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Haven’t you heard? The Looking Glass Quarterly has been re-
named Glass Magazine. And with the new name come many 

more exciting changes. Over the next year, Glass Magazine will be 
invigorated with a new design, new ideas, and new management.

First off, you may have noticed the new logo, and the sleek design of 
Glass Magazine. Our staff has worked overtime to find the perfect fit 
for our contributors’ stories, and if you haven’t submitted yet, now is 
the perfect time to do so. For the next issue, Glass Magazine is going 
to hold an extended open submission period. Then, in the fall, we hope 
to roll out several design changes to make the print feel different, and, 
we hope, better. Everyone at Glass is excited to collaborate on this pro-
cess in order to deliver the best read in all of Marin!

One of our primary goals for over the next year is to create a pub-
lication that better reflects the students and atmosphere of College 
of Marin. To that end, the whole team is excited to announce a new 
feature starting in the fall, called “Student Success.” The section will 
feature student stories and narratives relating to personal experiences 
at the College of Marin to help our readers with their own educational 
journey here. We cannot wait to begin collecting your submissions!

Readers can also begin to expect seeing a greater focus on the arts 
and literature at or around the College of Marin. Future editions of 
Glass Magazine will include critiques and reviews of plays, music, 
and art. (Also, don't forget to send in your letters to the editors.)

Finally, I can’t forget to thank the generous folks at ASCOM, their 
support makes this print possible. Oh, and one more thing: Please 
continue to support Glass Magazine, its staff members, and all of our 
endeavors as we promote the literary and artistic culture at College of 
Marin. I hope you’ll keep track of our progress.

Patrick McBurnie
Managing Editor

Questions, Comments or Submissions? Contact the Editors 
at glassmagazinecom@gmail.com

Editor’s Note
Check Out The New Windows
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Visiting Diebenkorn
Trine Miller
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You move from piece to piece,                                     

Eyes fervently scanning—                                                 

 What is it they say,                    

 That our eyes move three times per second?— 

The arithmetics of our curiosity,   

 Adding up each piece,     

 Each square inch of canvas,    

 Each layer of oil, gouache, pastel,    

 To make up the sum of us.     

 To answer our questions,     

 Nay, to ask them.      

 And from somewhere across the gallery,   

 You hear one visitor say to another:    

“Have you figured it out yet?”    

 A question that drives us, again and again,  

 We ourselves hungry for     

 The geography to show itself to us,   

 The lines to come together, 

 The clouds to form,  

 The undulation of just one wave   

 To justify our pilgrimage.



On My Head
Tonia Jones
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Curly or straight

Flowing down backs, chopped short, broken uneven 

Coarse wool, medium grade, or fine as a horse’s tail 

Colored purple, pink or red

Blacks, blondes, and browns

Art, a form of expression

Aging, losing pigment

Shades of grey



Those T.V. Bitches
Leslie Lee
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No one understands
My pain,
The endless nights
I’ve spent
Worrying about
Those younger women.

 I hate those TV bitches

Those sluts 
On TV, 
With their perfect clothes, 
Perfect ball breasts
White smiles and pink pouty lips.

I hate those TV bitches

No one understands
How many hours 
I spend
Looking in the mirror,
Hours in the bath
On the massage table.

I hate those TV bitches

Getting my face
Pricked with needles
Hair lasered free

On the operating table,
Pumping up my breasts
Tucking in my tummy
Sculpting my legs
Waxing my crotch
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To be as naked and nubile
As a newborn babe’s

I hate those TV bitches

He never looks at me,
No matter what I do,
Just flicks the remote
Through the color TV screen

I hate those TV bitches



From The Park
Breton Kaiser-Shinn
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A town car waits while women walk,
Across the street with a compact- 
A glance reflected back.

Paul Cezanne with pastel chalks. 
Wayne Thiebaud paints the hill. 
Each Beaux Arts cake-
Is piped in place.

Monuments built upon sculpted cubes-
A fireman’s hose, a pyramid, 
The rust-colored gateway- 
Cerulean.

Flags from world countries wave-
A checkerboard facade.
Ginger recumbent upon the rug-
I nap on my layered bed,
One eye at the clock.

Tracks click, rumble, and thunder- 
And out the tourists spill.

Hushed before the conductor’s bow,
The curtain rises in the house.

A song peals forth, a patter-song, 
Ebullient wine-
With my noticing.
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Tatoo
Leslie Lee
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Memory is a funny thing. Those moments in our lives—the      
really important ones that stay with us forever—have a 

strange way of resurrecting themselves, time and time again. I nev-
er wanted to forget anyway. Not this one. Not this time. Not ever. 

Despite the late afternoon sun waning towards twilight, it was 
still warm enough for my dog Sunny and I to walk along the beach.  
As we were walking, I watched the fog bank hanging over the hori-
zon, and felt the first hints of the evening breeze pushing towards 
shore. A red tennis ball bumped my shoe.  Bending down, I picked 
it up and saw a young girl standing a few feet away from me. She 
looked longingly at the ball in my hand, but said nothing. Handing 
it to her I smiled and said, “This must belong to you.”

“Thanks,” she said, taking the ball. She hesitated as if she wanted 
to say something further. Instead, she looked down. Just then Sun-
ny ran over to her, raised herself up on her hind legs, and twirled 
in a little circle as she pawed the air. The child laughed. Sunlight lit 
up her gray eyes and brought out the golden highlights in her long 
auburn hair. Freckles dusted her nose and cheeks. 
Sunny’s begging dance seemed to make her brave. “Can I pet your 
dog?” she asked.

 “Of course.” I said, smiling at her. “You can throw your ball for 
her if you’d like. She just lost hers.”  

I watched as the girl leaned over Sunny, patted her small white 
head, and flung the ball down the beach. They both chased after it. 
Sunny ran back to me, red ball in her mouth, and the girl followed, 
her face flushed with laughter. Sunny dropped the ball. Bending 
down to pick it up, the child stopped suddenly, staring. I followed 
her gaze to my arm. “You’re wondering about that. It’s a gift from 
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Tanya, my granddaughter.” 
“Oh.”  She smiled up at me, wide and easy now, as if throwing the 

ball for Sunny had forged a bond between us. She looked so much 
like her. Too much like her. A sweet ache of sorrow pierced through 
me. It all came rushing back to me, and once again I was with my 
Tanya in that room. I saw her small figure in the bed under her pink 
and white bedspread, and her two favorite stuffed animals: a brown 
bunny, and an orange cat.

Even though it was late afternoon, the curtains were drawn 
against the sun. I opened the drapes and the window, letting in the 
warm spring air. 

“I’ve brought you something.” I said, holding out a red tennis 
ball. “You can throw it for Sunny when you feel better.”  Although 
I tried to look happy, my face must have betrayed what we both 
knew. 

“Grandma,” she said softly. “It’s okay. I know.”
“Know what, my Tanya?”
Looking up at me from the pillow she squeezed my hand, and 

smiled. Light brown freckles brushed across her nose and cheeks, 
the only color in her pale skin. I looked back at her and felt a rush 
of love. Her eyes were gray, as calm and as still as sea on an over-
cast day. Eyes that knew me from the moment she was born. Her 
long auburn hair spread out around her like a fan. She said again, “I 
know. It’s okay.”

I turned my head away.
“Please don’t cry.”
Hot tears blurred my vision and ran down my cheeks. She 

reached up with her finger and caught one, holding it out to me. 
She said, “Look, do you see the rainbow? I think we are all like God, 
Grandma. Every time we plant something, or draw a picture, or 
make something, we are like God. Don’t you think so?”
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“Yes,” I whispered. We stayed silent for a while, holding hands. 
Then she looked at me.
“Grandma, will you take me outside? I want to see the sun.” I 

bent down and lifted her in my arms. Although she was seven years 
old, she was as light as if she were two. She smiled and I felt as 
though I were looking into the face of an angel. Her skin was white, 
almost translucent. I could see her pulse in a thin blue vein that ran 
down her forehead. It was as if she could fade into the air at any 
moment. 

I carried her into the garden, and sat behind her on the grass, 
so that she leaned against my chest. Small white dandelions poked 
their tiny heads up toward the sun. She lifted her head too, letting 
the light shine on her face. 

