
MMMXIV

page 1

Audeamus
mmxiv



Audeamus

page 2

Audeamus Journal
2316 Olmsted Hall 
Riverside, CA 92521

Audeamussubmissions@gmail.com
(951) 827-5323

Copyright ©2014 Regents of the University of California.   
All rights reserved.
Reproduction without permission is prohibited.
Audeamus (ISSN 1941-7810) is an annual publication of 
University Honors, University of California, Riverside.

Authors retain copyright in their contributions.

Published by
University Honors

University of California, Riverside

Faculty Director

Staff Director

Assistant Director

Student Development Coordinator

Student Development Coordinator

Student Development Coordinator

Program Assistant

Dr. Richard Cardullo

Gladis Herrera-Berkowitz

Aaron Bushong

Latoya Ambrose

Jane Elizabeth Kim

Emily Nudge

Mayra Jones



MMMXIV

page 3

AUDEAMUS
University of California Honors Journal
ISSN 1941-7810

Volume Eight        MMXIV
Editor in Chief (Fall)

Editor in Chief (winter/Spring)

External Marketing Lead

Internal Marketing Lead

Lead Designers

Editors

Staff Advisor

Taylor Gipson

Zachariah Zendejas

Nicole De Silva

Rachel Leeper

Danni Wei

Raymond-Tan Tran

Adrianne Blackwood

Nicholas Lorenz

Sapir Levin

Anagha Madgulkar

Melissa Mikail

Christopher Sanchez

Dainese Santos

June Sham

Jane Elizabeth Kim



Audeamus

page 4

Contributors

Lindsay Anderson
UC Riverside

Kevin Baeza-Cervantes
UC Riverside

Adrianne Blackwood
UC Riverside

Jennifer Bloomquist
UC Davis

Alisa Bokyo

UC Berkeley

Lauren Cave
UC Riverside

Ivan Copado
UC Riverside

Samantha Granados
UC Riverside

Haebitchan Jung
UC Berkeley

Matthew Kanemori
UC Riverside

Deborah Kim
UC Riverside

Angela Parnay
UC Davis

Joshua Schiff
UC Santa Barbara

Evan SooHoo
UC Davis

Raymond-Tan Tran
UC Riverside

Alexandra Villamor
UC Riverside



MMMXIV

page 5

Dear Reader,

I have never written an “Editor’s Letter” before, but I suppose that part of this is trying to find 
a way of telling you, the reader, the state of this year’s journal. One of the things, though, that has 
always been on par is the design of the journal – that and the submissions of this year’s journal. The 
design for this year’s journal is Steampunk, a subgenre of Science Fiction that provides an alternate 
version of Victorian London. The journal that you hold in your hands is the product of hard work, 
dedication, talent, and passion that is found throughout the UC system and amongst the Audeamus 
Board. There were 103 submissions to the journal from 7 of the 9 UCs, spanning from research to 
art and displaying the talent of the students.

Though my time in Audeamus has been brief I must say that the book that you are holding is 
the culmination of the work and dedication of students throughout the UC system, including the 
Audeamus Board. My time as Editor-in-Chief has been brief and one that I did not expect to have, 
and during this time I have the opportunity to get a look behind the proverbial curtain. The pre-
vious Editor-in-Chief, Taylor Gipson, unfortunately had to leave the journal for personal reasons. 
However, in her time as EIC Taylor laid the groundwork for the journal, organizing our Reading 
Day, preparing our Board, and taking care of the logistics of the journal. 

So, in that spirit, I would like to say that being Editor-in-Chief of Audeamus has been a reward-
ing experience. This has been a challenge that I was presented with, and though I did not initially 
go after this position I have found that the best experiences in life are the ones that you do not seek 
out, but thrown your way. It is scary being given something that you are unfamiliar with, but that’s 
the grand excitement of it all – doing your best in unfamiliar territory. In doing so you will find 
talents that you never knew you had, friendships that you didn’t think were possible, and experi-
ences you only hear of in passing. 

Editor’s Letter
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I would like to thank the entirety of the University Honors’ staff for their support and good 
humor in this endeavor. I would like to give a special thanks to the Audeamus advisor Jane Elizabeth 
Kim for her constant attention, persistence, unwavering support, and her mentorship for the leads 
and the journal board. Thank you Jane! I would like to thank Taylor Gipson for her hard work and 
time for the journal. I would like to thank the submitters from across the UC system who have 
contributed in creating diversity among the submissions, and congratulate the authors who made 
it into the journal. I would like to thank our board for their patience and dedication to making this 
journal a success as well as our leads for being flawless. I would like to personally thank my friends 
who have listened to me talk about the journal at every opportunity I could. And, I would like to 
thank you, the reader, for investing your time in reading this journal. 

It has taken me a long time to write this letter; so, I would like to finally say this: Farewell, dear 
reader, and enjoy the talents that have crafted and filled this, the 2013-2014 Audeamus Journal.

Con Amistad,
Zachariah Zendejas
Editor-in-Chief, Audeamus
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He Loves Me, He Loves Me Not
Lindsay Anderson | Riverside | Fiction

The day that I met him, I started painting.   
Now don’t get me wrong—I’m far from being 
a Picasso or Monet.   In fact, I wouldn’t even 
consider myself a modern Jackson Pollock.  
My girlish scribbles, while beautiful in my 
opinion, will never be purchased by LACMA or 
the Getty.  I don’t know where I got the idea.  
Maybe it was the girl I babysit, or that stupid 
rom-com marathon, or those fairytales that 
my parents used to read to me every night.  It 
doesn’t matter I guess.  It’s just the fact that I, a 
responsible almost-lawyer, am indulging in a fit 
of self-delusion mixed with a large helping of 
self-indulgence.  

You see, I am painting a daisy.  Not just any 
daisy, but a daisy nonetheless.  I add one long, 
magenta petal every single day – he loves me, 
he loves me not.  The problem is that after 472 
days, I am running out of room to squeeze in 

petals.  Today, there is only room for two or 
three more.  I could either make one large 
petal, two normal sized petals, or two normal 
petals and one tiny one.  So, which do I choose?  
Does he love me or love me not?  Perhaps more 
importantly, how do I feel?

I met him 472 days ago, which you know 
already, but I think that it bears repeating.  It 
is the longest relationship that I have ever been 
involved in.  I brought him home right after 
I met him.  I know that sounds promiscuous 
(and it probably was), but I have always avoided 
commitment, so my decision is complicated.  
I can’t walk away from something that I have 
always wanted, but I also can’t keep something 
that I should never have been given.

He has sandy blonde hair, adorably scratchy 
whiskers that tickle my lips when I kiss him and 
beady eyes that should be creepy but that I find 

I met him 472 days ago, which you know already, 
but I think that it bears repeating.
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irresistible.  He nibbles his food, which used to 
be cute but now is slightly annoying.  He is busy 
at night—constantly on the move.  I hear him 
running in the bedroom next to mine every 
night, the equipment squeaking with every 
saunter.  It’s gotten to the point that I can’t 
sleep without the sound of movement in the 
next room.  Why is this decision so difficult?

My major problem is that he never talks to 
me.  He doesn’t so much as nod or shake his head 
in response to my incessant questions.  I should 
expect it by now, but it hurts every single time.  
He never was talkative, but based on what I 
had seen on television, I just assumed that he 
would eventually open up about his feelings.  
I was wrong; he just stares.  His beady eyes 
have become increasingly disconcerting, and I 
struggle with my doubts about his affection.

I feed him much better than I eat myself.  
I make almost constant runs to the produce 
department.  Bell peppers, carrots, broccoli, 
apples, leafy greens—basically any vegetables 
with double letters in them.  He is picky about 
his food, so much so that he didn’t eat well 
for the first month that he stayed here.  Once 
I figured out the double letter thing (with no 
help from him!), things got much better in 
our house.  My brilliant plan was to offer him 
delicacies from A to Z starting with artichokes 

ending with zucchini…26 days later I was no 
closer to finding something that would please 
him.  On day 27, I was still unsure what to 
do.  I wandered through the produce section 
aimlessly until I noticed the apples.  Apples: 
double “p”.  Broccoli: double “c”.  Carrots: 
double “r”.  I was onto something.  Finally, he 
ate everything on his plate.

Suiting my mood, Day 473 dawns grey 
and dreary.  I go through the motions.  I chop 
bell peppers, dice carrots, blend broccoli, and 
mash apples.  Leaving the smorgasbord just 
inside his door, I turn to the painting.  Calmly, 
I squeeze a dollop of bright magenta paint onto 
my stained pallet, reach for my brush and ask, 
“So Henry, do you love me or do you not?”   His 
response—the same as yesterday and the same 
as the day before—is his annoying nibbling.  I’m 
unable to decide, yet I add a skinny petal, wash 
off the brush, and put it away.  I trudge over to 
the cage, remove the empty plate, and pat the 
beautiful sandy blonde head before turning off 
the light and heading off to face another day of 
this ceaseless wondering.  
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 “Let your fountain be blessed,
 and rejoice in the wife of your youth,
 a lovely deer, a graceful doe.
	 Let	her	breasts	fill	you	at	all	times	with	delight;
 be intoxicated always in her love.”   
    
      -Proverbs 5:18-19

The Consumation
Kevin Baeza-Cervantes | Riverside | Poetry
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With this act, we keep love constant and true,
Our love restored with a tender violence;
I die to myself and know peace in you.

For barren and broken, my heart knows the rue
Of lust, ruin, and the carnal disgrace-
With our act, we keep love constant and true.

Anoint the bed, with holy human dew,
And kindle cold veins in soft concupiscence:
I die to myself and know peace in you.

I hold you, hallowed by the moon’s white hue,
And kiss your breast, loving the mortal scent;
With this act, we keep love constant and true.

T’was sublime courtesy had sewn our two
Souls, brought us into the height of essence-
I died to myself and knew peace in you.
My heart’s consent has surrendered to you.
I have found my home, my blesséd solace.
With this act, we keep love constant and true;
I die to myself and know peace in you.

2013
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I inherited the Kill Devil Hills hardware 
store in 1902 at the age of nineteen.  In the 
eight years I’ve owned it, it has become a kind 
of bait shop, too.  Coffee cans of fresh-caught 
worms and grubs line the shelves of one wall—
opposite the boxes of nails, bolts, screws, and 
nuts.  Cluttering the rest of the shop are fishing 
poles, hammers, tackle boxes, screwdrivers, 
lobster pots, paint cans, buckets, saws, nets, 
and boat varnish.  The whole place stinks to 
high heaven of sawdust and fish guts.  But in 
all this time, despite all the changes, I’ve never 
tired of the view.

On fair-weather days like this one, when 
the ocean is all slickcam and still, I go sit at the 
workbench outside and sketch the gulls flying 
over the water.  Wings spread out to the side, 
catching the wind.  Feet tucked in close.  Heads 
tilted from one side to the next, following the 

wind’s direction.  Shoulders dipped up and 
down, then held still for a glide.  

I’ve nearly finished the drawing when 
a folded up piece of paper slips out of my 
notebook.  It almost blows away before I 
grab it.  I unfold it, even though I’ve reread it 
about a hundred times since I cut it out of the 
newspaper a month ago:
May	14,	1910.		Earlier	this	month,	the	Wrights	

announced	their	decision	to	move	The	Wright	School	of	
Aviation	from	Montgomery,	Alabama	to	the	Huffman	
Prairie	Flying	Field	in	Dayton,	Ohio.		Orville	Wright	
has been training students as pilots since March—

I fold the article back up and tuck it into 
my coat pocket.  I’d seen the Wright brothers 
almost seven years ago, on December 17, 1903.  
That day, I’d walked from Kill Devil Hills over 
to Kitty Hawk because I was supposed to be 
picking up some supplies for the hardware store.  

Flight
Adrianne Blackwood | Riverside | Fiction

But in all this time, despite all the changes, 
I’ve never tired of the view.
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When I walked past the beach, I saw them fly.  A 
man and his giant winged contraption had leapt 
off the top of a sand dune and, for twelve whole 
seconds, the wind lifted them up.  For those 
twelve seconds, all the air just slipped right 
out of me.  I forgot how to breathe.  I couldn’t 
even blink because I knew that as soon as I did, 
everything would vanish quick as a dream.  

But the dream stayed with me.  When I read 
the article last month—hell, even as I read it 
now—it still gets me right discombobulated.  
My stomach starts tangling itself up into knots, 
as reckless as the old housecat in my mama’s 
knitting basket.  If I wasn’t so dirt poor, I’d 
probably do something crazy.  Like sell my 
house and the hardware store, hop on the ferry, 
take two trains to Ohio, and apply to become 
a pilot.  

“Mornin’, Nicholas!” Cyril calls, making 
me jump in surprise.  “Sorry.  Didn’t mean to 
startle you, boy-o.”   

He rests his fishing pole against the wall and 
sits down on the bench next to me, stretching 
his short legs out and folding his arms over his 
ample stomach.  Like all the other fishermen, 
he wears in a flannel shirt and overalls.  A flat 
cap perches jauntily over his wispy white hair.  

 “It’s alright.”  I close the notebook and 
stick it into my tool bag.  “I’m almost finished 

repairing your lobster pot.  It should be done 
by tomorrow.”  

“Never mind about that, boy-o,” he says, 
waving a hand, “Did you hear the news?”  

I tell him that I haven’t.  I’ve been too busy 
fixing his damn lobster pot.  Cyril laughs, and 
tells me that I’ve got my head too high up in 
the clouds to pay attention to anything anyway.  
He’s right about that; even I’ll admit it.  There 
isn’t much that holds my attention down here 
on the ground.

“Well, we’ve got ourselves a new neighbor,” 
he continues.  “Some dingbatter bought the ol’ 
Simmons house.”

“A foreigner?  Where’s he from, then?”  
“Not him, her.  It’s some French woman.  I 

saw her moving in yesterday.  She was standing 
‘round in the yard with a cane and bothering 
the moving men.”  

He doesn’t know much else but he does 
know that she hadn’t gotten anyone to fix up 
the place before she moved in.  Shaking his 
head, he says that the crazy old lady won’t stay 
there a week unless she hires someone to make 
some repairs.  

We moved on to talking about the weather 
and fishing, but the news got me thinking.  The 
old Simmons house is a wreck.  Nobody’s lived 
in it for sixteen years because the whole thing 
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looks like one bad storm will knock it clean 
over.  If the old French lady wants to fix it up, 
it’s going to be right costly—and if she hires 
me, I’d be sure to make a profit.  Before I know 
it, my heart is flopping around in my chest like 
a landed fish.  I might have finally found a way 
to earn enough money to move to Ohio and 
join the flying school.  

***
The old Simmons house is only a stone’s 

throw from the ocean, standing high up on 
stilts to keep it above flood level.  Over the 
years, the posts have started to rot, making 
the whole structure slant to one side.  The 
house itself doesn’t look much better.  Shingles 
from the roof litter the yard and most of the 
shutters hang all whopperjawed, clinging to 
the windows with one hinge.  The pale blue 
paint has started to flake, revealing the white 
underneath, and in some places the white has 
worn away to show gray.  A couple of window 
panes are missing and have been stuffed with 
cloth from the inside to block out the cold.  On 
the porch, some of the wooden boards have 
been knocked loose, making gaps in the floor 
and in the overhanging roof as well.  Why some 
little old French lady would want to buy it, I 
haven’t the foggiest.  But doubtless she’ll be 
grateful for a helping hand.  

Just as I’m about to brave the climb up the 
rickety porch steps, I hear the low haunting 
notes a piano.  Curious, I climb down from the 
steps and follow it, walking around to the back 
side of the property.  There, among the posts 
that support the house, I find a woman playing 
a piano.  

She’s around my age, probably a year or 
two younger than me, but there’s a wooden 
cane leaning against the bench within easy 
reach.  She’s got hair the color of strawberry-
lemonade—the palest shade of yellow with the 
barest hints of red in it.  It falls all the way down 
her back in messy curls, like springs popping 
out the back of a clock.  There isn’t any sheet 
music in front of her but she doesn’t seem to be 
paying much mind to what her hands are doing 
anyway.  Her face is upturned, her eyes looking 
up at the sky.  

I take a couple steps back, putting one of 
the thicker posts between myself and her.  Why 
hadn’t I thought to clean myself up before I’d 
come over here?  With a grimace, I rub my 
hand along my chin, scowling as prickly stubble 
scratches against my palm.  Then I catch sight 
of my hand.  It’s streaked with dirt all over, 
with fish guts squished underneath the nails 
from when I’d been cutting up bait.  My shirt 
has also got signs of fishy-ness with a line of 
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blood on one sleeve and little bits of glittery 
scales peppered down the front.  To top it off, 
my hair has been tossed all around by the wind: 
it’s sticking up in strange places like a bird has 
been nesting in it.  With a sigh, I pull my cap out 
of my back pocket and slap it onto my head—
trying to hide my scruffy brown hair.  All I can 
do is hope that she won’t notice the state I’m in.  

Tentatively, I peek around the post and 
then take a few steps forward.  She doesn’t 
even glance at me but her head tilts to the side, 
reminding me of a bird listening curiously for 
the next breath of wind to soar away on.  She’s 
got freckles dusted all across her nose and eyes 
the color of the ocean on a foggy morning.  But 
there’s something different about her eyes.  
They seem unfocused, like she’s looking past 
the things in front of her toward something in 
the distance.  They’re not vacant or empty, just 
unseeing.  And then it hits me.  She’s blind.

“What do you want?”  she asks suddenly.  
Her voice is just as melodious as her music— 
quiet and lilting—but her accent is so thick I 
can scarcely understand her.

 “I’m sorry to bother you, miss.  My name’s 
Nicholas Fogg.”

“Élisabeth St. Just,” she says shortly.
“Pleasure.”  I reach up to doff my hat.  

“Forgive me for asking, but what are you 

playing?”
She still doesn’t look at me, entirely focused 

on the music.  “A piano.”  
Judging by the smirk on her face, she’s being 

rude on purpose.  I’m fairly certain I haven’t 
done anything to offend her—if anything, I’ve 
been the picture of model behavior.  Well, hell 
with that.  If she’s going to be all prissy and 
hoity-toity, I’ll just have to knock her down a 
few pegs.  

“I meant, what piece of music are you 
playing?”  I ask, crossing my arms.  “Is it one 
that’s easy for blind people to learn?”

Her fingers fumble, spurting out a note that 
doesn’t quite belong—like the honk of a goose 
amid the chirping of songbirds.  Scowling, she 
corrects the mistake and continues playing.

“It is one that even a backwards hillbilly 
should recognize,” she retorts.  “Moonlight 
Sonata by Beethoven.”  

“Maybe you’re playing it wrong.  ‘Cause I 
sure didn’t recognize it.”  

Élisabeth stops playing and turns to face 
me.  “What do you want?  Say it and go away.”  

“Fine.  I just wanted to know if you—” 
“No.”  
She snatches up her cane and rises from the 

piano bench.  Sweeping her cane in front of her, 
she marches towards the front of the house—
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taking my dreams of flying with her.  Damn it.  
Swallowing my pride, I step in front of her to 
block her path.  

“Look, we’ve obviously gotten off on the 
wrong foot.  I didn’t come here trying to offend 
you—”

“You succeeded remarkably well for 
someone who was not trying,” she retorts, 
trying to get around me, “Move, please.”  

“You just got me so riled up, is all,” I 
continue, blocking her way again.  “I mean, the 
whole reason I came over was to offer—OW!” 
The end of her cane jams into my foot, crushing 
my toes.  I hop around, swearing under my 
breath, and she continues past me towards the 
stairs.

“It was lovely to meet you, Monsieur Fogg,” 
she calls over her shoulder, her tone dripping 
with sarcasm, “Adieu.”

***
Three days later, the bell over the door 

jingles against the wood and Cyril walks into 
the shop.  I say hello without bothering to look 
up from the birdhouse I’m fixing.  I place a 
nail in one corner of the roof and raising my 
hammer to pound it in.

“Mornin’, boy-o!” Cyril greets me, leaning 
against the counter.  

