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Through the early collaborative process of  the art and literary teams, an underlying 
theme for this year’s Phoenix was adopted from Clark College’s college-wide theme: 
Transformation. Transformation in a literal sense revealed itself  on initial cover 
designs: the metamorphosis of  the butterfly, the transition of  a tadpole into a frog, 
and a phoenix rising from the flames. This transformation also represented itself  
in much of  the content of  this year’s edition and in the natural lifecycle of  all the 
creative pieces.

Consider the photograph of  Mt. St. Helens as it is captured in Last Light, years after 
erupting. “Rain,” a work of  creative non-fiction, speaks of  a person’s journey from 
being a dancer to being diagnosed with an incurable disease. The poem, “Inner 
Reflection,” reveals a journey of  self-recovery and the ability to overcome mangling 
hurt. In a time of  great political change, relevant pieces like the poem “Where We 
Meet” and the photo series Generation Pride are responses triggered by current events 
in our country—a country undergoing its own dramatic transformation.

This year we were also honored with the opportunity to interview two talented in-
dividuals in the art and literary communities: artist Marie Watt and writer Mitchell 
S. Jackson. Both of  these artists represent transformation in their own ways. Travel 
into Marie Watt’s art studio, where you can sew together a perspective on collabo-
rative artwork and witness as she transforms the tapestry of  her native culture into 
a modern way of  communication. Take a walk in the mind of  Mitchell S. Jackson 
as he discusses his own transformation into a writer and advises his audience to stay 
receptive to every opportunity for growth.

Realize this: nothing is permanent. It is the creative individual’s task to make a mo-
ment exist for a little while longer. Art that speaks well transfigures into a focal point 
where we can look back and define what we’ve become. As editors, it is our duty to 
help a literary piece reach its ultimate potential—to give the reader the best of  the 
author. We see a piece in its infancy, see it grow to adulthood, and when it is finally 
ready to leave home, we send it off  with the pride of  grandparents.  

 Ashlee Nelson, Fiction Editor
 Megan Robb, Managing Editor

EDITORS' 
STATEMENT
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LAST LIGHT
CAMERON PAPWORTH | Digital Photograph
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ZODIAC
Serena Mae | Watercolor on Paper

GHOSTS
Lauren Duquette | Oil on Canvas
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THE PEARSON 
David Valney | Stoneware

BLUE PITCHER
Lauren Duquette | Stoneware



P
H

O
E

N
IX

 2
0

17

P
H

O
E

N
IX

 2
0

17

14 15

THE INSIDE VIEW OF THE SELF FROM THE OUTSIDER’S PERSPECTIVE
Alexi Wattez | Watercolor on Paper

CIRCUIT CLEAVAGE
Matthew Harmon | Watercolor, Encaustic, Mixed Media on Paper
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TISSUE
By Ashlee Nelson

If  anxiety were a supply, 
mine would be
tissues during cold season—
every season being cold season 
in the hospital. 
I pluck at them, day by day 
leaving skin raw,
cracked, bleeding down my shirt.

A whole box will 
never be enough.

Doctors could
have me take every pill,
yet I'd still remember enough
to pull myself  apart
one tissue at a time.

P O E T R Y

ODD PORTRAYAL, NO. 3
Becky Udwary| Silver Gelatin Print
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By Ginger Clarke
The winter Nevada sun is slow to rise in the morning, casting long shadows 

into the diner. Few men pepper the plastic and steel seats, holding their news-
papers high, noses deep in the latest story of  the national news: the repeal-
ment of  Prohibition. They wear the biggest smiles on their faces, and Edith 
can’t help but join them.

She catches a glance of  herself  in the glasses she’s polishing while waiting 
for the next order to be filled by the cook. The curls in her shoulder length 
red hair are coming undone with plenty of  flyaways and her dark brown eyes, 
creased with thirty-four years of  age, droop with the hours she's worked. She 
shouldn’t have done a second shift, especially not the night shift, but with the 
economic drop, the need for money is great. Every day she counts herself  
lucky that she has this job. Unlike so many other small businesses, the remote 
diner hasn’t fallen under, which she partially attributes to the fact it’s the only 
restaurant in town and the only stop for travelers for miles.

The cook slides a plate of  eggs, bacon, and hash browns through the win-
dow, and Edith snaps to attention. Setting down the polished glass, she spins 
to grab it, her sea green uniform twirling around her. She takes it to the one 
man who’s sitting at the bar. Must be a traveler passing through, she thinks. 
His coat is too fine, his blond hair too sharp, and his shoes too polished for 
him to be from around here.

As she slides him his plate, he pulls his wallet from his jacket and pushes 
two crisp one dollar bills to her. 

“Keep the change,” he says, flashing a smile before returning to his breakfast. 
Her mouth drops at the sight of  more than a whole dollar in tips, making 

up a quarter of  what she earns in a day. The man looks up at her and, in 
response to her disbelief, waves his hand towards her, insisting. With a thank 
you, she turns to put his bill into the register and her tip into the glass jar next 
to it when she notices a slip of  paper between the bills. She glances at the 
man, too engrossed in his food to notice her open the paper. The scratches of  
black ink send a chill to her core: William sends his regards.

Speakeasies were always crowded; it seemed all walks of  life just wanted a 
drink now and then or maybe a little space to be themselves. Most days, Edith 
felt like she needed both. 

PROHIBITION

F I C T I O N

SYDNEY
London Rilatos | Digital Photograph
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riage to the umpth degree. The scandal could potentially cost her husband his 
re-election, which wouldn’t make his less reputable donors very happy.

“I’m sorry,” Edith whispered, not knowing what else to say. 
“I know you mean well, love,” she sighed, her grip relaxing. Edith slipped 

out of  the booth and grabbed her clutch off  the table. She watched as Doro-
thy downed the last of  her own drink before getting up to leave as well. 

The cab ride droned on, the senator’s wife falling asleep on Edith’s shoul-
der. At Dorothy’s house, Edith told the cab driver to wait for her as she 
walked Dorothy inside.

“When can we see each other again?” Dorothy asked, putting her coat in 
the closet.

“When is the senator’s next fundraiser?” Edith asked.
“Not for another week, I’m afraid. Isn’t there anything sooner?”
“Well, I do need another dress fitting. Perhaps Monday? We could end 

things back at my place,” Edith suggested.
“Monday then,” Dorothy said, taking a few steps closer to set her hands on 

Edith’s waist. “I can’t wait.”
Closer together than they could ever be in public, a comfortable silence 

hung between them. Leaning in, Edith noticed Dorothy’s breath smelled of  
whiskey and smoke. Their lips brushed against each other, breath stilled as the 
distance between them ceased to be. She’s soft, Edith couldn’t help but think 
as their lips parted.

The sharp sound of  a gun cocking caused her to freeze, arms heavy like 
lead where they rested on Dorothy’s shoulders. Slowly, they turned to the dark 
living room. 

“William?” Dorothy breathed, panic covering her sharp features. Another 
click, a softer one, sounded and the living room filled with light. The senator 
sat on the couch, one hand on the lamp and the other holding a pistol. “I-I 
thought you were downstate for work.”

“I knew you were running around with someone,” William said as he 
pushed himself  off  his seat. He waved his gun at Edith, who moved to the 
side. Her eyes couldn’t tear away from the weapon he held 
as casually as one would a wallet. “But a woman, Dorothy? 
Are you out of  your mind?”

William ran his free hand through his hair until it came 
to a rest at the back of  his neck. He sighed. Taking a few 
steps towards his wife, he lowered the pistol slightly.

“We can get you help. Take you to the doctors and get you better,” he told 
her. At her silence, he pointed the gun at Edith. “No one can know about . . . 
this. Especially not my voters. I could lose my seat in the senate.”

Dorothy, despite her fear, stood tall with her eyes focused on William 
instead of  the gun. She reached out and put a hand on top of  the barrel, 
lowering it down with a smile. 

“Darling, I’ve never been more in my right mind. Would it be any different 
had Edith been an Edison?” Dorothy asked, her other hand reaching up to 
touch his cheek. 

She cradled Dorothy’s hand under the table, head resting on her shoulder 
in tired compliance, her red curls intertwining with Dorothy’s black ones. Her 
nose crinkled at the smell of  smoke, wishing for fresh air. There weren’t many 
other places to get away together, aside from speakeasies. The band on stage 
played a slow, steady rhythm. The jazz from earlier was impossible to resist, 
the mix of  trumpets and melodic voices that swung together in perfect har-
mony. What played now made her want to drink herself  under the table.

“Remind me next time we go dancing not to wear heels. My feet are killing 
me,” Dorothy said. 

“We could have sat down earlier,” Edith laughed.  She toys with the glass 
of  liquor before her, savoring every last drop. It was the sensible thing to do, 
considering what bootleg drinks cost. 

“No, no, I was having fun. I just wish I had 
done it in better shoes.” From her purse, Dor-
othy took out a cigarette and placed it between 
her lips before striking the match. 

“I’m glad to hear it,” Edith replied, eyes big 
and bright as she looked up at her lover, eager 
to spoil Dorothy. She never had a bad thing to 
say, even when their feet danced long enough to blister. 

Dorothy took a long drag of  her cigarette and tapped off  the end into the 
ashtray. She looked past Edith for a moment and sunk back into the seat. 
“Don’t look. One of  my husband’s goons is here.”

“I doubt he could guess the truth,” Edith said, her thumb caressing the 
other woman’s hand. “Even if  he saw us.”

“You’re right on that account,” Dorothy laughed and gave Edith’s hand a 
squeeze before taking one last draw of  the cigarette and snuffing it out in the 
ashtray. With her now free hand, she lifted Edith’s chin. “Are you tired?”

Before Edith could respond, a yawn escaped her. “I believe I’ve had a little 
too much to drink. What time is it?”

Dorothy turned over her wrist to see the hands of  her watch. Edith saw it 
was well past two. 

“We should go,” Edith reluctantly said, turning to slide out of  the booth 
when Dorothy held onto her wrist. The touch was gentle enough that she let it 
guide her back to the seat. 

“Can’t we stay a little longer?” Dorothy begged, the want in her voice pull-
ing at Edith. Even the look from her bright green eyes told her everything she 
needed to know: Dorothy didn’t want to return home. Neither did Edith—not 
when it meant going home to someone else.

“Why don’t we just run away? Leave Chicago and never worry about when 
we have to rush off ?” Edith said, unable to stop herself. Her words had the 
usual effect: Dorothy looked away and sighed, Edith’s heart—and expecta-
tions—dropping. 

“I can’t just leave. You know that.” 
Yes, Edith knew far too well. She could see the potential headlines in news-

papers describing the disappearance of  a senator’s wife, detailing their mar-

"I doubt he could guess 
the truth," Edith said, her 
thumb caressing the other 
woman's hand. 

"But a woman, 
Dorothy? Are you 
out of your mind?"
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the clothes until her hand hits a solid piece: William’s gun. Checking the 
chamber, she counts only three bullets. 

Tucking the gun into her apron, Edith resumes packing until both suitcases 
are filled with what they could get their hands on. As fast as they move, it’s not 
enough. She can hear the sound of  a car coming to a stop outside their home, 
the car door opening and slamming shut. Her heart feels like it’s going to 
pound out of  her chest as she takes a few tentative steps into the short hallway, 
jolting at the sound of  a knock.

“We really don’t have to do this the hard way,” the man says, his voice 
barely muffled through the thin door. 

“It’s unlocked,” Edith calls and takes the pistol back into her hand, aiming 
it at the door. The moments of  silence tear at her, every inch of  her being 
standing on edge. She jumps when the door opens. The man stands in the 
doorway, the flickering light above him illuminating the pistol in his hands. 

“You plan to shoot me?” he asks, looking from her to William’s gun with an 
amused expression.

“Absolutely.” Edith aims at his leg and pulls the trigger. The man takes a 
shot as well but misses as he crumples to the ground. His hands clutch at the 
bloody hole in his thigh, and Edith takes a few hurried steps forward and 
picks up his gun in her free hand. 

“Be a dear and tell my husband to stop looking for us,” Dorothy says as she 
walks into the room, both suitcases in her hands. She steps over him on her 
way out. 

“There’s some rags in the kitchen if  you want to bandage that up,” Edith 
says, tucking both pistols into the pockets of  her apron as she follows Dorothy 
outside. His car is parked behind theirs, blocking any escape, but Dorothy has 
already tossed their luggage into his backseat.

“Honey, let’s get moving!” Dorothy calls as she opens the door and sits in 
the driver’s seat. Edith takes her place in the passenger’s seat and watches as 
Dorothy turns the key that was left in the ignition.

“Of  course it’s different! At least I know you’re ill and not just unfaithful.”
“Unfaithful?” Dorothy laughed. “You hypocrite. When have you had any 

values?”
William’s face twisted as he lifted his pistol again, barely moving an inch 

before something inside Edith snapped, and she grabbed for the gun. Shocked 
and surprised, William dropped the gun, and it landed on the floor, skid-
ding towards the door. William pushed Dorothy out of  the way as he ran to 
reclaim it. Edith scrambled towards the gun, her hands around the grip only 
seconds before William wrapped his fingers around the short barrel. The gun 
slipped from her grasp, taking with it her hopes. The senator dragged himself  
off  the floor and aimed the pistol at her.