“Grandma?”
“Yes, love.”
“Grandma, do you still have your pen?”
“Yes. Here it is.” I placed my pen in Tanya’s small hand. 
“Give me your arm,” she said, raising the pen. I’m going to draw 

a picture for you.” I put my arm out to her. Her hand trembling 
with effort, she drew a sun with rays coming out of it. Below, she 
drew several daisy-like flowers. Two of the flowers nestled close to 
each other, a big one, and a smaller one. “That’s you and that’s me,” 
she explained, pointing to the two flowers. “Always together.” She 
turned around, looked at me, and smiled. “It will be okay, Grandma. 
Don’t worry.” She yawned, and said. “I feel sleepy. Can you take me 
to bed now?”

The man in the tattoo parlor stared at me. “You’re not our usual 
customer. Are you sure you know what you’re doing? It hurts. It 
hurts a lot, lady.”

I held his gaze. 
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“Tanya,” The girl was saying. “That’s a pretty name.”
“Yes. Yes, it is.” I looked down into her wide gray eyes. “Would 

you like to throw the ball again?” 
She threw it, and ran, laughing, after Sunny. The tennis ball 

bounced and rolled down the shore, its red color bright against the 
darkened sand. I watched the girl and Sunny racing after it. After 
Sunny caught the ball she dropped it at the girl’s feet. Picking it 
up the girl didn’t throw it, but instead held it high above Sunny’s 
head. The little dog alternated between leaping in the air and danc-
ing on her hind legs. Shrieking with laughter the child ran in a little 
circle, Sunny bounding after her, barking, tail wagging furiously. 

Cool breezes swept in towards the shore, pushing the fog in 
from the horizon. I could just make out the sun’s dim circle, hid-
ing behind the gray, as the clouds passed over it.  Suddenly it 
burst through, casting out a single shaft of light; skipping gold 
dust across the swells, kissing their white crests with its brilliance, 
catching the girl and Sunny dancing in its yellow glow, warming 
my face and body. I saw Tanya’s eyes in the sea, and heard her 
laughter echoing amongst the crashing waves. Looking down at my 
arm I saw Tanya’s sun shining there as if it were generating its own 
light. The two daisies drawn below it clustered close, the larger one 
leaning over the smaller. Together. Always together. Faces lifted 
toward the sun.



Raising The Bar
Lila Mullins
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“E  xcuse me, what kind of whiskey is in your hot buttered   
rum?” “Can I have a straw for my beer?” “I’ll have a gin and 

diet coke, dash of tabasco, hold the ice.” Like so many college stu-
dents, I earn my living in the restaurant industry as a bartender. 
For the last 10 years I have created new drinks, broken up fights, 
and fielded ridiculous questions. I’ve served celebrities, worked 16 
break-less hours in a single shift, and played remote control com-
mando. I have been psychologist, wing-woman, janitor, crutch, 
matchmaker, and substitute best friend.

So why do I do it? The job is far from glamorous, especially at 
2 in the morning when you’re reaching out with your bare hands 
to catch someone’s vomit in order to prevent the goop from filling 
up his date’s brand new Prada. It’s an income but it doesn’t make 
you rich, unless you make a career out of it in Vegas. The hours are 
hard, thankless, and all you want at the end of the night is a foot 
massage and a bubble bath. However, in spite of all that, or perhaps 
because of all that, I love what I do. I love the confidence it’s given 
me and I love what it’s taught me; about myself, about the world, 
and most of all, about compassion.

I grew up in a big, boisterous Irish family with a big, boisterous 
alcoholic father. He loved his liquor and occasionally there was 
actually coffee in his morning cup of Jamison. If he was able to get 
up on time, he would send me off to school with stale wine or whis-
key on his breath. If I was able to stay awake long enough at night, I 
would wait in the living room to help him stumble through the front 
door after he would “go out to get groceries”. Before I even knew 
what alcoholism was, I understood that I didn’t understand much 
about it, about why it was so tempting. I began bartending because 
I had questions that needed answers; questions that I myself didn’t 
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even understand or know how to ask.
What might sound surprising, is that I don’t drink, not really. I 

have a fairly well developed palate from years of tasting wine, beer 
and spirits, and I can usually pass a blind taste test between brands 
of gin or identify the stone fruits in a glass of Pinot Noir. But I can’t 
just sit down with a cocktail like 99% of the population during hap-
py hour. My body freezes up and goes numb, I get instantly dizzy 
and start to hot flash like a menopausal woman in Death Valley. I’ve 
never known if it was a physical or psychological reaction, but there 
it is and I’ve learned to adapt accordingly.

I don’t like what alcohol does to me or to my family, and I never 
understood how a bar has a life force of its own; behaving like a 
magnet and pulling in the out-of-control and unsuspecting victims. 
It occurs to me that the only way to even begin to understand this 
world was to go undercover and undertake a complete reconnais-
sance mission and investigate. I decided to join the exclusive club of 
the bartender elite in Marin County; I applied at a divey sports bar. 
I got hired on the spot, which is a story for another day, and I start 
taking notes. I was IN.

Now what? I took a deep breath and began my training, get-
ting thrown into the deep end of a dog-eat-dog/not-so-secret so-
ciety that makes up the little universe of the western style public 
house. I learned about football. I got used to staying up until 4 in 
the morning cleaning and doing inventory. I joined lively debates 
about satellite versus cable T.V. and most importantly, I started to 
get to know the regulars. The bitchy couple that sat at the end of 
the bar for so many years that the bar stools retained perfect rear-
end impressions of them, the drunk SF Giant’s fans who pounded 
their chests like neanderthals with every run, and lo and behold the 
group I was looking for, the fathers.

Ahh...the fathers. The 4 or 5 middle aged men who convened ev-
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ery happy hour after work for one drink, and who ended up staying 
after hours to help sweep the floors. I must admit I spent the major-
ity of my shift down at their end of the bar, talking with and getting 
to know them via ever so subtle interviewing techniques. I made up 
the rules as I went along, promising myself I wouldn’t get attached 
to them or their stories. I learned in about 5 seconds that I wouldn’t 
be able to keep that promise as I learned of the jobs, lives and loves 
of these men. There was Jim, the Englishman whose kids lived with 
his sister after his wife died of cancer. There was Amos, the musi-
cian whose sax took up more space in his heart than his estranged 
adult son. Then we had Zach and Jack, the father and son architects 
who shared the same bald spots, and finally there was Tom, the 
realtor with three monthly alimonies to pay.

As I got to spend time with these men, I began to finally under-
stand the attraction the bar held for them. It was close to home, it 
was relatively safe, and it was more of a family haven to them than 
their own homes. At the bar they could escape the world, their jobs 
and lives, and feel like important and appreciated men amongst 
their little circle. They had their bartenders who tended to their 
needs, often with non-verbal communication, and they were worry 
free and responsibility-less within the sanctuary of those walls. 
Day in and day out, they would claim their bar stools, belly up, and 
come alive.

One day, I asked them collectively what it was about the bar that 
captivated their hearts and livers so completely. What about their 
families, children? The responses they gave me floored me:

“My wife and I have not slept in the same bed since 1974..”
“This is how my dad and I bond, otherwise I’d never see him..”
“I write better music here than I do at home, it’s my satellite of-

fice..”
“I love my family so much that I have to protect them from my-
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self by staying away..”
That last one broke my heart. They were all so honest and open 

with me, after I’d only been there a few months, that I had to go 
into the back room and compose myself before my eyes started to 
water. In that single conversation, I finally started to see why we 
were all there. We were all gaining some symbiotic satisfaction 
from our shared daily exchanges, and the part of my heart that was 
closed from the hurt of what I thought was abandonment began to 
heal. I wish I could say it was an epiphany, that a lightbulb went off 
and Eureka! I figured it out and all was well! Nope, far from it. To 
this day and with each word I write, I learn more and become better 
for it. I ask questions and get answers that can sometimes be rife 
with pain or uncontrollable laughter, which in turn leads to more 
and more questions that need answers.