I bring the hammer down and then raise it 

again.  “How’s the lobster pot holding up?”
“Good morning, Monsieur Fogg.”  
At the sound of Élisabeth’s voice, I jump 

in surprise.  The hammer misses the nail and 
smashes my thumb.  It hurts like the dickens 
and before I can stop myself, I start cursing a 
blue streak.

“Language, lad! There’s a lady present,” 
Cyril scolds, grinning from ear to ear.  

I bite my lip, shaking out my hand as though 
it’ll wring the throbbing out of my thumb.  
Finally, I manage to calm down enough to 
wish her good morning, my face flushed with 
embarrassment.  She nods, the corners of her 
mouth just barely turned up.  

“Cyril was kind enough to escort me to 
your store.  He assures me that you are the best 
handyman in town.”

“I’m the only one.”
“Yes, I know,” she sighs.  “Would you be 

willing to make a few repairs at my house?  I 
can pay—” 

“Fifty dollars.  Not up front, but I would 
like it all by the time the job is done.”  

Élisabeth chews on her lip, looking 
downright aggravated.  “Thirty.”

“Fifty,” I insist.  “It’s how much I need to get 
to Dayton, Ohio.”  

Cyril shoots me a surprised look and I 
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shrug.  I’d never told him about wanting to 
attend the Wright Flying School because I’d 
never thought I actually could.  But with fifty 
dollars and what I’ve already got saved, it might 
actually be possible.

“Fine,” Élisabeth agrees, “Deal.”
Grinning, I take her hand and shake it.  

“Deal.”  
“I will expect you at ten o’clock tomorrow 

morning,” she declares, as she snatches her hand 
back.  “Do not be late.”

***
I spend every day of the next two weeks 

reinforcing and bracing the posts underneath 
the house.  Élisabeth tries to help as often as 
she can, handing me tools from my satchel or 
holding pieces of wood while I hammer it into 
place.  While we work, we get to talking.

“So what brought you from France all the 
way to North Carolina?”  I ask, heaving a length 
of wood into place.  Élisabeth passes me the 
hammer and then leans against the wood to 
keep it in place.  At first, I worry that she won’t 

answer, but then she sighs.
“Back in Paris, I wanted to be a famous 

pianist,” she admits, “I thought if I worked hard 
enough and wanted it badly enough, I would be 
hired to play in concert halls.  But that is not 
what happened.”

“But you’re a wonderful musician!” I protest, 
leaning around the post to stare at her.

She smiles ruefully.  “That is what I told 
them, but they kept finding ones who were 
better.”  

I bite back a laugh.  “So you came here?”
“Yes.  I wanted to go somewhere where 

I could play my music in peace and not be 
bothered,” Élisabeth answers.  She raises her 
eyebrows at me pointedly.  “You can see how 
well that worked out.”

This time, I don’t check my laughter.  
Élisabeth lets a small half-smile grace her lips 
but doesn’t join me in laughing.  Instead she 
walks over to the piano bench, sweeping her 
cane in front of her.

“What about you?”  she asks, taking a seat.  

It hurts like the dickens and before I can stop myself,
I start cursing a blue streak.
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“Why do you want to go to Ohio?”  
I finish securing the post and then sit down 

next to her.  “I want to be a pilot and The Wright 
Flying School is in Dayton.”  

“A pilot,” Élisabeth repeats, a laugh hidden 
in her words.

I flush, feeling the heat rising in my face.  “Is 
that funny?”  

“No,” she answers thoughtfully, tilting her 
head to the side.  “But now, I understand why 
Cyril told me that you always have your head 
in the clouds.”  

***
The next week, I build a shed for the piano.  

The movers told Élisabeth that it was too heavy 
to make it up the stairs and, even though I 
fixed the stairs two days ago, they still aren’t 
up for handling that much weight.  With the 
weather being how it is—always changing from 
hot to wet in less time than it takes a raccoon 
to swindle a hound pup—Élisabeth worries 
that a storm will ruin her piano if she leaves it 
unprotected.  So, to keep it safe from a flood, I 
build a platform a foot off the ground and then 

heave the piano up onto it, one end at a time.  
Once that’s done, I nail up some walls and cover 
the whole thing with a roof.  

Almost as soon as I’ve finished, Élisabeth 
tells me that she wants to check the “acoustique” 
of the shed.  I don’t know what that means but 
when she sits down and starts playing, I think 
the music is just as good as before.

Underneath her hands, tuneless notes 
change into a song.  She changes too when she’s 
focused on the piano.  Her face softens, making 
her look younger and less hostile.  But the rest 
of her, instead of relaxing, tenses up.  Tendons in 
her wrist flex with the movement of her fingers.  
Elbows stretch straight before dipping back 
close to her ribs.  Shoulders blades stick out in 
sharp angles, shifting up and down.  Her head 
nods, following the music.  She is an extension 
of the sound—a living, breathing song.  

“Beautiful,” I declare without thinking.  Her 
fingers are a beat late hitting the next note.  I 
hastily correct myself: “I meant, the music is 
beautiful.”  

She sits back, the piece finished.  “Would 

But now, I understand why Cyril told me that 
you always have your head in the clouds.
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you like to try?  It is not hard.”  
I make some sort of horrified choking noise, 

caught off guard.  “S-sure.”
Hearing my reluctance, Élisabeth actually 

smiles at me.  A real, honest-to-goodness, 
nose-wrinkling, teeth-showing smile.  It’s so 
surprising and so pleasant-looking that I leave 
off protesting and just sit down next her.  

“Put your fingers on the keys and close 
your eyes.”  Once I’ve done what she asks, she 
continues.  “Do not overthink it.  Just play.”  

I open my eyes, frowning.  “You want me to 
wing it?  But it won’t sound right.”  

“I should think ‘winging it’ would be what 
you are good at,” she retorts, “This is how my 
father taught me.  He always said that you must 
feel for the music first.  You must get a sense 
of it and it of you, before you begin to worry 
about things like knowing which note is which.  
Music is de le cœur.  Of the heart.”  

“That’s very nice and all but—” 
She rolls her eyes.  “I will help you.”  
Without saying another word, Élisabeth 

repositions my fingers against the cold ivory 
keys and then rests her hands over mine.  Before 
I can pull away, she starts pressing down on my 
fingertips, guiding me through the music.  The 
music sweeps up in a crescendo and then falls, 
the high notes bleeding into the low notes—
tumbling through the air like terns diving into 
the ocean.  The strings inside the piano set the 
whole thing to vibrating, the sound sneaking 
up through my arms and making my bones 
hum.  I close my eyes, wondering if this is what 
flying an airplane feels like, with the engine 
purring and the wind rattling the frame.  Our 
hands glide over the keys, flitting between the 
notes like butterflies drifting amongst flowers, 
and the music swells up again.  I want to soar 
with it, feeling lighter than air.  Then Élisabeth 
weaves her fingers through mine and tugs out 
hands away, letting the crescendo descend.  
The last notes fade, winking out like the stars 
at dawn.  We sit in the silence, our hands still 
linked together between us.

“De le cœur,” she says after a moment, turning 

I close my eyes, wondering if this is what flying an 
airplane feels like...
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my palm upwards.  She brushes her fingers 
against the calluses and scars on my skin, like 
she’s reading Braille.  

I clear my throat, my voice cracking.  “Well, 
thanks, but I’m still no Beethoven.”  

Élisabeth struggles to keep a straight face 
but then bursts out laughing.  It’s the first time 
I’ve ever heard her laugh and I can’t help but 
smile.  

***
Three days later, I pry up a loose floorboard 

underneath my bed and pull out the tin can 
that holds all my savings.  After we painted the 
outside of her house today, Élisabeth gave me 
some more of the money that she promised me.  
Not bothering to wash off the specks of dried 
paint on my hands, I sit down at my kitchen 
table and count it all up.  

I’ve got a little more than eighty dollars 
saved and, once Élisabeth gives me the twenty 
dollars she still owes me, I’ll have near about 
a hundred.  One hundred dollars to start my 
new life.  I’m so close to becoming a pilot, I 
can almost feel the wind blowing across my face 
and hear the sound of the propeller whipping 
around.  

***
A week later, Élisabeth has me fix her 

kitchen sink.  Rolling up my sleeves, I lie down 

on the floor and then wedge myself underneath 
the sink.  She sits nearby, waiting to pass me 
any tools I ask for.  The problem isn’t hard to 
figure out—one of the pipes is rusted over 
and has a jagged crack in its side that’s leaking 
water.  Gritting my teeth, I hook the jaws of 
the wrench around the pipe and pry it loose, 
dropping it onto the floor next to me.  

“Is this what an airplane looks like?”  
Élisabeth asks suddenly.  

I wriggle out from underneath the sink 
and then sit up to see what she’s talking about.  
She’s holding my notebook—which I’d thrown 
into the bag with all my tools—open on her lap 
and is running her hand down one of the pages 
that I’d doodled on.  I lean over to see which 
picture she is talking about.

“Yeah.  How’d you know that?”
“You press very hard when you write.  I 

follow the lines and it makes it easier for me to 
imagine it in my head.”  

I dig a pencil out of my satchel and then take 
the journal from her.  Pressing down as hard as 
I can, I draw a picture for her and then pass the 
notebook back.  She traces the lines, the silvery 
sheen of the pencil lead sticking to her fingers.  

She smiles.  “This is my house, yes?”  
“Yep.  It looks much better now than it did.”  
“Thanks to you, of course.”
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“Obviously,” I tease.
Élisabeth laughs and holds the notebook out 

to me.  It hits me then how difficult it must be 
for her.  To not be able to see where she is or 
what is around her.  She’ll never see a bird fly, 
or watch fireflies flickering in the trees, or have 
her breath taken away at the sight of the ocean 
stretching on for miles.  She’ll never see a smile, 
a sunrise, or the stars shining in the night sky.  

“Nicholas?”  
“Sorry,” I apologize, finally taking the 

notebook from her.  “What else would you like 
to see?”

***
Two days later, I’m up on the roof patching 

up leaks and putting the shingles back in the 
right spots.  Élisabeth, fearless as usual, sits 
with her feet dangling over the side of the 
gutter and her cane within easy reach.  Every 
now and then, she hands me another shingle or 
more nails.  

“I fell off a roof once,” I tell her, taking a 
break and coming to sit beside her.

“What happened?”  she asks, handing me my 
canteen of water.

I take a sip and then grin at her.  “I was seven 
years old and I was trying to catch a cardinal.  
It’s a kind of big red bird—”

“I know what a cardinal is,” Élisabeth 
interrupts, knocking her shoulder against mine, 
“It was in your notebook.”  

“Alright.  Well, the cardinal was perched 
on our chimney and I thought it would make a 
great pet,” I continue.  “So, I took a ladder and I 
climbed up onto the roof.  I took four steps and 
then I slipped and fell.”  

“Were you hurt?”  Élisabeth asks.  
“Broke my nose and cracked my head open.  

I’ve still got a scar over my eyebrow and my 
nose will always be a little—” I fall silent as she 
reaches towards my face.  

Her fingers find my jaw then drift over to 
linger on the crooked bridge of my nose.  Then, 
sweeping my hair away from my forehead, she 
lays her palm flat against my cheek with her 
fingertips just touching the scar.  

All the air slips clean out of my lungs and 
I think I can hear my pulse thumping against 
my eardrums.  The rhythm is fast but steady, 
counting out the number of seconds that we 

It hits me then how difficult it must be for her.
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sit here unmoving.  When it reaches twelve, 
Élisabeth finally speaks.  

 “Imbécile,” she sniffs, letting her hand fall 
away from my face.  “Even at seven years old, 
you should have known better.”  

I swallow hard, pulling myself together.  
“You’re telling me that you’ve never done 
something ridiculous?  Ever?”  

“Never.”  
“Then maybe we should fix that,” I declare, 

taking another sip of water, “Maybe I should 
take you fishing one of these days.”  

“Why is that ridiculous?”  she asks, wrinkling 
her nose in confusion.  

“You trying to fish would be ridiculous,” I 
tease.  

Élisabeth elbows me in the ribs and I fling 
myself to the side, like I’m about to fall of the 
roof.  She grabs the back of my shirt, her eyes 
wide with panic, and I burst out laughing.  With 
a scowl that barely conceals a smile, she swats 
me on the arm and calls me an imbécile again.

***
The next week, I decide to oil the hinges 

on the kitchen cabinets so they won’t squeak 
when Élisabeth opens them.  It doesn’t take 
very long and afterwards I try to find something 
else to do.  But there isn’t anything.  I’ve already 
made a shed for the piano and fixed the stilts, 

the shutters, the stairs, the windows, the 
floorboards, the sink, the porch, the roof, and 
even painted the whole dang house inside and 
out.  After almost two months of fixing things 
and seeing each other every day, we’re done.  
Élisabeth has a good-as-new house.  And I’ll be 
headed to Ohio.  

“Élisabeth, there isn’t anything left to fix.”  
She nods, her knuckles turning white as she 

grips the handle of her cane.  “I thought not.  I’ll 
go get your money.”  

Before I can say anything else, she walks 
down the hall and into one of the bedrooms.  I 
look around, comparing the room to the way 
it was before we repaired everything.  I almost 
wish I could unfix all of it—I’d have a reason to 
stay longer.  

Élisabeth comes back with a small glass 
jar full of money.  It’s mostly loose change but 
there are a couple of bills too, stuffed in at the 
top.  She counts the money out and then puts it 
back, sticking what’s left into the pocket of her 
skirt.  Wordlessly, she holds the jar out to me.  I 
don’t take it.  

“Is something wrong?”  I ask, unsettled by 
her silence.

“No,” she replies, “Here, take the money.  
Good luck in Ohio.”

“That all?”  
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She takes a deep breath.  “What else should 
I say, Nicholas?”

Anything.  Something.  I want her to tell me 
that she doesn’t want me to go.  That she wants 
me to stay here with her because nothing will 
seem right if we’re not together.  And I want 
to tell her that flying isn’t the only thing that’s 
important to me anymore.  That somehow, 
amidst all the arguing and the teasing and the 
bantering, she’s managed to worm her way into 
my heart.  Without her, my life will be missing 
something.  

Élisabeth tilts her head to the side.  Her dark 
blue eyes seem to stare right at me, waiting for 
an answer.  Looking at her, I lose my nerve.  

“Say you’ll think of me when you play 
Moonlight	Sonata,” I tell her finally.  

Her chin quivers—so slightly it almost 
looks like nothing more than a flinch—and she 
clamps her fingers over her mouth.  I almost 
change my mind then but when she lets her 
hand fall away, her jaw is set.  She places the 
money into my hand and opens the front door 
for me.  I step out onto the porch, all the words 
I want to say pressing against my lips.  

“I will think of you when I play Moonlight 
Sonata,” Élisabeth says, mustering up a half-
hearted smile.  “Goodbye, Nicholas.”  

She closes the door.  I’m left stranded on 

the landing, feeling gutted like a fish that’s 
been sliced open from gills to belly.  I’ve half a 
mind to bang on the door say all the things I’m 
thinking.  But I don’t.  With my fingers wrapped 
around the money I need, the glass cold against 
my skin, I can’t seem to move.

My heart wants me to tell her how I feel but 
my head won’t let me.  Because, when it comes 
down to it, I’ve only known Élisabeth for a 
couple of months.  I don’t know if she feels the 
same way, and I don’t even know what I would 
do if she did.  Besides, my heart also wants to 
fly.  It’s wanted that for years—far longer than 
I’ve known Élisabeth.  There are no doubts and 
no chances for heartbreak when it comes to 
becoming a pilot.  

My feet stay planted, unwilling to walk 
back but too cowardly to walk forward.  There 
is no right choice—I will lose part of myself 
either way.  

I take a half-step towards the door, raising 
my fist to knock.  

Then I turn my back and trudge down the 
stairs.  With every step, the coins in the jar 
jangle hollowly against the glass.  
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Bright flash of color
gliding on the breeze
held aloft by translucent
wings that stare downward
matching the twinkling blue 
innocent eyes.  

Gentle fingers stretch
upward to feel
the freedom and grasp 
the sunlight curls 
spilling messily
over tiny shoulders.

The paper-thin membranes 
snatched from the sky
crumble and break
into shards of twitching
hues sighing with the wind
         fleeting and fragile beauty
she murdered that day.

Butterfly
Jennifer Bloomquist | Davis | Poetry
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My Home Is Old VIllage, 
My Home Is White Snow
Alisa Bokyo | Berkeley | Acrylic

Drawing and painting in different mediums—including watercolor, oil 
painting, chalk, and ink—has played a significant role in my life.  According 
to Romantic artist Eugene Delacroix, “What moves men of genius, or rather 
what inspires their work, is not new ideas, but their obsession with the idea 
that what has already been said is still not enough.”  Indeed, my own art allows 
me to think more critically about any issue.  It enables me to look at an idea 
from various angles and realize that there is more room to grow.  My artwork 
helps me to both look at the world through a different lens and develop good 
visual memory and creativity.  

Nature is one of my biggest inspirations.  I admire the world around us.  
Unfortunately, there are fewer places that remain untouched by humans.  
Nevertheless, I grew up close to nature; I was always taught to both 
contemplate and enjoy it without altering it.  In this acrylic painting (50x60 
cm), I have tried to achieve geometrical and black-and-white balance to 
express a harmony of human creations and the natural world.  I attempted to 
convey nostalgia by depicting a young woman visiting her old home.  Acrylic 
texture allows me to make a clear gradation of a gray tone to pure white to 
dark black; this establishes an interesting graphical look.  
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This project was my very spontaneous tribute to the popular, young, rising 
star, Benedict Cumberbatch.  I’m very fond of charcoal and shading.  The 
contours, highlights, and shadows of the world make a never-ending mystery 
out of life; one where the mind is caught between a world of the things it can 
see and the obscurities that it cannot.  Coupled with this idea, I have an affinity 
for drawing faces.  Each one is a little bit different with a mixture of seemingly 
perfect organization yet a crude imperfection as well.  I hope this to be the 
start of a collection of pieces of a similar nature.  Though a vast majority of the 
piece is black and white, I wanted the eyes to really stand out, so I opted to 
change mediums and filled in the irises with a water soluble metallic colored 
pencil.  The paper itself, believe it or not, is an ordinary cardstock with a waxy 
sepia finish.  If I had to pick out one feature of the piece that posed a challenge, 
it would have to be the sweater that he is wearing.  It took longer than his 
entire head to complete, but I’m happy with the result.  

I hope that I was able to capture the soft, editorial, gentlemanliness that 
Benedict Cumberbatch brings so often to our movie screens.  The piece 
itself will soon be a gift to a family member, if not only to show how much I 
care about her, then also to make a little more room in my ever- expanding 
portfolio.  As always, this piece, and any other piece that I create, is not for my 
own glory, but for His.  Hope you enjoy! 

Mr. Cumberbatch
Lauren Cave | Riverside | Charcoal and Colored Pencil
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Dad’s hands dove into the lit grill.  He 
shifted coals like I would move ice cream in 
a freezer.  His fingers felt for the perfect coal 
to put on top of the pile, pressing one after 
another into his palm.  The hands leave the grill 
rojo like a tomate shredded in a cheap salsa 
maker.  Red lines brought out by the intense 
heat in his asador show off a lifetime of scars.  
Scars I desperately want to ask about, but he is 
my Cucoy, the boogeymen of Casa Copado, so I 
keep my mouth shut and wonder.

Maybe he was in Mexico City, when good old 
Presidente Gustavo Díaz Ordaz sent his snipers 
to off a few hundred rambunctious students, 
and saved one.  There he was, pressed up against 
the cement building.  Sweat dripped from his 
small brow—he was only eight, but Ma Amparo 
always said dad was un demenio—armed with 
only a homemade slingshot and pebbles.  The 
shots rang out across Plaza Tlatelolco.  He jetted 

across in the mad scramble, got the girl, and ran 
out the only exit but got a horrid scar as a going 
away present.  Of course he never told.  The 
man only narrowed his aglet-sized eyelids like 
he was dormido, and said something insulting.

