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Cha-namo

Lisa Streit

I miss the slowness of the momings in Bouddhanath, the hal howr | sipped away my cup of cha-namo, watching the clouds
rise from the valley. | would say nothing. The wet sound of the milky tea sputtering imwand through my lips sometimes seemed
to reflect the dnppeg warmth of another monscon day breathing Ife into the oty But masthy | kept my wocal chonds and mind
still, simply absorbeng the gravelly rumblings of popo-la's prayers, the chirping of birds on the window sill, children laughing from the
schoolyard, dogs barking. Then | would pour ryselfl another cup.

I krvenwy | wiowkd miass thase momeng teas m ama-ka’s ktchen, 5o bought what struck me as enough loose Nepah tea 1o
last me (without an idea of how long). But somahow thers is never time for tea in Los Angeles. Its not that | had a relaad
schedule in Kathmandu— was up and heading out for classes at eight or nine in the moming. and seldom had a spare maoment
in my day before dinner, by which point | was usually already exhausted, mumbling embarrassed apologies to my host family
when | went straight to bed after dinner at only nine o'clock—but that half hour by the window seemed indispensable, To be
fair | coukdn't help but rise earty; the city was a solar-powered noise maching (which & actually not such an un-true description
of all life); by sbc am, every street dog in the cty was barking children could be heard laughing or crying, the cinking and danking
of bronze-casters hammenng out bowls and prayer wheels would reach ma like the world tapping gently on the window-pane.
And most of all the sop man, selling mangos from a bicyde was my moming alarm clock, his repetitive “aaaaaaaaaa AAAAAAP
aaaaasaaaaf Al A AP reng in pitch, with the timbre of a trumpet.

O, | know there & enough time here for a cup of tea in the moming, but somehow the leaves my omo-a g me do
not brew the same tea. A few times I've tnied and | find myself gulping it down in three three or four big swigs, too hot to taste,
or washing down my too-big bites of dry breakfast cereal with a cup of masala tea, but without much relish. Even when | don't
rush it's not the same here. One moming | sat in the breakdast nook, skowly Spping rmy tea and staring at the fistfd of black-eyed
susans | had piceed in an empty lot behind a used car dealer For a moment, it almost warked—tha flower petals, it from bahand
by low-anghe sunhight, glowed like stained glass, with a warmith that matched the tea—but then one of my housernates on his way
out for the day walked through the room, and it seemed only absurd, sitting alone dninlang tea and watching flowers slowly dying
while there were boxes to open, things to buy, a never-dimanishing to-do hist saved on my laptop upstairs.
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2MRW
Karen Wang

o feel B Charbe - sweest and macoent, open to the ample
plemiures of thie world, norant of the meanness. The paper
wrappng = smooth and soft sganst your hand. B smells ke a
new book - the lond you were so exoted to open when you
were a lod, with glossy pages and lots of pectures. Tou peed back
the paper; careful not to np it (unike Charlie now) so you can
put it i your scrapbook. Tou place the paper aside and lock:
at the bar in your palm. Tou love the fesl of the foil they wrap
it in - shppery smooth and ool You put your nose aganst it,
ggging at the saft, teasing crinkling and reveling in the rich smel
of the dhocolste hedden underneath. It's the greatest fecdng in
the world, that zobd bar in your fingers - 50 real and good. The
anticipation of the chocolate meltting on your tongue, the brtter-
swoet flavor washing away your cares. ou fold back the comer
of the gold fol and you bugh mwardly because you've absays
urmarapped chooolate bars that way - ever snos you saw the
e = abwarys knstrenng there'd be nothing wunder that fod. Wisl,
nothing but the pure goadne:s: of the chocolste arpeay: 5o you
taste. But when you're ready, and you have the first nibble, your
strength crumbles and you pest gree in. And before you know it
it's all gone. But i’ chay, because you can abvays go get another
bar, whenewer you want. And il be st a5 good a5 it abwvays &
Kl never deappont you, becauss chocolate nevwer doss.




Scream
Kimberty A. Ordunio

Sobrety is weird—you have to feeal

ursease, ansaety, low self-esteam

which sting like knees kids scrape, bleeding real
Ife He hid undemeath, a sight we deem)

taboo: (Quick, numnb and patch the woundl) No-scream
at your concrete molester, always olkder

wiho shinned a chilkdhood and scraped a dream—
(or do you need a drink to make you bolder?)
sobnety s mean—all eyes seem colder

whean tawnting memones ane clear—they coma,
attack, and pin their weight upon each shoulder;
they beat, hke some kd banging on a doum
insicde your ear; Remember Hearl You must

o blead to feel to screarn, to heal to_trust.

