


/flilf( 

\\\}( 
{/ 

DEAR READER, 

OTHERSIDE IS MADE UP OF GALACTIC SPACE JUICE 
SKIN CELLS SWEPT IN CLASSROOM CORNERS. 

YOU ARE HOLDING AN 
ANCIENT PZR ARTIFACT 
DELIVERED TO US BY 
THE FUTURE. 

AS YOU HOLD IT IN 
YOUR "HAND" 
ALL PARTICLES LIQUI 
FY-

RELEASEYURSELF 
TO THE OTHER SIDE: 

-META * MORPH. 

go fresher, C' 

go crazy-and say to heck with 'f 
M PSJDE ct; 
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Fantasy Boy 

How are you so hot? 
Your tattooed muscles ripple like snakes 
ripple in dark water, 
a danger that lies among depths of what 
can only be felt. 

I want to wade into you. 
As I sink in river mud your Lean muscles 
clench my waist-
sitting atop those broad shoulders, the 
base of your neck pressing into me as l 
reach higher and higher to pick plums in 
summer-
Do not speak. 
I like to watch you silent, to imagine your 
voice as thick and dark, like the taste of 
coffee when it is cold in winter. 

Grab me instead. 
When spring comes and it is warm enough 
to sit on the back deck of the library your 
clenched fists will lose grip of that book 
you read and grab my ankles. 
Pulling me into you, onto you. 
The smell of polyester shorts makes me 
nostalgic for something I cannot quite 
taste, 
no matter how deeply I explore you. 

Where do you end? 

Poem by Kyra Payne 
Collage by KC Chaviano 

Graphic by Drew Woods Doodle by Kelsey Ceasar 



clustered, amoebic 
on spindly fingers 
bark and black 

\ll· 
a bare tree 
woke up 
to companions tl 

pink, inflamed 
alive--

brightened by 
their delicate entrance ... 
their lipped smile 

to spend 
Venus? 

could mark 

puncture, plates converging -
she peels, and we'll wonder 
at how her body rubs up and out 
gasping 

from our half-built bed 
I could hold your hand 
without the faintest idea 
of gravity, minutes, metal 

ill. 
today, skin on 
pillowed, summered skin, 
the two blanketed tiers, the 
ovate tenderness 





HER Sometimes he hated her. In 
her he saw the disillusion-

He liked the way the ments of a reckless capitalist 
freckles scattered beneath her youth that absorbed the 
eyes resembled constellations and energy of a corrupt sys-
in a galaxy plagued with mys- tern and created a madness 
ticism. Her lips were delicate that only sought meaningless 
petals that hid tiny voracious pleasure, but at the same time 
teeth which sprung like a it was this that attracted him 
venus flytrap in the midst of her. An unrestrained .,,...,.,..,.", 
heated kisses. She had an ener- of desires that was unaware 
gy she was afraid of and he was of the possibility of taking 
curious about. They walked a wrong step. Uninhibited, 
together, unsure of whether or educationally ignorant and 
not to hold hands or keep an blinded by wealth. The Ameri 
appropriate distance. They sat can Dream. Something he had 
on a bench side by side know- analyzed in an academic ......... ~ ... "'' 
ing that there was no purpose but not in an emotional and 
to this, no meaning, but sim- human way. 
ply opportunity. It was an end With previous loves 
with no future which made he could see a hint reflection 
investment unnecessary and of himself, of his values, but 
limitless. when he looked at her he only 