There are always those who dare to approach 
Pop anyway; cousins, uncles, and brothers that 
can’t stand to be left in the dark about how his 
hands can play with lit coal.

“That’s for it can have un sabor bruto, 
Güey!” Dad says.  

He never looks at the person.  They could 
have been covered in lighter fluid and ignited 
by one of “El Chapo’s” lieutenants, sent to 
Casa Copado as a reminder to never return 
to Michoacán—mom’s home state—and his 
eyes would never rise.  Not that he had much 
love loss for his southern neighbor.  “They give 
jóvenes bonitas, but they turn smart,” is the 
most he says of his wife’s home.  His eyes never 

Sunday Barbecue
Ivan Copado | Riverside | Nonfiction

Red lines brought out by the intense heat in his asador 
show off a lifetime of scars.
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leave el asador.
El asador, that made the smell of cooked orange juice, Corona, 

cinnamon, and spicy chorizo dance a wet jig on any tongue.  I watched 
Dad’s calloused hands shift the red embers for the perfect flame.  Practiced 
motions for a man whose immediate response to trouble involved a belt 
called tu	Christmas.  A scowl on his face, plump bottom lip jutting out, and 
eyes narrowed to watch for the perfect color, as if a smile could break 
concentration.

Water stained pictures from before he crossed show a boy with shaggy 
black hair, and a I-wonder-what-I-can-get-away-with smile.  A new goat in 
his hands, smile.  A bucket full of grain for the cows, laughing smile.  But 
on this side he wears a face that would make Presidente Ordaz falter.  It 
has so much power that my friends asked constantly, “Why does your dad 
hate me?”  Or “did I say something?”  I wanted to shout that there is no 
reasoning with El Cucoy, but my friends were scared enough by his stare 
to worry about monsters.

“Na man, that’s just my Dad.”  
By twenty-six I knew nothing about the man but his asador wall, tough 

hands, and that scowl.  I had never asked how he got so dark, when his 
brothers were the color of raw oatmeal.  Where he learned to make a 
patio forest from pink hibiscus, yellow sugar cane, and an avocado weighed 
down by black stones.  Why could his bare hands grab lit coal?  Instead, I 
turned towards the woman seated beside me, fork midway between her 
plate and hungry mouth.  

I gulped down some water, and breathed in the air fattened with the 
vapors of dad’s meal.  Planted my feet into the chalky white cement slab 
that the Copado’s called a patio, like I was about to get tackled by my four 
hundred pound brother, and asked.

“Madre, can you tell me a story?”  With Mom you can’t speak more 

Orange

Juice

Corona

Cinnamon

Spicy

Chorizo
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Spanish than what you are capable of.  Dad is 
different, es hombre de rancho, a man whose 
education stopped at third grade to help on 
the family farm.  Mom on the other hand went 
to Mexico City in her formative years.  She 
received “una education appropiada para una 
señorita.”  I can imagine her feathered hair 
caressing the wind, making lovesick Chilangos 
crash into one another.  A smug look on her 
face—the one I inherited—telling all who 
approached “if your pockets have pesos and not 
dollares, don’t even try it.”  A farmer may have 
stolen her heart but you don’t try his Spanglish 
with her.  Na, behind that broad forehead is 
housed a brain that takes up arms against those 
who would dare diminish her language.

“Que tienes mijo?”  Dad was in the corner of 
his forest, leaves the size of paddles blown by a 
breeze, casting that creepy shadow King writes 
about when a clown is about to kill you, holds 
my tongue.  She smiled though, and the sinister 
branches became pink ridiculous flowers again.  
She has these smile wrinkles that always ease 
tension.  Like a holy instrument bestowed by 
God she wields to make anything better.  When 

Dad grabbed tu	Christmas to share his opinion, 
she always came in right after.  Singed aloe vera 
filled my room with an earthy smell.  Her hands 
played the part of curandera for my body to 
counter Dad’s special parenting skills, and that 
smile eased my distressed mind.

“Well, I was wondering how dad got to 
California?”  I said.

She chewed slowly, glanced at the back of 
Dad’s head, as if to send a message through eye 
contact.  “Preguntale a tu papa,” she said.  “It’s 
him you’ve been watching all night, no?”  Her 
fleshy face jiggled at her amusing thought.

I know that was Spanglish.  My mom, for 
all her virtues has always needed to correct 
others.  Try to say “así-na” around her: first 
she will interrupt your dialogue with “Así no 
es”, a heavy emphasis on the í—ee sound for 
my English speaking brethren—and finish 
with a curt “you weren’t creído en un rancho.”  
Try to do the same to her, she will zero in on 
you, smile still present, and let you know that 
Spanish is her language; she is just helping make 
yours—English—better.

My fork slipped out of my swampy hands.  

Dad is different, es hombre de rancho, 
a man whose education stopped at third grade 

to help on the family farm.
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The look and words were expected.  Hell it 
was a foregone conclusion, but still I longed for 
General Mom to storm Dad’s Alamo-like walls.  

“Wait, what?  Na-No, I-I can’t!” 
I managed to stutter out, my fingers groping 

for the dropped fork, praying she didn’t notice.  
She leaned her body towards my father.  

Excess flesh pushed through the openings of 
the green plastic chair.  He heard the creak of 
plastic and sunk his hands back into the waiting 
embers.  She saw the fork.  Knew my dad well 
enough to know that he was no mudo, so she 
did what her cowardly son, sweating like a 
gigolo at Sunday Mass, could not: spoke to the 
stoic hands toying with the fire.  

“Cano, ven! Your son has a question.”
“No, don’t worry Dad,” I said through that 

nasty dryness all cobardes facing their fears 
know intimately—number one on my list, 
Dad.  “I don’t have a question.  Actually, want 
me to barbecue so that you can sit down, or eat, 
or something?”  

His shoulders stiffened—like a coat hanger 
was stuck in his faded blue “Los Doyers” 
shirt—at the mere mention of an unbaptized 
man in the ways of the asador left in charge of 
his glorious altar.  His eyes never left the meat 
though, they just moved faster.  Each finger 
kissed metal before they left a spot, to make 

certain ese sabor Bruto was not killed by the 
flame.  

Mom had called him.  Told him that I wanted 
his attention.  Yet there his hands were, locked 
in a baile de amor with the meat.  My mouth’s 
dry spell worsened.

“Preguntale mijo! Why are you afraid?  
You can’t sit there quiet Ivan, ya no eres 
niño.”  For a second her smile faded.  The 
wrinkles straightened to a dark line lost in the 
disappointed look I am sure La Llorana gave 
to her kids right before they went for a swim, 
which the two men in front of her were getting 
in equal measure.  “You want to know,” she said 
louder, “Make him hear you!”

I stared at the fork on the table, as if at any 
moment it would burst into flames.  “I’m not, I 
mean come on, Mom, how…”

“Ay, men and their insecurities.”  My hope 
for spontaneous combustion grew when she 
said that.  “Cano, come here.  Your son wants 
to know how you came to El Norte and I won’t 
tell him.”

He gave mom’s freshly-ground-coffee skin 
the same look reserved for those who approach 
his sanctuary, then turned to me.  “I-Van,” my 
dad’s gruff voice emphasized the I the way we 
do in English, and Van in his accent.  “Que sabes 
of crossing Güey, nada right?  You no know of 
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the cameras y guns those people have around 
the fence.  Que sabes of the colonias built in 
dumps all over Tijuana.  You wanna know how I 
come?  It start for me in una cajuela.”

Dad had never spoken to me like that.  
Shouted pendejo, hijo de tu ___, and the 
occasional bola, but never anything that made 
it easy for me to approach the Cucoy down the 
hall.  Here was my shot to talk to him like a 
man, and what did I do?  Did I stand up and tell 
him I didn’t know nada about what it was to be 
an immigrant, but I sure would love his insight.  
Maybe went ahead and asked about the scars?  
Of course not, I made a dumb joke.  

“How big was the guy who stuffed you in a 
trunk, pop?”

“You no pregunta I-van, you let talk since 
you wanna know so bad” he said.  “Los coyotes 
pushed me en the cajuela and parked it for seven 
horas.  El smell of oil and gas all over me.  Y esos 
pinches cabrones left me en that cajuela during 
the fucken summer.”  He rubbed his hands as 
if oil were left on his palms.  “Pero tuve luck.  
They let me out and give me my zapatos.  Se 
reían because I had to walk to a casa in Anaheim 
120 miles away.”  

His voice trailed off.  Eyes looked at God’s 
asador setting in the west.  Blues, yellows, and 
reds made brighter by the smog that suffocates 

his new city.  He held his hands.  Covered the 
one with a scar, an old pink line puckered at 
the end from some kind of heat.  A rescue from 
our words and the memories of oil and dirt was 
what he craved, except I could not let him go 
silent.  

“What was the house like Pop?”
“I-Van, you no know nada about mojados.  

We don’t get the pick of houses when we go 
to anywhere.  Estávamos trienta hombres y 
Mixtecs en that pinche house de two rooms.  
Sleeping on tile, carpet, and pinche dirt.  Nadie 
cared.  Trabajamos before the sol came out, 
and got home after.  Sweaty y covered en dirt, 
without los nice showers you have.  Nadie cared 
I-Van.  Nadie.”  

 “Where’d you work Pop?”  I asked before he 
fell silent again.

“Onde quería.  Construccíon in the desert 
putting pipes down to make the lettuce grow 
in that goddamn sun.  Picking naranjas in 
Riverside, where the organick farmer used the 
kind of fertelizante that burned even after I 
washed mis manos en the same agua that I had 
to drink.  Y la chingadera de Dairy that paid only 
once a month if they didn’t call los cabrones de 
La Migra.”  Dad stood to pull the charred pieces 
of meat from the grill.  His hands hovered over 
the empty spaces as a look fell on his face that I 
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had seen only once.
At three a.m. a stranger’s voice pulled me 

from a sweaty sleep—summer in Riverside 
during a heat wave is not friendly to those 
of us who cannot Spring for a working air 
conditioner.  

“I am sorry”, were the words he chose to 
lead with.

It could have been any one of the thousand 
clichés we all use like fodder to prepare our 
listeners for the inevitable stab of pain, but it 
comes and we can’t stop the blade.  “Ofelia 
Espinoza passed.”  I leapt out of bed.  A waterfall 
after a rainstorm flowed from my eyes.  He was 
up when I walked into their room.  His plump 
lips set in an endless line, fists clenched like 
they were breaking open a walnut trapped in 
its husk.  “She dead, veda?”  I nodded and then 
walked out.  The Cucoy should not cry.

It was this squirrel-staring-at-a-rabid-dog 
look he had, when he turned towards me.  “Era 
una branding iron that burnt my hands I-Van,” 
he turned his palms towards me.  “Aqui.  That 
line, abajo de mi middle finger, is a burn.”  

“I had to catch a becerro que was going to be 

sell in seis months.  El hijo of the Dairy owner 
held the rope, pero when I get close with the 
iron ese hijo de la madre let go.  It crush me 
against la gate, pero no help while it crush my 
hand.  Y the iron was so hot.  The owner call La 
Migra while one of the trabagadores wrapped 
my hands.  That is ser un inmigrante, I-Van.”  
His voice broke with that last word.

“Pop, I didn’t know.  I mean…” My voice 
disappeared as I took his hand to stare at the line 
that could have been part of a B, P, or another 
letter, but was now a constant reminder.

The sound of bleating goats brought us back 
to the hibiscus forest.  I felt like Juan Diego must 
have felt right before he reached the village to 
show the world the sign of La Virgen.  I wanted 
to keep this to myself a little longer.  To see his 
hands that close without tu	Christmas, but I gave 
in.  “Hey pop, you want some help with the 
goats?  I mean, te puedo ayudar con las chivas?”  

He gripped my hands once and let go.  He 
stood and turned towards the stable, a smile on 
his face where his scowl once was.  “No, why 
you no take care of el asador for me.”

Blues, yellows, and reds made brighter 
by the smog that suffocates his new city.



Bumbledeer 
Creation

 
A man in dirty rags raced down a 

narrow dirt road in a horse-drawn cart.  
The wind whipped the man’s greasy hair 
away from a face that held large eyes.  He 
raced down the way – trees on both sides 
and closing in – while constables chased 
him.  The cart bounced and creaked from 
the abuse it took from potholes and rocks.  
Stolen books banged against the sides of 
the cart.  The horse screamed as the man 
whipped it with the reins.  Faster and 
faster the man went and with each bump 
he grunted.  His rancid breath turned 
into mist in the frosty air.  The road bent 
and turned, the turns became sharper 
the further he progressed, and soon the 
trees had given way to clear skies.  When 
the cart whipped around the bend, the 
constables shouted, and tried to get the 
man to stop.  But they slowed down.  
The chase was too dangerous here.  
The man thought he had won.  His heart 
pounded in his ears and the sound of the 
creaks and groans (of the cart and of him-
self) had deafened him to the constable’s 
cries.  He hadn’t seen the cliff and chasm.  
A wheel snapped and it did not matter 
which one broke because he was too close 
and too fast.  The cart was pulled into the 
chasm.  The horse felt the pull and tried 
to correct but the cart was too heavy 
and by the time the man realized he was 
falling into the deep, it was too late...

*****

A Bird on the Head is Worth 
Two in the Bush

Allow the toast of Paris to 
roost upon your coiffure!
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The Industrious-Pad: 
T a b l e T  of  the F u T u r e

Called the 
“I-Pad” 

by its adoring 
public, 

this device 
wil l  ensure 

that you 
n e v e r

spend an 
unproductive 
moment when 

travelling!
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OMNICANE!
the

GENTLEMAN’S COMPANION

Collect entomological specimens,

p l a y  a  l i v e l y  j i g ,

enjoy a rousing game of Polo,

and keep dry on your evening walk!

All with a single cane!
 Yes,

OMNICANE
   really is the

Stick of the Future.
***********************************************************************************************************

THE CATSICHORD:
Your Mew-sical instruMent

 -and- 
Feline Friend

Play 
IntrIguIng 
MelodIes 

without the hours 
of 

tedious lessons!

Gears and coils sat on a rusted table,  
honey-colored oil and rust mixing together 
to make the table glow dully in the lamp-
light.  On the nearby table made of steel 
and wood lay the remnants of a man.  His 
right leg was a bloody stump while his left 
was scraped and torn to the bone.  His arms 
had been mostly stripped of their flesh; his 
fingers gone entirely save for his thumbs.  
His torso was wrapped in leather, holding 
his innards together, keeping them from 
spilling out.  His right eye was damaged, 
but whole and usable.  His face had been 
wrapped completely in gauzed – no por-
tion had been saved.  When the Doctor 
had unwrapped him, the man was smil-
ing up at him, baring his white and bro-
ken teeth.  The slick and rusty table  was 
stacked with gears and coils and leather.  

*****

***************************************************************
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My piece is a photograph of Santa Monica Pier on black and white film 
that I have developed myself.  More often than not, subjects of my photos 
have been places that I am most familiar with.  I have come to appreciate and 
even prefer the quality of film photographs to digital photographs; through 
this medium, I feel as if I’m able to capture the memory of these places from 
my childhood.  The Santa Monica Pier has been the subject of many pieces 
of artwork and photos: it is an iconic tourist attraction.  I chose this subject 
because it is the town I grew up in.  Though I already had many pictures of 
Santa Monica, this photo allowed me to view this place in my past from a new 
perspective.  Through the lens of my camera, I am better able to appreciate 
my childhood memories.  

Photography has the ability to capture moments in time; my photographs 
are something that can remain constant in our ever-changing world.  The 
medium allows the photographer to immortalize that which is temporary, to 
show people what we see through life’s lens.  At the same time, photography 
allows viewers to see how others view the world and to connect themselves 
to other places, time, and people.  

Santa Monica Pier
Samantha Granados | Riverside | Traditional Photography
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Youth, Ecstasy, and the World: Beyond the 
Postmodern and the Post-Subcultural 
through Rave Culture in South Korea
Haebitchan Jung | Berkeley | Research
Introduction

By the time post-subculture developed into a viable conceptual methodology for analyzing 
youth culture, subcultural theory had become a relic of the past.  It is fair to assume that when 
David Muggleton published his book that centers around post-subcultural theory, Inside	Subculture:	
The	Postmodern	Meaning	of	Style (2000), cultural scholars excised terms like “class-based resistance,” 
“hegemony” and “unified youth rebellion” from the academic vocabulary that had first been 
developed by cultural theorists over a generation ago.  I refer to people like Stuart Hall, Tony 
Jefferson, and Dick Hebdige, who were each responsible for pioneering benchmark theoretical 
models that structure a dynamic interplay between a “dominant [capitalist] culture” and a “resistant 
subculture.”  The theories on their relationship would later be referred to as subcultural theory, 
which was heavily influenced by Hebdige’s seminal text, Subculture:	The	Meaning	of	Style (1976).  
In it, he hints at the eventual disintegration of any countercultural resistance once consumption 
dominates a particular subculture.

If presaging “subculture’s imminent demise” (96) is one central point of Hebdige’s text, then 
there is certainly a similarity between subcultural scholars and the superseding “post-subcultural” 
scholars, including: Andy Bennett, Steve Redhead, and David Muggleton, and Michael Maffesoli.  
Their use of postmodernism on youth culture has yielded arguments, viz., the decline of a class-
based youth culture and the rise of a never-before-seen youth culture of the late 20th and early 
21st century.  The latter culture would be fragmented rather than unified, apolitical than political, 
pleasure-driven than resistance-based.  The formation would also be unstable (due to temporal 
allegiances to one culture by the members), multiple/interbreeding, and always changing through 
the Internet/media.  In these characteristics, post-subcultural theory is starkly different from 
subcultural theory.  
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Yet I contend that post-subcultural theory loses its authority when it is applied to youth 
formations overseas.  At times, its arguments based on postmodernism do not align with social 
realities of non-western states, even ones where (American) neoliberalism or global capitalism 
have infiltrated.  South Korea is an example of a state that is heavily westernized in both economic 
and cultural sectors.  However, scholars from South Korea like Ji Soo Ha and Judy Park do not 
similarly equate fluidity, multiplicity, and hybridity with youth subcultures in South Korea, most 
likely due to the groupist and homogenizing tendencies of the Korean youth.  In fact, Ha and Park 
interpret Korean subcultures through the subcultural theory, emphasizing two unified oppositional 
cultures: the parent culture and the resistant subculture.  The discrepancy between two scholarly 
lines of thought question the applicability of fundamental post-subcultural concepts in non-
western youth formations.  To understand this academic discrepancy, I looked into rave culture in 
South Korea.  Since rave culture is not indigenous to S. Korea, but a part of a transnational youth 
culture that originates from the west, South Korean youth have responded to the culture with 
both delight and uncertainty.  The mixed reactions were evident in their responses to semi-lewd 
pictures of a young western lesbian couple, and in how they regarded western commodities that 
were advertised online and sold on the dance floor.

Analyzing responses to advertised products has become crucial evidence for exploring and 
expanding post-subcultural theory and its related partner: theories on global youth culture.  
Generally, scholars like Douglas Kellner, A.C. Besley, and Rita Lukose have theorized global youth 
cultures as driven by transnational corporations which the aim of integrating youth into western 
capitalism.  Thus, concepts like western cultural and capital expansionism (i.e., globalization), 
glocalization, and hybridity of western/non-western identities are central to their analyses.  In 
this stream of argument, global rave culture in S. Korea can be interpreted as another corporate 
scheme designed for youth to consume, integrate, and hybridize.  However, the language of the 
S. Korean youth reveals that globalization or glocalization is not always the case.  There are clear 
moments when the Korean youth reject western products due the items being cheap, unappealing, 
and untranslatable to the Korean audience.  This idea of rejection through untranslatability is key 
to the second argument of this paper: against what western theorists repeatedly claim about 
global youth culture, online responses that the actual participants of these cultures have given 
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toward western commodities challenge the ideas of both globalization and glocalization that are 
fundamental to western theories on global youth culture.  