Edith shuffled on the ground, hands pressing against the smooth wood 
floors to move as far away as she could. Behind William, Dorothy grabbed the 
table lamp. She swung it at her husband, a crack sounding through the room 
as William slumped to the ground. 

Retrieving the gun, Edith’s eyes only briefly caught the 
wound on his head. She pressed her fingers against his wrist 
in search of  a pulse, unable to tell if  she was relieved or 
disappointed he was still alive.

“Let’s run away,” Edith blurted out for the second time 
that night.

Dorothy ran her hands through her hair, disbelief  written across her face as 
she stared at the motionless heap on the floor that was her husband. “Edith, 
I-I don’t know, I just-”

Standing up, Edith took Dorothy’s hand. “He was about to shoot you, 
Dorothy. You know as well as I do if  he wants you gone, he doesn’t need to do 
it himself. I might not have much to offer you and what I’m asking for isn’t an 
easy life, but you’ll be safe and alive. And we’ll be together. Is it so bad of  me 
to ask for that?”

Dorothy looked away, the seconds feeling like hours. 
 
 
Edith slams the door to their home and rushes to the bedroom, quick to 

pull out an old suitcase from under the bed and toss it on the mattress. She 
runs between their dresser and closet, grabbing clothes. When Dorothy comes 
running into the small bedroom, her hair is still in curlers. At the sight of  the 
suitcase, she sighs.

“Again?” Dorothy’s hands pull out her curlers, leaving half  formed curls 
dangling around her face. The lines that crease her eyes intense as she smiles. 
“Well, I have been wanting to move to San Francisco.”

Edith drops her hands on the bed. “Be serious, dear.”
“What?” Dorothy saunters over to their dresser and pulls out an armful 

of  dresses, stuffing them into the suitcase before grabbing the second suitcase 
from the closet. “We’ve done this enough times. You should be used to it.”

“I’d rather not be used to it.” Edith returns to the dresser, digging through 

Would it be any 
different had Edith 
been an Edison?
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AN AMERICAN-MADE 
BLACK MAN

I would like to say that as a Black man
I’ve come from a troubled past
Yes, I was raised by a single parent, with three siblings
All of  which annoyed me to some degree
And yes, I’ve seen the inside of  a jail cell 
Looked down the barrel of  a gun 
And have been arrested for theft
But that doesn’t define me

What defines me are the times where my mother
had to play both roles—mother and father 
To stand me up and brush me off
Along with the nights that I sat
In the comfort of  elders who challenged my mind

What defines me are the adventures I took 
Moments I’ve wasted 
Gathering all the data of  the world
Like the letters I’ve written 
Poems I’ve birthed
And drawings I’ve nursed into existence

What defines me are the very events that make me, me,
Not what the media perceives me to be
But rather the events that formed me into the being I am today
Like the roots that my mother 
Had to lie down to ensure success in my future
Or the endless moments of
Going between a white and black world
As a wealthy, poor child

Yes, what defines me is mostly my mother
Who made sure to instill in me
The very thing that would make me conquer
She would often measure one’s ability to see the bigger picture

By David Bradley

P O E T R Y

CLAUDIA
Ian Beckett | Kallitype
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My mother’s influence hold strong to this day
Which is immense for an American-made Black man
So immense that it has placed me on the outside of  life
The outside of  trends, the outside of  how the world sees me
How this world views men who look like me
And even though I’ve looked bigotry and hatred in the eye
I’ve been gifted to rise above the occasion
And to look through the window as a whole
To see the world for what it is
And realize that things will not end here
Moments like these define me

So as a Black man I say this, I am no “Black” man
Not as the Black men you’ve seen on TV
Or what you’ve experienced through social media
I am a writer and a scholar
A leader, a brother, and a friend
I am defined by the moments that have made me
The mother that has bled for me
The elders that have looked over me
And everything in between.
I am an American-made Black man
One who was raised by a strong, successful Black woman
To ensure the future of  the next generation
By flourishing the last

I am an American-made Black man
And I will never be anything less

As in being able to look through a four-pane window
Her belief  was that people are too busy focused on the fraction
Rather than absorbing its entirety
Instead of  looking through all four pieces of  glass
People would often focus on the little cracks that consumed just a small corner

I was often defined as “White”
Because I wasn’t fascinated with running a ball

I could not delve into the life of  trends
Because I had to focus on something bigger
I became out of  touch with my generation 
But in touch with the world beyond
I was brought up in a culture 
But opened to the world beyond my own

I was labeled as a criminal
Or the monster that degrades women
I am not the father of  a lost child
Nor the statistic of  the inner-city struggles
I am the Black man, the American-made Black man, that you’ve rejected
The Black man that you didn’t think would make it
I am the Black man that has defied the statistics
The Black man that has conquered prejudice
I am the Black man of  a single parent home
But I have mastered the art of  overcoming the impossible
I am the Black man that lifts other Black men
One who leads them into a new light
A light that others tremble in shock of
I am a Black man, who was raised by a Black woman
Who, too, has defied the odds of  what defines us
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EMERGENCE OF CHARACTER
John Gasaway | Graphite and Mixed Media

HOLE IN ONE
George Smirnoff | Welded Sheet Metal and Paint
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HUMANITY NATURALLY DEVOURED
Monica Zherebnenko | Silver Gelatin Prints, Series
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My friend Brian and I were driving all night from a Women’s Leadership con-
ference in Concord, California when an unexpected “pop” caused us to pull off  to 
the side of  the road. As I put the car in park, Brian and I immediately jumped out 
to notice that my front tire went out. I took a deep breath and rolled my eyes before 
asking Brian to help me grab the spare and jack out of  the trunk. It was dark, and 
a bit nippy outside, so I wanted to get this done fast. Not too long after kneeling 
beside my car, a black and white pulled up behind us and flicked on its lights. 

The blue and red rays illuminated the darkened street, and a stern voice growled 
through the speaker, demanding that we keep our hands where he could see them. 
I sat there, frozen with my hands up, imagining all the possibilities behind this en-
counter. The bright red and blue lights bounced off  my car, casting a faint light on 
Brian’s face, as he stared at me in confusion. I wanted to tell him to keep calm, but 
I struggled with that myself. 

Behind Brian sat a solid, black SUV with tinted windows. From it, I watched as 
a tall, bear-like man stepped out with his breath steaming through his lips. He had 
one hand on his revolver and the other adjusting his jet-black shades, as if  pre-
paring for a fight. His uniform helped create the illusion that he was big. With the 
padded vest, black gloves, and gold badge that gleamed crimson red as the ray from 
my tail lights reflected off  it, he looked like a polar bear who had just ripped the 
hide off  a black bear and decided to wear it for sport.

From the look on his face, he wasn’t in a good mood. Maybe getting up early 
or working a night shift just wasn’t his thing. Whatever the reason, I could already 
smell trouble. 

“Good morning!” Brian shouted, jumping up to greet the cop. 
“Stay down!” he barked, shoving Brian back down to his knees right before he 

stood over me and growled, “You. License and registration.”
“Is there a problem, officer?” I asked, trying to ease the situation. The hairs on 

the back of  my neck began to stand at attention as I tried to read his expression. 
His face, solid and stone-like, looked down at me as his glasses reflected the lights of  
passing cars. Even in the dark of  the new morning, I could still make out his badge 
number and name: 0515 - Labbe.

“Don’t make me ask you again,” he growled. “License, now!” 
With a quick jolt, Labbe’s glare pierced into Brian. Without hesitation, Brian 

quickly dipped his hands into his pocket and pulled out a Captain America wallet 
with the American Flag printed on the back of  it. Receipts and candy wrappers 

By David Bradley

THROUGH MY EYES

F I C T I O N

GRAIN
Mackenzie Broom |Silver Gelatin Prints
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thought that I could kill two birds with one stone by detouring. How stupid of  a de-
cision that turned out to be. What kind of  friend was I to bring Brian into all this?

 Labbe finally moved away from us to search the car. “You can’t do that!” Brian 
blurted out. 

“Shhh,” I whispered to him, hoping that Labbe wouldn’t come back around 
the car.

“We’ve got to do something,” Brian whispered back. 
“If  you want to stay alive, I suggest you just leave it.” 
I knew legally that Labbe had no right to search my car without probable cause, 

but what good would it do me to tell him that? From where I stood, Officer Lab-
be’s gun, handcuffs, and  badge gave him the right. Out here, in Shasta County, on 
this unknown road, with these unknown people staring at us as they drove by, he 
was the law. He had every right. And nobody cared. Nobody stopped to make sure 
that everything was okay. Nobody pulled over and used 
their phones to record a video or take pictures, let alone 
call for help. Instead they just drove by, rubbernecking as 
he ransacked my car, throwing my books and photos onto 
the ground. 

We all knew that there was nothing in my car that 
would be illegal, but because I was on this road, in an area 
that I was not from, with a lug wrench beside a shiny new 
red 2016 Toyota Corolla, regardless of  the flat tire, I was immediately suspicious. 
And instead of  asking us if  we needed any help, he asked us for our licenses before 
aggressively slamming us against the vehicle. 

Brian now saw what it was like to be profiled. He wanted to say something to 
Labbe, but I kept shushing him. With the officer’s right hand pressed against his 
holster, I did not want to take any chances with our lives.  

Brian sobbed while I prayed to whoever was listening to keep me from doing 
anything stupid. My mind replayed the history. My History. Brian’s History. Amer-
ica’s History. We’ve seen how these situations played out for Zachary Hammond,  
Michael Brown, and other people who were gunned down for no reason. 

“Whoop Whoop!” Another cop car pulled up with its lights flashing.  A tall and 
lanky officer stepped out with short hair and black glasses too massive for his face.  
As if  he were on mission, the new officer beelined his way to Labbe like a guard 
dog following orders. When he reached my car, I glimpsed at his badge: 1300-Sitek.

Sitek proceeded to snap “Goddammit Labbe–” but then regained his composer 
by taking a deep breath and directing him back over to his vehicle. Labbe groaned 
with disgust before looking at us and saying, “I got your IDs, your plate number 
and a clear mental description of  you both. You best not go nowhere.” He pointed 
his finger directly at me before storming off. 

Brian calmed down enough to watch with me as the new officer lectured Labbe 
on proper procedure, as they approached his vehicle. Brian tried to whisper, but I 
shook my head no. With his free hand, Sitek shoved the right shoulder of  Labbe 
before shoving his index finger in his face. It was like watching one of  them old 
school cartoons where the big dopey goon gets lectured and smacked around by 
the tiny boss. In this case, though, it was an overzealous privileged ass-hat getting 

fell from his pocket as his wallet came out. Labbe took a step back and bent over to 
pick up one of  the receipts. 

“Littering now, huh, boy?” he questioned as he ripped the wallet out of  Brian’s 
trembling hands. I jumped to my feet, ready to defend Brian, but the second I stood 
fully up I was slammed into the hood of  my car. 

“Hey!” Brian yelled. 
“Place your hands against the vehicle and don’t move!” Labbe yelled back as he 

reached for his gun. 
“Brian, just do it!” I screamed. Time begin to freeze, as I watched Labbe reach 

over and slam Brian against the door. His gun was no longer in its holster, and 
Brain was now in tears. I wanted to move and protect my friend, but my legs 
refused to budge. As time begin to pick up, I heard Brian scream, as Labbe twisted 
his arm behind his back. 

This position was nothing new to me. But Brian, a biochemical major from Ko-
rea raised in an upscale neighborhood, was new to this. With my legs spread apart 
and my cheek against my hood, I watched as Brian closed his eyes, pretending not 
to be here. 

“Do you have any weapons on you?” Labbe asked, his hands moving down my 
left leg and up my right.  

“No sir,” I responded, rolling my eyes because I knew he wouldn’t believe me. As 
Labbe patted me down, I held my breath to keep from tasting the stink of  his cheap 
cologne. Staring at the cows across the road, I desperately tried to clear my mind, 
wanting this to be over, longing to be home. But as the seconds continued to push 
by, I somehow knew that would not be the case. Brian whimpered beside me, recit-
ing something to himself  in his native tongue. Since I couldn’t understand what he 
was saying, I imagined he was asking himself  “Why didn’t I 
just take the Greyhound like my mother suggested?” 

You see, like most of  the world, Brian’s mother was 
informed about our country from what she saw on TV. 
Like most Americans, she believes it. Her entire opinion of  
black and brown people is based on stereotypes about gang 
violence, rap and hip hop, drugs, baby mamas and criminal 
records. She worries that by hanging around people like 
me, Brian might end up with a baby, a baby mama, and a criminal record. She’d 
begged him to fly or take a bus to campus instead of  riding with me because she 
thought he’d be safer. At the time, I thought she was just being a bitch. 

Instead of  doing what his mother wanted, Brian decided to take a road trip with 
me across the states to prove her wrong. “It’ll be the experience of  a lifetime,” he 
said when we started out. He always believed that people were inherently good and 
that everything would be fine. Our good idea about road tripping to school and his 
new home had turned out to be a disaster, all because of  my tire going flat. 

And to be quite honest, we didn’t need to take this route. If  we had just stuck to 
I-5 North, instead of  exiting in Redding to take 299 to the coast, we would have 
been fine. But I was eager to show him the sights and potentially meet up with 
Felicity White, the drop-dead gorgeous ebony queen who used to sit in front of  
me in English class. I heard that she would be in Seaside, Oregon that week, and I 

The second I stood 
fully up, I was 
slammed into the 
hood of my car. 

