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Haiku Contest

Winner Winner
French Cuisine Paris in the night?
Night sky slipping down You know what this will get us:
an iron esophagus, angsty poetry.

swallowed by Paris
By Jeremey Moore
By Jillian Tempesta

Illuminating the Past
Past and future join
In a dazzling blue show of
Electricity

An Empty Dream
City of French dreams
Of a better tomorrow

Lit by industry

By Melissa Rose

Cliché
We two met hanging,
required croissants in hand,
from love's pedestal

| shot him down there
On the banks of the Seine where
Students shot their king

By Rachel Cheng By Jillian Tempesta
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Haiku Contest Cont.

Ithyphallic Apotheosis of Paris: Haiku of
Praise

I
Do not judge the French!
Every nation has its needs,
French men more than most

I
In Paris stands the
Only thing erect tonight;
The old man gave up.

1]
We have Obama
But the French have something-else
An ersatz penis

\Y,
Outside my window
France's phallus all alight
What a fucking blight

\Y
Sophomoric humor:
It never ceases to charm
The immatureRoop.

By Philip Menchaca
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Confidence

by Corrie Rollison

Thereds this kid in my car,
waiting excitedly in the front seat

each morning.

He says his name is Confidence

but I find that hard to trust.

I tell him to buckle up

And he just smiles silently

as metal clicks against metal

0l &6m not going anywhere, 6 he mur mu
| pretend not to hear him and turn

my key is the ignition.

His presence in that front seat

has made the teninute drive to school

thoughtless and without worry.

His humming halted the voice that

corrects my wardrobe choice for the day

And even though he stares out the window

most of the time,

I know when his pupils take me in each morning

| am beautifud

Despite how difficult that may be to trust.

When | put the car in park and slip my bookbag over

my shoulder.

Confidence takes off his seat belt and reties his shoelace
0See you tomorrow. 0

oYeah, 6 | say, oTomorrow. O
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Untitled

by Tracey Baldemor

S0 i was sitting on the edge of this cliff one day

(or diving board? or balcony? i don't know.)

but i did not jump so let's not jump to any conclusions
of where i was and where i'll be, because

i'm still not sure about that future stuff yet

yet here i am and there i was

confused like a paradox

when it all made sense

that i had full rights to the melodramatic,

to the music and what not

what's not to love?

when you're young and

depressed enough to be happy about it

and hey, if you listen hard enough,

the taste and texture of those memorized lyrics
are different from way back when and now

"i know what you mean."

S0 i came, i saw, i was conquered

by seHuncertainty and riddled principles of

"don't grow up to fast and fierce, first

place doesn't with anything, anyway."

but i guess i got impatient, there's no time to wait, to waste
--wait!

i guess i did jump.

and i was so sure, SO SURE
that i was right

now i'm not sure, no sure
(oh so) unsure of myself
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because young hide suicide lives its afterlife in adult bodies,
to use and abuse with 'nothing' to lose.

we've never fallen in love (despite the clumsiness),

but if this all ends and ends all tomorrow,

i hope you know that

it was, for short explanation:

(this inspiration, my favorite complication)
"a bo-y" in my head,

and a world with too many Exit signs.

so then i wrote my obituary and sang a requiem that rhymed with irony:
that i am was a child

that i died of natural causes

that i grew up.

that it was the cliff AND diving board AND the point of no return

to write off an old skin and sign away for a new lens,
first love, last breath, and then some.
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Charcoal Drawing

by Li Ana Marcus

It was not that he loved the incline of her &ite line
from cheek to chin could be so fascinating from
this angle and

that.

It was not that.

It was not the way she held herd@lbised at

once was a word for a cat

or a debutante

in this stratified society,

a curious fact. Not

the way that the tilt

of her eyes seemed so secrétive

the Mona Lisads enigmatic smile
in history. The stillness of her fodm

the body often caged its own rampantly vibrant soul.
It was not for this.

Nor for that.

Nothing

but how the charcoal glided

willingly, filling

the empty white spaces

with gracious and graceful form.

Nothing but the white on the page.
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Memories Besides
the Rocking Chair

by Rachel Cheng

You will learn how to love me,

Like I loved the lover before you,

And who has now left me in your arms,
Longing to be embraced again.