(Brief) History of Rave: From Underground to Worldwide 
Rave subculture emerged in the late 1980s in the U.K.  It gained celebrity as a weekly 

underground dance party, attracting tens of thousands of young people from ages 15 to 25 (Sylvan 
26).  Participants of raves (ravers) danced all night to loud, techno-drenched electronic music 
while wearing baggy tracks/parachute pants and t-shirts with rave/anti-establishment messages.  
Ecstasy and MDMA were and still are common items found inside raves, as well as iconic rave 
props, namely: neon-bracelets (kandi), plastic pacifiers, and stuffed animals (Anderson 503).  

Rebellion was one key reason for the drugs, pacifiers, and anti-establishment t-shirts.  The 
items symbolized the unwillingness of the British youth to conform to the mainstream capitalist 
lifestyle, and to showcase resistance to legal, social, and cultural norms.  The unconformity 
signified rave as a place wherein alternative behaviors, language, and lifestyle can be accepted, if not 
promoted; rave, after all, is an acronym for “Renegade Alternative Venue Events.”  One example 
that expressed the renegade message was the rave posters, fashioned by taking corporate logos, 
cutting them up, and reassembling in a manner that disempowers corporate dominance of society 
(“Better Living through Circuitry”).  Another example was the Do-It-Yourself (DIY) ethic, which 
in contrast, empowered dancers through creatively making their own rave clothing, rather than 
relying on vendors to purchase it.  This anti-capitalist act brought about unique fashions, including 
youth wearing an Elmo backpack or donning flashy Kandi bracelets to be exchanged with other 
ravers in a party.  A more radical expression of dissent and alterity was the consumption of drugs, 
which abetted youth to escape reality at a time marked by spiritual and communal alienation.  

But the escape to the above stirred an alarm and attention from below.  From parents to 
politicians, elders were generally concerned about the rave subculture, especially apropos of the 
drug intake.  This led to police raids and other forms of juridical interventions.  For instance, 
when rave spread to America in the early 90s, “The Illicit Drug Anti-Proliferation Act” was passed 
to (primarily) eliminate drug consumption in the rave parties (Ott and Herman 262).  As the 
rave scene began to manifest public appearance, it gradually attracted attention from major music 
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management, promoting, and label corporations.  Western companies like Mama & Company, 
Ultra Music, and Insomniac Events started to promote their own corporatized rave events and 
sign contracts with various DJs, turning them into international superstars.  As the names of 
(western) DJs like Avicii, David Guetta, Feddie Le Grand, and Carl Cox slowly gained worldwide 
recognition, these corporations also started promoting rave events in foreign countries, including 
Czech Republic, Brazil, Russia, Australia, Thailand, Japan, and recently, South Korea.  

The	Global	Rave	Culture
This globality of rave scenes has given rise to a global rave culture—a product of the west that 

is characterized by DJ superstars travelling across the globe to cater music to youth worldwide.  
However, DJs are not the only travellers to raves scenes; youth from all over the world also 
visit foreign nations to dance amongst other “international” ravers in corporatized rave events.  
Corporatization has thus fundamentally changed the very fabric of rave subculture.  Other than 
DJ stardom, corporatization of rave subculture has transformed the dance setting.  Dancing floors 
are now extremely regulated; all drugs and devices that can potentially harm DJs are prohibited.  
Bodyguards and policemen routinely roam around dance floors with their flashlights to check 
for any hazards.  Paramedics stand just outside dancing arenas with their portable beds for any 
kids overdosed with illegal drugs.  Corporatized rave events are also highly commercialized and 
advertised.  Thus, it seems apposite to use past tense to describe rave subculture to distinguish 
it from global rave culture.  Granted, many rave traditions and rituals are still existent (like 
exchanging Kandi beads or consuming drugs), but they have either taken different shape (such 
as the change from anti-establishment clothing to no clothing) or they no longer have symbolic 
significances.  Given all these changes and transformations over time, it is necessary to look into 
what recent scholars have said about subcultures and global youth cultures in general.

Current Theoretical Frames
What has been recently said of transnational youth culture?  Douglas Kellner and Richard 

Khan in their article, “Global Youth Culture,” highlight two divided interpretations scholars have 
generally proposed on the topic.  The first view draws upon and expands Frankfurt School’s 
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concept of “culture industry” to illustrate how transnational youth culture is an “industrialized, 
mass-produced culture…[that] drive global capitalism and attempt to legitimate its aims by 
integrating youth into capitalist system” (1-2).  This proposition emphasizes how global youth 
culture is commodified by current western capitalist conditions so that it can be presented in the 
global market for capital and cultural expansionism.  The expansionism is thought to be successful 
through the global youth who exhibit a similar positive response to western products and identify 
with cosmopolitan western culture.

Rita Lukose is among the scholars who introduce this line of thought.  In her article, 
“Consuming Globalization: Youth and Gender in Kerala, India,” she notes how popular cultural 
discourses today center on “global consuming practices” that youth worldwide uniformly exhibit 
toward western culture and products, whether in the slums of Brazil or rural villages of Africa.  
This uniformity has enabled scholars to distinguish global youth as a clear identifiable social group.  
The youth are the ones who, as Lukose states, “bend to what is understood to be the homogenizing 
pressures of globalization, a globalization fundamentally tied to Americanization” (915).  A.C. 
Besley, in “Hybridized and Globalized: Youth cultures in the postmodern era,” suggests how 
the homogenization is possible because from the early 1980s, multinational corporations have 
effectively located and taken a hold of “multiple identities, differences, desires, and buying power” 
of youth, engendering kids to “now find their identities and values in the marketplace” (167).  The 
key idea here is how the (global) market infiltrates the social fabric and turn youth everywhere 
into consumers.  

If the first view on global youth culture emphasizes globalization, homogenization, and 
integration, the second view highlights the opposite: glocalization, hybridization, and proliferation 
of voices, cultural forms, and styles (Kellner and Khan 2).  These concepts can be traced back to 
Roland Robertson, who in the early 90s popularized the term glocalization: when local sub-streams 
(cultural backgrounds, local experiences) mediate and give new values to global mainstreams 
(media, film, music, commodities, etc.).  Applying this concept to youth formations characterizes 
global youth culture as a hybrid culture that is produced by the dialectical merge between the 
global and the local.  Its domestic and foreign participants give new values to commodities that 
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are advertised by transnational corporations based on their local surroundings.1  Scott Lash and 
Celia Lury, in Global	Culture	Industry	(2007), present this idea by arguing how products circulated 
today are no longer static or “determined by the intentions of their producers.”  Instead, they “spin 
out of control of their makers: in their circulation, they move and change through transposition 
and translation, transformation and transmogrification” (5).

Agency
The notion of transformation is crucial for conceptualizing agency of global youth.  First, it 

is important to distinguish the different roles of consumption in the two views on global youth 
culture.  The first view regards consumption as oppressive and coercive.  Like Lukose suggests, 
foreign youth are pressured to globalize and consume western products.  In this perspective, 
consuming means relinquishing one’s own agency to become part of the hegemonic capitalist 
system.  However, scholars who adopt the second view propose that consumption is de facto 
the site of liberation, identity, and agency.  Take for example A.C.  Besley, who writes: “Youth 
agency…becomes apparent in the positive, constructive way that youth select their cultural/ethnic 
backgrounds and from the media those images and ideas that they want to use in constructing 
an identity” (172).  Those who share Besley’s argument contend that even if there is no way to 
resist or reject consumption, youth are critical and conscious of the choices they make in the 
products they consume, which are informed by their own cultural backgrounds.  Thus, although 
global youth are integrated to the capitalist system, their agency is not lost or limited.  Rather, 
consumption is where agency is located; by constructing youth identity through consumptive 
practices, creativity, individuality, and agency can take place.  
Post-Subcultural	Theory

Post-subcultural theory shares a lot in common with this position on global youth culture.  
Primarily, theorists using post-subcultural theory adopt, if not celebrate the role of global culture 
industry in shaping the identities and lifestyles of youth (Bennett 493).  The term post-subculture can 

1 Allan and Carmen Luke, in “A situated perspective on cultural globalization” (2000), similarly write 
that, “homogenizing effects [in cultural formations] are always rearticulated in social fields where they are 
subject to local and regional force and power” (2).
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be traced back to Steve Redhead (1990), who “perceived as an apparent breakdown of previous 
youth subcultural divisions evident in emergent dance music culture of the late 1980s and early 
1990s” (494).  This theorization is new and obviously different from the previous subcultural 
analyses, which highlight subculture and mainstream culture as two unified and intelligible groups 
opposing each other.  For example, in the case of rave subculture, the loud music, the dance, 
and the costumes all signify in a Barthesian manner a visible resistance against the dominant, 
hegemonic culture.  Because of the common language, behaviors, and goals of ravers, they are 
seen as a distinct collective.

However, post-subcultural theorists began to argue against concepts of homogenization, 
collectivity, and resistance.  Instead, they pushed for postmodern notions of hybridization, 
fragmentation, and proliferation of various youth cultures.  They refrained from considering 
subculture a homogenous social group because members no longer had common social or 
political aims.  Those who participated in subcultures (punk, hipster, goth, etc.) now had 
individualized motives for participation, and even participation was temporal, noncommittal, and 
thus, superficial.  Commodification provides one reason for this change; subcultures, which were 
generally underground communal phenomena, had gotten so commodified, commercialized, 
corporatized that resistance became impossible.  

As stated previously, rave culture is an apt example that illustrates this change through 
commodification.  The times of low production, local DJs, and raves held in the middle of nowhere 
to stave off public attention are no more.  Today, multinational western corporations have taken 
over the rave market.  They heavily regulate dancing spaces, commercialize rave events through 
posters and commercials, and transform anonymous DJs into international pop stars they can 
send all over the globe.  Due to these transformations, raves today can no longer be compared 
with raves back in the 1990s.  The globalization of rave culture has furthered the divide between 
the present and the past; the new listeners and dancers are oblivious to the roots of the music and 
the symbolisms of egalitarianism.  As a commodity, rave has lost its original essence (Raymond).  

With the transformation of rave culture as a suiting example, post-subcultural theorists 
have regarded subcultural theory as outmoded and no longer representative of current cultural 
realities.  In the introduction of Post-Subcultures	 Reader	 (2003), David Muggleton and Rupert 
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Weinzierl express this thought.  I have in mind two specific quotes from the text: 
“Thus while CCCS [Hebdige, Jefferson, etc.] can still be regarded as pioneering scientific 
work, they no longer appear to reflect the political, cultural, and economic realities of the 
twenty-first century” (5)
 
“The sheer diversity and plurality of current subcultural styles, forms and practices 
presented and discussed in this reader bears testimony to [subcultural theory’s] irrelevance 
for the twenty-first century” (6).

The two statements emphasize the universal applicability of post-subcultural theory in present 
time and space.  At the same time, they announce the inapplicability of subcultural theory, as it is 
antiquated, historical, and not postmodern enough “to reflect the political, cultural and economic 
realities of the twenty-first century.”  These claims will be the point of departure for my own 
analyses and eventual criticism of post-subcultural theories and theories on global youth culture 
as a whole.  

Methods
Critiques of post-subcultural theory have already been many, from its naïve celebration of 

the role of global culture industry in shaping the identities of youth, to it being too theoretically 
loose and not cohesive enough to offer a set of analytical and empirical concepts for study of youth 
culture (Bennett 494).  For example, Tracy Greener and Robert Hollands, in “Beyond subculture 
and post-subculture?  The Case of Virtual Psytrance,” argue that, “much of the debate here [on 
post-subcultural and postmodern view on youth culture] has taken place on the terrain of theory 
and critique/counter-critique, rather than in terms of empirical studies” (393).

With this criticism in mind, I have been as empirical as my evidence allowed me.  I have looked 
into global rave culture in South Korea, specifically Ultra Music Festival Korea (Ultra Korea/
UMF Korea): a rave event in South Korea.2  The point of this article is to challenge concepts of 

2 Ultra Music Festival Korea is an annual rave event promoted by Ultra Company stationed in the 
U.S.  It takes place in Seoul, South Korea, and gathers about 50,000 ravers.  Among these ravers, the compa-
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hybridization and glocalization that is universal and fundamental to western scholars and their 
theories of the world.  Evidence for my critique lies online, in the comments section of Ultra 
Korea Facebook page where South Koreans get to express their thoughts on products that are 
advertised.  The products I will observe are Nunettes Sunglasses, Moet & Chandon Champagne, 
Saucony shoes, and t-shirts/other clothing with Ultra logo on them.  Analyzing the language of S. 
Korean consumers on these products will reveal a variety of responses that complicate assertions 
by western scholars on youth studies.

Evidence and Analysis
The first image for analysis is an advertisement of t-shirts, hats, and towels with Ultra Music 

Festival’s logo branded on them.  

ny claims that youth from U.S., Sweden, Japan, China, Ghana, and Kenya were there to celebrate the event 
together (facebook.com/umfkorea).  I will look into the events held in 2012 and 2013.

Image 1: T-shirts, hats, and towels with Ultra Logo
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A total of ten people responded to this advertisement:

Translations on the right reveal mixed, if not generally negative attitudes toward the items 
promoted.  Although some respondents showed interest, the majority found them disappointing 
and unappealing.  The last two comments remark on the substandard qualities of the commodities 
and declare that they will discard the low-value commodities after consumption.  The fifth 
respondent seemed wholly uninterested in the advertisement as a whole and instead, requested 
for the timetable of the DJs’ performances.  

Am I the only one who thinks the design is not so great…

Dislike.

The hat looks fine.

To Hui Won Kim: “Dislike” haha.

I don’t care about this stuff.  Can you just upload the timeta-
ble?

Cool stuff guys.

Expectedly, everything “Official” is disappointing.

[But] the poster and homepage of the website looks really 
nice…
Well, [we can] just use the hat and sunglasses once and throw 
them away.

They’re just for one time use.  
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 Far more (favorable) responses were given to the second advertised item: Nunettes 
sunglasses, which items come from a multinational corporation that claims to make its products 
in Montmartre, France.3

Responses to this item have been diverse.  Out of 41 (from a total of 102) discernable comments, 
25 of them showed interest in procuring the item while 16 did not.  Among the 16 responses, 6 of 
them found the items useless, 3 as expensive, 3 as embarrassing, and 2 as completely uninterested.  
I have gathered a collection of comments from all categories:

3 The corporation is stationed in America, Spain, Japan, Germany, South Korea, etc.
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Interestingly, comments like “I don’t want to wear it, but I still want to keep it to commemorate 
the event” and “What do you mean embarrassing lol.  We just buy it to commemorate the 2nd 
Ultra music event,” illustrate how youth who showed enthusiasm toward the product were also 
aware of its potentially embarrassing, unappealing, and unattractive design.  But they wanted to 
purchase it not for its use or exchange value, but for its sentimental value (to commemorate the 
rave event).  Others found it either too expensive, or untranslatable to their cultural experiences.  
Hence, they declared the item as “embarrassing.”  

If the first two advertisements portray the (un)favorability of the items, the third advertisement 
provides an interesting case of subversion and rejection of consumption.  These instances are seen 
when some Korean youth parodize and mock the advertisement.  Here are some examples of 

I don’t want to wear it, but I still want to keep it to commemorate 
the event

How do I have fun while wearing that embarrassing thing?

Lol.  Where can I use this?!

What do you mean embarrassing lol.  We just buy it to commemorate 
the 2nd Ultra music event.  

40 dollars is way too expensive.  

To Daniel Sohn: We need to wear hot items like this!

It stinks.  Lol.

Who did the design…

What is this…
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responses:

The third and fourth comments parallel the first two remarks: the Korean youth ask, in a sardonic 
manner, if the promoters are also selling “Official Q-tips, earplugs, water and water-guns.”  
Kimchi, Kalbi, Soju, and Kimbap seen in the comments are all items that are usually associated 
with food that Koreans4 consume during outdoor events.  Moreover, these youth appear to be 
voicing the fact that the Ultra Corporation did not advertise any Korean items with the “Official” 
label like the foreign commodities.  The writer of the third comment seems to be irked by the 
general marketing strategy, which he expresses by his derogatory language and his attaching of the 
“Official” with random items (“Official Q-tips, Official earplugs”).  In doing so, he points out the 
randomness of the word “Official” that is bound to every commodity.  Similar sarcastic language 
can be witnessed in the responses to the next commodity to be observed: the Saucony shoes.

4 From this point, the word Korean(s) will signify South Korean(s).  Korean youth with be a short 
term for South Korean youth.
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Other than the repeated satirizing of the word “Official,” one Korean youth’s comment on the 
efficacy of the marketing ploy should be noticed.  By finding the marketing plan ineffective and 
awkward, he himself recommends a possible way for the Ultra Corporation’s marketing division 
to better attract the Korean consumers.  

Analysis 
Observing the language of the Korean youth on different advertisements manifests a plurality 

of attitudes and responses rather than a homogenous and facile eagerness to consume the items.  
Many Korean consumers were enthusiastic to purchase the advertised items, but others bluntly 
pointed out the cheap, unattractive, and useless qualities of the commodities that trouble the 
theories of integration to western capitalism that Rita Lukose highlights to earlier.  The responses 
also problematize the notion that global youth culture is glocalized and hybridized.  The mediation 

Oh! I want to wear them and have 
fun!

I think it’ll be more effective 
if you have one advertisement 
section…It looks more awkward 
forcing every branded item as 
“Official.”
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between global and the local are repeatedly interrupted and rejected by many Korean youth 
who are not interested in consuming western products overall.  Thus, we cannot pin down the 
global youth within the consumer/anti-consumer binary.  Nor can we classify them under the 
third categorization: the hybrid, glocalized category.  Instead, it seems necessary to construct 
a fourth category to accommodate rejection of consumption as one of the viable responses of 
foreign consumers.  In this category, foreign subjects refuse and decline consumption – rather 
than resist it (which falls under the anti-consumer category) – due to the failures of corporations 
to effectively locate and take control over the “multiple identities, differences, desires, and buying 
power” of the potential consumers.  

The tendency to make parodies of products or of consumption should also be included in this 
fourth category.  As the language of the Korean youth demonstrates, many consumers were far above 
the corporate scheme.  They were fully conscious of the Ultra Corporation’s marketing strategy: 
to mark every item as “Official.”  More than awareness, they found the strategy unconvincing and 
poor to their standards that they began to mock and emasculate the corporation by satirizing the 
official discourse.  The humorous request for “Official Kimchi and Kalbi” highlights another failure 
of glocalization and that go against what Besley theorizes; some youth do not “find their identities 
and values in the marketplace,” but instead in their cultural experiences and their backgrounds.  

Jose Munoz’s concept of disidentification is useful in articulating this situation.  Munoz 
proposes disidentification as a strategy to resist hegemony within hegemony by performing 
expected social roles and behaviors, but performing them with such exaggeration, parody, and 
satire, that performers in turn take control of their performances.  In this way, disidentification 
becomes a “mode of dealing with dominant ideology, one that neither opts to assimilate within a 
[dominant] structure nor strictly opposes it” (Perez 124).  Although Munoz originally theorizes 
disidentification to conceptualize agency for queer people of color, using it on global youth allows 
us to understand how parodizing similarly works to subvert corporate hegemony.  Comments like 
“Official oxygen” and “Official Soju” are applicable examples of disidentification.  

However, if one purpose of disidentification is to create subversion through exaggerated or 
satiric performances, such goal cannot be found in the disidentification of the Korean youth.  
Although their language is clearly exaggerated and parodic, it is not charged with social 
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commentaries or critiques to bring about some form of change or resistance to transnational 
corporations or western consumerist lifestyle.  Rather, the Korean youth have dis-identified as an 
apolitical response to the failures of the Ultra Corporation to effectively locate and translate their 
desires as a customer.  Thus, the cause of disidentification for consumers in this case is dissimilar 
to the cause of disidentification for queer and racialized subjects.  