Her entire opinion 
of black and brown 
people is based on 
stereotypes. 
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lectured by a smaller, lankier version of  himself. Just seeing an officer defend us 
encouraged a smile to creep across my face. He was really letting him have it! 

After a good five minutes of  nonstop lecture, Sitek walked over to us after telling 
Labbe to leave. Labbe, gritting his teeth, took a deep breath and kicked the dirt at 
his feet before growling, “If  I leave and them boys kills you, it won’t be on me!” as 
he slid back into his vehicle and sped off. 

Sitek, now taking a deep breath, paused to watch Labbe speed down the road 
before he continued to walk towards us. “You guys can take your hands off  the 
vehicle,” he announced. I could see shame and disgust written all over his face. He 
wasn’t about the life Labbe enjoyed. This officer appeared to care about his job and 
the purpose behind it. He then reached down and picked up the stuff   that Labbe 
threw on the ground and placed it back into my car. 

“My name is officer Robert Sitek, and I’m really sorry about this,” he said as he 
lifted my sociology book off  the ground, brushing the dirt off  it, before placing it 
inside my car with the rest of  our belongings. “We were not trained to be like that,” 
he sighed as he slowly closed the door to my backseat. 

“Is something going to be done about that?” I asked. I could feel myself  cracking 
inside as my adrenaline began to simmer. Anger slowly flooded my emotions, as I 
had to fight my own tears back from flooding my face. 

“I spoke to him,” Sitek said as his eyes shifted downward to escape the emotions 
riddled in me. 

“Yes, but will something actually be done?” I repeated, now with my fists balled 
up against the sides of  my body. Sitek just stood there silently. Brian proceeded to 
tell me to just let it go, but I was not letting it go. In two years, Brian would be back 
home in Korea where it was safe, but I would still be subjected to the same abuse 
and oppression. Letting it go did not seem like a plausible solution to the problem 
at hand. If  Sitek had not shown up, who knows what might have happened? I 
could have missed the opportunity to tell my little brother “Happy Birthday!” when 
he turned 18. Or even missed walking my daughter to her classroom on the very 
first day of  school. There were a lot of  things that could have happened, a lot of  
things I could have missed. If  this officer had not shown up when he did, who’s to 
say what Labbe would have done . . . could have done? But letting it go . . .? No . . . 
I can’t believe that’s still the solution to the problems I face day in and day out. 

As I finished changing the tire and sat back down in the car, I kept silent as Brian 
put on his headphones and went back to reading his book. Sitek gave me his card 
and badge number in case I needed anything in the future. I eyed it for a bit while 
collecting my thoughts and emotions. I knew Sitek meant well, but what was a card 
supposed to do if  no action was to be taken? I thought about crying, but I remem-
bered that Brian was next to me, so I just sucked it in. After a few moments of  
catching my breath, I slid the card into the center console, placed the car in drive, 
and slowly drove back onto the road.

SELF-PORTRAIT IN INK
Ray Bennett | Ink on Paper



 

“Stay down because you never know where you’re going to end up,” is the advice Mitchell S. Jackson 
had for Clark students at the Columbia Writers Series reading at Clark College. To stay down, by his 
definition, means not shutting oneself  off  to opportunity. Jackson’s life is an example of  someone who 
has seen all the possibilities and has chosen to stay receptive to them.

Jackson grew up in Portland, the oldest child of  a drug addicted mother. He attended a long list of  
schools– including Sarah J. Anderson in Vancouver– before graduating from Jefferson High School 
in Portland. In 1993, Jackson was a student at Clark College, and in 1997, he was arrested on drug 
charges and spent more than a year in prison. After his release, Jackson went on to earn an M.A. in 
writing from Portland State University and an M.F.A. in creative writing from New York University. 
He has received fellowships from TED, the Lannan Foundation, The Center for Fiction, and the Bread 
Loaf  Writers Conference. He has also won the prestigious 2016 Whiting Award in fiction for his debut 
novel, The Residue Years. 

The Residue Years is a semi-autobiographical work. The character of  Champ faces many of  the same 
challenges that Jackson himself  faced. Champ is a smart young man forced into selling drugs to bring 
money to his family. It is a story of  addiction, poverty, and of  a family faced with life in Portland in 
the 1990s. It is also a story of  a young man that was able to see beyond what was around him and to a 
better future. Survival Math, Jackson’s newest work, is due out this year. 

I had a chance to sit down with Jackson and talk about his work as Vancouver was in the midst of  
one of  the top ten snowstorms in the area’s history.

STAY DOWN
An Interview with Mitchell S. Jackson

Duazo: Can you tell me about the name 
“Survival Math?”

Jackson: I wrote an essay years ago about a 
time when someone had tried to break into my 
house, and I found out the person was a gang 
member. He confronted me. I was going to 
my car. I had a gun in my car, but I could not 
find my car keys. So I’m sitting by my car door 
looking for my keys and this guy stops and says, 
“Hey, I heard you was looking for me.” I said 
“Uh no.” But in the time he said I was looking 
for him and the time I said no, I started doing a 
bunch of  calculations. What are the chances of  
me getting to my car, pulling my pistol out, and 
not getting murdered today? Years later those 
kinds of  calculations became survival math, and 
I started to think about what other moments there 
were where I had to apply this survival math.

Duazo: There’s a very musical, lyrical quality to 
your writing. I love that the New York Times states 
that your writing has “a spoken word cadence, the 
language flying off  the page with percussive ener-
gy.” Earlier today someone asked you about music 
and feeding off  that. Have you ever considered 
writing for music?

Jackson: Not seriously. I used to consider it back 
when I did entertainment journalism because I 
knew if  I wrote a song, and it did well I would 
make a lot of  money, but not because I was pas-
sionate about it, which is probably why I didn’t 
pursue it. But I do think it’s important for the 
written language to be musical. I want to make 
sure the language has acoustic value.

Duazo: You said that when you write something 
that you really enjoy, you will find a way to work it 

into your writing. What happens when your editor 
suggests cutting something you really love? 

Jackson: I think that there are some writers 
who are not being edited because they just hand 
their writing in and the editor is just a facilitator 
of  the publishing process. I don’t work like that. 
I trust my editor. She really lets me do what I 
want on the line level, but she pushes me on the 
content. I think her greatest asset is her ability to 
see my weak spots, my blind spots. To say, “Okay 
let’s look at this. Why did you look at it this way 
versus that way?” Once I have her perspective, 
I can go back and investigate. Then when I’m 
working on the line level, it is more like improvi-
sation. I need someone to help me see that, but I 
don’t need someone to help me improvise. 

Duazo: What do you tell your students when they 
ask you for suggestions of  what to read?

Jackson: It really depends. If  it’s a young Afri-
can American student that’s one thing. If  it’s a 
third generation immigrant [it’s another]. My 
students at Columbia in the MFA program . . . 

I just try and figure out what I know about this 
person--or what I think I know--and what’s going 
to be helpful to them. What are they writing? 
Fiction? Non-fiction? Is this person writing dys-
topian novels? Are they writing science fiction? 
And if  they are writing science fiction . . . there 
is just some stuff  I don’t know about. And I’ll 
just be honest with them and say “I don’t know, 
but I’ll investigate and get back to you.” A lot 
of  it is just being honest and knowing what your 
strengths and weaknesses are.

Duazo: Honesty seems to be a hallmark of  
everything that you do. Your novel is brutally 
honest and earlier you touched on the pros and 
cons of  that honesty. Are there things that you 
didn’t include and you look back and say “the 
readers could have handled that?”

Jackson: I don’t think there’s something that I 
would have put in, but I think there’s a deeper 
investigation into Champ’s relationship to wom-
en. I would have explored that more. Then again 
it’s a ledger of  who I was at the time. But now 
at 41 it would be a different book. That is who I 
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even a fair representation of  the work that had 
to go into the making of  that thing. The living. 
You gotta live first! I mean anybody’s story, you 
gotta pay for it. And I don’t really want to hear 
somebody’s story if  they didn’t pay for it.

Duazo: I marked a place in your book that for me 
was one of  the best things about Champ. Champ is 
speaking about a psych professor and says that the 
“professor was heavy into your boy Jung. Jung who 
was Freud’s patna, believed that dreams are the 
way that we acquaint with our unconscious.” For 
me this is one of  the greatest things about Champ: 
that ability to talk about very “lofty” subjects using 
urban street language, and it feels really authentic. 
Is that just the way your mind works? Do you 
struggle to straddle those two worlds? 

Jackson: I’m struggling with it, but one thing 
that I know is on my mind when I’m composing 
is the willful want to bring them to the level of  
human beings. Why couldn’t Jung and Freud 
be sitting around and say like “Yeah, that’s my 
Homie.” I guess someone can take that as dis-
respectful, but it’s more honest for me to speak 
about them in that way because if  you always 
view someone as some kind of  a demi-god, then 
you can’t ever get close to them. To understand 
them, to write about them, to be them. I think 
[James] Baldwin is the smartest person that ever 
lived, but I can also say, well, I don’t agree there. 
And a lot of  people won’t do that because it feels 
like desecrating Baldwin. Baldwin was a human 
being. He was not always right and that’s okay. If  
you always see Baldwin as god-like, then I don’t 
know how you can get to that level.

was, or that’s how I saw the world, so to go back 
would be dishonest . . . the perspective would be 
that of  a different person. I will say this. I’ll take 
that exploration in the next book. 

Duazo: You said earlier that when recommending 
books to students, you think about whether or not 
they are African American, or Eastern European, 
or what have you. As a member of  a minority 
group in a creative career, what responsibility do 
you feel you have to your community, and how do 
you plan on living up to that responsibility?

Jackson: I think that my responsibility, as far as 
where I come from, is to go as far as I can. To be 
honest about the journey of  how I get to wherev-
er I got to. To be a conduit for someone else who 
has a similar aspiration.

Duazo: In your interview yesterday on KGW, you 
said that your book was full of  promises. Is that 
what you meant?

Jackson: I think what I mean is that what the 
book did for me was it allowed me to believe in 
a world that was bigger than the one circum-
scribed for me. So when people ask me--like no 
one from the hood understands what I do– I 
want to be an example of  that [book writing 
process] for them. There was zero in the world 
that said Mitchell was going to come back and 
be an author. I never went to any readings. I 
never read any books. I didn’t give a shit about 
any books. I was an okay student, but I had a 
bad start. I did not know where I was going. I 
just knew I was gonna stay in school and at some 
point, something was gonna jump out at me. 
Luckily I did “stay down,” and then the promise 
of  something appeared, and I ran with it.
 
Duazo: So you had no idea [what was next]?

 Jackson: None. I really thought I was going to 
the league [NBA]. I know it’s hard at a commu-
nity college to think that, so probably by the time 

I got here I thought, “Well, if  I play really well 
I can go play overseas.” And that was not even 
really my dream; it was the dream of  people I 
grew up with because we didn’t have any more 
dreams other than that. We were either gonna 
go play– it sounds so cliché– or we were going 
to end up working for SEI [Self  Enhancement 
Incorporated], which is a community group. 
That was it. Or you got a damn good job with 
the state, get you some benefits and that was it. 
I used to think: Is that what I want to do? What 
else is there to do? Damn, sure not being no 
author. 

Duazo: Are you the first member of  your family to 
go to college?

Jackson: No, and that’s the other thing too. I 
know a lot of  people say I’m the first person to 
ever do it, but my great-grandmother was in the 
first black college. Alabama State is what it was 
then and she had a college degree. She came 
here in like ’50-something to teach. My grand-
father has a college degree, in English no less. 
So people were going to college, so I can’t even 
claim that I’m the first one to do it. And like at 
Alabama State, you had two options: you could 
be a nurse or you could be a teacher. So my 
grandmother chose one of  the options available 
to her. Then my grandfather came along not too 
long after and he became a teacher. So they were 
both living lives that were ordained for them.

Duazo: Like prescribed by someone else.

Jackson: Yeah, I think I’m the first person in my 
family that pushed through a boundary.

Duazo: I don’t play basketball but it was such a big 
part of  your life, a big part of  Champ’s life [from 
The Residue Years], really a big part of  growing up 
where you grew up. Were there any life lessons that 
you learned on the court that you think maybe had 
to be learned on the court?

Jackson: I was joking with this this guy about 
how when you go to the park on a hot day, a 
good day, you go and say “Who got next game?” 
And dudes like “I got next game” and you’re like 
well, “who got game after that?” And you could 
literally do that for twenty games. If  you were 
good, when you walked into the park– because 
someone would always hold a spot for a good 
player– someone would be like, “Oh wait we got 
Mitch; he running with us.” One of  the lessons 
that I learned was that talent rules. You come 
into the park and either you got twenty-sev-
en games down or you got next. I think I also 
learned how to deal with conflict. Because I’ve 
seen dudes pull out guns.

Duazo: Over a basketball game?

