna Chutkin 
Aryanna Chutkan is a political science major pursuing an accelerated masters in global man-
agement at Thunderbird. She has had art work auctioned at events including the annual Red 

Brunch, and works as a freelance artist in the Phoenix music scene

Anahi  Herrera
Anahí Herrera is a junior majoring in English with a concentration in Creative Writing. She was the Associ-

ate Fiction Editor for Lux’s volume 14 and was the Nonfiction Editor for Superstition Review’s Issue 22. Anahí 
is a proud recipient of the Jules J. Anatole Creative Writing Scholarship (2019) and the CLAS Student Leader 

Award (2017). Her short story “solo un sueño” was recently published in The Acentos Review—a literary magazine 
dedicated to promoting work by Latinx writers. Anahí’s writing explores her Mexican-American identity, loss and 

grief, sexuality, religion, and love in all its forms. She’s in love with experimental narratives, and hopes to con-
tinue experimenting with voice, form, and even film. After graduating, Anahí hopes to work for an independent 
publishing house, obtain an MFA, snag a writers residency, and continue doing what she does best: writing. You 

can occasionally catch her leaving her cave to visit your local bookstore, art museum, or concert venue.

Inbal  G i lboa
Inbal is a junior in the Creative Writing Major, and a Barrett Honors student, with years of experi-
ence in editing short fiction, primarily when it comes to prose with some poetry, and has interned 

as a literary editor before. 

Ranjani  Venkatakr ishnan
Ranjani Venkatakrishnan is a junior Barrett journalism student double-minoring in psychology 
and Japanese, with a dream of traveling the world. Born in Chennai, she moved halfway across 

the world for college. She is the creator and producer of Desi Tunes, Arizona’s only Indian music 
radio show, which she airs on Blaze Radio and was a finalist for two Intercollegiate Broadcasting 

System. Apart from her radio show, Ranjani is very passionate about advocating for mental health. 
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LUX : A unit of illuminance, bright-
ness, or intenstiy 

(noun) 

// F e a t u r i n g  // 
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f i c t i o n
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p o e t r y 
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m u s i c
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