Moreover, the concept of disidentification itself is of a different kind.  As Munoz describes it, 
disidentification signifies appropriating what is established as a way for (minority) subjects to claim 
their agency.  However, disidentification for Korean consumers has less to do with appropriation 
or transformation than an absence of identification.  They cannot identify with certain foreign 
products because the Ultra Corporation did not successfully accommodate local experiences and 
satisfy expectations of foreign consumers.  Even if commodities are consumed, the Korean youth 
has shown that absence of identification with the products still exists (“Well, [we can] just use the 
hat and sunglasses once and throw them away,” “We just buy it to commemorate the 2nd Ultra music 
event”).  Thus, disidentification here is not hinged on politics or performativity or subversion; 
instead, it revolves around gaps of power that result in the inability of subjects to “assimilate to a 
[dominant] structure.”  I call this non-identification: a strategy, conscious or otherwise, to refuse 
or reject assimilation to the dominant structure due to the holes, gaps, and failures of the latter.  
The “non” here acknowledges that the strategy is neutral rather than politically charged, and not 
necessarily instigated for any politically or socially significant aims.  

In my concept of non-identification, agency becomes apparent not in “the positive, constructive 
way that youth select their cultural/ethnic backgrounds and from the media those images and 
ideas that they want to use in constructing an identity,” as Besley puts it.  Instead, it lies in the 
absence and the inability of even this “positive construction.”  In addition, agency does not become 
apparent in the possibility to resist expected norms and behaviors through parody or exaggeration, 
but through the impossibility to accept these norms and behaviors.  This idea of agency within 
non-identification allows us to understand how the integration, hybridization, and glocalization 
can fail in global youth culture.
Back to Resistance

In this final portion, I return to the previous two quotes that began my discussion on global 
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rave culture in South Korea:
“Thus while CCCS [Hebdige, Jefferson, etc.] can still be regarded as pioneering scientific 
work, they no longer appear to reflect the political, cultural, and economic realities of the 
twenty-first century” (Muggleton and Weinzierl 5)
 
“The sheer diversity and plurality of current subcultural styles, forms and practices 
presented and discussed in this reader bears testimony to [subcultural theory’s] irrelevance 
for the twenty-first century” (6).

Juxtaposing these statements with that of S. Korean scholars on S. Korean subcultures produces a 
jarring discrepancy between two intellectual modes of thought on a similar topic.  For example, 
in “Significance of Changing Korean Youth Subcultural Styles,” Ji Soo Ha claims that resistance is 
fundamental to S. Korean subcultures, such as clubbing, skaters, Hip-Hop, and riding.  In one 
section titled “Resistance,” she writes:

Korean subcultures all resist against the older generation and oppressive social atmosphere, 
and desire an abundant and fun personal life…Youths resist against the conservative social 
culture, but still prefer visually comforting colors and thus generally wear neutral color 
such as black, white or gray, and use basic colors like blue and red to add a pop of color 
to their outfits.  Subculture styles are a good tool of resistance for Korean youths, who have 
strong pressures to conform and succeed because of the social atmosphere that is hard on 
those who are different, and have no other outlet of effective resistance and expression 
against society (26; emphasis mine).  

The term resistance is used repeatedly to emphasize its importance among the primary reasons for 
youth participation of various subcultures.  The main force that youth in S. Korea resist against is 
the parent culture, which is conservative and oppressive toward fun and liberation of youth.  To 
make their voices heard, they use specific styles of clothing to symbolize rebellion and resistance.  
Other than symbolic resistance, the Korean youth also participate in subcultures as an outlet to 
relieve stress from academic burdens and cumbersome career expectations.  This discourse on 
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resistance to hegemony through style clearly parallels the claims by subcultural theorists, who 
dichotomize two coherent and homogenous cultures in opposition to each other: subculture and 
parent culture (the older generation in S. Korea).  In her other article where she traces the history 
of subcultural styles in S. Korea since 2000, Ha again affirms that, historically, “Youths also have a 
strong sense of identity different from older generations which they express through clothes and 
actions, and most youth subcultures have a sense of resistance either against society or the older 
generation” (5).  

 Ha’s exploration of Korean subcultures through subcultural theory parallels Judy Park’s 
examination of the same subcultures, including riding, skating, clubbing, etc.  After looking into 
various Korean subcultures and the reasons for youth participation (which are again similar, like 
reliving stress, self-expression, etc.), Park concludes: “Contemporary youth subcultures…resist 
against society and pursue individual freedom and reflect current socio-cultural characteristic, 
too.”  Ha and Park’s mirroring claims on subculture, however, run directly against the recent 
dismissal of resistance and subcultural theory, which undergird post-subcultural and postmodern 
thought.  Two (among many) reasons for dismissal, as implied earlier, are 1) the commodification 
and corporatization of rave culture that render resistance literally impossible, and 2) the shifting 
attitudes toward drugs, from symbolic resistance to a-symbolic, temporal hedonism (as a result 
of the commodification of culture).  For this postmodern reason, Muggleton and Weinzierl call 
for the need for post-subcultural theory in order to transcend outdated subcultural theory and 
to account for the current “political, cultural, and economic realities of the twenty-first century.”  

However, the incompatibility between the western scholars and the non-western scholars 
are evident in the way they analyze subculture.  Ha and Park are not the only scholars who 
challenge the universality and the authority of post-subcultural theory.  Greener and Hollands, as 
introduced previously, also question postmodern values attached to subculture.  The two scholars 
look into global rave culture in Goa, India.  After gathering and analyzing extensive empirical data 
on the topic, they contend that:

[Global rave culture in Goa] is not characterized by intense postmodern fragmentation 
rather than being a divided, temporally specific and depthless culture (Baudrillard 1988; 
Red head 1993), it appears to possess a rather common set of values, and contains elements 
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of a rather cohesive and homogeneous culture (particularly around the commitment 
towards the music and a common value system) (22).

In their perspective, the rave culture in Goa is not divided because there is a “common set of 
values” that resists the culture’s internal fragmentation, temporality, and depthlessness.  Instead, 
there is cohesion and homogeneity.  It is plausible to use the same argument of cohesion on global 
rave culture in South Korea.  Historically, South Korea has been a conservative society with a 
Confucian background and strong groupist tendencies.  Groupist tendencies refer to the fact that 
Koreans value togetherness with friends or families more than independence from them, and have 
done so historically and traditionally.  Tradition may explain how Korean youth, according to Ha 
and Park, might have resisted fragmentation of the rave culture.  By extension, it allows answers 
why Ha and Park might have analyzed Korean subcultures through subcultural theory, since it 
is relevant and reflective of current socio-cultural characteristics of S. Korea.  Thus, rather than 
thinking Ha and Park’s analyses as irrelevant and outdated, we should instead think about how 
post-subcultural theory regarding global youth culture might overlook cultural and historical 
differences of non-western states, which ends up challenging western theoretical paradigms.  
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 Our iron gate rusted
 Immovable unlike neighbors

  Our love marches, on and on, ant by ant

No matter how much I . . . I fear we’ll never
 Know . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .
Your tiny eyes bark, judging my
 Kindergarten scars lark on bed of wood chips when I
 Lost my best friend.  12 years later, at a high school 
 Football game, bleachers pounded then lips unearthed
 His crush on me. Then silence.  
 Too heavy nor was I ready or ever will
Carve initials apart feels like electrical tape

  Elastic as our love stuck lifetimes away

Ashy flesh darkens, tickles the heavens 
Brittle like your mother’s baklava  and
All the layers make me feel of onions shedding
All the time       without . . . 
 I’ll scrape your pain  if you
 Itch my addiction   my submission.
Fuckin’ just did yard work yesterday for another five hours 

A Lifetime of Carvings
Matthew Kanemori | Riverside | Poetry
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  You could’ve felt calloused hands.
Dirt smells of washed hands
You’re bleeding, don’t you see?
And my cigarette won’t let me smell you
  All the time crutched  between fingers
Invisible like air—the only constant  between us

  A wasteland sky held snowflakes fell on Hiroshima
  Our hands a chain-link fence
  Separates you and me
  Unlike kids

I want to climb your limbs, but it’s too frail

  And we could never break it off . . .
  “GET ON THE TRAIN before you miss all of them”
  Sun rises or sets its mysticism

I was full of stars and stripes   you were stuffed with regret
Dig a grave and watch over me like my mother never did . . .
 Your strength losing me; you smell that, remember now?
  But I never returned
   The call of war left us a coffin, a living room
  Wait for me to massage 
 My breaths against your back, your neck.
“After awhile you abandoned
me”—No, I died—“I did, too.”
 A dash of cinnamon permanent
  on morning coffee
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  on evening hot cocoas 
 Will always be cold kitchen floors
 Brim of lone nights accompanied by
 Candlelight . . .
  “But, am I still beautiful, do you still love me?
 We used to paint our home with all the coats you peel off
Now my splinter will stick in you”

  I’m living proof
  Of dying
  My soul weaker
  Than my soles
  Now my feet hurt
  Even traffic can’t
  drown out hum
  Of our shadows.
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He was a boy who knew the secret to hope
How it rose like wafts of steam from fresh bread
How it grew like a sapling from his heart
Strong and limber, fed off the streams of love
Even the occasional shock of pain
Failed to deter the branching of his dream
 
Bitter nights he ate green fruit of his dream
Hard and tangy but filling, spurting hope
In the corner of his attic of pain  
Watching his mounds of dough turn into bread
He thought to himself, there is no such love
Like fragrance of bread soothing a heart
 
He once let her feel the weight of his heart
Her silhouette fold the ends of his dream
His first tarte aux fruits tasted like young love
Its sides seared from uneven heat but hope
Never ceased, nor drew his heart out of bread
It sidled close to the homeless man Pain
 

Bread of Dreams
Deborah Kim | Riverside | Poetry
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As an old man he saw love equal pain
Her caresses kneaded deep in his heart
His belated strokes concealed in his bread
The patrons ate and wept, soaking his dream
Remembering times they were robbed of hope
And yet despite loss, those who stayed in love
 
All around the world, they wished to taste love
His spicy ganache spring tears of old pain-
To their eyes, a crème brûlée singing hope
Cream-filled puffs that rose from stomach to heart
Fillings that summoned lovers from a dream
Things he could knead into a loaf of bread!
 
Instead of dread they began to taste bread
Instead of missed crumbs, Swiss chocolate love-
Baked in loaves, stuffed with butter cream of dream
Pressed and strained from ripe apples of pain
The man who knew how to bake from the heart
Refused to prune the branching of his hope
 
Smells evoking words escape from his bread
All that came to him softly in a dream
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You could tell the tourists apart easily.  Their 
glowing red and yellow ponchos contrasted 
with the dull sky and drew the last rays of 
summer from the darkening clouds.  Their 
rubber boots, still unscuffed and new, squeaked 
as they sloshed through the shallow puddles.  
Their hands, burdened with water-flecked bags, 
somehow found the ability to wrap themselves 
around the thick curve of an umbrella—their 
shelter from the unwelcome wetness.  Every 
time, the vibrant blooms of plastic burst from 
their wrappers even before the first droplet hit 
the ground.  

Each of them held a map of the city.  The 
paper was clenched so tightly in their fists that 
their knuckles faded to white.  They were afraid 
of losing their way, I knew, afraid of the life and 
consciousness that coursed through the city’s 
every breath.  It was alive.  They feared that the 
tangle of streets would pull them into its heart 
and ravage their sense of direction.

Surges of residents rushed through the 
streets, walking alongside the tourists and 
their vivid attire.  Donning their earthy 

browns and greys and blues, the residents had 
become perpetually moving fixtures in the 
landscape, hardly visible against the grey-tinged 
colorlessness of the buildings.  Only their 
eyes—small dark pupils ringed in white—were 
perceptible as they rushed by walls or signposts 
and swept in disconnected throngs down the 
streets.

Residents’ eyes darted back and forth as 
they watched the tourists stumble by.  The 
foreigners’ bodies were thrown off-balance by 
their heavy loads, their gazes were glued to the 
map’s folds.  Even if they glanced up from the 
water-resistant paper, the tourists could not see 
those native to the city; the residents blended 
almost seamlessly into their surroundings.  

Sometimes even the residents fumbled in 
their pockets for their own battered maps and 
coaxed the stiff creases to open once more.  The 
maps were safety nets, though residents had 
no reason to avoid the allure of the labyrinth.  
Those who had lived in the city long enough 
knew its bends like an old friend, and they 
traced the circuitous routes mindlessly with a 

Rainy Day
Angela Parnay | Riverside | Fiction
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lazy finger.
Still, in this cascade of constant motion, 

the residents would often find that losing 
themselves was an unexpectedly easy task.  
Unlike the tourists, who could see themselves 
clearly against the unfamiliar landscape, the 
residents could discern only their surroundings 
and the faded blurs of other residents whirring 
by.  They could not locate themselves in the sea 
of dullness, or place their whereabouts among 
the bland buildings rising around them.  They 
required the maps to find themselves.  

I watched them flow by, a river of dark 
studded with brightness.  They moved briskly, 
impelled into motion by some innate desire 
to arrive at their destinations, hardly daring to 
avert their eyes from the road at their feet or 
the map in their hand.  Amidst the squeak and 
shuffle of traffic, I barely heard the soft patter 
of rain falling on the clear umbrella over my 
head.  I tightened my fingers around the handle.

I used to long for a map, to yearn for the 
refuge of delineated streets and preset routes.  
I had been offered one once, before the morass 
of paths had engraved itself into my mind and 
soul.  In my arrogance, I waved it away.  The 
seller had looked confused, as if the oncoming 
deluge of darkness had warped his hearing as 
well as sight.  How could I, a stranger to these 
parts, endure the night without knowledge 
of my whereabouts?  How could I know that 
I hadn’t wandered too far, or too freely, or 
too deep?  Perhaps led by obstinate pride, or 
recalcitrance, I refused.  Besides, I didn’t need 
it.  I had nowhere to put it, no pockets, no 
bag—no space for even a scrap of paper.  

But this city was not the same.  I had stood 
here before, yes, although the similarity between 
then and now was merely a mirage.  It had been 
another city, a different and separate tangle 
that mirrored the pathways with unparalleled 
precision.  In that seething metropolis, the 

I watched them flow by, 
a river of dark studded with brightness.
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crowds strolling past had contained more color 
than darkness.  In that bygone age, the raindrops 
had felt more like gifts than bullets.

The street corner glistened with the fallen 
water, sparkling in the dimming light with 
a teasing incandescence.  The people strode 
past, oblivious to the dazzling array.  I stared 
at the teeming street for a long moment, and 
I felt the familiar ache inside.  It came faster 
and more often these days, this urge to remain 
stationary and watch the scintillating light 
and the unceasing flow of passersby.  I longed 
to embrace the motionless in this world of 
movement.  I suppose that it is a price of age to 
yearn for the past.  A price of life.  

Still, I resigned myself to the certainty and 
inevitability of movement.  Just before plunging 
into the stream of figures, I reached my hand 
out from beneath my umbrella, and allowed the 
rain to pool in my cupped palm.  



 He was once a com-
mon thief, stealing little trin-
kets here and there to get by on 
the streets of London. It was not 
until he came across an antique 
store that held a book in a locked 
glass case that he discovered the 
value of the written word. He 
sold his stolen discovery in the 
dark underbelly of London to a 
woman who paid a hefty price 
for it. He began stealing more 
books considered valuable, and 
became quite good at breaking 
into mansions with dusty, rot-
ting libraries. In his thefts, he 
discovered the value of paint-
ings as well, and learned how 
to trade them for their worth. 
But he never kept anything for 
himself. His philosophy was that 
art (whether books or paint-
ings) were best kept by those 
whose purses could properly 
demonstrate their appreciation.

******

He’s not just a toy...

HE’s WUNDERDOG
a friend for life!!!

No More Pet Cemetaries!

No more children crying over pets!

All par ts r epa rab l e .
Bat t e r i es no t inc luded .

No potty training needed. 
He only poops gold.

This is just too good to be 
true!!! It’s just getting 

ridiculous now!

Bow! Wow! Bow! Wow!
What's this?? He can flyas well?!!
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The 
Amazing

G r a p p l i n G H a n d
Whether it be an arrant hat set sailing by the wind 
or an adventurous child on a mischievous march, 
you can retrieve what you cherish without leaving your chair.  
T h e  A m a z i n g  G r a p p l i n g  H a n d 

puts the remote in your control.

The cart was scattered along 
twenty yards of its collision spot.  
The horse was found in piec-
es.  The constables searched the 
wreckage for a body once there 
was enough daylight to get to 
the bottom of the.  They found 
it wrapped around a tree, buried 
under old books.  They wished 
they hadn’t.  He was mangled.  
He was alive, though, so that was 
something.  A barely-there pulse: 
enough to salvage.  They pulled 
the body from under the bush 
and books, with as much care as 
they could have for the scoun-
drel, and placed the broken body 
in  the Doctor’s stretcher.  They 
had to be careful not to lose too 
much of him – there was only so 
much that the Doctor could re-
place.  The constables got their 
miracle.  The books were safe.  
There was nothing miraculous 
about the body they retrieved.

*****
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Tackles, HITS, and neurofibrillary tangles: Chronic traumatic 
encephalopathy in the National Football League

Joshua Schiff | Santa Barbara | Research
Objective: To review the various features of chronic traumatic encephalopathy (CTE), including 
clinical presentation, neuropathology, and possible risk factors.  This study will also examine the 
high correlation between competing in the National Football League (NFL) and acquiring CTE.  
Using this information, my report will present the NFL with a recommendation to assist in CTE 
prevention and research.
Methods: This report summarizes the major studies done on CTE.  Two of Dr. Bennet Omalu’s 
case studies are presented, respectively representing the second and third officially documented 
cases of CTE in a former NFL player.  Included is information from a study by Dr. Kevin Guskiewicz 
that associates play in the NFL with CTE development.  I predicated my recommendation upon 
the research summarized in the paper.
Results: After carefully reviewing information on CTE in correlation with NFL competition, I 
have constructed a 3-part recommendation for the NFL as follows: (1) Limit	full	contact	practices: 
The NFL needs to limit full contact practices to a maximum of one a week to reduce the amount 
of subconcussive and concussive blows a individual endures in a season.  (2) Genetic	testing: The 
NFL needs to ensure that every NFL rookie is genetically tested for his apolipoprotein E (ApoE) 
genotype prior to entering the league.  Players more susceptible to developing CTE must be 
made aware of the increased risks they are taking by playing football.  (3) Research: The NFL needs 
to fund a study of retired NFL players that combines annual psychiatric evaluations with post-
mortem cranial tissue analyses.
Conclusion: CTE is slowly destroying the minds of hundreds of retired NFL competitors.  It is 
possible that more than 20% of current NFL players will develop CTE as a result of participation 
in NFL play (Gladwell, 2009).  This is a preventable neurodegenerative disorder that is still being 
allowed to ruin the lives of both retired NFL players and their loved ones.  However, the issue 
is greater than the NFL: an estimated 1.6-3.8 million individuals suffer from sports-related 
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concussions annually in America (Stern et al., 2011).  Approximately 17% of the individuals that 
suffer from repetitive concussions will develop CTE (McKee et al., 2009).  CTE threatens not 
just the minds of the members of the NFL, but also the minds of thousands of athletes nationwide.  

Abstract  
CTE is a progressive neurodegenerative disorder caused by repetitive head trauma (Saulle & 
Greenwald, 2012).  CTE can cause behavioral fluctuations, memory loss, Parkinsonism, and 
dementia.  CTE can produce atrophy in various areas of the brain, enlarged third and lateral 
ventricles, and cavum septum pellucidum.  Viewed through a microscope, CTE is a unique 
taupathy: it causes tau-positive neurofibrillary tangles (NFTs) and neuropil threads (NTs) to 
form sporadically through the telencephalon, diencephalon, and mesencephalon.  The precise 
mechanism that leads to the formation of these NFTs and NTs is not known but is explained by 
the theory of immunoexcitotoxity.  There is no known cure for CTE and it can only be diagnosed 
in an autopsy.  Risk factors for CTE include certain alleles of the apolipoprotein E (ApoE) gene 
and participation in football.  Members of the National Football League (NFL) are a population 
at a particularly high risk due to the frequency of concussive and subconcussive blows they will 
endure through the course of a career.  NFL administrators have begun to address the issue of 
CTE, but there is significant room for improvement in CTE prevention.  This report summarizes 
CTE in general and in relation to the NFL.  It also provides a recommendation to the league to 
assist in CTE prevention and research.