The crossing of their saw her eyes and they were 
legs was effortless and natural beautiful, attractive and in-
for there was no expectation to spired a certain type of 
be met. She talked and he tried 1-.---------------------JI·----------------------l in his chest. She was s 
to tuck in her words under the heartless and pure madness, 
blanket of his memory. He knew he wouldn't be quizzed on these stories later, but he when they held each other, wrapped around one another's reach, he felt something 
still wanted to remember them. From each other they learned not to think much of . A bitter sweet kindness that hid from the eyes of onlookers, allowing itself to 
anything, but to bounce off of each others' actions. They yawned when there were no visible when nobody was watching. He felt conflicted, divided and inspired. She 
more words to be spoken and decided to head back to their respective rooms. is paintbrush paint, his pen write and his hips dance. The perfect torture for an artist in 

prose by Isael Gonzalez of passion. 
photo by Lizzie Koehler 



Captured in your hands, 
All is left: 

poem by Natlie Dunn 



Eva King 

1 Tbs+ cardamom 

1 Tbs vanilla extr~t 
1 'JP sugar 
21eggs 
1 tsp baki~ so 
1 tsp baking pow 
2 cups flour (or mix a.Imond flower!?) 
1 cup yogurt W.laiol 
*berrie&! . ;I 

1. Sielt 
attttt 

add baking soda and powder. lncofi?rate ... (; 



disappearing is losing your name forever 

if I saw you during the day 
I would never recognize you 
an indistinct 
collection of sand 
resting next to the ocean 
I don't know what you call yourself 
when you can see your face 

reflected in the tide 
but on the night we met 
you called yourself 
Evaleen 

we were all lying 
about our names that night 

it was dark in the way 
of shut eyes 
dark in the way of a moon 
hidden behind the misty folk 
shadows of a silhouette 
walking slowly 
tendrils of fog in their hands 

dragging a haze 

and I feel them 
grabbing at the skin on my ankles 
pulling at the tendons in my arms 
tugging at the veins in my chest 
because something in the blood 
wants to disappear 

in their 

into everyone 

wake 

but then you 
and your calloused hands 
and you are Evaleen 
for the night 

something in your face 
moves with the breeze 
the way you speak rises 
with the weather 
and your eyes dance 
in the rhythm of 

you offer me the ocean 
in exchange 

for my hand 

the moon 

you give yourself a different set of sounds 
every night, a new shape of the tongue 
to call the abyss of your mouth 
if I come back every night 
could I learn to say you? 

or are you only Evaleen 
for tonight? 

take my hand forever 
dig a hole in your stomach 
and bury me in the sand 
take my hand forever 
dig a hole in your stomach 
and bury me in the sand 

3 

in the glow of a thousand jellyfish 
I gave a piece of myself 
to the depths of your name 
you taught me to lose myself 
in the jaws of tiny silver fish 
to collect myself again on the ocean floor 
and breathe in you 
I am whole 
so long as I remember 
the sun-colored strings that attach me to the sky 
as I remember 
that I ate grains of salt 
and gathered them under the skin of my palm 
so that something 
in the left hand I left behind 
would taste 
like you 

on the night I learned to say my name 
in the roaring crash of seven letters 
on the night that you were Evaleen 

when the day was done with me 
I returned to the shore 
to my sunburnt driftwood body 
I know 
I will call your name forever 
because I will never 
recognize you 
again 

Andy Frias Graterol 
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VITA NOVA, MAMAN! 

"I have never known a Woman's body! 
I have known the body of my mother, 
sick and then dying!" 

-Roland Barthes, Mourning Diary 

estradiol is converted from testosterone through a process called aromatase. 

lift your shirt and show me your bruises, maman, show me the way my blood moves, too. 
mother tells herself secrets i can never know, secrets like: 
sepia as a noun, a history of mastectomies, her father asleep at the wheel. 

father made me a non-boy, 
what mom has given me: a liminality in the body, a key-chained photograph of me at legoland, a boy 
standing next to a seven-foot lego knight. 

she refuses the MRI, she refuses the acronym, what failures oflanguage. as in: a word 
that carries gender as she might. it will happen again because adrenaline must find its 
exit. 

estradiol is the most potent estrogen found in the human body. to live without 
concern for posterity, steroidogenesis 
is the process by which cholesterol is transformed into a monument, "fresh as on the first day of 
mourning:' 

oh mommy, the prosopagnosiac . 
such missing footnotes, it seems --
the various sounds of creaking, all kinds: in cars folding into one another, in the space 
between shoulder blades, in the development of breast tissue, in the falling together 
and apart, again. 

merrill leon 

Prosopagnosia, also called face blindness, is a cognitive disorder of facial recognition. 