“Chance Encounter”, digtal art (Corsl Pasther)
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Flicker

Jean Sun Our sofé Septarmbers

Suift denied
With fierce memory
Ini thee: fiog and flame et clinging—
He: unknowing coxoed
Its sihery tongues Of biess unpesied
Swft unhingsd In dhick:
By the long pang Funed lids—
In the dark hour He turns hus back
Of the good fight To the heavenky host
And stands before
What perfact heaven The long processon
Car be flasdess
Wrought The: flickenng fasth
From which Rarw e canclelight
Mo martyr Upon the nghteous path
Is forgreen Lritaken
The doubt ignited
In the heartbeat
Bafora the brnk
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Tunnel Vision
Daniel Walter Rowlands

Do you see them seeming nommall
Do you wonder, while you're sleeping,
if thery e walking, if theyne workng!

ks the surface all it's seerming’

k there somethng more to look ford
Are there questions youre not astong,
are there people youre not aslang?

Do you wonder, do you worry,

of the workd abvays hidden?

Do you think of pipes and winng,
turnek, catwalks, access closets?

Hidden n our eviry structure
hes a wor-kd we don't think of
chuldren wonder, adults forget
that its even there at al

’Ci'-«:-sg::- River”™, davboard blak
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Remember?
Becky Streit

b=t's nse sarly and watch the sun nse over the sea

And we did Remember being surprised? to hear,

at four AM, startbngly clear, a song

cormng through the nky dark? then hurmmang

She was late; the sun peered in

on the moon'’s affar, Pop, plop, the wet cggs fell

softh: Hundreds destined to die.

Remnernber that other tene! a few years before? or

after: Afternoon sun, seagulls, sand In the hollow of a kew rock,
Mﬂ'ﬂ#ﬂlﬂftﬂd‘ﬂrmiﬂ:’!;

then dead.

Froe: dred, black, baby ses turtles.

But water from a decarded Styrofoam

oup brought thern bad: We carmed watsr n cupped hamds,
anvd felt Bee God Wi carried them to the watisr
remamber! that one we made the gull drop? thinking

at first we had srved it
s forgotten fragle frame slowly tumed
g 1o ehust i Frry desk draraver
“Ratk at Poart Lobos”, digtal photography Remernber the dust
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whispering sea

Karen Wang

1 whispered of you to the sea
arnong the pebbles and the sand
and she, she whispered back to me
as the water swept the land

my heart | opened to the sea
and to the chouds and 1o the sky

and sh, she enveloped me
within the fog and ket me cry

the rain fell softl on the sea
and | was there to see i Tal

Light

Paula Lonergan

She saw her life before her in the shadows,

The path keft unorossed,

Unfollowed.

The bird swallowed its child

a5 she gorged ife and all that is found in the dark
Oin the path left uncrossed,

Unbroken.

The race was. lost.

she crossed the ine and the stmng fell to the ground
It was over

and saved the Ifttle droplets all

The path had been crossed

sweet the rain and sweet the sea
and sweet the memonas we sharmed
and she, she will ever be

the one who abwvays truly cared

Dewdrop
Mythopoesis

Daniel McLaury

Morrng
and the bathroom windoas

open onto that self.carme dean
SO ATy yEars ago

{[VWhy & it we wite our best prose marble-eyed,
lonesome uncomprehending tears dhiding
tentatrvely towards our collective dmplesT)
The dawn that broke through

Elermeritary windows

= we drearned of faroff dewne.

ang the main-street. e

promised us all (in the speling book )

The shadows turned to light

Mormng

and the front-loaders

soon-forgotten acreage just tread

seem to have been purposed from barth

solely

for the brealong of reveres,

for the desclution of souls,

for the not-sc-safe delrvery of the caskets of those dreams
we cast off each momng

belore turmng on the never-aufficent blast of the dhewer

and in heaven the collected souks rest unasare
(despite ther haloes, razor dharp)

n order to ascend 1o another's level

one et de to one's own

O 20w o smd

which fantastically decided to parch in rry badk yard
not for long, pet a child’s whole [fetirme

and relesosd for & whils

that inescapable urgs

to produce for cursehes thoss despest truths
which govern devwdrop eyes
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“Fémhar tintr”, digital photography
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"-nhm ey, Karen Wing

“Begnrng of a Meer Life", Alsander & Tetyana Shatova



	01.pdf
	02
	03
	04
	05
	06
	07
	08
	09
	10
	11
	12
	13
	14
	15
	16