Figure 1.  The emblem of the National Football League 

(NFL Owners Committee on Health & Safety, 2012).
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1. Introduction

“You	start	on	your	own	five-yard	line,	and	drive	all	the	way	down	the	field—fifteen,	eighteen	plays	in	a	
row	sometimes.		Every	play:	collision,	collision,	collision.		By	the	time	you	get	to	the	other	end	of	the	field,	
you’re	seeing	spots.		You	feel	like	you	are	going	to	black	out.		Literally,	these	white	explosions—boom,	boom,	

boom—lights	getting	dimmer	and	brighter,	dimmer	and	brighter.”
–Kyle Turley, Former NFL Offensive Lineman (Gladwell, 2009)

In 1928, Dr. Harrison Martland published an article entitled “Punch Drunk,” which describes 
symptoms suffered by professional boxers who have received repeated blows to the head (Stern 
et al., 2011).  In 1937, Millspaugh termed this disorder dementia	pugilistica, meaning “dementia 
of a fighter” (Saulle & Greenwald, 2012).  Further research suggested that this disorder does not 
exclusively occur in boxers; today, it is known as chronic traumatic encephalopathy (CTE).  CTE 
is a progressive neurodegenerative disorder caused by multiple blows to the head (Omalu et al., 
2005).  These impacts can range in severity from concussion to mild traumatic brain injury (mTBI) 
to subconcussive head trauma.  It is clinically similar to other neurodegenerative disorders such as 
Alzheimer’s disease (AD), but it is pathologically distinct from them.

CTE has recently become a major issue nationwide.  There is an increasing awareness of the 
high correlation between developing CTE and participating in contact sports such as ice hockey, 
boxing, and football.  An estimated 1.6 to 3.8 million sports-related concussions occur every year 
in the United States (McKee et al., 2009).  More than 17% of the individuals that suffer from 
repeated trauma develop CTE.  As a result, the NFL has made the fight against CTE a top priority 
of its administration.  In the 2011 NFL regular season alone, 217 concussions occurred.  This is a 
low estimate: many players do not report concussion as an effort to stay in play (Fink, 2012).  To 
date, 13 former NFL players have been diagnosed with CTE, which is also inaccurate.  CTE can 
only be confirmed post-mortem.

In the last few years, the NFL has made great strides towards tackling the issue of CTE by 
implementing rules and policies to reduce concussions as well as educating players on the long 
term risks of concussions.  However, the work done by the NFL thus far is subpar: concussions 
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increased nearly 30% from 2010 to 2011.  If the NFL continues to handle this issue in a similar 
fashion, the sport of football itself may be at risk.  A recent ESPN survey reported that 57% of 
U.S.  parents would be less likely to allow their children to participate in football due to the 
alarming new data on the long-term effects of concussive impacts (Lavigne, 2012).  In this report, I 
summarize CTE and provide information about two specific patients with CTE.  These individuals 
will be referred to as Patient A and Patient B.  Finally, I present the NFL with a recommendation 
to assist in the prevention of head trauma: to make individuals more susceptible to acquiring CTE 
aware of their genetic predisposition, and to increase the league’s knowledge of CTE.  

2. Clinical Presentation

CTE can cause a multitude of behavioral issues in those that suffer from it.  These include, but 
are not limited to, short-term memory problems, suicidal behavior, depression, and dementia.  
The age at which the clinical symptoms of CTE become noticeable varies greatly.  McKee et 
al.  (2009) reported that the initial signs of CTE occur anywhere between the ages of 25 and 
76.  CTE generally begins to present itself clinically in NFL players several years after retiring 
from the league.  CTE is a slow progressing neurodegenerative disorder.  Its symptoms gradually 
increase in severity over long periods of time.  Corsellis, Bruton, and Freeman-Browne (1973) 
classified clinical deterioration in three stages.  The first stage is defined by affective disturbances 
and psychotic symptoms such as paranoia.  As the disorder continues to run its course, the victim 
may suffer from memory loss, social phobias, erratic decision-making, and mild Parkinsonism.  
These symptoms, among others, manifest the second stage of CTE.  The third stage is marked by 
severe dementia as well as the potential to display Parkinsonism and speech/gait abnormalities.

A survey conducted by the University of Michigan’s Institute for Social Research reports that 
6.1% of NFL retirees above the age of fifty had been diagnosed with a memory related disease 
such as dementia or Alzheimer’s disease (Gladwell, 2009).  That is five times the national average 
for individuals above the age of 50.  CTE has also been highlighted as a possible factor in the 
abnormal deaths of many retired NFL football players.  In the cohort of seven players presented 
by Omalu et al. (2011), the mean age of death was 44.57 years.  Of those seven players, three 
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committed suicide and two deaths were deemed accidents (one of the accidents involved the 
victim driving his car into a tanker on the freeway).

2.1.  Patient A
Patient A was a 45-year old African-American male at the time of his death (Omalu et al., 

2006).  He played as an offensive-line tackle for two years in high school and four years at the 
college level.  He then played as a right guard for 8 consecutive years in the NFL, during which he 
reported to his second wife that he had suffered from numerous concussions.  However, he failed 
to report any of these injuries to his team or the NFL.  Within several years of his retirement, his 
wife began to notice that Patient A had developed paranoid tendencies and social phobias.  His 
demeanor frequently shifted between extroverted and introverted.  One family member noted 
he displayed bipolar-like mood changes.  His business dealings were also characterized by these 
randomized fluctuations in temperament as at times he seemed to be ambitious and confident, 
only to suddenly become highly emotional and agitated.  In 2005 he was convicted of arson and 
wrongful business transactions because prosecutors had proven that he had set fire to his own 
factory plant.  Patient A first attempted suicide in 1991 by the ingestion of cold medications and 
rat poison.  He attempted suicide again in 2003, and was ultimately successful in the year 2005.  
Laboratory analyses of his blood and urine samples confirmed that death had been caused by the 
ingestion of ethylene glycol—better known as automotive antifreeze.

2.2.  Patient B
Patient B was a 44-year old African-American male at the time of his death (Omalu et al., 

2010).  He played eight years of amateur football followed by a successful nine-year career as 
a safety in the NFL.  While he admitted to various family members and journalists that he had 
suffered multiple concussions throughout his career, he never once officially reported any of these 
injuries.  He suffered from consistent headaches following his retirement.  Individuals close to 
Patient B reported that he made several poor business decisions after his retirement from the NFL.  
He also suffered from memory loss, and once even had to call a friend because he did not know 
how to drive back to his own house.  He developed insomnia and exhibited mood fluctuations.  
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Patient B attempted suicide multiple times before successfully 
ending his life in 2006.  Cause of death was determined to be 
gunshot wound to the mouth.

3. Gross Neuropathology Findings

While the net changes of CTE are not evident in the infancy 
of the disorder’s development, neuronal decay can occur in the 
more advanced cases.  This decay generally manifests itself in 
the form of atrophy in the frontal lobes (36%), temporal lobes 
(31%), and parietal lobes (22%) (McKee et al., 2009).  The 
most severe cases can also result in atrophy of the thalamus, 
hippocampus, and amygdala.  Enlarged third and lateral 
ventricles, cavum septum pellucidum, and an overall decrease 
in brain mass are also common (see Figure 2).  Both Patient 
A and Patient B died before the disorder was able to develop 
to the point at which it would incur atrophy, although Patient 
A exhibited cavum septum pellucidum (Omalu et al., 2006; 
Omalu et al., 2011).

4. Gross Microscopic Neuropathology Findings

The defining feature of CTE is the presence of flame-
shaped, band-shaped globose tau-positive neurofibrillary 
tangles (NFTs) and tau-positive neuropil threads (NTs) (Omalu 
et al., 2011).  Tau-positive NFTs and NTs are aggregates of 
hyperphosphorylated tau protein that appear in an autopsy 
as seen in Figure 3.  The aggregation of hyperphosphorylated 
tau leads to neurotoxicity which compromises axonal 

Figure 2.  A coronal slice of both normal 
and CTE brains.  The CTE brain suffers 
from enlarged third and lateral ventricles 
(1) and cavum septum pellucidum (2) 
(Fliesler, 2012).

Figure 3.  τ-positive NFTs and NTs are the 
fundamental markers of CTE in the affect-
ed brain.  The image on the right is an en-
larged section of the image on the left (Bos-
ton University School of Medicine, 2009).



Audeamus

page 78

transport, ultimately causing neurodegeneration.  Tau is a microtubule-associated protein that 
assists in microtubule stabilization.  These NFTs and NTs can form in the presence or absence 
of beta-amyloid deposits (<50% of CTE patients), and tend to form sporadically throughout the 
superficial cortical laminae.  Omalu et al. (2011) defined four distinct phenotypes of CTE.  Each 
one is marked by the presence of NFTs/NTs in certain regions of the brain in the presence or 
absence of beta-amyloid plaques (see Table 1).

Table 1.  The four phenotypes of chronic traumatic encephalopathy (Omalu et al., 2011).

4.2. Patient A
Autopsy revealed Patient A’s taupathy to be most similar to the distribution marked by 

phenotype 4.  Sparse to frequent NFTs and NTs were present in the cerebral cortex, subcortical 
nuclei/basal ganglia, and brainstem (Omalu et al., 2006).  Moderate to frequent NFTs and NTs 
were found in the hippocampus, while the cerebellum tissue was negative for the presence of 
NFTs and NTs.  The brain was absent of beta-amyloid plaques.

4.2. Patient B
Autopsy revealed Patient B’s taupathy to be most similar to the distribution marked by 

phenotype 4.  Sparse to frequent NFTs and NTs were present in the cerebral cortex, subcortical 
nuclei/basal ganglia, brainstem, and hippocampus (Omalu et al., 2011).  There were no NFTs and 
NTs in the cerebellum.  The brain was absent of beta-amyloid plaques.  It should be noted that 
while Patient A and Patient B exhibited the same phenotype, no research supports the notion that 
any of the four phenotypes are more common than the others.
4.3.		A	Mechanism	for	NFT/NT	Formation:	Immunoexcitotoxity
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The exact mechanism that causes the formation of these NFTs/NTs remains unknown.  
However, Blaylock and Maroon (2011) have proposed immunoexcitotoxity as a possible 
explanation for the creation of hyperphosphorylated tau proteins.  Immunoexcitotoxity comprises 
a cascade of events that can only be initiated by head trauma.  When an individual suffers trauma 
to the head, some of the microglia within the brain enter a partially activated state.  Repeated 
head trauma, commonly experienced by professional football players, forces the microglia into a 
fully activated state.  These microglia, now in their neurodegenerative form, begin to release toxic 
levels of cytokines, chemokines, excitotoxins (glutamate, aspartate), and other chemicals.  The 
excitotoxins inhibit phosphatases that would have prevented the hyperphosphorylation of the tau 
protein.  Hyperphosphorylation of the tau protein ultimately leads to microtubule damage and 
NFT/NT accumulation throughout the brain.  

The microglia have a second function within the brain: they can enter a neuroreparative state.  
Microglia act as the immune system of the nervous system.  These cells can clean up neuronal 
debris, restrict the area of damage with inflammation, and repair damaged tissue.  However, in 
cases of repetitive head trauma, the microglia may not have the opportunity to switch from their 
neurodegenerative to neuroreparative form.  This results in the microglia being perpetually fixed 
in their neurodegenerative form, which explains the continual build up of tau-positive NFTs/NTs 
and the progressive nature of CTE.

5. Clinical Presentation in Relation to Neuropathology
  
By identifying the various areas of neurodegeneration within the brain, it is possible to assess 

how damage to certain parts of the brain causes the behavioral changes evident in victims of 
CTE (Saulle & Greenwald, 2012).  Damage to the emotional brain, which is comprised of the 
hippocampal-septo-hypothalamic-mesencephalic circuit, results in displays of emotional liability, 
aggression, and violence.  Deficits in memory generally correlate to damage to the hippocampus, 
entorhinal cortex, and medial thalamus.  The Parkinsonism that develops in stages two and three 
of CTE is caused by neuronal degeneration in the substantia nigra and pars compacta.  Dysfunction 
of higher order thought processing correlates to neuronal destruction in the frontal lobe of the 
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cerebral cortex and the underlying white matter.  Dysfunction of higher order thought processing 
interrupts planning, induces abstract thinking, and inhibits behavioral control.

6. Risk Factors

One feature of CTE that makes it distinct from other neurodegenerative disorders such as 
Alzheimer’s disease (AD) and Amyotrophic Lateral Sclerosis (ALS) is that CTE is preventable 
(Stern et al., 2011).  Where as AD or ALS can be onset by the presence of certain genes in 
the victim’s DNA, an individual can only develop CTE if he or she suffers from repetitive head 
trauma.  This is the only way that the process of immunoexcitotoxity can be initiated.  However, 
there are certain risk factors that potentially increase an individual’s chances of developing CTE.

6.1.		Genetics
Past research on CTE victims shows that the presence of certain alleles for the apolipoprotein 

E (ApoE) gene may cause an individual to be more susceptible to developing CTE following 
repetitive head trauma.  ApoE is a circulating 34-KDa glycosated protein (McKee et al., 2009).  
Secreted by astrocytes and microglia, it is the primary cholesterol transporter with in the brain.  
There are three alleles for the ApoE genotype: ApoE2, ApoE3, and ApoE4.  The ApoE4 allele 
is believed to cause the highest risk of acquiring CTE and is also a major genetic factor in the 
development of AD.  In a study done by McKee et al.  (2009) on 51 CTE cases, ApoE genotyping 
was attained for 10 of the 51 CTE victims.  50% of these 10 cases were found to carry at least 
one of the ApoE4 alleles in their DNA, and one individual was found to be homozygous for the 
ApoE4 allele.  

However, in a study done by Omalu et al. (2011), it was reported that the ApoE3 allele was 
present in the DNA of all seven professional athletes that were diagnosed with CTE in their CTE 
cohort.  Five of the seven individuals were homozygous for the ApoE3 allele, and the other two 
had an ApoE3/ApoE4 genotype.  The exact mechanism that causes individuals carrying these 
certain forms of ApoE to be more susceptible to developing CTE is not known.  In reference to 
the case studies, Patient A was found to have the ApoE3/ApoE4 genotype for the ApoE gene.  
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Patient B was found to be homozygous for the ApoE3 allele.

6.2.  Football
Due to the high frequency of blows to the head suffered by football players, participation 

in organized football presents itself as a risk factor for acquiring CTE.  In a study led by Dr. 
Kevin Guskiewicz, scientists reviewed the head impacts sustained by a total of 88 University 
of North Carolina football players over a five-year period (Guskiewicz et al.  2007).  Using the 
patented HIT system (HITS), six sensors distributed throughout these players helmets allowed 
the researchers to measure the direction and magnitude of every head impact suffered by each 
player.  Over the five-year period, 104,714 impacts were recorded by HITS.  On average, each 
player received 238 hits to their head during the course of an entire season of practice and game 
play.  During the data collection period, 13 concussions were recorded in 12 individuals.  The 
average magnitude of concussion-causing impacts was 102.8 g, but these concussions ranged in 
magnitude from 60.51 g to 168.71 g.  

The HITS data also revealed the alarming danger of subconcussive head trauma.  One 
individual who suffered from a concussion caused by a force of 63.84 g was actually found to have 
suffered from hits of the magnitudes 79.18 g, 97.97 g, and 64.51 g earlier that day.  Furthermore, 
that same individual endured a total of 31 head impacts throughout the entire practice during 
which the concussion occurred.  To help understand the severity of these hits, Guskiewicz made 
the following comparison in an interview with The New Yorker columnist Malcolm Gladwell: If 
an individual were to drive a car into a wall at twenty-five miles per hour without wearing their 
seatbelt, a force of about 100 g would be sustained by the individual’s head upon contact with 
the windshield (Gladwell, 2009).  Further research determined that fewer than half a percent 
(<.35%) of head impacts greater than 80 g resulted in a diagnosed concussion (Guskiewicz et al.  
2007).

Data also suggests that risk of mTBI and subconcussive blows differs from position to position 
in football.  Players that suffer the highest frequency of blows to the head in football are offensive 
linemen, defensive linemen, and linebackers.  The data collected by Guskiewicz suggests that a 
lineman could experience a subconcussive blow over 18,000 times throughout an entire career 
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of amateur and professional football play (4 years in high school, 4 years in college, 10 years in 
the NFL).  The player that sustained 31 hits during one practice in the study by Guskiewicz was 
a linebacker.  However, it should be noted that running backs and quarterbacks bear impacts of 
the highest magnitude, and that players of all positions on the field are susceptible to developing 
CTE (Saulle & Greenwald, 2012).  Patient A was an offensive lineman.  In contrast, Patient B was 
a safety.  A complete comparison of Patient A and Patient B is summarized in Table 2.  

Table 2.  A detailed comparison of Patient A and Patient B including all information relevant to 
this report (Omalu et al., 2006; Omalu et al., 2010).

7. Current Preventative Measures in the NFL

Currently, there is no established treatment for CTE.  Once the disorder develops, it slowly 
progresses until the victim is deceased.  However, the fundamental difference between CTE 
and other neurodegenerative disorders is that it is preventable.  In recent years, as CTE has 
become increasingly understood, the NFL has made the prevention of concussions and CTE a top 
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priority.  In the Fall	2012	NFL	Health	&	Safety	Report, 
the NFL summarized the strides it is making in CTE 
research and concussion prevention.  On September 
5, 2012, the NFL awarded the National Institute of 
Health (NIH) a $30 million unrestricted grant to help 
further concussion related research (NFL Owners 
Committee on Health & Safety, 2012).  The NFL 
also donated $1 million to the Center for the Study 
of Traumatic Encephalopathy (CSTE) at the Boston 
University School of Medicine.  

One important game-related policy that was 
recently instituted is that an individual displaying 
concussion-like symptoms following impact is 
unable to return to the playing field until cleared 
by an independent neurological consultant.  The 
league has also attempted to make its players more 
knowledgeable of the concussion and its related 
symptoms by creating informational posters (see 
Figure 4).  Lastly, the NFL has made huge strides 
towards reducing concussions on the games most 
entertaining and violent play, the kickoff.  Research 
has revealed that a disproportionately large amount 
of concussions have occurred on kickoffs (Gladwell, 2009).  In response to these findings, the 
NFL moved the restraining line for the kicking team from the 30- to the 35- yard line (NFL 
Owners Committee on Health & Safety, 2012).  The purpose of this rule change was to increase 
touchbacks, a result in which the ensuing return does not occur.  While this has hindered one of the 
most publically entertaining plays in the game, the rule change successfully reduced concussions 
on kickoffs.  In the 2011 season, the league reported that kickoffs were only being returned on 
53% of plays resulting in a 40% reduction of concussions sustained during the kickoff.

Figure 4.  This is one of the informational handouts 
that the NFL distributed to its players.  These posters 
are required to be up in all NFL locker rooms (NFL 
Owners Committee on Health & Safety, 2012).



Audeamus

page 84

8. Recommendation for the NFL

During the 2011 NFL regular season and preseason, NFL physicians officially diagnosed 217 
concussions, a 30% increase over what had been recorded during the same period of the prior year 
(Fink, 2012).  While this increase can be partially denoted to an increased awareness of concussion 
symptoms by the players of the NFL, the issue is still extremely prevalent.  This number does 
not take into account either unreported concussions or subconcussive hits of high magnitudes.  
The NFL is making great strides towards limiting concussions in the game and advancing CTE 
research; however, there is much more work to be done.  I recommend a three-part approach to 
help the NFL tackle the issue of chronic traumatic encephalopathy.