Jackson: Yeah, I’ve seen dudes scrap. It’s really 
a lot of  conflict resolution. I also learned that 
you have to put in the work. I was at Irving Park 
on [rainy] days because they had a covered 
hoop. I would go at like 9 o’clock when I could 
barely feel my fingers, and I would be shooting 
and dribbling and there would be no one on the 
court, and I would just shoot and dribble and 
shoot and dribble. I would go home and get on 
my steps and do like a hundred toe raises, and 
no one was telling me to do this. I just wanted to 
be good. I knew I would never be the best, but 
I knew I didn’t want to be the guy to come into 
the park and be twenty-seven games down. So I 
knew that I had to keep doing it. And I knew the 
more I would do it, the better I would get, and it 
just built confidence. 
It’s not dissimilar from writing, right? It’s like you 
write something, take it to workshop, someone 
gives you some feedback, and you get a little 
better. You gain confidence. You write a new 
thing. You go back. You get a little more confi-
dence, and then at some point you begin to push 
at your potential. So I learned that it’s a process. 
A lot of  people see a book, and they don’t realize 
how much work went into it. The product is not 
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What a tragedy conformity is.

The naked table, it must be clothed.

I reach out and brush the dust away.

It drifts amongst the winds,

like pollen towards the raging seas,

and as the storm creates,

the storming dust invades.

It tangos with the scent that surrounds.

It fires its guns into the coming breeze.

It consumes the air.

It spills away.

It drifts.

How dramatic nothing really is.

I grab two plates, and set them upon the table.

Now, don’t let anyone tell you,

“You cannot write a poem.”

This one started simply with chicken lasagna,

and ended with nothing at all.

I placed the Chicken Lasagna into the oven.

My stomach screamed like a banshee in the dark,

whined like the ghost that haunts this body. 

It excites the heart, the bass drum blast,

the sternum. Thumping, thumping,

along to its unknown beat.

What a divine comedy food is.

The food slowly starts to become soft,

impervious to its containment, as the cells break down.

It lets out its scented call.

Wafting through the air and clinging to the rafters,

the smell cowers against the walls,

rushing for an exit.

Then there’s the sturdy burgundy oak table.

It occupies the center of  the room.

Unabashed and bedded, it has been stripped of  its honor.

Once it reached out from the ground, and ruptured the sky.

Now it sits, silent, and chemically stained.

But doesn’t it tie the room together nicely?

By Kevin Kearns

CHICKEN LASAGNA

P O E T R Y
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WINTER IS COMING
Karla Johnson | Oil on Canvas

MODERN METAMORPHOSIS
Sara Hildebrandt | Polymer Clay, Aluminum Foil, Found Objects
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BUCK
Niki Anderson | Ceramic Sculpture

PARTNERS IN CRIME: THE SHERIFF
Niki Anderson| Ceramic Sculpture



P
H

O
E

N
IX

 2
0

17

P
H

O
E

N
IX

 2
0

17

48 49

FRANK, COME LOOK AT THIS
John Gasaway | Digital Photograph

LIGHT PORTRAIT I
Victoria Gutierrez | Digital Photograph
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I have dreams about my mother-in-law, Dolores. She’s been gone for over three 
years, and we hadn’t had a real relationship for twelve years prior to that, but she 
still comes to me in my sleep. My dreams pretty much follow the same pattern: 
Dolores is walking through her dining room or kitchen, puttering around as she al-
ways did, making sure that everything is in its proper place. Both rooms are spotless 
and immaculate as always. She appears robust and healthy, wearing a crisp white 
blouse. I can’t see the rest of  her outfit, but I imagine she’s wearing colorful capri 
pants and matching shoes, her typical summer ensemble. In life, she had a standing 
appointment with her hairdresser every Friday, and between appointments, rarely 
had a hair out of  place. In my dreams, she often has curlers in her hair. I don’t 
pretend to know why.

I walk into the room and see her. I am flooded with relief  and excitement. 
“I knew you were still here!” I say. 
She doesn’t hear me. I try to catch her attention, but she doesn’t notice I’m 

there. I can’t seem to move forward and am forced to helplessly watch her as 
though there is an invisible wall between us. I look around for someone else, some-
body that will confirm that she’s still with us, but there isn’t anyone. It’s just her and me. 

I wake suddenly in tears. My first thought is to call my daughter. I want to tell 
her, “She’s still here! I knew she wasn’t gone!” Then I remember. 

 

We were unlikely relatives and even unlikelier friends. Dolores was organized 
and meticulous. She balanced everything with ease. It was a challenge to find a fin-
gerprint on her windows, an unwashed dish in her sink, or dirty clothes anywhere 
in her home. I never saw her bed unmade. She had a full-time job and still man-
aged her home effortlessly. Her gardens flourished each summer. Our meals almost 
always included something she’d grown, and her flower beds were lush and color-
ful. Her dinner plate dahlias were more impressive each year, growing nearly four 
feet high with blossoms the size of  my head. Whether she was planning a camping 
trip or preparing for the holidays, Dolores managed to do so with ease and preci-
sion. She was everything I was not. 

I was more likely to spend the day reading or working on an art project than 
cleaning the house. I thought color-coordinating closets and alphabetizing spices 
were a colossal waste of  energy. I lacked the patience to wait for anything to grow, 
much less thrive. My intentions were good, but I was easily distracted. I lacked fo-

By Denise Rotellini

DINNER PLATE 
DAHLIAS

C R E A T I V E  N O N - F I C T I O N

THE EXOTIC BIRDS OF KASHMIR
Mahvash Masood | Embroidery on Pashmina
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cus. I had too many ideas in my head to choose just one thing and follow it through 
until the end. I made spontaneous purchases and last-minute plans and then 
figured out how I’d pay for them. Dolores tried to teach me to budget my money 
many times, but I was a poor student. 

Dolores was devotedly Catholic and never missed Mass, even while on vacation. 
Her children had attended Holy Name School, her alma mater. Ideally, they would 
marry within the faith and raise their children the same. I was decidedly non-reli-
gious. I spent most of  my senior year in high school pregnant. When I met Bill the 
year after I graduated, I already had a toddler. I had chosen not to marry my son’s 
father and didn’t feel embarrassed or ashamed about that decision. I was not the 
girl Dolores had hoped her son would bring home. 

 

My son D.J. was bright and energetic. He was the boy my mother never had but 
had always wanted. He was adored from the moment he was born. He spent his 
first years around adults who doted on him, and he was speaking in complete sen-
tences before he was two. When D.J. and Bill met, they took to each other imme-
diately. The first time Dolores met D.J., she was hesitant. She and I had a very stiff  
relationship, and although we were always friendly, we were not friends. She had 
agreed to watch my son while Bill and I went out. When we arrived, Bill introduced 
D.J. to his parents. 

“This is my mom, Dolores, and this is my dad, Ernie,” he said. 
D.J. seemed immediately comfortable and didn’t have a 

problem being left behind as we headed out the door. When we 
returned, he was settled at the coffee table in the living room 
coloring. Apparently, the night had gone well. 

Shortly after we arrived, Dolores called her son into the kitchen. 
“Billy, did you tell D.J. to call us grandma and grandpa?” She asked. She didn’t 

seem angry or upset, just curious.
“No,” he responded. “Why?” 
“Well, he pointed to your dad’s reading glasses on the end table and asked me, 

‘Grandma, are those Grandpa’s glasses?’” 
Although we were living together, we were not married, and D.J. didn’t even 

call Bill “Dad.” We weren’t so presumptuous as to expect his parents to assume a 
grandparental role. In fact, “Grandma” and “Grandpa” weren’t names that D.J. 
used. He knew my parents as “Grammie” and “Grandy,” and they were the only 
grandparents he was regularly exposed to. I was as surprised as Dolores that my son 
had made that connection. 

From that night on, Dolores seemed to look forward to spending time with D.J. 
He always referred to her as “Grandma,” and she grew to love him as any grand-
parent would. Up to that point, my relationship with Dolores had been civil. How-
ever, the way she took to my son-- and the love that grew between them--opened 
the door for us to have something more than the tolerant interactions we’d grown 
used to. 

Bill and I married soon after, and the birth of  my daughter, Adrianne, cemented 

my relationship with Dolores. She loved having a granddaughter. She worshipped 
Annie and enjoyed dressing her up in little girly outfits. When Dolores was around, 
Annie was always a fluffy little bundle of  lace, ruffles, and patent leather and pink be-
cause Dolores loved pink. In her eyes, my daughter could do no wrong. When Annie 
threw herself  on the ground in a temper tantrum, Dolores would get down beside 
her and coo, “Adrianne, what’s wrong with the baby?” Annie was grudgingly called 
“the princess” by Bill’s siblings, and even when another baby girl eventually came 
along, my daughter didn’t lose that title. No other grandchild, boy or girl, would take 
Annie’s place in her grandmother’s heart. 

Through the next few years, we spent countless evenings with 
my in-laws. We had dinner with them nearly every night. Dolores 
and I found common ground beyond our love for Bill and our 
children. We were both avid readers. She subscribed to a variety 
of  magazines and would systematically read and discard them, 
but after realizing how much I enjoyed reading, she began to save 
them for me. We would often discuss articles that we read and 
sometimes have playful disagreements about them. She and I both were night owls 
and we often stayed up well after midnight discussing everything from past experi-
ences to family concerns. We took classes together, we learned to make candy, and we 
canned cherries. At Christmas, we made ornaments and prepared elaborate baskets 
for family and friends. I made her laugh (often with tales of  my ineptitude), and she 
began to appreciate and even admire my creativity. We developed a bond that tran-
scended our familial relationship. She became one of  my closest friends. 

 

Bill and I moved from Wyoming to Washington shortly after our third child was 
born. Kristopher was six weeks old when we packed up our lives and headed west. 
Annie was two and a half, and D.J. wasn’t quite five. Bill had been offered an oppor-
tunity that we couldn’t refuse, but it was difficult for me. Not only was I leaving my 
own mother behind, but I also had to say goodbye to Dolores. It was confusing for 
the children as well. They’d become accustomed to daily visits with their grandpar-
ents. Eighteen months after we moved, our fourth child, Bradon, was born.

Throughout the next nine years, we maintained the connection by exchanging 
weekly phone calls and making yearly treks back home. Dolores sent the kids gifts for 
their birthdays, and she remembered each Valentine’s Day, Easter, and Halloween 
with a card and a five dollar bill. When we couldn’t make it home for Christmas, 
huge boxes of  brightly wrapped gifts would arrive a week or two before the holiday 
so that our tree would be surrounded with packages. Dolores sent money for school 
clothes and sports fees, and she participated in every fundraising event the kids had. 
She would send checks for whatever cookies, candy, or wrapping paper they were sell-
ing, and she always included postage to cover the shipping of  the already overpriced 
items. Her presence in our lives was constant and tangible.

Each winter, displays featuring seed packages and bulbs would start popping up 
in February. We didn’t have a lot of  money, but when we could afford it, I would 
send Dolores dinner plate dahlia rhizomes. I could picture her garden, thick with 

I was not the girl 
Dolores had hoped her 
son would bring home

No other grandchild, 
boy or girl, would take 
Annie's place in her 
grandmother's heart.
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color, the regal dahlias standing sentinel over the rest, the layers of  perfectly placed 
almond-shaped petals radiating out from the center, row upon row creating the 
complex, multi-faceted blooms. I imagined Dolores pinching off  the spent buds to 
encourage more growth, knowing that each successive flower would be larger and 
more magnificent than the last. Dahlias come in a variety of  colors. For Dolores, I 
always chose at least one pink, but included other colors, as well—yellow, burgundy, 
purple, or white—depending on what was available. I would carefully package the 
bulbs for shipment at the beginning of  March. 

 

Ironically, although her love for my son built those first fragile bonds of  friend-
ship between Dolores and me, an argument over D.J. ended our relationship. 

 

I’d like to say that our separation was civil, a mature un-partnering with our 
children in mind. That isn’t what happened. Like many couples, the end of  our 
marriage was bitter and confusing. It took four years of  splits and reconciliations, 
counseling and blame, guilt and regrets, before it was finally done. Bill would occa-
sionally disappear from our lives, suddenly and without warning. Once he was gone 
for a year and half. I would later learn that he was bipolar and self-medicated, but, 
at the time, I had no idea what was happening. I just knew that it was painful, and I 
felt afraid every single day. I worried for myself, but more than that, I worried about 
my children and how it would affect them. I didn’t think I could manage on my 
own. I was a stay-at-home mom with few skills, and we lived in a small town that 
offered little opportunity. I had four children to support, and I knew that childcare 
alone would eat up any money I made if  I took a job in Vancouver proper. I began 
to work part-time at a coffee shop near my home while I took a four-month course 
to become a nail tech.

As my friend, Dolores listened to me complain and helped 
me with money when I needed it. In the beginning, we spent 
hours on the phone. Together we tried to make sense of  what 
was happening. We commiserated, I cried a lot, and she tried 
to comfort me. At the same time, she was having conversations 
with her son. I wasn’t privy to those exchanges, but I imagined she was trying 
to convince him to return to his family and get help with whatever issues he was 
battling. But when Dolores tried to justify his affair by telling me“Billy just has such 
a big heart and doesn’t want to hurt anyone,” I began to have doubts about her 
loyalty. I wondered what she and her son actually talked about. I tried to push my 
misgivings aside; she was my trusted friend and I relied on her support, but I be-
came more guarded with what I shared. I also started listening for what she wasn’t 
telling me. Our phone conversations continued, but they became shorter and less 
frequent.   