For then his arms were warm
Around my neck they wrapped,
Rocking me backwards, forwards,
Forwards, backwards

Into that longing for a love

That was more than just a week
Underneath a setting sun

Warm and bittersweet
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M | Pcb

by Chase Davis

lying there; a dog's last glimpse

at the world he's about to leave
empty eyes a threshold gaze

to life and reasons one should grieve

O! the hallowed grave he guards

a master drowned of drink

cold winds blow and snowflakes fall
but he doesn't wince or shrink

windows dark shelves are empty
the master's family gone

bottles broken, bottles scattered
curtains tightly drawn

the phone rings, a foul smell

there's terror in the air

something happened she isn't back
master's sad is more than he can bare

warm days past and sunny floors
long lazy afternoons

a busy house and running races
and peanut butter spoons

staring in they're staring back
the master's pet like he

a baby boy with bright blue eyes
friends one, then two, then three
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He wandered on until the end
seeking what the master sought
with every drop the master drank
fighting what he fought

Laying there he wasn't sad

he faded by degree

car doors open and all was panic
if they only knew they set him free
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Die Leute die ich
ken ne by Chase Davis

Die Leute die ich kenne

sind alle stark und schick

sie haben ihre eigenen Leben
aber denk manchmal an mich

ich denk an sie fast jeden Tag

und finde ihr wirklich toll

aber was glauben sie, wenn ich etwas sage
das ihr denken dass ich nicht soll

sind wir danach dieselbe Freunde
die wir immer war

oder kénnte es irgendetwas sein
dass darauf geht uns nicht so klar

eine lange Zeit einer kirzeren Zeit

als wir zusammen sind

kénnen Menschen noch schéne Freunde sein
oder macht das keinen Sinn

Wir kdnnen nicht alle martert sein

echt Freunde mussen nur alles ehrlich
bedeutet es nicht dass ich dir ernstlich sage
die Gefluihle die gehéren mich
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The People That |
Know(translation)

by Chase Davis

the people that | know

are all strong and smart

they have their own lives

but think about me sometimes

| think about them almost every day

and | think they are really amazing

but what do they think when | say something
that they think that | shouldn't say

after that are we the same friends
that we always were

or could it be something

that because of it we aren't so good

a long time a short time

since we are together

can people still be great friends
or does that make no sense at all

we can't all be martyrs

real friends just have to be honest
does it mean nothing that I tell you
these feelings that belong to me
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Timeless: Changing
Together by Tiffany Tu

For all the ins and outs of fashion, the favorite pair of blue jeans is
still accorded special stat:!

In Southern California, where fall brings cooler days but no
less sunshine, fall is a season of freshly sharpened pencils, football,
and wardrobe shift. Shorts andhirts take a back seat as cardigans
and jeans emerge from their summer hibernation amongst drawers
and closets.

't i sndt a niyatleast hot @ the sutfacef But m
one particular pair of jeans has not only managed to fit me for the
many years | dve had it, it also

| remember acquiring this pair when | was in sixth grade. It
was a year of firétsPE lockers, dances, the whole junior high scene.
Through it all, it seemed like the more | wore those jeans, the better
they fit. |l wasndt just breaki
somehow O0rememberedd my contour
ingly with each wear.

Sixth grade drew to a close. With seemingly increasing speed,
the remaining years of middle school and high school came and
wenténow | am a college senior,
yes, the jeans still fit. 1 wear them a little less often now, but they fit
better than ever. Like a comforting embrace, they hug without being
too clingy. They draw attention to my favorable attributes, but are
forgiving of my | esser ones. T
thenfi give and take, changing together. Good fit is hard to find, but
it doesndét ever go out of style
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Contours

by Max Radin

MatLab and Gimp

Winter 2009

Copyright © 2009 Max Radin
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Wc p

by Tracey Baldemor

Dms p

Copyrighﬁtt © 2009 Tracy E‘S"anlderhbr

Art Rage 2.0, Tablet PC

NAR

14



Punting on the River
Cam

by Amanda Wong

Photogragh Copyright © 2009 Amanda Wong
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