8.1.		Limit	Full	Contact	Practices
The HITS research conducted by Guskiewicz et al.  (2007) suggests that the concussive and 

subconcussive blows to the head suffered during practice are of comparable magnitude to those 
endured during official games.  Full contact practices are meant to simulate the same speed and 
intensity that the players will experience in an actual football game.  The purpose of this is to 
prepare the players for the pain and emotions that they will experience.  However, if these full 
contact practices result in the same head trauma that is experienced in game time, then these 
practices may not be appropriate in the NFL.  It is my recommendation that full contact practices 
be limited to a maximum of one per week.  

8.2.		Genetic	Testing
The players of the NFL need to be aware of their ApoE genotype prior to entering the league.  

While the exact mechanism of causation that makes certain players genetically more susceptible 
to developing CTE following repetitive head trauma is unknown, research has proven that there 
is a clear correlation.  Only 15% of the general population carries the ApoE4 allele.  Moreover, 
it has been reported that patients with the ApoE4 allele are more than twice as likely, to suffer 
an unfavorable outcome within 6 months of traumatic brain injury, than those without the allele 
(McKee et al., 2009; Saulle & Greenwald, 2012).  As stated in the above report, both the ApoE4 and 
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ApoE3 allele have correlated to increased chances of acquiring chronic traumatic encephalopathy 
following repetitive blows to the head.  Therefore, I recommend that all NFL rookies be subjected 
to DNA testing before officially joining their team in practice.

8.3.		Research
The research of various studies done on CTE and related information has been summarized 

in this report.  However, CTE research is still in its infancy.  While Harrison Martland described 
the first cases of this disorder in 1928, very little research was done on CTE until the early 21st 
century (Stern et al., 2011).  Currently, approximately seventy confirmed cases of CTE have 
been presented in literature (McKee et al., 2012).  This is a small sample size because pathologists 
were not aware to test for the disorder post-mortem until very recently.  It is still impossible to 
confirm diagnosis of CTE pre-mortem.  Many individuals may be suffering from CTE today, but 
it is currently impossible to diagnose and assist them in understanding their disorder.  I believe 
that the NFL must initiate a research study that combines annual psychiatric evaluations of retired 
NFL players with post-mortem analyses of their brain tissue.  

With the help of hundreds of retired players, the NFL will be able to collect behavioral 
data annually to identify those NFL players who might be suffering from CTE.  Then, with the 
participant’s permission, scientists will be able to study their brain post-mortem to further define 
the correlation between the clinical and pathological progression of CTE.  The purpose of this 
study will be to help the scientific community better understand both the clinical progression of 
CTE as well as the microscopic neuropathology’s that define CTE.  In doing this the NFL will 
increase the general understanding of CTE and help NFL players and their families deal with the 
hardships that are associated with CTE.  Through this research, it may become possible to confirm 
diagnosis of CTE pre-mortem or even develop a treatment.

9. Conclusion

Mike Webster (see Figure 5).  Andre Waters.  Dave Duerson.  These three former NFL 
players each committed suicide a little over a decade after retiring from the league.  They were 
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all diagnosed with CTE post-mortem.  Members of the scientific community have estimated 
that approximately 20% of NFL players will suffer or are suffering from CTE (Gladwell, 2009).  
While the league has done much work to reduce concussion occurrence and raise concussion 
awareness, the current progress is minimal and not on par with current scientific CTE research.  
I have suggested a three-part recommendation to the NFL that could assist in the prevention of 
head trauma, increase player awareness of genetic predisposition to CTE, and expand the base of 
knowledge on the misunderstood intricacies of CTE.

The feature of CTE that makes it distinct from other neurodegenerative disorders is also what 
makes further research so important.  Chronic traumatic encephalopathy is the only preventable 
neurodegenerative disorder.  There are hundreds of athletes nationwide that may develop CTE 
due to participation in contact sports.  These individuals would have otherwise lived completely 
normal lives.  While athletes are allured by the glamour that high profile leagues like the NFL 
offer, they need to understand that they may sacrifice their long-term health and sanity for fame 
and fortune.  When Dr. Ann McKee was asked whether she would advise her nineteen year old 
son to play in the NFL if given the chance, she responded “I’d say, ‘Don’t.  Not if you want to have 
a life after football.’” 

Figure 5.  Former Pittsburgh Steelers offensive lineman Mike Webster.  
Webster passed away at the age of 50 from a myocardial infarction and was 
diagnosed with CTE post-mortem (Fink, 2012).
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When your brother is addicted to drugs, 
people don’t expect much from you.  Your 
grades don’t have to be that high.  Your curfew 
doesn’t have to be set so tightly.  Bad becomes 
the new decent, mediocre is the new excellent, 
and no matter how badly you mess up in 
school, you can always argue that at least you’re 
not addicted to drugs.

Which isn’t to say I wasn’t a good student.  
By most people’s standards, I was an excellent 
student.  I was an honors student, a Regents 
Scholar, and an engineer with a near-perfect 
GPA.  People had high expectations of me, but I 
guess I never thought enough about them.  What 
I mean to say is that maybe I was exceptional and 
maybe I had a future, but as it turned out, my 
brother didn’t.  

The year it happened, I was just a freshman 

doing my own thing.  You know—going to my 
classes, studying for my midterms, thinking 
about little things, like how we were going to 
complete a particular programming assignment.  
I was with Ron, my project partner, working 
late hours on a Thursday night.  We were trying 
to figure out how to reduce our code from a 
50% to a 30% match with the person we had 
copied and pasted it from.

Little by little, we were whittling the 
percentage down.  Search and replace.  Custom 
comments—those were the easy fixes.  The 
harder ones took time.

“How are we doing?”  I asked.  
“We just got down to 46%.  That’s better 

than before, but I’m running out of ideas.”
I was running through the solution on my 

own laptop, trying to think up creative changes.  
I was just thinking of changing the loop from 

In Name Only
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Bad becomes the new decent, mediocre is the new 
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counting from 1 to 100 to 100 to 1, when my 
cell phone rang.

“Hang on,” I said.  “Let me get this.”
I stepped into the hallway and pressed the 

receive button.  It was my mom.
“Ethan,” she said, “I’m sorry for calling so 

late, but something just happened.  Your brother 
stole my laptop.”

“Mom,” I replied, sighing, “I told you I was 
really busy this week.  Don’t bother me about 
stuff like this.”

“My work files were on the laptop.”
“You should have backed them up, then.”
“He’s probably selling it to someone outside 

the city, because there’s no sign of him here.  
We checked all of the usual places and he’s not 
there.”

“Also, didn’t I tell you to get a laptop lock?”
“He’s been gone for three days.”
“I’m sorry, what?”
“I said he’s been gone for three days.”
I sighed again.  We both knew how the cycle 

went.
“Ethan,” she said, her voice calmer and 

more controlled, “I know he’s going to come 
back.  That’s always what ends up happening.  
And when he does, we’re going to have an 
intervention.”

“Mom,” I said, speaking slowly and a little 
sarcastically, “you tried this before, remember?  
It’s not going to work.”

“It’s going to be different this time.”
“How?”
“This time, everyone will be there.  That’s 

why I called.  I want you to be there, too.”
“Are you kidding?  I don’t have time for that.”
“Ethan, he’s your brother.  I know you’ve 

been busy with school, but shouldn’t family 
come first?”

“Yeah, whatever.  I’ll think about it.  Is that 
all?”

I hung up and went back to Ron.  We 
worked for a few more hours.  We brought the 
similarity to 40% and decided to call it a night.  
I returned to my dorm room, but not to sleep.

When I said I’d think about it, I meant it.  I 
made a diagram, I weighed the options, and I 
tried to be objective.  Logically, there was no 

If it hadn’t been for this gift, I wouldn’t have been 
where I was today.
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good reason to go home for him.  I’d already 
tried and failed too many times.  In all likelihood, 
this was going to be a waste of effort.

But the words stuck with me.  He was my 
brother, after all.  It was a three-hour drive if 
traffic conditions were good, but it wouldn’t be 
so bad if I studied a little while I was home.  I’d 
wanted to visit my dad for a while.  This could 
be my chance.  Still, it seemed like quite an 
inconvenience.

Then, suddenly, I thought of the birthday 
present my brother had given me so long ago.  I 
pulled it out of my drawer, looked it over, and 
weighed it with one hand.  I put it close to my 
ear, shook it with one hand to savor the sound 
it made, then held it out again to admire its 
beauty.  That’s right...the gift.  If it hadn’t been 
for this gift, I wouldn’t have been where I was 
today.

About two weeks later, I received word 
that he had come back.  I skipped my Friday 
morning lecture and drove toward home at 7 
A.M.  when traffic conditions were still good.

I’d write about the intervention, but 
honestly, I don’t remember much of it.  I 
remember seeing my brother again, at least.  
He came back, dirty and ragged, pleading for 
forgiveness.  My parents cleaned him up and 

gave him new clothes.  It’s almost as if they 
were pretending none of it had happened, but 
that wasn’t the case.  They weren’t stupid.  They 
were just two parents who loved their son, so I 
couldn’t imagine them reacting differently.

His skin was paler and his eyes looked 
somehow different, but he still looked...normal.  
That’s all I thought about.  The man they hired 
to speak to him said a lot of things, but most 
of them were too formulaic to be memorable.  
There were also lots of relatives there—cousins 
and uncles and even grandparents—but there’s 
not much to say about that, either.  I often saw 
them at family gatherings.

If there’s anything I remember about any of 
this, it’s the conversation my brother and I had 
that night, long after our parents had gone to 
sleep.  It all started with a beer.  

When I saw him at the dinner table that 
night—alone—I just wanted to ask some 
bullshit questions and be done with it.  How’s	it	
going?  How	are	you?  He responded in kind, with 
bullshit answers, and then he said we should 
share a beer.  I said I really shouldn’t, but he said 
it was the least I could do as his brother.

I hadn’t talked to him that much since we 
were kids.  Maybe we still were, but then maybe 
we weren’t.  We drank alcohol now.  Maybe 
that’s the only difference.  
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It was just the alcohol talking—my drunken 
self to his—and no genuine contact took place 
that night.

“This is kinda vague, but what are you going 
to do with your life?”

“Start a marijuana clinic.”   
“Marijuana clinic?”
“It’s a cash cow.  $80 fee per card.  So many 

people show up that they have to line them up 
outside.”

“But what’s your big plan?  Beyond just 
making money?”

“I don’t have one.  Do you?”
“Guess not.  I was thinking Silicon Valley, 

but now I’m not sure.  Like, do you think I 
should just say fuck it?  Just go with the flow?”

“Yeah, man.  Ride the current.  The biggest 
problem is when people try too hard to be 
perfect.”

It feels strange to write this.  I almost forgot 
that that weekend even took place.  We talked 
more, about things that aren’t worth writing, 
but we never talked again after that.  I kept 
thinking I should drink again with him when I 
turned 21, but the opportunity never came.

He overdosed about six months later.  I 
know it sounds abrupt, but to me it seemed 
almost...anticlimactic.  Like we were hoping 

for a better ending, but we always knew we 
would be disappointed.  

At the funeral, they showcased some of his 
graffiti.  I thought it was sad, or at least strange, 
to live a life and leave graffiti as your greatest 
accomplishment.  

We never told anyone exactly how he died, 
and I also thought this was strange.  As if they 
wouldn’t be able to guess.  

All I have left of him now is a picture of 
us when we were kids, the memory of that 
conversation, and the bottle of Adderall he gave 
me for my birthday.  There could have been 
more, I know, but it’s already all in the past.

I told myself I had to move on and, quite 
honestly, it’s been much easier than I thought 
it would be.

Yeah, man.  
Ride the 

current.  
The biggest 

problem is 
when people 
try too hard 

to be perfect.
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 I took this photograph at the Jade Buddha for the Universal Peace 
Festival in San Diego.  The Jade Buddha has toured around the world and 
this is the first time the Jade Buddha came to the United States.  It weighs 
approximately 4000 kg or 8800 lbs and is the largest gemstone quality jade 
Buddha in the world.  
 I took this photograph as the Sangha (community of ordained Buddhist 
monks) were walking to the opening ceremony to unveil the Jade Buddha.  I 
went to this event with the intent to document my experience and to also 
capture the ides of peace in my photographs.  
 This photograph evokes mixed feelings.  It is among my first truly 
notable pieces, taken shortly after I began my hobby of photography.  After 
reexamining it, I discovered that this photograph conveys a sense of peace 
and hope for mankind.  As I see it, the stark blacks and whites represent the 
struggle between peace and war.  The exclusion of faces reflects my personal 
belief that anyone—regardless of appearance—might walk from the darkness 
to the light; indeed, the variation in the robes’ tone represents the inclusion 
of people of all races and ethnicities.  The bulbs on the rooftop symbolize the 
light from above that guides us throughout our lives.  The lines of light along 
the ceiling express the unlimited paths we might follow in life.  Analyzed in 
this way, the piece suggests that humanity can always find a light at the end of 
the tunnel—no matter how corrupt or evil things may seem.  

Walk to Peace
Raymond-Tan Tran | Riverside | Traditional Photography
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Emily Glassenger was writing a novel.  It 
was her pride and joy—the one thing that set 
her apart from the tides of students roaring 
through Imogen’s for coffee every day.  And the 
last thing it needed, she snapped at me, was half-
hearted inspiration from a tepid cappuccino.  

I brought a fresh cup to her sunny corner 
booth, its steam curling upwards.  “Sorry about 
that,” I said.  “I’m the new guy.”

“And Ian has you dealing with the resident 
caffeine addict?  Impressive.”  She glanced at the 
foam hugging the rim of the mug.  “There are 
honeys so bitter, no one would willingly choose 
to take them.”

It took me a moment to remember the line.  
“Hirshfield?”  I ventured.

Her head tilted so the steam clouded one 
lens of her glasses, her lips slanting upward.  
“Poetry too, hm?”

From then I was unofficially assigned to 
Emily duty.  According to Ian, trying to placate 
the Aspiring Novelist would keep me from 
woolgathering.  Who knows, he shrugged, 
maybe she’d need illustrations for her precious 

book.
After a few weeks I picked up on the 

routine.  In the mornings she asked for a French 
vanilla with extra foam, for here, please.  She 
tore the tops off two sugar packets at a time 
and left the yellow strips on the table when 
she left the coffee shop.  When the afternoons 
towed her in, she sighed off the weight of her 
bag and rubbed resilience into the red welt on 
her shoulder.  She cracked open her laptop and 
set it humming while she strode to the counter 
to fetch something sweet and cold.  Editing, 
she told me once, could only begin after she’d 
steeled herself.

She never told us what her novel was about, 
though she played the coffee shop writer well.  
Pen tucked behind her ear, mug at her wrist, 
fingertips hovering over the keyboard.  Waiting.  
I tore open sacks of beans from Columbia and 
Kenya and rattled ice into the blenders.  I lived 
less in my own head when I kept busy.  But 
when Emily frowned at her computer screen 
I wondered what character was misbehaving, 
which lover had been scorned, whether the 

Imogen’s
Alexandra Villamor | Riverside | Fiction
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pirate would find the baby girl.  I spent the lulls 
in my afternoon shifts creating worlds for her, 
picking apart phrases until they spun out silk 
and significance.  Once or twice I thought about 
writing them down for her.  But the closest I 
got to writing at Imogen’s was when Ian had me 
doodle on the chalkboards.  

“Good use for a fancy art degree,” he told 
me wryly.  I couldn’t argue.  

I watched warily one slow afternoon as 
Ian slipped my number between the cup and 
saucer.  He grinned at me when he sauntered 
back from her table and engrossed himself in 
counting stir sticks.  Emily didn’t notice until 
after she’d stormed the counter, decrying our 
blasé coffee’s conspiracy against creativity.  She 
stopped short when she returned to her corner 
booth, turning the ink-riddled napkin over with 
both hands.  Ian snickered.  She looked up at me 
when I brought over the second cup, stuck out 
her hand, and asked, “Tuesday?”  

We went to the open mic at Marle’s.  
While we waited for the hostess to carve out 
some empty table, the crowd mmhmmed at 
the sporadic, impassioned silences of the man 
behind the mic.  Emily started mmhmming, 
too, once she sat down.  I couldn’t tell if the 
man’s pauses were from fright or theatrics.  The 
stage lights painted his bald spot green.

Emily gingerly pulled the drink menu from 
between the small pot of cactus and the salt- 
and peppershakers.  

My hands started to prickle.  I scraped my 
hands over my jeans.  Raised an eyebrow.  “That 
confident in the artistic quality, huh?”

“If the next one starts rhyming about 
reuniting with her long lost deadbeat, I 
don’t want to remember what I’ll have to be 
responsible for.”  She quirked the corner of her 
mouth when she looked up.  “Besides, it’s about 
time somebody made you a drink.  Feeling 
literary?”

I shook my head.  “Literary?”
“They’ve got a couple - or they did - named 

after authors,” she said as she thumbed through 
the leaves.  She sighed and snapped it shut.  
“Guess not anymore.”

“Probably better off,” I said quietly.
She gave me a quizzical look, but flagged 

French Vanilla,
 Extra Foam,
Two Sugars, 

For Here, 
Please.
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down the waiter and ordered chai; one for her, 
one for me.  My rib cage relaxed its grip on my 
stomach.  She sank her chin in her hand and 
giggled at the emcee.  The two mugs settled 
onto the table a few minutes later, cinnamon 
dusting the foam and saucers.

“It’s not the same, but it’ll do,” she said 
brightly.  “They say booze is for creativity and 
tea’s for editing.”

Spices settled in the crevices of my mouth, 
weighted with warmth and sparks of cardamom.  
“Enough of either one and it shouldn’t really 
make a difference.”

“For the true artist, yeah,” she laughed and 
raised her mug.  “The rest of us need a little 
help once in a while.”

I shook my head.  “As long as it doesn’t 
land you in a puddle of paint thinner and 
unemployment, I guess.”

She squinted at me, but dabbed at her mouth 
with a napkin instead of speaking.  Between 
a passable guitar piece and a shaky reading of 
someone’s English homework, I asked what she 
worked on during her hours at Imogen’s.  

“Applications for a ‘real job’, mostly” she 
said, the corner of her mouth shored up with 
a dimple.

“No one else I know wants to do that for 
hours at a time, much less come to Imogen’s 

to do it.”  
“Well,” she paused and snapped her fingers 

after the emcee announced the next ‘poet.’ “If 
I’m at Imogen’s I don’t have to worry about the 
mountain of dishes wailing in my sink.  Besides, 
there’s my novel.”  She blinked at me over the 
rim of her cup, steam brushing through her 
bangs.  

“What’s it about?”  I waited until the next 
act was over to ask.  

She leaned back in her chair and tented her 
fingers.  

“A few years ago,” she began, “I found an 
article about a boy who died running down 
the corn.  Y’know, those kids in Nebraska who 
work in grain silos.  The phrase stuck with me, 
so I’m letting it take me where it will.  Sort 
of… watching it grow.”  

“Oh,” I said.  “That’s cool.”  The cane chair 
creaked beneath me as I tried to figure out what 
that meant.  “How does it end?”

Emily set her cup down with both hands 
and squared it on the saucer.  Turned so she 
could pay attention to the emcee.  There was 
no more talk of novels that night.  There was no 
second date.

The next week I scrolled through articles 
on NPR on my phone, looking for something 
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to play while I opened up shop.  The voices 
were comforting in the echoing mornings 
when even the sun wasn’t up.  On a whim, I 
typed in ‘Running down corn’.  A report from 
two years ago started as I began unwrapping 
pastries.  Some kid had drowned in corn; gotten 
sucked into the vacuum in the middle of a grain 
bin while it was draining onto a conveyor belt 
underneath.  Corn, the staple for summertime 
barbecues and canned food shelves.  I tried to 
imagine working inside a giant can, slipping on 
sticky sweet grains, their puffy triangles locking 
together to build a moldy mass.  It was morbid 
and fascinating.  You could run down corn.  You 
could drown in a solid, just as easily as you 
could drown in a bottle.

She sashayed in that afternoon and ordered 
a strawberry frap, soymilk, no whipped cream.  
She ditched her corner booth for a table so close 
to the plate glass window that the sun wrung 
sweat from the smooth plastic cup in her hands.  
Her class ring was on her finger and she’d 
traded her glasses for contacts and mascara.  