One day I received a call from Dolores that began with the usual pleasantries, 
inquiries about how we were doing and what was going on. She moved quickly to 
the real purpose of  her call.

“Denise,” she began, “Are you asking Billy to pay child support for D.J.?” I was 
stunned that she would ask such a question. I told her that yes, I was asking for 
child support for all four children. She continued, “Well, biologically D.J. isn’t Bil-
ly’s son. Do you really think he should have to pay child support for him?”

“Dolores,” I began calmly, despite my pounding heart, “Bill is the only father 
that D.J. has ever known. Do you not consider D.J. Bill’s son?”

“I’m not saying that . . .” she began.
“Do you not consider him your grandson?” I asked. 
“That is not what I’m saying,” she responded.
And at that point I lost it. I don’t know what words came 

out of  my mouth. I was upset and angry, and I felt betrayed. 
I didn’t ever imagine that biology would be a line in the sand 
for her. All three of  her children had been adopted after all. Suddenly it all came to 
a head: the subtle excuses she made for her son, the regular reassurances that I was 
fine without him, the advice to move on with my life and let him figure things out 
on his own. I later knew she couldn’t support her son the way she always had and 
still be the friend that I needed her to be. I know now that it was an impossible task. 
I should have expected that we would eventually end up here, but at that moment I 
felt the rejection at a visceral level and exploded with emotion. 

I don’t know how long I went on; I just remember an eruption of  words came 
out of  my mouth. I didn’t realize how much I had bottled up inside of  me, how 
much I had held back, but once it started, it was like the energy built upon itself. 
They probably didn’t even make sense, the words that I spat out, and I’m sure not 
everything I said was directed at her, but I couldn’t stop. It just went on and on. 

Dolores finally raised her voice loud enough to interrupt my tirade. “Will you let 
me speak?” she practically shouted. 

By then, I felt exhausted and wounded. I was through talking.
“No,” I said. “I’m done with you.” And I hung up. 
We didn’t speak again for years. 

 

Child support was eventually decided by the court. It did not include D.J. Unex-
pectedly, the judge also awarded me spousal support. I didn’t ask for it and never 
attempted to collect. Bill didn’t show up for any of  our hearings, and I don’t know 
if  he or Dolores ever knew all the legal details. I don’t know that it would have 
made a difference. In the end, it didn’t matter. The day my divorce was finalized, I 
left the courthouse happier than I had been in a very long time. That chapter in my 
life was finally over.

Through the years, we sometimes received child support, but often we did not. 
Bill was a concrete finisher and worked off  the books as much as he could; I as-
sumed it was to avoid paying. It continues to amaze me how many employers are 
willing to be complicit in the non-support of  children.

The kids continued to have relationships with both their father and their grand-
parents. I often made the arrangements, drove them to his home, even picked up 
pizza and cake so they could celebrate birthdays with their dad because I knew 

At that moment I felt 
the rejection at a 
visceral level.

Neither of us knew 
how to build a new 
relationship
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he wouldn’t remember. I didn’t do it for him. I did it for the kids because I 
wanted them to have those memories. I know that he loved them but there 
was only so much he was willing or able to give. Bill’s mother continued to 
send the kids gifts and speak to them on the phone, but those interactions only 
happened at his home.

It was surreal watching my family continue as a unit without me, but even-
tually I got used to it. 

 

As a single mother, the income I could count on was very limited, and I no 
longer had a partner who could pick up a side job if  things got tight. I re-
membered how carefully Dolores had tracked her monthly expenses. She not-
ed every single payment and even saved her receipts. I wasn’t that organized, 
but I began to track my income and expenses, writing down what money I 
brought in and what I paid out every single month. What Dolores did effort-
lessly, I learned through trial and error after error. But I eventually did learn. I 
often wished I could show her my ledger and say, “See? I finally got it!” 

 

About three years after that last fateful phone call, I was walking through 
the grocery store one day and came across a display of  flower bulbs. On a 
whim, I picked out several boxes of  dinner plate dahlias, all pink. I remem-
bered that it was Dolores’ favorite color. I sent them to her without a note or 
card and without a return address. I knew she might think they were from her 
son, but I wasn’t concerned about that. I just felt the need to 
send them.

A short time later, I began to receive magazines in the mail 
that I hadn’t ordered. They were usually women’s publications 
about homemaking and cooking, not the sort of  magazines I 
would have ordered for myself. I knew who had sent them and I treasured 
every single one. I eventually received a card from Dolores, thanking me for 
the bulbs. She wrote, “I’m sorry you’re upset with me.” I wasn’t sure how to 
respond, so I didn’t. But I continued to send her bulbs every few years.

Dolores called me a couple of  times in the years that followed, and we once 
had lunch together when she was in town visiting her son. By this time she 
was quite ill, and she seemed small and frail, not the take-control powerhouse 
that I had known her to be. Lunch was pleasant. We were friendly, but guard-
ed. We had moved beyond the pain of  the past, but I think neither of  us knew 
how to build a new relationship that didn’t involve any of  that. 

 

In October 2012, Dolores slipped in the bathroom and hit her face on the 
tub. My kids took turns keeping me updated on her condition. She was in the 
hospital and not doing well. I debated calling but was worried that it might 
upset her. I didn’t know if  she could carry on a conversation or if  she even 

wanted to talk to me. I also didn’t know what I would say. I held onto the 
hope that she would recover enough, that I would be able to tell her every-
thing that I needed to, even though I wasn’t sure what that was. I just wanted 
her to know how much I loved her, despite everything that had happened. 

Shortly after, my son Kris called me at work. “She’s gone,” he told me. I 
couldn’t stop crying. 

I didn’t go to the funeral. I wanted to. I felt like I should be there, but in the 
end, I stayed home. Instead, I paid for my kids to go. I thought it was im-
portant that they honor their grandmother together. I also knew it would be 
a particularly difficult time for Bill. His mother had stood by him to the very 
end and sacrificed a lot to do so; he had lost the greatest advocate he would 
ever have. Over the years, his animosity towards me had grown. He needed to 
mourn the loss of  his mother without an added distraction. 

My daughter called me one night while they were still away, and she told 
me that the family had been asking about me. She said I was missed. She 
explained to them that I wasn’t sure it was my place to attend. Bill’s brother 
said he understood but that I had as much right to be there as anyone. He 
said that Dolores had talked about me while she was in the hospital, that she 
had mentioned staying up late together engrossed in conversation and making 
candy at Christmas. She apparently spoke of  me with fondness. I wasn’t sure 
whether that made me feel better or worse. I tell myself  often that she knew I 
treasured those same memories. I hope that’s true.

 

I’m not the only person who dreams of  Dolores. My daughter does as 
well. So does my ex-father-in-law. He once dreamed that he woke to find her 
standing before him. She said to him, “Ernie, you need to check the girl.” He 
wasn’t sure who she was referring to: their daughter or mine. 

I don’t believe her presence in my dreams is a message, as some suggest. I 
know it’s a comforting thought, but I haven’t experienced any epiphanies that 
suggest that it is so. I just think it’s a manifestation of  the reality of  our rela-
tionship, that even when we weren’t together, she was always still there. And 
that does give me a little comfort. 

The following spring, I ran into a display of  dinner plate dahlia bulbs at 
the store. Out of  habit, I bought several boxes. I gave them away to friends 
and family. Each time I returned to the store, I bought a few more, and I 
gave them away as well, but I also kept some for myself. The following year, 
I did the same. I haven’t planted the ones I kept. They’re still in boxes. I 
don’t know how long they last, or if  they’d even grow if  I planted them now. 
I have about a dozen boxes in a shopping bag, tucked away in my closet. 
Most of  them are pink.

We were friendly,
but guarded.
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KIDS WILL BE EVERYTHING
Darren Cools | Watercolor on Paper
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WOMAN WALKS
 DOWN THE STREET

she is a new mother

pushing a rickety stroller

down the suburban

paradise street

her deflated belly 

is unflattering

she is not 

a young mother

hair dyed yellow

but i see 

silver roots

maybe she’s adopted

never having 

been able

to conceive

maybe she isn't

the new mother

a grandmother

with a new mother

daughter, neighbor, friend

maybe the stroller

is empty

she fills it

with her wishes

and likes to air

them out

By Lauren Duquette

P O E T R Y

ODD PORTRAYAL, NO. 2
Becky Udwary| Silver Gelatin Print
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JAMIE IS SMOKING and LA JEUNESSE
Julian Nelson| Silver Gelatin Prints

DAY BY DAY
Hannah Truckey| Silver Gelatin Prints
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By Jennifer Pratt-Walter

WHERE WE MEET
Sometimes there’s this place
    you go
when you’re not a real person—
he’s hit you again or mom’s drunk,
    passed out cold,
or bullies taunt you in a lonely toilet stall,
    “Faggot!” or maybe
they spat on you for your headscarf.
You have to go somewhere, anywhere 
but where you are right then,
    just to get by.

But know that I see you
as a good and holy place.  I read the fright
    printed on your face.
I hear the rare ruby 
    of  your heart.
Stay invisible, if  you must—meanwhile
I will shape the blue radiance of  peace
    shining from my palms
over your real and precious personhood
illuminating the crossroad
    where we meet.
    

P O E T R Y

THE MOST HUMAN COLOR
Garry Bastian | Digital Photograph



 
I N T E R V I E W

by Lauren Duquette, photos by London Rilatos

Marie Watt is a full-time artist who lives in Portland, Oregon with her husband and two daughters. 
She was born in 1967 to a German-Scot father (the son of  Wyoming ranchers and educators,) whose 
grandparents homesteaded land in Wyoming, and a mother from the Seneca Nation of  Indians. Marie 
earned her A.F.A. from the Institute in American Indian Arts, a B.S. from Willamette University, and 
an M.F.A. in painting and printmaking from Yale University. Watt exhibits her art internationally and is 
represented in Portland by PDX Contemporary Art and in Seattle by Greg Kucera Gallery. An ongoing 
project of  hers, Blanket Stories, has iterations of  the series permanently installed at the Tacoma Art Mu-
seum in Tacoma, Washington; the United States Embassy in Islamabad, Pakistan; and the High Desert 
Museum in Bend, Oregon.

Community and collaboration is an important part of  her current work, and she regularly holds 
open invitation sewing circles. She enjoys the “call and response” reactions people have to each others’ 
sewing and gets especially excited about the expressive quality in which people new to sewing lay down 
their stitches. She considers all stitches to be unique, saying that they are “fingerprint-like.” The sewing 
done in the circles become an integral part of  her final pieces. 

Watt’s studio was piled high with blankets and assorted stringy materials. Jazz played softly as her as-
sistants worked diligently on the large blanket pieces hanging from the tall walls. We sat in a cozy corner 
around a table covered with water rings. 

CALL AND RESPONSE
A Dialogue with Marie Watt 

Duquette: What is it about textiles, and blankets 
more specifically, that excites you?

Watt: What excites me about blankets is that 
they are something that is familiar to us. I 
appreciate how blankets are conversation 
pieces and storied objects. I’ve also come to 
think of  blankets as "transportation objects." 
I learned of  this phrase while doing research 
at the Smithsonian National Museum of  
the American Indian. When I was looking 
through their collections they categorized 
cradle boards as transportation objects. I 
thought, “Blankets are transportation objects 
too.” They physically transport us, but if  you 
think of  our dreams—they metaphysically 
transport us too. I like the idea of  art and 
writing as transportation objects too; when 
they are doing their job, they transport us to 
other places as well.  

Duquette: If  you could choose one work for 
people to see, which would it be?

Watt: Right now, Witness. What I like 
about it is that it addresses ideas about 
historic and contemporary indigenous 
resistance. It is timely in regards to what 
is happening politically and socially in the 
world. Witness is based on a 1913 photo of  
a Quamichan—Coast Salish—potlatch. 
In the photo a person is tossing a gift—a 
blanket—from a building rooftop to the 
crowd of  guests at the potlatch. I was first 
drawn to the blanket flying through the air, 
this transportation object was what I was 
witnessing. Then I looked at the dates and 
realized this gathering was happening when 
potlatches were banned, between 1890-1950,  
by Canadian and U.S. governments. That's 
when I started thinking about the potlatch 
as an act of  civil disobedience. In my 5’ 9” 

x 15’ embroidered interpretation on a double long 
uncut trade blanket, I’ve added my daughters and 
myself  to the potlatch crowd as witnesses to this 
event. But the cinematic scale of  this image make 
any viewer of  this work becomes a witness as well. 
For me, this piece also has resonance with today’s 
Black Lives Matter and Standing Rock/No DAPL 
movements.

Duquette: As a Seneca/German-Scot woman 
functioning within an art world whose patronage 
primarily supports white males, what are the challenges 
that you have been presented with and how have you 
overcome them?

Watt: There are challenges and obstacles to be 
sure. That being said, I think I have been fortunate 
to have strong women role models and men who are 
feminists in their own right. One of  the job skills of  
an artist is resilience and perseverance. There will 
always be rejection in this job but when you find 
your community, it makes it all worthwhile. I feel 
grateful for family and friends who have believed 
in me and who have shown it’s possible to have a 
career making art.

Duquette: It seems like your needs as an artist are 
similar to a lot of  other people in society, in that we find 
ourselves increasingly socially isolated. What kind of  
feedback do you get about the connections people are 
making at your sewing circles?