Fast forward 10 years and 12 bars later. What initially started out 
as an experiment has turned into a lifestyle that I will sorely miss 
when I graduate and get a “grown up” job. I have worked in night-
clubs, concert venues, private parties, michelin star restaurants, 
hotels, and other dive bars. What I can tell you is that the Jim’s, 
Amos’s and Tom’s of the world all have a story like the rest of us, 
with wounds and scars and joys and heartbreaks to share. I honor 
them by listening and giving them my time and attention. After all, 
what more could we possibly want from each other? I have formed 
my own friendships and family at these bars, and I have found that 
place in my heart that I was desperately searching for, the place of 
forgiveness. I no longer have a relationship with my father unfor-
tunately, but I have been able to forgive him which has released me 
from a lot of the pain which lessens every day. Who knows, perhaps 
all these stories will make it into a play someday



A Kiss
Frank Jackdaw
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It was getting late, so I said goodnight to my father and slipped 
out through the door, taking care not to let the light in. 
In the hall I braced myself against the wall and held my hand 

against my upset stomach. All my life he hadn’t lied—why begin on 
his deathbed? Had his mind grown weak along with his body? Was 
he trying to spare me from the truth? Did he think I could not bear 
it? I—who had borne it all my life, like a millstone tied around my 
neck? Had he such little respect for me? And such love? I brushed 
sweat from my forehead as I walked to the car; it was a hot, humid 
night, and the insects were buzzing loudly in my ears.

When I came home and met her she was watching television. Her 
hands clasped together across my back and she kissed me. I took 
her and kissed her back, but heavy now were my arms, was she in 
my arms, I realized, and I drew suddenly back—afraid, and I saw 
her now, too heavy, too soft, slipping down from my arms a rag-doll 
with glass eyes, empty eyes without any of what had been in them. 

The floor with her fell from me, tongue heavy, bitter in my 
mouth, I knelt down to her in shock and shook her gently. Her 
tongue lolled out crazily, like in a cartoon.

My heart beat like a hummingbird inside my chest. I suddenly 
alighted on and took hold of the idea that, in a world as miracu-
lous as this, in times as strange as these, absolutely anything could 
occur. They had promised us life without limitations—so let there 
be no limitations!  I wished with all my heart for the miracles that 
would realign her eyes and set her limbs back into their precious 
former balance, that would make her animate and full of love 
again. I pressed two numb fingers against her jugular. It was still, 
and I could feel it cooling. I wept in spite of myself. It was difficult 
to breathe, so I just held my fingers up against her growing surely 
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colder, called the police, cradled the phone between my ear and 
shoulder, and sobbed. I pulled her from the couch and she hit the 
carpet heavily, her limbs loose and senseless.

I put the phone on speaker and took out the little CPR card that 
I kept in my wallet. I kept up compressions on her until the quiet 
sirens grew louder and I had to stop to let them in. Two police and 
then three paramedics came into what was by then a drab, spartan 
little apartment, and I stepped back into a corner, knocking over 
some books. They are burned into my memory, indelibly:

First, a worn thing, folded over, one square visible, stoic serif title 
above a maze of blue-green rivers and territory designations that 
passed across themselves like veins and arteries: a map of Gehenna. 
My eyes moved on, to a lurid supermarket pulp with a sepia rose 
on the cover: The Kiss of Death. She’d never buy that sort of thing 
unironically. I passed over that one, too. Only the last arrested my 
gaze. It was a black book that I had never seen before: “Ocean Cur-
rents” was printed in gold on the cover. There are many oceanogra-
phy textbooks with that name, but I have never found any with that 
cover—with that dazzling, blinding gold that shines into my eyes at 
night and torments me. Of all the evidence they seized, this book 
was the one object that never returned to me. It showed up on no 
evidence manifests, and to this day I have not been able to find it, 
though I have searched the whole world.

They took her away from the apartment on a stretcher, and the 
police stopped me from following her. They took me into custody, 
and a few hours later they told me that she was dead—that she was 
dead when they’d arrived. I passed through the stages of grief in the 
normal order. Predicting my suffering made it much worse some-
how.

In my prison medical exam they discovered what had killed her—
a curse. 
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The doctor told me that I could no longer donate blood or kiss 
people. I touched two fingers to my lips in surprise and he recoiled 
slightly, like a child. It’s unclear how it’s transmitted, or how it 
came into me. It’s an embarrassing disease to have, to be sure—but 
it’s so rare that it hasn’t yet developed any stigma.

On the street much later I saw a woman staring at me in shock 
and disgust, as if she could see into the pit of my heart, but at home 
I saw that my lips had turned black. I couldn’t help but laugh. Now I 
have to put on lipstick in the morning to stay inconspicuous.

My father went to the trial. He was not as sick as he had seemed 
when I’d seen him last, which brought me great relief. My mother 
wasn’t there—she died before I was born. The doctor’s testimony 
acquitted me of everything. At home, I found that I had left the keys 
in the car. They’d been there for weeks. What a relief that I hadn’t 
lost the car, I thought, giggling. I went inside. I cannot say whether, 
after all that time, the sheets still smelled like her. When I first 
came back I didn’t dare enter the bedroom. I couldn’t sleep on the 
couch where I had killed her, of course, and I couldn’t sleep on the 
floor where she had fallen, either; where the carpet’s fibers were still 
bowed together in one direction like muslims praying to mecca. I 
slept in the bathtub on a bed of towels, too exhausted to weep.

The world refused to end:
In time, I liquidated my little fetishes, working one by one, mov-

ing things an inch a week until the past differed enough from the 
present to make life endurable again. After a few years, all that 
remained to remind me of her was a portrait of us together, smiling 
in one another’s arms. I keep it on a cabinet in the living room, and 
I look at it from time to time. 

My disease is incurable.
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Memories, Alicia Rocha



I met you in the underworld                                               
Not knowing who you would be                                         
Or who you were
In timeless seconds past

But one thing
I did know                                                                         
When I touched Your heart                                                   
Was that somewhere Somehow
We had met before
And we had known
Each other in a distant past

I saw you then,      
With new eyes,                                                                    
New knowing eyes                                                               
That knew me too

Eyes that reached through     
 My skin
And touched my heart

I saw your hair      
 And your skin      
 Bloodless and cold      
 And remembered

The time you were      
 In the meadow
By the stream
Glowing golden in the sun’s    
 Setting rays

Recognition
Leslie Lee
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Holding a small bouquet     
 Of dandelion weeds
To me
An offering       
 Of your love

And I remember that I knew 
 then In that moment
The same moment
That I knew when    
 I touched you
In the underworld

That no matter     
 Where we were  
 In whatever time   
 Or place
 Or un-place     
 Or un-time

We will
Always know     
 One to the other

Who we are Inside. 
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Once when I was sore of heart- 

And weary from the climb,

I sought the murmurs of a creek, 

Its sound like angel rhyme.

From high upon the earth I searched. 

Your memory I’d keep-

To find the comely youth beneath 

The water cool and deep.

First, I caught your angling stare, 

And then your mighty stance.

You slipped between my fingers then,

 And shot me with a glance.

I curled my palm, and knelt beside

Your handsome visage where- 

A gnarled willow wept its leaves- 

Onto the liquid lair.

By The River
Breton Kaiser-Shinn
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I give up searching, and my quest. 

How Cupid’s bow retreats.

He now in quiet shadow rests;

His eye with heaven meets.

My tortured heart sustained a wound 

From Love’s sure bow and quiver.

He claimed to once have been betrothed, 

Beside the ancient river.

GLASS Magazine      27     



Standing tall in the gleaming sun,

An abundance of thick green leaves,

Swaying in the scarce wind.

A sharp breeze,

Zipped through the shadowy sky,

Amber and crimson bleed through leaves,

Clinging to branches,

In a coarse wind.

Winter is welcomed by

A tree’s skeleton

Snow crystals weighing arms down.

muddy leaves

Circle their mother,

Water down its spine

Velvet mossy buds

A Tree in Seasons
Briana Geary
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The waves explode 

The rock wall never budges

But the waves refuse to stop

Cliff
Aubrey Dougherty
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Sky, a deep navy blue
Bright smiling moon
Breeze brushes against my face

Walking along a path
The sound of crickets and frogs      
This place releases all my thoughts

Viewing a few passing by     
 Noticing two islands and a bridge     
The moon shines on the water

No distractions
Just the moon and I       
 At the ocean

My Visit
Tonia Jones
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Fujiwara Speed Paint (30 Mins)  
       Lucas Medina
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I

I couldn’t sleep with the rain tapping my roof in the tropical air, 
so I stared at the empty bottle. The rain came in torrents. Sud-

den outbursts of water bloodied the landscape, only to abruptly 
retreat to the clouds as the ground sighed and prepared for more. 
Grabbing my sandals, I stepped outside onto the moist lanai. The 
rain had slowed to a humid drizzle, which warmly blanketed the 
dark horizon. Banana trees, exotic ferns and ancient rocks lined the 
trail to the deserted street. Following voices, I continued through 
the empty town until a bar appeared through the blanketing fog. It 
was dominated by locals, but a few tourists sipped uncomfortably 
at tables by themselves. I was mostly ignored or contemptuously 
challenged, so I stepped outside with my drink. Leaning on the 
moist railing overlooking the sleeping town, the rain heated my cold 
reflections.

