






























































Sara Heydari  

I Am

Emma Poch
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Untitled

I am the echo of footsteps on a dewy 
morning,
fading into normalcy as they string
from day to day,
coalescing into a constant.

I am the squirrels who chatter
and murmur
and flit left and right in fear
and eventually forget to fear at all.

I am an exchange cut short by the roar of 
exhaust.
I am brow, furrowed
and a step forward 
taken to get just a little closer.
I am a step back in reply.

I am a vulture circling, hungry,
I am the cars driving by,
I am the mother mourning,
I am the runner passing,
Leaping over the scatter of blood and viscera
so it doesn't get on my shoes.

I am roadkill worn to a nub against the 
asphalt,
dragged along by the ridges in the wheels.
I am the onlookers, aghast,
helpless to do anything bug watch.

I am the hum of airplane engines overhead,
Ceaseless.
I am sorry for all of it.
I am covered,
claimed,
consumed by mold
And it is so much brighter than anything else 
I've ever known.

A walk in the snow
Through the forest it covered

I want to go further today,
inside this snowy forest.

Wrong shoes on my feet treat forward
Fearless, I have these paths cemented 

in my memory
I turn my heard every 4, 8, 12 

minutes
Footprints disappearing!

Never mind that,
my wrong shoes tread forward.

I like to look back every 4, 8, 12 
minutes

and see no trace of my steps
I am so lonely in this forest

The beauty it beholds amazes me,
my head cannot come down.

Life has granted me sight of this forest
4, 8, 12 minutes and here I am

Like I’ve been birthed in this place,
no proof of me before or after.

Lonely and craving the birds above 
my head

Though I never really longed for their 
songs in the summer.
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On the Shore
Yusuf Benya

Let my dance captivate like fire
Attracting the eyes of the audience
Aching with burning passion
Let it be as versatile as wind
Breezing then blizzarding
Blowing them all away
Let my body flow like water
Creating ripples from within
Crashing when the time is right
Let it be as grounded as earth
Doing things on its own
Desiring for balance

Nature Is the Dancer I Want to Be

Kayla Matibag
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