Watt: When I was in Chicago at the Block 
Museum, there was a group of  women excited to 
exchange emails and take selfies with each other. 
They were women who might not have met in 
another context, and they were really grateful. At 
a sewing circle in Ottawa, there was a guy who 
was a goth, and he brought his own needle kit and 
scissors and was dressed in all black clothing that he 
had altered and customized. He was sitting near a 
silver-haired lady who was older and had her own 
type of  aesthetic. They seemed very different, but 
they sat next to each other for the entire sewing 
circle and exchanged contact info. I appreciate 
that these circles can bring people together when 
you might think they don't have a lot in common. 
The conversation flows, and you start to make 
connections with people. One of  the things that is 
starting to happen now—and that I also love—is 
that I often get to return to these communities. I 
don't want to helicopter in and never come back. 
I want to make the sewing circles an ongoing 
conversation.

 
 



Duquette: Can you talk about some of  the unique 
challenges of  being an artist while being a parent?

Watt: I worked for ten years at PCC Sylvania in 
the Art Department. The Artist Skills and Practical 
Issues class, which I taught, started to offer me 
the framework for what might be required to be a 
working artist. After a sabbatical and upon the birth 
of  our first daughter, my husband and I crunched 
numbers and then took a joint leap of  faith that 
involved quitting my teaching job, being a stay 
at home parent, and simultaneously working on 
my studio practice. There have been times when 
my studio was at home to save money, and other 
times where I’ve been able to have it separate from 
our house. My favorite part of  being a parent is 
that your kids offer a lens to the world and certain 
wonders, that our adult minds forget. Without a 
doubt my kids shape the work I make and the form 
of  my practice takes. In the Native community we 
tend to believe that it takes a village to raise our 
children, and my family has benefitted from this 
wisdom. I don’t hesitate to bring my kids with me 
on projects.  It’s getting tougher now that they are 
in school. Being a parent also requires tradeoffs. 
I remember some people saying before we had 
children, “Just wait, you won't have any time to 
make your art.” I have to say I'm that person that 
says, “Please don't tell me what I can and can't do.” 
I probably am more likely to find the way to make it 
happen because someone told me I couldn't do it. 

Duquette: What is more important to you as an artist: 
your personal message or how the viewer or participant 
perceives your message?

Watt: I think it's most important that viewers 
bring their own experiences to the work. Since 
my work often has a backstory, and, if  the viewer 
chooses to learn about that, it might expand upon 
the experience of  the viewer. Ultimately I like the 
idea of  an artwork’s ability to open up different 
experiences, observations, and emotions over time. 
 

Duquette: Do you feel like people have the choice to 
be a full time artist?

Watt: I am an optimist, so I like to think yes! The 
endorphins of  discovery, the action of  making, 
and exhilarating friendships are the exquisite part 
of  the full time job. But it’s a long road and as I 
mentioned before, there is lot of  rejection. For me, 
it's a job that’s not 9 to 5. In fact, it sort of  never 
ends in the sense that it extends to all reaches of  
life. There is no clocking out. No one told me in art 
school that choosing to be an artist might put you in 
the camp of  being a self-employed business person. 
But anything in life worth doing probably doesn't 
come naturally. If  you're really committed to doing 
it, it makes you grow, it makes you a better person. 

I believe in pursuing anything that seems unattainable. 
I don’t think it’s for everyone. You need to have a clear 
understanding of  how one's own personality works and your 
ability to chase that vision. What are you willing to give up—
or not—for the pursuit of  your happiness? 

Duquette: What advice would you have wanted as a student? 
Considering what you know now, what would you tell the 
younger you?

Watt: Sometimes we have to work hard 
and seek out new experiences, but I also 
think it's good not to disregard the life 
experiences that we already have.This 
is why I am emphatic about teaching 
at community colleges. Community 
college students come with a wealth 
of  life experiences which I think make 
them, from day one, students that have 
something to say through the art that 
they make. Consider what kind of  
artist you want to be. What makes you 
happy? Figure out what success means 
to you. What the world doesn't need is 
more disgruntled artists. Figure out, as 
a creative person, what are the things 
you need to do to make you happy. It 
means figuring out where you're going 
to make sacrifices and where you are 
not. Learn to prioritize. Being an artist 
requires a lot of  skills like accounting, 
bookkeeping, light carpentry, photo documentation of  
your work, writing skills because you might have to apply 
for some grants. Even if  you are morally opposed to artist 
statements, it helps galleries--or you--promote your work. I 
thought by declaring myself  as an art major I'd be dodging 
a math bullet, but no! The skillset you need for this job is 
multifaceted.
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WITNESS
Marie Watt | Reclaimed Wool Blanket, Embroidery Floss, Thread 
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I saw my reflection today.

I hadn’t been looking,

hadn’t wanted to see.

I haven’t been able to see the real me.

The real me has been hiding.

Under a foundation of  fear, and hair of  hurt,

a mess of  despair and dirt.

The real me fled,

and who could blame her?

I’d like to escape the hurt, 

blame, and anger.

The real me was scared,

terrified of  breaking apart,

but now I have found

that I have a stronger heart.

I saw my reflection today.

The real me showed and smiled.

It was sad,

and it was sweet,

but completely worthwhile.

By Megan Robb

INNER REFLECTION

P O E T R Y

I SHAVED MY FACE WITH SOME MACE IN THE DARK
Chloe King | Acrylic on Canvas
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SWALLOWS IN THE SWIRLS
Sara Hildebrandt | Copper and Enamel

GIN JOINT JAM
James Wagner| Steel, Wood, Acrylic



P
H

O
E

N
IX

 2
0

17

P
H

O
E

N
IX

 2
0

17

76 77

 

The doctor’s office was the wrong shade of  blue. It was more gray and 
reminded me of  the sky between rain storms in spring, a glimmer of  hope 
for a good outcome when in reality it was going to pour. I was cold and 
damp in flip-flops and a sundress. It was August, and I had not planned 
on rain.

A month or so before this rainy August day, I had been running on the 
treadmill when my feet tangled up with each other and sent me flying like 
an albatross in a windstorm. I caught sight of  myself  in the gym’s mirror 
for just a moment before I landed in a limp and surprised pile about four 
feet behind where I had started. When I stopped laughing, I reset the 
pre-programmed course on the machine and began my run again. 

Running was new to me. I ran on the treadmill because I had become 
increasingly clumsier within the last year. My family joked that I could 
trip over a shadow on a cloudy day. I wasn’t worried about looking silly in 
front of  other runners if  I fell, but I had a real fear that I would fall, hurt 
myself  on a trail, and end up bleeding and broken for hours before help 
arrived. 

As a child, my life consisted of  dance classes, auditions, rehearsals and 
performances. I loved dancing. 

 Unlike most of  the girls at my school, I wasn’t tall or blonde, and my 
tits were too big and had to be bound with Ace bandages to keep them 
from getting in my way, but the most horrifying fact of  my life back then 
was that my family wasn’t rich. I was the only “scholarship kid” at school. 
I don’t know how, but the tall, thin, rich, blonde girls had found out and 
never let me forget it. But once the music started, none of  it mattered. 
Once the music started and I began to move, it didn’t matter what color 
my hair was or how much money my family had; what mattered was that 
I could jump and turn and make the audience feel what I felt. 

I loved dancing.

By Viveca Duazo
RAIN

C R E A T I V E  N O N - F I C T I O N

BLUARGGLBLURGARGGLGLGLGLAUARGH
Luke Entwistle | Oil on Canvas
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most common things that bring a person to the ER, aside from traumatic injury, the 
doctor had then begun to look for less common ailments with similar symptoms.  

In the end, I spent a few days in the hospital, had two MRIs, a lumbar 
puncture, and countless vials of  blood drawn. I walked out of  there with a 
pile of  pamphlets and no definitive answer as to when I would be able to feel 
my face again. I was to expect a call from someone in a few days with my test 
results. The nurse had suggested, in the meantime, I should read the paper-
work I’d been given about MS: a diagnosis without a diagnosis.

Multiple sclerosis, or MS, is a disease where the body’s immune system 
attacks the central nervous system. It does this by breaking down the myelin 
sheath which is like the rubber coating on wires in appliances. The difference 
is that myelin covers nerve fibers. Without their protective coating, the wires 
in your toaster can’t make a good connection. Maybe it shorts out and burns 
your toast, or it shorts out and causes the fire that burns your house down. 
MS is a lot like that: it’s different for every person and ranges from burnt toast 
to the destruction of  your body. 

Dr. Hansen slowed her speaking, lowered her tone, and left her hand on 
my back the whole time as she apologized. She explained that she had been 
under the impression that I had already had my official diagnosis, that I had 
had some time to process things, and that this was to be an appointment to 
discuss treatment options. 

We did eventually get to treatment options, but only after I asked a slew of  
questions. In the time between my release from the hospital and this appoint-
ment I Googled the only two people I could think of  with the disease: Montel 
Williams and Richard Pryor. If  Montel Williams represented the toaster that 
burned your toast, Richard Pryor was definitely the toaster that set your house 
ablaze. I learned that MS affected everyone in different ways, yet what I really 
wanted to know was whether I would be like Pryor or Williams. I walked out 
not knowing which type of  toaster I would eventually turn into. I did know 
that, one way or another, life would go on. I would get through it. I wouldn’t 
be dancing in front of  an audience anytime soon, but I could still dance in 
my kitchen.

It was August, and I wasn’t expecting it to rain. Since it was and since I was 
wearing flip-flops, I walked to the stretch of  grass that ran between the street 
and the parking lot, kicked off  my shoes, and stood barefoot in the wet grass, 
my left foot too numb to feel it.

The slight change in the air pressure of  the blue-gray room signaled the 
opening of  the door and jerked me away from watching the rain roll down 
the window.  Looking out, I saw a very pregnant woman waddle towards the 
automatic door as a man ladened with bags, blankets, and a pillow scurried 
around her like a sheepdog working to convince a runaway member of  his 
flock back into a pen. Smiling, I turned toward the sound of  the door and 
faced a tall, thin, blonde woman in the doorway. I was right back in the dance 
studio with those perfect ballerinas.

Dr. Hansen explained that I had some paperwork to fill 
out so that I could get treatment started right away, that I 
would need another MRI fairly soon. I was really lucky be-
cause she saw I only had three small lesions on my brain, 
and that the medication had a very good track record for 
slowing or stopping the growth of  the lesions. I don’t know 
what my face did, but it must have been quite a sight as 
Dr. Hansen stopped talking. She gently guided me to a chair and asked if  I 
needed a drink of  water. She moved her chair next to mine and placed her 
hand on my back. 

“You didn’t know, did you?” 
I shook my head. 
I had been sent to Dr. Hansen’s ugly exam room because I had been ex-

periencing a tingling sensation ever since the fall on the treadmill. I’d experi-
enced sensations similar to this before without giving them much thought, but 
the difference was that the tingle had morphed into a numbness that worked 
its way up from the small toe on my left foot until it finally engulfed my left 
hip. Before I could get in to see my doctor, I woke up to find my whole left 
side numb. 

Left side, I thought: stroke. I screamed for my roommate and asked for 
a ride to the ER. I stared at my face in the mirror for the whole ten-minute 
ride to the ER, sure that I was drooling and that my left eye was drooping. I 
wasn’t; it wasn’t.

When I arrived at the ER, I was taken back to a room and, within minutes, 
had a battery of  tests to determine whether I had really suffered a stroke. 
Blood was drawn, x-rays were taken, and I was given an EKG. A tornado of  
people swirled around my bed, asked questions, and spun away, making room 
for someone new to blow in. Eventually, a small dark-haired doctor walked in 
and ran through a list of  what was not wrong with me.

I had not had a stroke. Sigh of  relief.
I had not had a heart attack. Weight lifted.
My blood pressure was surprisingly low for a person in the ER—guess the 

years of  oatmeal had done its job.
That day I learned that in order to come up with a diagnosis, doctors try to 

determine what you don’t have rather than what you do have. Having ruled out the 

I was right back in 
the dance studio 
with those perfect 
ballerinas.
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A COLORFUL LOOK
Lindsay Roszko | Oil on Canvas

RESURGENCE
Ena Shipman | Ceramic
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20TH CENTURY FUCKS
Luke Entwistle | Oil on Canvas

POP EVIL
Jorin Copeland | Bubble Gum and Styrofoam



P
H

O
E

N
IX

 2
0

17

P
H

O
E

N
IX

 2
0

17

84 85

STUFF ON A TABLE
Derek Hoyt | Oil on Paper

A PORTRAIT OF DEVIL'S IVY and RIP IN THE TIME-SPACE CONTINUUM
Charlotte Miller | Oil on Canvas
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TEA WITH SHOJI
Sara Beckman | Stoneware

MEN IN TIME: THE LIFE GIVER
Claudia Carter | Stoneware
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I’m your cigarette.

You spark me at your lips,

You like what I do,

You cast me to the ground,

You step on me too. 