Laughing at my thoughts, I drank, watching the mist change 
color beneath the lights. To my side, a group of locals were ex-
changing goodbyes with the one who remained. He was clearly an 
islander, but his skin was shades lighter than most, though similarly 
covered in tattoos. His expression was fearless, almost menacing, 
but he held an air of loyalty and responsibility. Approaching the 
door, holding empty drinks, we grinned and went inside. His name 
was JB. He relaxed and, deciding he approved, introduced me to 
the entire bar. The locals looked at him puzzled, but trusting his 
judgment, they accepted me. We drank until the bartender shouted 
“Everybody get the hell out,” then we stumbled to the beach. 

At the water’s edge, we, laughed and cursed Kai for finishing the 
last bottle. Their stories rode barreling waves above jagged corals in 

Pine Trees
Cameron Gump
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perfect harmony. JB handed me a joint and disappeared like a ghost 
into the giggling mists. I sat on the pier dipping my feet, where 
fresh water flowed into fields of salt. At this innocent river mouth, 
tiger sharks hunted below the surface. I was alone, with the doomed 
fish, lurking sharks and scuttling crabs beneath my feet. Surround-
ed by saltwater and sand, I gazed at the crashing surf until dawn. 
The sun’s flames spread across the open ocean in streaks until they 
warmed my forehead. The palms behind me stretched outward to 
absorb the rays and the shoreline began to awaken. Sleepwalking, I 
swam between corals and anemones until I reached my cave above 
the crashing walls of foam. 

II
  I was street-side with tequila breath. Ahi steaks and over-

sized prawns still quivered on my plate from the morning’s catch. 
Overlooking the town, which moved in slow motion to its own 
ancient rhythm, I noticed the natives. They nodded their heads to 
the beat and embraced the ground with each step they took. They 
floated gracefully with a dignified purpose, while the tourists blud-
geoned the pavement with flat feet. Below me, a convertible stopped 
and three angry locals stared as I stuffed myself with chunks of fish. 
“Enjoy your meal you white piece of shit!” one screamed before 
they started down the road chuckling. Hot with liquor and rage, I 
leapt from the small balcony and hit the ground running. As traffic 
slowed ahead, I could see the shock on their faces that I was actually 
giving chase. Closing in, I prepared to jump in the car, but they sped 
away. I was too late. Cursing, I walked back to the restaurant amidst 
jeers, laughs and applause from the shocked onlookers. 

I finished my fish under the hardened gaze of a large islander 
with giant fists. I approached him before leaving and he told me to 
be careful around town. Cautiously, I retreated to my room, tiptoe-
ing past locals who burned my eyes with angry stares. I caught some 

GLASS Magazine      33     



34       GLASS Magazine 

football on TV as I drifted in and out of consciousness. The phone 
woke me suddenly, it was JB. “Bruh, we need to talk. Now bruh. 
Meet me in the alley behind the sushi place.” Then he hung up. I 
knew what it was about, but could I really trust him? He was like 
me, embracing conflict with open arms, going out of his way to find 
it. I decided to listen to the voices in my head and prepare for an 
island style, back-alley beatdown.

Too angry to resist, and too drunk to reason, I excitedly crossed 
the street at the prospect of a hopeless brawl. Enraged from past 
mistakes, I was defined by bad decisions and laughed at by educat-
ed fools. I staggered eagerly toward fate with pounding temples and 
a quivering stomach. JB’s outline appeared in the alley, a lone sil-
houette under the shadows. He was alone, grinning nervously and 
taking long swigs from a bottle of vodka. I approached him, puffing 
my chest, refusing to show any signs of fear or weakness. Suddenly, 
from the thicket to his left, three figures stepped from the shade. It 
was them. JB smiled, and I was forced to smile back at the irony of 
my fate.

JB laughed and nodded, so cool and calculated under the mo-
ment’s heat. The wind picked up and rustled the birds from the 
nearby palms as they chirped sunset’s approach. “I see you met my 
cousins.” While JB spoke, his cousins relaxed, but did not let their 
guard down. We shook hands, and collectively the tension eased 
while JB continued; “It’s over between you, let’s drink.” Passing 
the bottle around, we took long swigs, offering brief apologies and 
high fives. The gentle burn of the peace treaty flushed our cheeks 
and watered our eyes to tears. Sunset painted the battleground, gift 
shops closed and the town prepared for another night in the trop-
ics. Before we could blink it was dusk; the tiki torches were lit, and 
the streetlights came on. Still, in between corners of light, the island 
stood black as the deep water past the outer reefs. JB pulled me 
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aside, thrust the bottle in my palm and stared at the horizon. “Bruh, 
they will never understand and neither will you.” Both of us nodded 
intently, as we walked to the bar behind his cousins. But the bar-
tender turned us away, yelling about JB’s unpaid tab, so we hurried 
off to the liquor store. 

In the square behind the town’s center, we toasted recklessly, 
spilling gulps on the ground we hoped would moisten the lips of the 
dead. They spoke of Andy; how he glided across giant waves, filled 
their souls with peace and brought meaning to their lives. But he 
was gone now; his death burned a hole in their hearts, and changed 
their dreams to nightmares. “He wanted to die in the water bruh, 
he was a real waterman,” JB mused with tears glistening in his eyes. 
He stared off into the distance towards a cluster of pine trees, which 
separated a sprawling field of grass from the sandy beach. I could 
only nod with compassion while I whispered prayers to my own 
wandering ghosts. 

 There in the warm night under peppered stars, our angry 
spirits danced. Together we hunted wild boar in the mountains, 
spearfished the reef’s edges and navigated crashing swells like the 
Polynesians. At the feet of volcanoes, cooled by falling water, our 
thoughts became one. In hammocks above the clouds, we exhaled 
circles of smoke towards the midnight sky. Long into the night we 
raged, growing in number and presence until our celebration con-
sumed the town. As dawn threatened its approach we sunk into 
the night, bottles emptied and embers smoldering. I wanted to say 
goodbye, but JB was gone, so I headed to my room. At the foot of 
the stairwell I paused, turning to gaze into the fleeting night. The 
stars faded to morning sky as the island slowly awoke from its deep 
slumber. 

I never saw JB again, and the locals laughed at me for trying to 
find him.



Hiraeth
Lindsey Whitlock
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 Welsh word with no direct translation─describes longing for a home one 
cannot return to or that never existed. (Pronounced hī̱rīaӨ─whatever that 
means.)

A siren songstress left me spellbound.   
 She spoke in verse, always in verse.   
  Her lucid voice was like morphine,   
   The blissful high of being immersed.

The brightness of her gaze shadowed    
 By cheap powder turned into dust,   
  On lashes beneath amber eyes   
   A memory now dimmed with rust.

That exact feeling of her-                                                   
I’d give anything to restore.     
 Soft skin on mine the smooth friction   
  Of peach fuzz and our dirt caked pores.  
 

The exact pitch at which we danced.    
 Her own poetic melody    
 Resurrected my fading pulse     
  And cured my anonymity    
 
Intoxicated me with love     
 Then left, forever gone from sight.

She made a hole I fell into    
 Trapped—like her—in the words I write
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Lovers, Nancy Gump



It Fell From The Sky
Leslie Lee
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The day it fell from the sky I was out watering the weeds in my 
backyard. Frustrated and angry with my lover, I decided they 

needed watering as an excuse to get out of the house before I broke 
Larry’s nose. Sometimes men can be such assholes. 

“But Babe,” he said, stroking my arm, “I wasn’t really kissing 
Samantha, it’s just that she had this stud on her tongue and it was 
stuck, and the only way I could help her loosen it was by using my 
tongue.”