Desert Dream 

In the stillness of the night 
subtleties of sound 

come alive 

Fingers flick 
and slide 

on a surface of skin 

I play the sounds of the earth 
whistling like wind 

through the walls of this labyrinth 

Pathways carved in crackling earth 
formed by smoke 

that sifts tears through my eyes 

1 chase the sun 
on pounding paws 

that beat like hearts echoed in sand 

Bodies break down 
crumble to earth 

I collapse in the dirt 
And I rise 

gliding on currents 
high above the desert 

I am the soothsayer 
tending to the embers 

as shadows dance on cave walls 

Breathing life 
to the burning chasm 

of my wounded wrist 

Sand pours from my fingertips 
I give birth to the dune 

made up of my demise 

In the morning 
Lingering at the temple entrance once more 

Picking sand from my scalp 



THE DEVIL THE HERMIT DEATH THE LOVERS 

VI 

THE FOOL THE HI GH PRIESTESS 

0 II 



Lost and Wild 
it travelled into my nostrils 
as the soft black sky cloaked its body. 

You said to me that these were your favorite. 
Nights 
when you could hear a metronome in the pits of a chamber you could not see. 

You said it felt like a quarter 
steady jangling inside a load 
gaining pleasure from being in a place it wasn't supposed to be, 

Like dust. 
You said you felt like dust, 

And that these were your favorite nights. 
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Aly Gupta Un1cori'IAI Apr 1 

I WILL BREED MY RATS FOR DEATH, DESTRUCTION AND GLORY 

UnicomAl Ap 1 

To the ants inhabiting my room: don't be fooled by my vegetarianism, FEEL MY 
WRATH! I am a god to you 

Expand 

Un comA~ Apr 1 
I once ate an acorn at the bus stop it was more sour than I thought 

Aly Gupta ui'\ICOmAl Apr, 

Did people back in the day say 'like' as much as they do today? 

Exoana 

un COI"".Al Ap 1 

Frank Ocean: a voice like butter 

Exp..no 

G) Rsr ~ ee1ec t> " 1 Gupta 
Helen Keller Tl e HE>I.;>~VAI er ~~~r 30 

I might be blind but I can tuck ur bitch 

Exoano 

Ul IComAJ Mar 20 

the eyes are the nipples of the face 

Expand 

. Aly Gupta Jl'\lcor'\Ai Mar 20 

THERE ARE HUGE ASS WHALES LIVING IN THE DEEP SEAS BUT IMAGINE IF 
THEY LIVED ON LAND 



Woodwork: 
Jess Ohlson 







could 

breast s 
a mess 



WHO RUN THE WORLD?! 
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X marks the spot our fuzzy friends come to seize 
and cease, piece by piece. This map shows only a 
portion of the poison. 

*Make Pitzer keep their promise of replacing the poi
son death boxes withe less harmful rat traps 

DATE: 28 JANUARY 

LOCATION : Newly Destructed without consent MARQUIS LIBRARY READ
ING ROOM 

EVENT: Fireside Chat with Vice President for Student Affairs 
BRAIN CARLILE, President of Pitzer College LAUWA TWOMB LY, and 
STUDENTS 

MEMO: It has recently come to the attent ion of the management (et 
al .) that PITZER COLLEGE is diverse enough . At this extensive 
meeting with STUDENTS it was determined that diversity on campus 
(socioeconomic, racial , ethnic, or according to sex, gender, sex 
ual orientation etc) is eit her 1) already satisfactory, 2) not 
t o be considered at all based upon a 11 blind[ness] to what's be 
t ween our legs , and the color of our skin" (CARLILE) , or, 3) al 
ready addressed through our abroad programs , in which STUDENTS go 
abroad, proceed to be the richest , or whitest in their 11Village" 
and thus have a ~~minority" experience (TWOMBLY). From here for 
wa rd all talk about diversity on campus should cease . We've done 
it everyone! 