By Rebecca Munster

YOUR CIGARETTE

P O E T R Y

SELF-PORTRAIT
Lauren Duquette | Oil on Canvas
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FACE OF LIFE
Darren Cools | Ink on Paper

CONNECT
Meakia Blake | Stop Motion Animation

ENTANGLED
Sara Hildebrandt | Stop Motion Animation
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GENERATION PRIDE
Kelly Pearce | Digital Photographs

NIRA
Jennifer Avens | Digital Photograph
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GARY’S RED LAMP
Ian Beckett | Ceramic Mixed-Media

BUST OF THE ARTIST
Lauren Duquette | Ceramic Sculpture
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WHAT HAPPENS NEXT?
By Antthany Allred

There lived a man,

A man who knew not love, nor kindness, 

To some a savior, as he preached the death of  minorities,

A man who made billions standing on the backs of  the broken.

He opened his mouth and flicked his tongue,

Spreading hatred between families,

Friends, neighbors, classmates, coworkers and peers.

With his words, he ignited the world.

A social war.

A class war.

A civil war.

Some fought for fun, for fear of  losing privilege,

While others fought for the right to be alive,

The right to walk down the street, to sleep under a roof  in safety,

to practice religion.

Those who feared him saw the truth,

The six hundred tombstones of  innocent men, women, and children.

The double standard, the racism.

Sexism. Homophobia.

The ableism, the xenophobia.

They see an America that applauds fascism.

They see a nation that just elected rape culture into the White House.

Those who loved him clicked ‘like’,

They clicked ‘follow’,

They clicked ‘unfriend’

And went to bed.

P O E T R Y

JUDGEMENT DAY
Angela Sutherland | Oil on Canvas
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FLYING FREE
Emily Clark | Digital Illustration

MIDNIGHT CITY
Leslie Rich | Digital Illustration



P
H

O
E

N
IX

 2
0

17

P
H

O
E

N
IX

 2
0

17

100 101

THE MORNING STRUGGLE
Erin Lysne | Ink on Paper

THE INSOMNIAC
Bryce Van Patten | Ink on Paper
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ARRIVAL and WOMAN ON A BOAT
Yulia Kolonina | Digital Photographs

WAVES
John Gasaway | Mixed Media
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CHEKHOV'S GUN
Matthew Tycer | Oil on Canvas

SHIRAZ
Tyson Palmour | Oil on Canvas
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PORTRAIT OF LINDSEY
Derek Hoyt | Oil on Paper WISE WOMAN

Claudia Carter | Stoneware
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Not so far back, as recently as the late 1980s, winter fell regularly upon my 
southern edge of  Washington in the form of  snow—real, honest to goodness 
snow. Snow that made the darkest night seem bright, that rested for days and 
days in little white pillows on the branches of  trees and fluttered to the ground 
when a bird or a squirrel shook itself  to life. As it layered on the ground, the 
snow padded all the sharp edges and filled the gaps. It insulated everything so 
there was only me. It seemed to never melt.

When I was younger, smaller, and less important, snow was a gift I had 
come to expect. Even our sea-level suburb of  Vancouver, I remember, wore 
white for Christmas nearly every year. Like most kids lucky enough to expe-
rience them, my sister and I indulged in every second of  those winters. We 
played in the snow from pancake breakfast to tomato soup supper. We luxu-
riated in it until it became physically apparent that we had spent more time 
blowing clouds of  breath in our bleached-pearl suburban yard than perhaps 
was wise—until our sniffling noses were as red as the snow was white. When 
we would finally enter the house after those wonderfully brittle days, after tak-
ing our fill of  the frost-bitten cotton air, our house seemed sweltering. It would 
almost sting. There I would stand, waxed-apple cheeked, the cold thawing 
from my nose and resting salty on my upper lip, while my cold-kissed little 
body struggled to re-acclimate. When I did, all my senses seemed renewed. A 
healthy snow enlivened me, soaked into me.

My sister Lexi, meanwhile, was vigorous. Not just in childhood and not 
just on cold Washington snow days, but every minute of  her life she was an 
oasis of  fervor. Even her depression was dramatic and passionate. She had 
feeling enough for the both of  us. Her skin was roses; her blood was always 
fast and hot. 

Lexi was sensitive about her complexion all her life. I now think that her 
crimson skin was the flag of  her eagerness and her fury. Each day was made 
for her to surmount, whether she liked it or not. She breathed so deeply and 
exhaled so vehemently that, with the tiny sips of  air left over, it seemed I could 
scarcely breathe. Often she was the bane of  my existence–for when such in-
tensity manifests as anger, or as sadness, or as anxiety or as self-consciousness–
those things tend to percolate the atmosphere, and my atmosphere was slight 

By Bill Erikson

SNOW DAY

C R E A T I V E  N O N - F I C T I O N

ORGANIC CIRCUITRY
Bryce Van Patten| Ink on Paper
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and permeable. She was an epicenter, and I merely floated with the waves 
that swelled around her. I lived through my sister—I had to. 

As a child, Lexi performed for our dad’s camcorder at Thanksgiving and 
Christmas. She filled every frame, her young voice never struggling to com-
mand each scene. I was three years younger than her and no bother for her 
to eclipse. I was awkward in her light—it never really fit me. Lexi was the 
Pilgrim in every play, and she would always write my lines 
and make my Indian headdresses.

Her influence over my parents and I never withered 
as she grew up. After graduating high school, she moved 
to Bellingham for college, which simply made for higher 
phone bills and countless emergency trips up north. Even 
when she left college, moved farther still and married, Lexi 
daily drew us into her orbit.

I skipped college, joined a trade, and began my career shortly after high 
school. By my early twenties I was tense and grew inward. Most of  the friends 
I had moved off  to universities. The ones that didn’t seemed to clutch their 
immaturity, and we soon found little to keep us connected. With very few 
friends, my life fell quickly into a routine: go to work, hit the gym, go home to 
read or watch television, start over. I was quiet and comfortable. Not much of  
the outer world made its way into mine. I didn’t really want it to. Things are 
easier to control when they are small. 

Lexi would come down during the holidays, and everyone would say how 
much they missed her. I would drive her back and forth between our grand-
parents’ and our parents’ houses, where she always made a scene. She would 
laugh and set the table at Thanksgiving like she had when she was just a child. 
She would dance and act silly on Christmas Eve, prodding at our parents to 
let her open early gifts. Her smile would blossom and fill the room. Sometimes 
I would chauffeur her to Portland to meet with old friends. I would spend 
those evenings quietly observing, not quite grasping their nostalgic inside 
jokes, waiting for my cue to take her home. Sometimes, before those nights, 
she would detonate in fits of  turmoil because something wasn’t perfect. She 
would go back north, and all would sigh behind her. 

On July 11, 2007—I was twenty-five and at work—my sister’s husband 
called me. “Something happened to Lexi,” he said with a trembling intensity. 
He spoke through tears. “She was at the gym and passed out. They took her 
to the ICU.”

 I had never been a fan of  my sister’s husband. Despite his physical stature, 
Sean was small and subservient, the negative pole to Lexi’s expanding energy. 
I always thought she liked him because he took so little room. In that moment 
on the phone, his voice had gravity. Across 297 miles and several years of  
allergic relations, it gave me the slightest tug, and I worked to brush it off. 

“What happened, Sean,” I asked, calm and doubting. “Why did she 
pass out?”

He couldn’t tell me why. He only repeated what he knew: she had lost con-
sciousness while exercising, and she had been admitted to Royal Columbian 
Hospital in New Westminster, B. C. 

I hesitated for a long time before bothering myself  to make the trip, strug-
gling to persuade myself  it was serious while all the mundane obligations of  
the day—the gym, the Internet, my own bed—nagged me to stay. Leaving 
behind that routine stirred deep anxieties. The thought of  Lexi in the hospital 
seemed distant and remote. 

The gym was quiet, my workout rushed. I went home to shower, and in it I 
could trace the paths of  each drop of  water as they smoldered down my arms. 
After methodically preparing the day’s remaining meals, I pulled away from 
my apartment. I wondered if  I would have to stay the night, if  I could get a 
chance to run. Maybe I could use Lexi’s gym. I wondered how I could worry 
about these things. 

July made a gravid, balmy day, and my car slugged through it like a runner 
underwater. The air was limp and gross; it rested in heavy folds that sagged 
lethargically from an opaque and breezeless sky. It seemed to push back at me 
as I hurled onward. 

During the countless trips I had made to visit Lexi, along those same 
stretches of  road, I had felt a serenity emanating from the Olympic Moun-
tains looming blue in the distance. Long sweeps of  rural Washington, relieved 
by undulating wilderness and lees of  agriculture, made those drives medita-
tive. Even the steel and asphalt of  Seattle seemed a majestic sanctuary, but so 
loud was the freeway that no matter how high I played the radio, the vapor-
ous, deafening whip of  traffic engulfed and overwhelmed it. Vehicles droned 
and cursed about me as I seared over the parched concrete, caring little for 
the landscape blazing past. There was nothing peaceful about that day. The 
noise was cataclysmic, and I never felt alone.

As I approached the town of  New West—what Lexi 
called it after she moved there with her husband—I 
became increasingly concerned with my own inconve-
nience. From nearly three hundred miles away, she was 
still swallowing my air. I labored to convince myself  her 
life was paramount to my own. Nothing is more terrible than a loved one in 
distress, except the reprehensible feeling of  forcing yourself  to worry for them.

Arriving at Royal Columbian, I learned she had suffered an aneurism and 
had undergone surgery, which spurred further aneurysms. She was on life 
support. Her blood had finally overrun its constraints and poured unbound 
within her brain. I imagined the capillaries erupting throughout Lexi’s mind 
like flooding river deltas, boiling over and saturating her cerebral cortex. 

I was ushered to her room by a nurse. A cream colored blanket shroud-
ed Lexi’s body, tightly drawn so that only her indistinct shape could be seen 
beneath it. Our mother was on her left, our father on her right. Between 
them, a complicated circuitry of  synthetic veins and vessels snaked across 
Lexi’s chest and neck and into her. Her eyes, the pallid hue of  watered down 

From nearly three 
hundred miles 
away, she was still 
swallowing my air.

Her skin, once florid 
with warmth and blood, 
took on a silver sheen.
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friends with falsely optimistic words. I had no room for him in the confined 
intensity of  those hours. Once Lexi left me, so would he.

During her final minutes, the most awful and most beautiful minutes I have 
ever lived, I clutched her hand so tightly, so violently with love and horror that 
I would have hurt her had she felt me. I gripped her hand with anger: anger 
that she left me here, that she did this to me, that it took so long for me to care 
that she was going. I felt every beat of  her dying heart like it was mine. They 
never lost strength. They simply grew fewer and farther between until they 
ceased altogether.

I’d love to say that the fire Lexi had in life I took for inspiration at her 
death, that when she passed away her fervor became my own. It did not. My 
sister was the linchpin of  our tiny world. She was the family proper. Her life 
was so big that when she passed, I felt as though the ground dissolved below 
me. She took so much with her when she left that everything is simply less. 

Lexi died on July 13, 2007, at the age of  twenty-eight. She was three 
years my elder when her ember dimmed and whispered out, and now I am 
five years older than she will ever get to be. What I notice in this thought, a 
thought that remains with me always, is that my world keeps revolving even 
after hers has come to rest. 

Lexi’s end left empty spaces that I stumble into often. Tremendous regions 
of  the world have eroded in her absence, and when I wish to walk upon that 
ground, it crumbles at my feet. We no longer have family traditions. Holidays 
have become muddled wells of  puzzlement for me—pieces laying all around 
that never seem to fit together. Sometimes I have a story that I think Lexi 
would love to hear, but when I try to tell it to her all the words fall flat. For 
months I would pick up my phone in the evening and dial several digits of  her 
number before realizing she would never answer. 

It’s easy to say that life goes on, that you must suffer and rebuild. Those 
words have left my own mouth a time or two. But my sister was the scaffold 
that upheld so much of  what I was, and it seems I haven’t the material to 
reconstruct those expanses ablated by her death. I’m left only with memories 
of  how they used to look.  

I hear Lexi scream, excruciated that her hair is imperfect, that her face is 
blemished. I recall her childish annoyance that I was ever born. I feel her pinch 
my young skin as she struggles to express her contempt. I see her round, tod-
dler face, laughing carelessly as a snowflake brushes her ruddled nose, a blue 
sled standing a little taller than her silly knitted hat. I can’t help but smile as I 
forget that I exist. 

We lived for the crisp snap of  winter—the crunch of  dry snowy ground, pure 
and white under our young feet. We relished in the sting of  frozen hands warm-
ing over steam from cocoa mugs. We saw it start to snow at night and wished 
hard for it to stick, to lay a glorious carpet of  white for us. Below a universe of  
falling snow, we felt our world shrink and built it up again just exactly how we 
wanted. And as the snowman on our lawn stood, watching the neighbors traipse 
their slushy tracks to work, his waving arm drooped a little lower every hour.

milk, were three quarters shut. Her mouth was drawn open by the tube that 
forced oxygen into her lungs and caused her heart to beat. Her skin, once 
florid with warmth and blood, took on a silver sheen. It was tightly stretched 
wax paper—fragile and shiny and slick. Her texture was firm and swollen, a 
sculpture void of  detail.

Lexi had come in from her day in the snow. She had taken off  her earmuffs, 
unlaced her rubber and leather boots, taken off  her ski gloves. She would stay 
indoors now. 