“Do you really think I’m a moron?” I crossed my arms and eyed 
the cast iron pan hanging on the wall.  “No, don’t even bother an-
swering that.” Stepping away from him, I opened the kitchen door 
behind me and slipped outside. “Just don’t,” I said, when he tried to 
follow me. “I have some weeds that need watering.”

And that’s when I saw it, streaking white across the sky. The 
thing, big, metallic, and frigging scary. I watched it fall and spin a 
loop-de-loop before it finally settled on my patch of weeds. 

You would think a metal object that size would create a huge hole 
when it landed and that a massive dust cloud would settle over the 
earth, creating a second ice age. This did not happen. Instead, as it 
approached earth, the cylindrical metal object shrunk down to the 
size of a table-top, hung over my weed patch, and with a slight puff 
of purple exhaust, settled slowly upon the ground. 

With a hiss the hatch opened, and a long, slender white hand 
grasped the outer edge of the doorway. The hand was followed by 
an equally long and slender arm, and the arm by a face that would 
make Helen of Troy look like Godzilla. High cheekbones, and wide-
set violet eyes—no, not exactly violet—eyes that changed from 
violet to cerulean to light green depending on the light, with a small 
straight nose, and the most sensuous full lips I had ever seen on a 
woman without plastic surgery. Hey, maybe she had some work 
done, and I’m just assuming that all this is natural. 

“You’re wrong,” said the woman, standing before me. “All this,” 
she said, as she ran her hands down her curves, “is the original 
package.” 

I let the hose spurt water over her foot, staring mutely. 
 “And did you know,” She took the hose out of my hands and 
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placed it on the ground, “this body could all be yours? All you need 
to do is ask.”

“Wh—what?” I sat down heavily. “I must be getting heat stroke,” 
I murmured and picked up the hose so that the water poured over 
my head, which was suddenly pounding. 

“No, you’re perfectly fine,” said the woman. 
“This can’t be real. I’m sick, hallucinating … go away … ouch!” I 

glared up at her. “Why’d you do that?”
“Because you earthlings are all the same,” she laughed, flinging 

her long blond hair over her shoulder, “Can’t believe anything is 
true without a pinch of reality.” 

“Oh, just go away and find some other human to torment, won’t 
you? I have enough problems as it is.”

She followed my gaze. We both stared at Larry though the sliding 
glass door, who was preening in the bathroom mirror. 

“Do you think he’s really worth it?” she whispered.
“He’s all I could get,” I said, “and now I don’t know what I’m go-

ing to do.” 
“Why?”
“Why do you care? I don’t even know who or what you are!” 
She put a hand on my arm the same way Larry had done. My re-

action puzzled me. Instead of wanting to smash her nose in with my 
frying pan (which was too far away to reach at that point anyway), I 
threw myself into her arms and sobbed. 

“It’s so unfair!” I hiccuped, “I mean at first he was nice and ev-
erything, but after two weeks, he started coming in late and hiding 
things, and I saw him at The Mayflower last night sucking face with 
Samantha. I had just gone into the restroom for a second, and when 
I came out—there they were, stuck together like a pair of suckerfish. 
And just now, he came up with the lamest excuse. I want to believe 
him, but I just don’t see how I can.”

“I know, I know,” the beautiful woman said, patting my back. 
“How would you know?” I pulled back and eyed her suspiciously. 

“You don’t even know me!”
“I know a lot more than you think.” 
“Hmmm….”
The beautiful woman held my shoulders, and gazed into my eyes. 

I shuddered, feeling as if she were touching my very soul. Cliché, I 
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know, but true. 
“I know you are in pain, Alexia, and I can take it all away. All you 

have to do is ask.”
“Ask what?” How do you know my name? Oh, right you “know 

more than I think”.
“Ask me to grant you my gift.”
“Grant me your gift?”
She beamed, grinning widely, and grasping my hands began to 

twirl me around and around in a wild dance. The world whirled by; 
faster and faster, and I felt the earth dip under my feet, and the sky 
reaching down to meet us. Her voice resounded inside my head; 

“Twirl and meet, greet so sweet, 
time to treat, with our feet, 
With our eyes, and our hair,
 and our bodies oh so fair, 
Trade a leg, trade a smile,
 before too long, in just a while
When you land, you will see 
That I am you and you are me!” 

We landed in a soft tumble, in the field adjacent to the Mayflower 
Pub.  I lay on my back, blinking in the bright sunlight. A cow-nosed 
me then shuffled off to nibble on the nearby bale of hay. 

“What was that?” I gasped pulling straw out of some long blond 
hair. Blond?! I grabbed a handful and stared. The hand holding 
my hair was not tanned by the sun, but pale, with long fingers. I 
clutched my chest. My boobs were huge, at least double-D, not my 
usual B cup. I looked down at the rest of my body. A slim waist and 
torso, clothed in a long flowing white dress. I pulled the dress up to 
my knees and gazed down at my shapely feet. What? How? Ugh?

“It’s okay, Alexia,” a voice that sounded crazily like my own said. 
I spun and almost fainted. There I was facing me.  A young woman 
of average height, straight features, with brown hair and brown 
eyes. Skin tanned and smooth. 

“What?... Hey, what’d you do?” I wasn’t sure I wanted this new 
body. 

“You asked for this, didn’t you?” The person who was not me 
asked. 

“I most certainly did not!” 
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“Oh, but you did, you did … Remember, you said, ‘grant me your 
gift’?”

“Who do you think you are?” I glared at her.  “My fairy godmoth-
er?”

The woman who was not me grinned. “I can be anything you 
want,” she said as two white wings sprouted from her shoulders. 

“Very funny”, I mumbled. I wasn’t sure how I felt about this 
strange new body. Sure I always wanted to be buxom, blond, and 
beautiful. But now that I was the three B’s I wasn’t sure if they 
were…me. 

The alien-figment-of-my-imagination-fairy-godmother took hold 
of my hands, and playfully swung our arms back and forth. “Look,” 
she said. “Just try it for a day. Any body part you don’t like, wish 
it away, and you’ll switch it back the way you were originally. You 
don’t have to commit.” 

“Why are you doing this?”
“I’m interested in humans, especially what makes them tick. I’ve 

encountered you female types, and now I want to see what males 
are made of. I’ll start with Larry, if you don’t mind.”

“Sure, good luck with that. He’s a total jerk.”
“Just twenty-four hours, Alexia. You go into that bar, flaunt your 

stuff and really find out what men are made of. 
“Deal?”
“Twenty-four hours?” I cocked my head at the woman that was 

me but not me. “Okay, Figgy. You’ve got yourself a deal.”
She laughed. “Figgy?” 
“What else can I call a ‘figment of my imagination?’ ” I said, flash-

ing a smile.
I brushed off the rest of the hay, opened the cow gate, and 

walked the short distance to the Mayflower Pub. Funny thing about 
Modesto, I thought. There always seems to be a cow pasture next 
to every bar. 

My high heels sunk down into the soft dirt, making walking diffi-
cult, but I finally stumbled through the swinging wooden door. The 
sawdust on the floor stuck to the damp mud on my shoes. I felt like 
a walking scarecrow. 

Harry and Barry sat at the bar, nursing their Buds. I had had a 
crush on Harry for the last five years, but I’d never even bothered to 
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say hello to him, first because I knew he was married, and second 
because he always looked at me as if he were glancing at a fly rest-
ing on his beer mug. I always longed to run my fingers through his 
red-golden curls and often dreamed at night about how his beard 
would feel against my cheek when he kissed me. Barry was closer to 
my age and handsome in a rugged way. Straight dark hair, chiseled 
features and deep-set eyes that often startled me with their blue 
intensity. He had full sensuous lips, and abs that rivaled any Calvin 
Klein underwear model. I know because I saw him pitching hay 
once, shirtless, his torso glossy with sweat. 

I slid onto the barstool next to Barry. He turned and talked to my 
breasts. 

“Can I buy you a drink?” 
“Yes,” I said, frowning. 
He seemed to focus on my right boob, and said, “I bet a beautiful 

tit, I mean—gal, like you drinks something classy. Tanqueray and 
tonic okay by you?”