Her laptop was missing.  She smiled coyly when 
a man walked in and threaded her arm through 
his.  He was taller than me, with a thick neck 
and a fat watch squeezing his wrist.  She tossed 
a glance at the counter as they waltzed out.  I 
stared at my hands and wondered what bruises 
from corn kernels would look like.  Didn’t 
think about how his meaty hand curled around 
the flare of her waist like a bottle, or how empty 
mine had been.  Ian smacked me with an empty 
coffee sack.  “She’s our addict mascot.  She’ll 
be back.”

I threw him a glare, half amused.  Ian’s eyes 
widened.  “Right…. Sorry, man.”

I didn’t see Emily for months.  I busied 
myself with swirling murky mop water across 
the floor and layering whipped cream over soy 
for a pretty brunette.  I took on an extra shift, 
telling Ian that Imogen’s was basically home 
anyway.  I restocked syrups and tried not to 
compare their labels to old liquor bottles, razzed 
Ian for flirting with the mayor’s daughter, and 
soaped lipstick smudges from white and blue 

You could drown in a solid, just as easily 
as you could drown in a bottle.
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mugs.  Ian threatened to pack me off to Fiji if 
I didn’t go home once in a while, but Imogen’s 
needed running.

When she came back I was dumping old jars 
of tea.  The leaves puffed up when I pried open 
the canisters and settled into the folds of my 
apron, stuck to the moisture on my hands and 
clouded the air in perfumed confetti.

Emily walked in.  Ian elbowed me.  The 
story—or lack thereof—of my date with the 
Aspiring Novelist had swept through Imogen’s 
the morning after.  I shrugged and went back to 
sponging tea out of the canister.  Ian vanished 
into the freezer just as she walked up to the 
counter.  I tried to scrape the tea leaves off with 
a dry paper towel while she stood in front of the 
register, fishing around in her purse.  

“Been a while,” I said, throwing the paper 
towel in the trash and running my hands under 
the warm water.  It flashed tan under my hands, 
specks of brown spinning down the drain.

“French vanilla cappuccino, for here, in one 
of those white mugs, please.”  She muttered to 
the counter.

I brought it to her, ignoring Ian, who was 
snapping a tea towel and grinning.  She sat in 
the corner booth, her laptop pulled up to the 
edge of the table.  Her wrists floored the chassis 
as she typed, pausing every few seconds to fan 

her fingers out like an anemone.  She looked up 
when I neared the table.

“How are you?”
“I missed Imogen’s.  Everything reminds me 

of one of those Parisian cafes where les artistes 
gather.”  She lifted her mug and pulled her lips 
into a haughty smirk and held it until I grinned.  

“How’s your novel?”  I asked.  
Her “Fine” was happily burbled into the hot 

liquid.
“Have you found an ending yet?”
She set the cup down and tented her hands.
“It’s there, somewhere, I just haven’t found 

it yet.  I haven’t had time.”  

I found her on the stoop one cold morning 
the next week when I rammed the door open 
with the chalkboard.  She was scrawling on a 
bright legal pad in thick black pen.

“Why are you up so early?”  I asked.
“Just looking for a decent cup of coffee.”  

Her eyes were puffy.  She gripped the legal pad 
against her chest as she slipped past me through 
the door.  I didn’t know what to ask, so I let her 
throw her stuff into the corner booth.  

I drew a new cup of coffee, made it a chai 
instead.  

“My mother died last night,” she said into 
the mug.  Her laugh rasped in the back of her 
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throat.  “She found an ending before I did.”

Six years ago, my first year at Bryning, our 
cleaning lady had disappeared mid-year.  I was 
the only one in the hall who noticed, because 
the new one wouldn’t check under the toilet 
rims for remnants of vomit.  I finally worked up 
the courage to ask where Luisa had gone, and 
the front desk clerk, a guy from my psych class, 
had to get his manager.  She teared up a little 
when she said Luisa had died two weeks before.  
I was the first one in the building to ask where 
she’d gone.  I went back to my dingy dorm 
room and dug through my bottom drawer for 
my last pack of cigarettes.  I climbed out onto 
the ledge beneath my window and lit up, one 
after another, until my fingers were scorched 
and the ash made mountains in the gutter.  She’d 
caught me once, before I got into the program.  
I was collapsed over a toilet bowl, head half 
in.  I’d forgotten to shut the door behind me.  
Her music swung through the door, blaring 
trumpets and guitar.  She paused when she saw 
me, turned the music down.  Asked how long 
I’d been like this, how much longer I wanted 
to be alone.  She handed me a roll of paper 
towels and told me to clean myself up.  She left, 
I guess to start on the girls’ bathroom.  From 
then, our interactions were short.  I left her 

flowers on the counter once, a couple of sprigs 
of lavender I’d yanked off of a bush on campus.  
The peeling green countertop made the purple 
looked grayed and wilted, but I had to go back 
to class.  I lit the cigarettes and held them.  Did 
not smoke.

Emily wasn’t smoking.  Emily wasn’t dead.  
She was listless, her pen drifting across the 
notebook in faint sputterings.  Once in a while 
she’d lift the top of her laptop and scroll through 
a page of text.  Once she tried to log onto the 
funeral home site, but gave up and dropped 
her head in her hands.  I brought her coffee 
throughout the day: Chai, hazelnut macchiato, 
and French vanilla cappuccinos.  I didn’t know 
if she noticed.  I wondered what pictures she 
was sorting through in her head—whether they 
were happy ones, and whether I should ask.  
She stayed until the streetlights started filtering 
through red and gold and I had to close up.  I 
offered to walk her home.  She shrugged.

I went to the nine o’clock that night.  Jim 
caught me by the coffee pot while I was spiking 
the crusty instant coffee with some of Imogen’s 
house blend.  

“You need to get out of that goddamn coffee 
shop.”
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“You’re my sponsor, you’re supposed to be 
proud of me for staying busy.”

“Busy isn’t always better.  Besides, too long 
in there and you’ll be too hyped up on caffeine 
to tell which end of a Picasso’s up.”

Jim wanted to go to a glassblowing exhibit at 
La Verne.  We could go before the eight o’clock 
meeting on a Saturday night.  I asked him if a 
friend could come -a girl whose mother-  

“Sure,” Jim interrupted.  “I been waiting ‘til 
I can start screening a little lady friend for you.”

Over the next week, I watched her 
notebook turn black with dense scribbles.  She 
left numbers dashed on the sugar packets, as 
if writing smaller would make it acceptable to 
hunch over the table.  One corner of her mouth 
lifted whenever I topped up her drink and 
dropped off the occasional croissant.  Her novel 
stayed open on her screen, the cursor blinking.  
We did what we could.

Jim cornered me at St.  Mark’s one morning 
and asked if I wanted to speak next month.  I 

said no.  He called me a self-centered ass and 
told me to call him in the morning with a better 
answer.  I didn’t call.  I showed up at meetings 
every day, texted him, cracked open the Big 
Book.  I asked myself what I would say and set 
aside a corner of my mind to let the answer 
work itself out.  A few weeks later Jim waltzed 
into the Friday nooner on Rhione.  They needed 
a last minute speaker for the late night Sunday 
meeting and so help him, if I didn’t have a higher 
power before, I was going to fear one now.

I shrugged and asked him what I should 
wear.

Emily had not invited me to the funeral.  
When I got to work that afternoon she was 
already in her booth, wrapped in black.  She 
had a to-go cup in front of her, with Ian’s scrawl 
taking up half the sleeve.  There was a woman 
with her.  She sat across from Emily, her jaw 
working and her big black hat hanging from the 
back of her chair.  Her voice buzzed over the 
hissing of the machines, all time	will	heal and I’m	
so sorry.  Proper.  Empty.

Over the next week, I watched 
her notebook turn black with dense scribbles.
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I tied my apron and pushed through the 
counter door.  I snagged Ian by his shoulder.

“Why does she have a paper cup?”
Ian squinted and shook his head.  “Who?”
I jerked my head toward her table.  
“Oh,” he said.  The sound collapsed at the 

end, hinting at a grin before he glanced at the 
woman with her.  He shrugged.  “Her friend 
ordered her some wheat grass Idontgiveacrap 
and I figured if I screw up she’d better not be 
able to see it.  Smelled pretty nasty.”

We kept the biggest porcelain mugs in a 
cabinet above the steamers.  I pulled a light 
blue one and started a cup of Earl Grey while I 
swiped counters and refilled the creamer.  Her 
friend was still yammering.  Emily sank farther 
into the wooden chair, her fingers occasionally 
stretching toward the drink but never picking it 
up.  I pulled the mug from under the machine 
and picked up a stirrer.  Stared into the foam 
like it would give me something to say, but it 
yielded only silence as I dragged the stirrer 
through.  I retied my apron and thanked God 
Jim wasn’t here.

My first meeting, the coffee in my hands 
spit over the sides of the yellowing Styrofoam 
as I sulked by the hotpot.  The room was packed 
with loud, brawny men twice my age.  I needed 

to get one of them to sign the court card in my 
pocket, but the thought made the lukewarm 
coffee slosh around in my stomach.  A man in a 
beat up windbreaker sidled up next to me.

“New, huh?”  He poured himself some 
coffee, tipped it as he pointed at my jittery cup.  

“Give it a couple months,” he said, “and 
that’ll go away.  Give it a few years and you can 
hand it over to somebody else.”

The friend was still gabbing when I got to 
the table.  Emily’s chin was propped up on one 
hand.  She stared at the fountain outside.

“Tea for the writer?”
Her friend widened her eyes.  “How sweet 

of you! Just set it there, thanks.”
I set it at the corner of the table and nudged 

it under Emily’s nose.  She smiled.  “Even 
spelled my name right on the cup, look at you.”  

“Sure thing.”  I reached for the paper cup.  
“Can I get this out of your way?”

“No,” said her friend.  “We’re going to start 
a cleanse.  Something refreshing after this long 
day.”

Emily sagged.

Emily wandered around the courtyard, 
reading the display plaques with her arms 
folded behind her back.  She pointed at a blue 
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and green vase.  She didn’t know how to write 
about grief, she told me, much less why she’d 
tried to fake it.  She was still empty.  Her novel 
started with the boy who died running down 
the corn.  It was about the people after.  But 
she didn’t know how she was supposed to write 
about them when they had nothing to offer.  It 
was like they were trapped forever, sucked in 
and crushed with the loss.  There was nothing 
to give except the same memories, the same 
frustrations, same, same, same.  

Jim sidled up at the tail end of Emily’s 
speech.  “Maybe you should just tell a story.  
Good storytelling will find its way up the 
mountain.”

Emily blinked at him.  Jim shrugged 
and headed back toward the glassblowing 
demonstration.  The arena was a rudimentary 
version of the studio at Bryning: a big metal 
cage, supplied with a glowing kiln and a cooling 
box.  Jim bobbed his head when the artist used 
words like furnace and annealer.  He looked like 
a pigeon.  I tried to imagine him pointing rods 

and clippers at passerby, trying to help others 
from inside the cage.  

“Has he always been the artsy type?”  Emily 
tugged on my shirt sleeve.  

“You’d be surprised.”
Jim was talking to the glassblower now, 

pointing at the different dishes of colored sand 
on the workbench.

“Is he planning on picking up a new hobby?”
“This is an extension of it.  He likes learning 

about things.”
“I thought old dogs couldn’t learn new 

tricks.”
“He realized he hadn’t learned the right 

ones to begin with.”
“Remind me how you picked up this stray 

again?”
I laughed.  “Sort of the other way around.”
“Really, though.  You’re a poor artist 

working in a coffee shop with only a grizzly old 
man to keep you company.  You sure you don’t 
need a drink?”

I shook my head and crumpled the exhibit 

She didn’t know how to write about grief, 
she told me, much less why she’d tried to fake it.
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pamphlet.  “I’m not giving you book fodder.”
“Why?”  she persisted.  She’d never put a 

bottle in my hand, never asked if I wanted to.  
Just asked why I’d made my choice.  I still didn’t 
know what to tell her.  I didn’t know how to 
convince her that that there were nights when 
all I could think of was the sweet burning away 
of rational thinking until I could toss colors on 
my canvases without sobriety’s glaring self-
doubt.  How it had taken me months to figure 
out how to paint again.  How it would be so, so 
easy to just get in my car and drive through the 
dark to somewhere I wouldn’t remember in the 
morning.  But maybe I could show her.

“Are you busy tomorrow night?”
“Non-sequitor much?”  She laughed a little.  

I shrugged and smoothed out the brochure 
again, searching for a bluff.

“I’m not that evening,” she said slowly.
“Good.  I’ll text you.”
She squinted at me, but the clang of a 

metal door caught her attention.  Jim waved 
cheerfully at us from inside the arena.

“Stand back, we’re about to get crackin’.”

Every few months the Kearth County Al-
Anon drags an alkie, and an Al-Anon, and usually 
a kid who’s grown up around alcoholism over 
to St.  Mark’s for a round robin.  The long tables 

at the back are stocked with lasagna and potato 
salad and big round tables jostle each other in 
the middle of the room.  The first time Jim 
brought me I stumbled and dropped my plate of 
macaroni and cheese into some lady’s lap.  She 
cursed, but then laughed and blamed the heat 
of the pasta while she blotted at her skirt.  She 
turned out to be an Al-Anon.  Her husband’s 
drinking had left stains that were way harder to 
get out, she said.  We all spill sometimes.

Jim shoved his hands in his jacket pockets 
and fished around for his car keys after the 
tables had rolled away and the food divvied up.  
“You’re gonna be up there one day.”

“Funny.”
“No, really.  You could do that.  Y’should do 

that.”
“What would I say?  That I drank my way 

out of school and I only show up so somebody 
can sign a damn piece of paper?”

He hauled open the car door.  “I signed the 
last one seven months ago.”

“So what?”
“You’re still here.”

Emily sat stiffly in her chair.  I brought her 
a cup of coffee.  She sipped at it and gagged.  
“Where the heck am I?”

A cluster of older women overheard and 
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laughed.  “Sweetheart,” one of them said, “if you 
don’t know, maybe you need this place more’n 
you thought.”

Emily stared at her for a moment, then 
surveyed the room again.  I looked with her, at 
the greying women with cigarette packs tucked 
in their bra straps, the weather-beaten old men 
and the younger ones covered in tattoos.  She 
spotted the rack of pamphlets on the table near 
the coffee machine.  She put the cup down on 
the seat next to her and got up.  I closed my 
eyes and counted the pulses of blood against my 
eyelids.  She’d be back too soon.  She’d left too 
soon.  I hadn’t even thought about how I was 
going to tell her, I’d just picked her up and - 

“Oh my god.”  Her fingers dug into my 
shoulder.  I looked up.  Her eyes were cold.  She 
shook a white and red pamphlet at me.

“You think I’m an alcoholic.”
“What?  No - I -” I held up my hands.  “I 

don’t, I swear.”
“Then why the hell are we here?”
“Because I wanted to see if -”
“If I’d fit in?  Just because I want to order 

a drink once in a while?  What, is this because 
I’m a writer?  I’m doomed to cope with my 
mother’s death by nursing a bottle?”  She 
sputtered a laugh and went for her purse.

“That’s not what I meant.”  I grabbed her 

hand.
“Sure looks like it.  You even got us front 

row seats.”
She yanked herself away and jostled the 

chair.  The cup dumped its contents into the 
chair seat.

We stared at it.  She muttered under her 
breath and stalked off.

“Looks like somebody’s sleepin’ on the 
couch.”  Jim slid in next to me, watching Emily 
over his shoulder.

“I screwed up.”
“Gal looks that angry, yeah, I’d say you did.”
“She thinks I think that she’s an alcoholic.”  
He hooted.  “You didn’t tell her?  Good 

going.”  He got up and walked toward the 
podium.  “You’re gonna have to fix it later.  Got 
a story to tell.”

“Hey everybody, my name is Jim,” he called 
out.  The rumbling died down.  “And we’re 
gonna get started.”

“Hi Jim,” the room chorused.
“Just like the movies,” came Emily’s clipped 

voice.  I glanced up.  Her lips were pinched.  
She handed me a small stack of paper towels.  
“Help me.”

“Thought you were headed out,” I said as I 
began squishing the napkins into the padding.  

“Some of us know how to clean up a mess.”  



Audeamus

page 106

She concentrated on pressing evenly around the 
napkin.

Jim continued, “We’re gonna have a couple 
folks share their experience, strength, and hope 
tonight.”

She glowered.  “What does that even mean?”
“Won’t find out unless you stay.  Not that 

you have to.”
“Some of these guys look like they could kill 

me if I left,” she hissed.
“They wouldn’t.”
“How do you know?”
Jim coughed at us.  At me, really.  I realized I 

was supposed to be behind the podium.  Instead 
my hands were full of sodden napkins.  Slowly 
I stood up, dropping the napkins on the chair.  
The podium was flimsier than I’d imagined, so 
I tried not to lean into it too much when I set 
my hands on the sides.  I laughed nervously and 
tried to look over Emily’s head.  Searched for 
the warmth that might be hiding just behind 
her crossed arms and wide eyes.

“Uh...hey there.  My name is Jordan and 
I’m an alcoholic.”

Tell them about who you were, Jim had said, 
and then tell them about how you’re different.  
Tell them about the parts of you that are the 
same, and whether you think that’s a good 
thing.  Tell them what you tell me.  He did not 

mention the shrinkage of my shirt collar and the 
spinning of the walls.  He did not tell me which 
nods to acknowledge from which old-timers, 
or whether the scattered whispering of women 
to each other meant something.  I stuttered a 
lot.  I misquoted Step 1.  I ignored Emily’s half 
of the room entirely.  But when it was over Jim 
gave me a slow nod and a wide grin.

“See?”  he shook my hand and clapped me 
on the back.  “Not even shaky.  You’re giving it 
away now.”

Emily was still there.  There were still frown 
lines in her forehead.  But they were smoother 
now.  I sat down next to her silently, and jumped 
when something sharp pricked my hand.  It 
was the pamphlet.  Emily stared at Jim, head 
tilted as she listened, but her hand nudged the 
paper forward again.  I took it.  She’d written 
something on it.

“Good storytelling.  There’s still coffee on 
your shirt.”

Uh...
hey there.  

My name is Jordan 
and I’m an alcoholic.
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 There was nothing left on that 
rusty table now except faint whorls of 
oil.  Much of the man’s insides were 
attached to the gears, now pumping 
blood throughout the body.  His torso 
had been sewn with leather pieces, his 
left leg bound in leather.  His right leg 
had replaced with copper bars, gears 
and coils focused just a few inches 
past the meeting of flesh and copper.  
It ended with a block of steel shaped 
as a boot.  Buckles and straps littered 
his body, holding together the leath-
er tight to his body that covered the 
damaged skin and shiny gears.  His 
head, though, had been the most diffi-
cult, Small horns were placed on both 
ears and molded over the ears.  A glass 
disc bound in metal had been bolted 
into the empty socket where his left 
eye had been.  A metal grate over his 
mouth allowed him to speak and the 
doctor had sewn a full, bow-shaped 
piece of black leather to his upper 
lip to hide it.  Wrapping the head in 
light brown leather, the sutures be-
gan just above the hairline and trailed 
to the base of the neck.  To mask the 
jagged stitches scraped over his scalp 
the Doctor had placed a bowler cap 
atop the man and, carefully now, 
sewn it in place.  The man was made 
anew, from scoundrel to gentleman.  

*****
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 His gruesomely narrow escape from 
death would give him a new life as a comely 
gentleman.  He would have no choice.  Her 
Majesty wanted the skills of a scoundrel.  He  
had once stolen priceless books and portraits 
for a living, but no more.  He would find himself 
dusting portraits, trading coin for sculptures 

in broad daylight.  He would preserve art of all 
kinds for Her Majesty and for future genera-
tions.  And so, the Doctor scrubbed the blood 
and oil that coated his hands and sat down 
next to the new man, waiting for him to awake.  
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