“Sounds about right.”
“You from out of town?” he asked my cleavage. “I don’t see too 

many gals like you around here.”
I reached out and lifted his chin so that his gaze met my eyes. 
“Hello. I’m up here.”
He reddened, and muttered. “I know that.”
The drink came and I took it and moved away to the pool table. 
“Anyone up for pool?” I called out. 
Harry lumbered over, red-faced and sweaty.
“Helloooo beautiful,” he slurred, then grabbed me.
He held me in a tight painful grip, and pressed his lips hard 

against mine. 
I clenched my teeth as he attempted to thrust his tongue past 

them. He stank of booze, sweat and stale cigarettes: his beard was 
scratchy and rough. 

I managed to wedge the cue stick I was holding between us, and 
pried him away. 

Placing my drink on the pool table, I scanned the bar. Men are 
not only sometimes assholes. They’re just pigs. A lot of good this 
beautiful body does me. No one really cares, no one really sees me. 

I saw Samantha hanging onto Barry’s arm. Samantha was gor-
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geous. Small boned, with fine delicate features, she was lithe and 
willowy. Samantha always has a nice golden tan and her hair was al-
ways perfect. She was model-thin and model-beautiful, and I always 
wondered why she had never left Modesto. 

Now I saw her, hanging onto Barry’s arm while shooting glances 
at the bartender as if to gauge his reaction. 

Samantha lived in the trailer park three blocks away from the 
cow pasture on the poorer side of town. Her first and only job had 
been waitress at The Mayflower. 

Looking at her now, I couldn’t help but feel a little sorry for her. 
I knew from high school that she wasn’t very bright, or interest-
ing, and it hit me now that all she really had going for her were her 
looks. 

I pulled off my heels and headed out the door towards home. 
When I arrived the sun was dropping towards the horizon, the 

space ship was gone, and the weeds where the spaceship had landed 
were dry and brown. 

Larry and the alien-figment-of-my-imagination-fairy-godmother-
that-was-me-but-not-me were sitting on the front porch chairs, 
watching the sunset. 

“Oh, here you are,” she said to me, standing and lifting up the 
suitcase next to her chair. 

“Sarah, this is my boyfriend, Larry. Larry, this is my cousin, 
Sarah.” She stood, indicating the suitcase by her side.” Sarah will be 
staying here for the weekend.”

She walked over to me and gave me a hug. 
“I told you that you could have your body back,” she whispered. 

“After that scene in the bar, I wouldn’t blame you if you wanted to 
trade back right now.”

“No,” I whispered, eyeing Larry’s slack jaw and the way he un-
dressed me with his eyes. “Not yet. I’m going to have a bit of fun 
first.”

“Have it your way,” she smirked, and carried her suitcase to my 
car. 

 As the sky reddened and changed into shades of purple and blue, 
Larry and I sat on the porch swing, watching my car drive away 
down the highway. 

“You’re so beautiful,” he breathed into my ear. “May I kiss you?” 
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Yes, definitely an asshole, or perhaps a polite pig. 
I pushed him gently away, and stared into his eyes.
“What about Alexia?” 
“Who?”
“Alexia, your girlfriend who also happens to be my cousin.”
“Oh, her?” he smiled beatifically. “Alexia and I have an under-

standing.”
“Well, okay then.”  As he leaned in, I moved backwards.
“But first … ” I breathed. 
“Yes?” He grasped my hands.  “Anything, I’ll do anything you 

want, God I’ve never seen a more beautiful woman than you—”
“Great. See those weeds?” I pointed to my poor dead weed patch.
“What?”
“Those weeds. Take that hose and water those weeds real good, 

and then I will let you kiss me.”As Larry sprang up and ran to turn 
the hose on, I leaned back into the porch swing, watching. “It’s go-
ing to be a very good weekend, yes, a very good weekend.”
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  Works by Charles Becker



The Phone
Taeyun Oh  
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The phone rang.
As soon as I held the receiver to my ears, 
there were no words coming out.
For a moment it stayed that way until the call got cut
off. 

Who was it? 
A person who called me at this time of night
while I repeatedly said hello, hello.
A person who did not have courage to answer me
and turned away. 
Who was it? 

I had a similar moment.
I journeyed through the path that was chosen for me
but decided to turn away. 

He would never know how I feel being left here
without knowing who just called me.
While I scream at him to come back and answer the phone.

Maybe it was me from the past;
A coward who hid himself from others
When they offered to help him. 
I will never know.
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Submission from Chintana Charoenwong

Submission from Alyson Miller



Constantine The Conscience
Brianna Van Koll
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The people of the region, 
 live with a demon  
 Residing in every man’s dreaming.   
 A beautiful creature she is,      
 Sent for a reason that mankind sees as treason.

She touches our souls      
 leaving behind a suffocating hole.    
 But she can’t be seen     
 because she has never been,    
 but a thought, left behind, ingrained within,   
 hearing Constantine.

She travels in times of unwanted need  
 controlling our minds with a simple seed  
 digging and reaching     
 new levels of teaching     
 but only singing a single thought,    
 always preaching Constantine.

Only those with sins and souls will understand  
 Her dreary role.      
 Like a peaceful mist,      
 She floats within one’s sacred being,   
 Judging every moral suffering.
 Constantine, she whispers, in every man’s chambers 
 Stinging our minds with guilty pleasures.

Playing with our thoughts and treasures   
 Until one bursts and screams,    
 Shattering our once pristine being. 
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“An illness” they scream,     
 where she has been      
 but every man knows of her important singing  
 yet she can’t be seen,     
 she is simply within, our very existence   
 built like a machine,      
 that our minds must depend and breath    
 relying on the screaming whisper,   
 chanting Constantine.



The West Wind
Spencer Wilkinson
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Once I was a wanderer
Traversing all the lands,
From starlit peaks of Sicily,
To coarse Egyptian sands.
 
One day, I met another three,
Who brought an offer to me,
“Would you like to forsake your flesh
to taste eternity?”
 
Now I am here, but forgotten
Wind in mind and spirit,
Joy might be a fleeting feeling,
At least it’s inherent.
 
At least, the sadness is long gone
Replaced by melancholy,
Impurely laced with glee and joy,
This is my destiny.
 
Quietness comes from peace of mind,
Serenity in motion,
Each step filling my cursed duty,
My silent devotion.
 
Soon, I will be leaving here,
My inexorable trek runs west
Perpetual path I must tread,
The road which only I know best.
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Follow Your Star, Nancy Gump



Spider In The Cellar
Tristin Mott
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I wake with a start -
Something is there!
It gives me the shivers,
Spikes up my hair! 

So I climb out of bed to see 
what’s making the noise,
And I realize it came 
from my chest full of toys! 

I pull out my hand 
and I gasp with surprise, 
For I’m holding a spider 
with fangs and twelve eyes! 

And to this very day it lives in our cellar, 
and I know it will get to my mom somehow…. 
But for now I won’t tell her.

And now sometimes I wonder, 
Did I really just see, 
a glimpse of that spider 
out looking for…me? 

Maybe…



At a bar in San Francisco
Aubrey Dougherty
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The lights turned low

The disco ball casts a celestial sphere spinning around 

us

The band comes out and the crowd screams so loud I 

have    

     to cover my ears

Clapping hands and smiling faces

The music begins: 

Dancing feet and spilling drinks

No longer standing still—this song takes over my body

My head nods and rolls

 arms wiggle and jiggle

  hands holding other hands

   fingers stretching as far out and clamping 

    as close as they can       

   body is worm-like, sliding through the air
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  and feet are stepping forward, back, side to side, 

  and jubilantly jumping up and down

 I lose all control—no words could express this

  freedom.

 The songs over now 

 I look over at my friend—we giggle

 Catching our breath and waiting for that feeling to

 find us again

 The drums start 

 I can feel it pouring over me again

 My friend says, let’s dance. 
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There was a scent.
Large tongues of fire were destroying the place that he knew 

as his only home. The walls, once the color of cream, were as black 
and burned as the picture frames, the photographs inside withered 
and turned to ash. The shattered glass from  the windows spread 
across the floor and hallway. 

The house was nothing more than food to a hungry beast that 
became hungrier with each bite.

Everything around him was falling apart. 
He had to get out. 
The smoke in his lungs was causing him to cough uncontrolla-

bly. He was starting to head for the front door when he caught the 
scent. He knew he had to leave, but common sense was drowned 
by his irrational need to know where it was coming from. He had 
to hurry, since the structure of the house was becoming weaker by 
the second. He followed it until it led to the room at the end of the 
corridor. 

He kicked the door down.
The smell of burning meat suddenly filled his nostrils. Under-

neath fallen pieces of the ceiling were dark, twisted corpses on the 
floor a few feet away from him. Their skin, hair, and eyes were on 
fire. Large mounds of burning flesh and bones were all that re-
mained.

His body ached and his eyes overflowed with tears from the pain, 
the exhaustion, and the loss. 

The heat was unbearable. 

The roof collapsed. 

Fever Dream
Ken Sameon
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It all was planned.        
 After contemplating for eons, sparking, having
pushed my mind

 Out of forms which seemed to explode, 
 My new found intelligence was chosen   
 And thus I became a sentient being.  

 Burrowed in the dark, I decided to create –  
 Not something complicated, but something 
 planned. 

It would be something which I would know from 
beginning to end before I even put it in Motion.

 I sat upon a chair at my desk in a towering 
 building 
In a lofty city which spun in the heavens.     

I rarely watched my own universe these days, 
as things went as bad as I had foreseen them.
It wasn’t complicated.       
 It wasn’t something that I had looked down upon in
 at least a generation.

 
 A banging at the door startled me.  

Everyone came to their afterlife here, but no one had
ever done anything to surprise me.  

In fact, the whole universe and all of its inhabitants
were a part of my mind.  
They were real, but only in my mind alone.
   That is why I was startled.

I stood from the black chair and walked to the 
door, more curious.

Creation
Ross Dale Kelly

GLASS Magazine      57     



We are born in glass bodies,
And know we exist.

Fingertips pressed to the surface,
Seeing only reflection and breath.

Our shadows are many,
And we are seeds growing outward from our scars,
Tendrils gracefully climbing from the heart.

Grieving what we know,
We cry, weep, or reach.
We twitch, buzz, and hum.

Ourselves are dreaming,
Awake and undisturbed.

We are the proud, 
Hating to be led.

I crouch and pray at the wall,
I search for a way.

There is fortune to be won,
And yet I produce- 

Only
Dreams.

Emerging
Breton Kaiser-Shinn
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What Phil Told Me
Patrick McBurnie
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Phil probably wasn't sober, as I could smell liquor in the air. He 
was a Caucasian man, with a wart on the apex of his right ear, 

and short brown hair somewhat thinned on top, though that's only 
apparent when he takes off his baseball cap. His shirt collar was a 
little frayed but his clothes were clean, and his reading glasses hung 
from a cord.

I watched him as he talked to a man waiting for the train. He 
talked about baseball, but it seemed to me he was really talking 
about life. It was important, he said, to play to win. You had to play 
your very best to win. And if you didn't win, at least you knew in 
your heart that you had tried. His voice nearly broke when he said 
this.

When he started talking to me, he was sitting on a bench and I 
was standing about fifteen feet away, but the noise of passing trains 
made him difficult to hear so I moved closer. He wanted me to sit 
but I refused; I sit nearly all day. So he stood. This truly tested my 
self-discipline because my personal space extends in a radius of 
about three feet around me, but he very plainly wanted to stand 
closer than that. So I centered myself and we compromised at about 
two feet.

He told me about his job as a writer for a local newspaper. He 
told me about a number of things. He talked about his girlfriend, 
and he remarked how odd it was that I didn't look away from him. 
I had my reasons for that. First of all, I was listening to him. Sec-
ondly, he was in my space.

I learned that day Phil hates the righteous and the ministers. He 
hates the people with self-righteous attitudes and would bury them 
all if he could. He hates them all because they don't know anything. 
But Phil knows he is going to hell. He's 57 now and isn't afraid of 
anyone, and he really doesn't believe there's a place like the brim-
stone and fire hell, but if there was a place like that he knows he'd 
go there when he died. He knows because he killed a boy.

It was war and the boy moved at the wrong time. The Viet Cong 
had already left the village, but Phil didn't know that and neither 
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did his squad. And they were all easily spooked. The boy in the bush 
moved and Phil turned and shot him in the forehead. Phil hadn't 
known he was a boy. The sergeant told Phil he couldn't have known, 
and if he hadn't shot he could have been killed himself. But it wasn't 
like that. The fact was it was only a boy and he had shot him in the 
forehead. Phil was only 19 at the time, and he held the boy's body 
and he knew right then that he was going to hell. Two or three times 
while he was telling me this, he recreated the motion of drawing 
and firing a pistol with his right hand. Tears ran down his cheeks 
when he told me this. 

He almost sobbed when he lamented this boy; this boy would 
never grow up, have a girlfriend, get married, or have children of 
his own. He'd never go to college. It seemed unlikely to me that a 
Vietnamese boy growing up in a village during that time would have 
much chance of going to college anyway, but that wasn't the point.

In the course of meandering from topic to topic he told me that 
he didn't really have a girlfriend, that the woman he referred to 
earlier was just a good friend and not the same thing. He touched 
my shoulder, and I found myself wondering if I should tell him that 
I’m married.

My train arrived, and I left Phil at the station. As I headed south, 
it occurred to me that he had, in the course of talking about nearly 
everything else, told me that he craved to connect with somebody 
and be close to that person. And Phil also told me that he was in 
Hell.



The Place We Met
Brianna Van Koll
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I met you painting the cave wall 30,000 years ago.

Frozen in wonder at your presence, I asked no
questions.
Unnoticed, I found an inviting rock and welcomed
myself into your world.

Your features were alarming:
Gliding over the rocky canvas, your bull like arm attacked the
wall with elegance.
Each gentle stroke created movement in your
muscular skeleton
Poised like a redwood, you stood over the mud like
substances with prestige
Each earth inspired color captured the essence of the
figures on your canvas,
Bringing life into a cave where light was seen only at
noon.
Sweat dripped from your dirty pores as your
concentration deepened 
Drenched with dirt and feathers, your hair resembled
something of a knot
Without blinking I stared at your movements and
nature, questioning my existence

With a simple sneeze, your neck cracked in my
direction.
Eye contact with your unknown face overwhelmed my
senses. 
Without moving, you smelled the air, checking for 
danger.
My breathing slowed to an unheard pace, my glare
never blinked
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With cautious movement, you walked toward.
Feeling excitement and danger, my heart quickened.
I entered your world, and so you must enter mine.

The distance between us shortened now.
Your mud based hands raised and with a small
 gesture of the finger, you touched my nose.
My mouth quivered in excitement and fear.
You stood utterly still, watching me.
The distant sound of water dropping into a puddle
surrounded the air.
Without a spoken word, you moved.
With a crawl like movement you left my bubble and
joined your own.
Never to return.

Sensing no harm you created a new mud like
substance
Moving to the right, you chose a new canvas.
Your head turned in my direction, and with that
glance you started to paint.
Long hair, freckles, green eyes and pale skin:
a figure resembling my own.
You finished your piece with the nose.
Looking back you stared into my eyes and with that 
our worlds collided. 

Researchers today, say the figure is something from a dream,
nothing that would have been seen 30,000 
years ago.



Even In Summer
Breton Kaiser-Shinn
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          I
Warm breeze at my bed,
the water lapped at me.  
I noticed you buoyant upon the lake
your silver rowboat near.

I washed my face with lathered soap, 
and put on terrycloth.   
 My beach towel, wrinkled upon 
 the floor, had dusted it with sand.

A quiet angler strolled the pier,
his bucket weighed with fish.
Crayfish scrambled and snapped their
claws, the surgeon to avoid.

A perfect calm comes much too late,
umbrellas folded now.
When Wind would stir the restless 
pines, a suitcase in my hand.

        II

When I approach the stucco house,
the tree man’s ladder there.
Little Napoleon runs to me,
and I release the time.

Grandmother sprays her Bonsai pot,
as coy slip by with ease.
Her grayish eyes remembered me,
over the golden frames

The historical room was comforting,
its fresh tobacco smell,
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and paneled wood upon the walls
where dry warm pipes did breathe.

The house was still then-

“Are you reading a mystery novel,
unable to sleep?"

      III
Where-is-the-room?              
The grey-eyed lady startles-
at a loudspeaker.

 
Blue curtains glare 
without glasses. 
 
"Who are you? 
Are you a ghost?" 
she calls.

I walk to his bed,
he with feeding tubes-
In a blue-and-white speckled patient shift-  

-and a shifting curtain, 
Grandfather lay 
oblivious-                              
to the oxygen tube. 

A nurse here, 
and the motor of
the pressure cuff.
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Author Biographies
Charles Becker:

I am Charles Becker, and among a few other things I am a stu-
dent of architecture at the College of Marin. I rather haphazardly 
attended a very rigorous college for a couple of years in the 1960s, 
with predictable results.  Putting that setback behind me, I made a 
40 year career at sea and retired in 2009. In 2012 I decided to pick 
up where I’d left off in college and enrolled at the College of Marin. 
I soon discovered the architecture program, which has prompted an 
intellectual and creative reawakening in me. I deeply appreciate the 
chance to share some of my work.

Aubrey Dougherty:

My name is Aubrey Dougherty and I’m currently a student at Col-
lege of Marin. I live in lovely Fairfax. As of right now, I’m an English 
major, but I’m considering switching to a science. My favorite book 
is The Rum Diary by Hunter S. Thompson. I am an editor on the 
College of Marin Literary Magazine. Poetry is my favorite type of 
writing because it has the ability to take on any meaning imaginable 
while being straight to the point within a couple of pages or less. I’m 
currently in love with creating jewelry (Metalwork). My hope with 
my contribution to the magazine is that I have provided a place for 
students at the college to express themselves.

Carol Duchamp:

I teach Water Media and Intuitive Painting (watercolor and fluid 
acrylic) classes for College of Marin Community Education. I'm an 
exhibiting artist, art educator, and workshop organizer (Art Trek). 
My next travel class will be to view Paleolithic Art in the south of 
France in June 2016. I have many favorite writers in both French 
and English, but at the moment I'm enjoying Rebecca Solnit's En-
cyclopedia of Trouble and Spaciousness. I paint and write, and I 
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am currently working on a novella with the working title Garlic and 
Roses. In terms of genre, it fits into the category of autobiographical 
fiction.

Briana Geary:

I am a current College of Marin student, and I’m majoring in 
Creative Writing. My favorite novel is Pride and Prejudice, by Jane 
Austen. I love reading mystery and fantasy novels. My favorite mys-
tery novel writer is Laurie R. King.

Cameron Gump:

Cameron Gump is currently enrolled at College of Marin as an 
English major. He enjoys reading a variety of books, from ancient 
manuscripts like Sun Tzu's The Art of War, to contemporary ur-
ban nonfiction like Sanyika Shakur’s Monster. Some of his favorite 
works include: Notes from Underground, The Autobiography of 
Malcolm X, Beach Music, and Basketball Diaries. At present, he is 
interested in literature regarding racial inequality and civil rights 
struggles. Cameron enjoys writing essays, short stories, and nonfic-
tion, but mostly shies away from writing poetry and prose. Cameron 
is also passionate about sports, fitness and exercise science. 

Frank Jackdaw:

Frank Jackdaw is currently studying the humanities at College of 
Marin. His favorite book is The Gospel of Thomas, and his favorite 
author is Jorge Luis Borges.

Ross Dale Kelly:

Ross Dale Kelly is a current College of Marin student with plans 
to graduate in 2016. Formerly a philosophy student, he now stud-
ies English. He is undecided with regards to his favorite author; his 
favorite book is The Lion, the Witch and the Wardrobe. He enjoys 
video games, movies, and writing. He acknowledges Dr. Tipton’s 



68       GLASS Magazine 

creative writing class as an influence. His writing can be found at 
www.pennamedragon.com.

Leslie Lee:

Leslie Lee is a full time staff employee in the Human Resources 
department at College of Marin who has also taken a few classes. 
She is interested in creative writing and improvisation. She likes to 
write Fantasy, Horror, personal essays, articles on dogs, and articles 
about people. Some of her favorite authors are Ray Bradbury, John 
Steinbeck, and Neil Gaiman. She has many favorite books, includ-
ing East of Eden by John Steinbeck, The Ocean at the End of the 
Lane by Neil Gaiman, The Illustrated Man by Ray Bradbury, The 
Shipping News by Annie Proulx, and the Game of Thrones series. 
She loves to write and dream about her stories.

Patrick McBurnie:

Patrick is an apsiring journalist, who attends the College of Marin 
as an English major. He plans to transfer to UC Berkeley in Fall 
2016 as a double major in order to obtain a Bachelor's degree in 
English and Integrative Biology. His favorite authors include James 
Baldwin, Jack London, and Ezra Pound. His favorite works are This 
Is Just to Say by William Carlos Williams and Sonny's Blues by 
James Baldwin.

Trine Miller:  

I am a part-time English department faculty member at the 
College of Marin, and have loved teaching for many years.  Last 
spring and fall, I challenged my students to submit their work to 
The Looking Glass Quarterly, encouraging them to recognize the 
opportunities around them, face their fears of rejection, resist their 
self-doubts, acknowledge their own talents, and add to their ac-
complishments. Of course, they then challenged me to do the same. 
How could I say no? 
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Tristin Mott:

Hi readers! My name is Tristin Mott. I am currently a student at 
the College of Marin. I have High Functioning Autism, so I guess 
I would be associated with the disabled student service program. I 
love to read science fiction and fantasy stories, and I don’t have any 
one favorite book.

Lila Mullins:

Lila is a current student attending her last semester before 
graduating with degrees in both Drama and Cognitive/Behavioral 
Sciences. This fall, she’s hoping to transfer into the theatre program 
at the University of California at Berkeley. She’s currently studying 
directing, playwriting, and stage management. Her favorite book 
is Memoirs of a Geisha, and her favorite author is William Shake-
speare. In her own words:

“I’m a playwright and I love to write about what I know, what 
I’ve studied, and what I’ve experienced in a stage-play format. I was 
pre-med for many years before becoming disillusioned with the cur-
rent medical system, so I switched back to theater, which is my first 
love (my whole family are involved with theater arts). At this mo-
ment I am actively working on three plays simultaneously, and it’s 
my dream to put them up on stage at UC Berkeley.”

Alisa Rocha:

Current student at College of Marin. Right now, I'm taking basic 
courses (Math, Sciences, Art, etc). Afterwards, I would like to trans-
fer to UCSF Medical school and graduate as an Orthodontist. My 
Favorite books are The Alchemist by Paulo Coelho and The Great 
Gatsby by F. Scott Fitzgerald. I love to draw, paint, and sketch. I get 
inspiration from my country of origin, Mexico. I used to do plaster 
and clay sculptures as well; some of them were abstract and others 
were inspired by animals or fruits.
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Ken Benedict Sameon:

I'm a current student at the College of Marin, and with lots of 
hope and effort I will be transferring to SFSU in the Fall of 2015 to 
study French. I like to read fantasy books, and occasionally science 
fiction. I don't really have favorite authors, but I follow authors who 
still write stories that interest me. I don't really think that I have the 
proper knowledge or experience with regards to writing stories. I 
write for fun, without an audience in mind.

Breton W. Kaiser Taylor (a.k.a. Breton Kaiser-Shinn):

My favorite books are The Fault In Our Stars by John Green and 
the House Of Mirth, by Edith Wharton. C.S. Lewis and Shakespeare 
are my favorite authors. At College of Marin, my major is Liberal 
Arts. As I began in the drama department, I have an A.A, in Art 
and an A.S in Interior Design. I enjoy writing poetry and fantasy, 
creating jewelry design, costume design, graphic design for invita-
tions, and book illustration. My first fantasy novel is The Dragon Of 
Emerhill.
 
Spencer Wilkinson:

Spencer Wilkinson is currently attending the College of Marin as 
an English Major, with a secondary preference for History classes. 
His favorite book is Dune by Frank Herbert, while his favorite 
all-around author is Bernard Cornwell. Spencer likes writing in a 
variety of genres, but his personal favorites are soft science fiction 
and low fantasy.



Glass Magazine
2014-2015

A magazine of the arts published by
College of Marin Literary Magazine Club

Glass Magazine supports the literary and artistic creativity of all 
students and staff members at the College of Marin. We are an 
open-minded non-profit dedicated to the promotion of art and 
culture in and around the College of Marin. Our magazine features 
multiple genres including fiction, non-fiction, art and poetry.

Find us on the web at www.glassmagazine.co

Contact the Editors at glassmagazinecom@gmail.com



Questions, Comments, Submissions?
Contact us at Glassmagazinecom@gmail.com

       www.glassmagazine.co