My parent’s horror pulsed at every oscillation of  the respirator that gasped 
beside Lexi’s vacant face. My mother didn’t lift her head when I stepped into 
the room. She only sat, running her fingers softly through Lexi’s auburn hair, 
cradling her sallow face and sobbing. Her tears left a glistening path down 
her cheek where they landed above my sister’s collar. They vanished almost 
instantly into the hospital linen. She held Lexi sweetly, lovingly, as though she 
had only just been born. My mother’s eyes blankly focused on her daughter 
as she waded through the kind of  pain that no one should attempt to fathom. 
Visibly hollowed and exhausted, all my mother’s strength was sapped by every 
labored beat of  Lexi’s heart, like she was giving all her years of  life to stall her 
daughter’s death. 

My father stood and rushed to me. He wrapped his arms 
around me, and I shriveled into his embrace. The shirt he wore 
smelled of  work and cigarettes, and his gray beard was dark and 
soaking wet. I felt him struggle to speak. His words were strangled 
by his heaving chest, and all he did was cry. We moored each other 
there, like fraying cables weathering the tears and sweat, as the inhospitable 
flow of  medical sounds swept the room around us.

Lexi was silent amid the refrain of  alarms and indistinguishably clinical 
voices that cracked and stung the air. I wanted to hear her speak, to hear her 
laugh. I wanted to see her young face, blushed from frigid weather. How I 
longed for snow to mute the bedlam of  machines that tethered her to life—a 
chorus of  artificial voices demanding I watch her failing body. I pleaded with 
the cauterizing heat, begged for winter to settle on her room and cool the 
steeping fever. 

Although I thought she was gone the moment I arrived, the cruel choice to 
let Lexi’s body go was given to us by the doctors who said her brain was irrep-
arably injured. The choice to end her life was never ours: it was made by that 
first swollen vessel that burst, by the blood that for twenty-eight years fought 
its captivity and, in the apex of  her health, decided to drown her. 

For hours after her mind had slipped, Lexi’s body lingered. It was a sink-
ing vessel, still visible just below the surface, but taking on water and being 
subsumed by the dark. I held her as she waned. I can’t say how long it was. It 
seemed at times like seconds, at times like ages—agonizing lifetimes studded 
with flashes of  sublime grace. I cried so hard, but I don’t think she heard. 

Sean chose not to witness the loss of  life. For that, I can’t blame him. He 
occupied himself  as the messenger of  tragedy, phoning all of  his and Lexi’s 

The choice to end her 
life was never ours
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OMNIA MORS AEQUAT
Jennifer Avens | Silver Gelatin Prints
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Absinthe drinkers are all mad

At least, they all must be

To drink that which will make them a muse

They call the green fairy

But I don't drink and yet I see

A fairy of  my own

For while I find my solitude

I never seem alone

I found my muse in someone else

But now there is a catch

I count up all my birds right here

Before they ever hatch

You do remind me now and then

Of  how I used to feel

When I was younger and naive

When everything was real

And soon it seems I've made this muse

A friend I hold so dear

And while I want to tear away

I find there is some fear

For fairies come and fairies go

But friends we hold up high

And although I am dusted up

I find I cannot fly

Now I know why poets drink

By Hannah Toner

THE FAIRY

P O E T R Y

THE DANDELION GIRL
Cody Cumbra | Silver Gelatin Print
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It isn't for the fae

They drink to forget how they felt

When love was in their day

I get the feeling it will end

So suddenly, so soon

I'll get so tired of  your shine

And you'll grow sick of  gloom

Someday we will catch back up

We will meet again

To laugh and talk about the time

In which we were good friends

And I'll pretend I never felt

And that you never knew

You're a green fairy, there's no doubt

My fairies are all blue

SOLITUDE
Cameron Papworth | Digital Photograph
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C O N T R I B U T O R S '  S T A T E M E N T S

VISUAL ARTISTS

NIKI ANDERSON 
Buck
My parents were the inspiration for Buck. Because of  
them, I learned appreciation and love.
                            
Partners in Crime: The Sheriff
When I was given the assignment to create a figura-
tive grouping, I was unsure what to do. My co-workers 
suggested that I try to make an angry gnome– the known 
nickname of  a co-worker. I created the sheriff  first and, 
since it needed to be a "grouping," I made the inmate 
next. My "angry gnome" co-worker now has a picture of  
the sheriff  as his screensaver.   

JENNIFER AVENS
Nira
I decided to photograph Nira on the day we spent to-
gether in the farmer’s market. She loves getting out and 
meeting the locals.   

Omnia Mors Aequat
This was inspired by the popular still life paintings of  
the 16th century and my love of  film photography. I 
shot a series of  still life photos using items I found at 
home and in the art department on campus. To take it 
a step further, I used a 4x5 camera and expired film. I 
then painted on developer during the printing process to 
create one-of-a-kind prints.    
             
GARRY BASTIAN
The Most Human Color
I enjoy working with paint during photo shoots. It’s un-
predictable in how the color will drip, spread, and shift in 
color. Some messes are great for creativity.          
   
SARA BECKMAN
Tea with Shoji
My inspiration for this teapot was Japanese potter Shoji 
Hamada. I love the simplicity of  the philosophy that art 
doesn't have to be consciously created, that the creations 
of  art sometimes just happens.                     
   
IAN BECKETT
Claudia
I’m inspired by the craftsmanship of  artists that have 
come before us. Attention to details and process are at 
the core of  what I do. Methodical experimentation leads 

me forward. But I just wouldn’t be me if  there was not 
some trace of  how my work was made, or perhaps, even 
my sense of  humor. See that brush stroke? See that wink? 
I meant to do that.   

Gary's Red Lamp
My goal was to create a functional ceramic piece as a 
present for a good friend.             

RAY BENNETT                   
Self-Portrait in Ink            
I took the reference for this picture in my garage. I then 
printed and cut the reference photo into 36 individual 
pieces, after which I inked watercolor paper using the 
individual segments as reference.

MEAKIA BLAKE
Connect
This piece was an experiment with the idea of  progress 
and connection with thread and fabric. I wanted to cap-
ture the idea of  a person going through a transformation 
in their inner-self  and finding a connection of  progress 
in transformation.

MACKENZIE BROOM
Grain
Photography has helped me through quite a few trans-
formations. The emotions that I feel while taking the 
photos are evident through the image itself. I will contin-
ue to take photos, not only for myself, but for my loved 
ones; to share memories and create a story–one snapshot 
in time.

CLAUDIA CARTER                           
Wise Woman and Men in Time: The Life Giver
I have found that I am able to express myself  in clay 
by infusing historical and ethnological elements in my 
pieces. I have been influenced by other women in art. In 
all aspects of  my own work, I try to evoke an emotional 
response from my viewers.                     

EMILY CLARK
Flying Free
Every time I’ve gone to Seattle, I experienced a great 
sense of  freedom. This piece is set in the summertime, 
when the sky is lit with warming colors and the city lights 
give a great feeling of  excitement. I feel the paper air-
planes depict the sense of  being free in such an extraor-
dinary place. 

 DARREN COOLS
Face of  Life                    
This is a study of  women: the keepers of  life, growth, 
strength, and beauty. So often overlooked, despised, or 
applauded for physical beauty, women are, in reality, full 
of  substance, true identity, and personhood. They’re rich 
with mysterious and delicate beauty and full of  self-sacri-
fice that shines with its own light.    

Kids Will Be Everything
Whether remembered childhood is a place of  light or 
darkness, each of  us is deeply, essentially connected to 
our younger selves. As children, we all had a thirst for 
knowing. There was a naked wonder to the world with 
an excitement for beauty and mystery and an unabashed 
thrill at the possibilities of  life.

JORIN COPELAND
Pop Evil
This is a piece experimenting with the juxtaposition of  
something fun and frightening. The use of  bubble gum for 
this sculpture brought interesting challenges and textures.

CODY CUMBRA
The Dandelion Girl
I've always been deeply interested in technology and art. 
Last year, I decided that I'd pursue photography–an art 
form that satisfies both of  my interests. Being able to use 
a camera to capture memories, portraits, and the surreal 
is something special to me.                     
                   
LAUREN DUQUETTE
Blue Pitcher
I am interested in capturing movement in the still. This 
work was created to move wine from one friend to anoth-
er. I desire a shared experience always.  
          
Bust of  the Artist
This piece was created to add bulk to my expressive 
muscle. It’s easy for me to get lost to behaving. I want to 
learn how to HOWL!

Ghosts
Ghosts is an exercise in finding the place in which there is 
no thought, only the gesture given to the hand by the eyes.

Self-Portrait
Self  Portrait is about looking at looking, a concept my 
Clark teachers have bestowed upon me. 

LUKE ENTWISTLE
20th Century Fucks
Painting is a platform of  tiresome nostalgia for new voic-
es to derive nothingness. Hakuna Matata.

Bluargglblurgargglglglglauargh
I can't live the 'Hakuna Matata' lifestyle when you're 
dismantling my health coverage.

JOHN GASAWAY                           
Emergence of  Character
I believe the more time you have to actually reflect on 
the self, the more you learn about the person you are.                     
 
Frank, Come Look at This
This piece was inspired by all the natural disaster movies 
I have seen and there is that cut to the woman looking 
out the window hence the phrase "Frank come look at 
this."   

Waves
In this piece, I used a variety of  mediums: charcoal pen-
cil, soft pastel, pastel pencil, 3d paint, and color pencil.
   
VICTORIA GUTIERREZ
Light Portrait I
I've always been captivated by the soft, dreamy lighting 
in film noir cinematography and wanted to try and cap-
ture that aesthetic in color.     

MATTHEW HARMON
Circuit Cleavage
Growing up in a rural northwest area, the forest seemed 
to be this vast and ancient thing. Yet, while roaming, I 
would find the beginnings of  new housing divisions, just 
the bare streets leading to nowhere. Solid obstruction 
and fluid organics– these weird haphazardly placed ob-
structions still ebbed and flowed with life around it all.

SARA HILDEBRANDT
Entangled
The set and characters for this video were made of  foam 
board, Sculpey clay, copper wire, and found materials. I 
got the idea for the narrative after finding a particularly 
healthy hairball while cleaning. I wanted to personify and 
exaggerate the experience through this video sequence.
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SARA HILDEBRANDT
Modern Metamorphosis
I've always enjoyed the expressiveness that mixed media 
provides. This piece is a commentary on modern man 
and media consumption.

Swallows in the Swirls
Painting with enamels was such a serendipitous experi-
ence. The colors took on a life of  their own in the kiln!

DEREK HOYT
Portrait of  Lindsey
I've always been into photo-realistic art, and it’s what I've 
always worked at, but lately I've learned to appreciate 
different styles of  art. I started this painting of  our model 
going for realism but ending up going in another direction.

Stuff  on a Table
I chose this piece because it was different from all other 
still life paintings I had ever done. We were doing a sub-
tractive/additive assignment and really wanted to utilize 
the technique as much as I could. I let as much of  the 
warm underpainting show through as possible. 

KARLA JOHNSON
Winter is Coming
This is my Painting II final from Grant Hottle’s class. My 
inspiration stemmed from a project called layer cake and 
abstract expressionism. I wanted the painting to resemble 
a sunset with birds flying away.

CHLOE KING
I Shaved My Face with Some Mace in the Dark
I was inspired by my own experiences as well as the 
experiences of  my dear friends from my small queer 
community, with what gender is and what it really means 
to be feminine.

YULIA KOLONINA
Arrival and Woman on a Boat
My works address imagery and symbols for interpreta-
tions in dreams. Rather than being a linear narrative, my 
artwork represents the trace of  my dreams or the feeling 
I’m left with. I incorporate human figures with land-
scapes to create a situation that tracks the feelings of  loss, 
displacement, fleeing, or flying.    
 
 
 

ERIN LYSNE
The Morning Struggle
This is pretty much what I do every day. It really does 
feel like climbing a mountain sometimes! 

SERENA MAE
Zodiac
I began using watercolor about three years ago after 
stumbling across the work of  Silvia Pelissero, known on-
line as “agnes-cecile.” Most of  my work is inspired by the 
music I listen to, and this particular piece was inspired by 
a song titled "Cocoa Hooves" by Glass Animals.

MAHVASH MASOOD
Exotic Birds of  Kashmir
These scarves are part of  a series inspired by the exotic 
birds of  Kashmir, India which are very rarely seen. They 
are combined with traditional embroidery motifs from 
the region.

CHARLOTTE MILLER  
Rip in the Time-Space Continuum and Portrait of  Devil's Ivy
This piece is about an extraordinary event happening in 
an ordinary place. I was once told that art is a lie and I 
really try to depict that in my work. I want my audience 
to see the world as I see it: a random, subjective place 
that's up for interpretation.
                
JULIAN NELSON 
La Jeunesse and Jamie is Smoking
I’m committed to the craft of  traditional black and 
white film processes, and I’m particularly drawn to large 
format portraiture. I count myself  fortunate to have such 
inspirational students, who feature prominently in my 
body of  work. 

TYSON PALMOUR
Shiraz
This painting represents the beauty of  muslim women 
and it shows the peaceful, non-violent side of  muslims in 
a society that fears Islam. This painting was done with 
acrylics on 22x36 canvas.

CAMERON PAPWORTH
Last Light
What I love most about photography is being able to 
decide how I want to remember past experiences. Cap-

class. I used the skills that I learned in her class to create 
a simple composition combining geometric forms.

ANGELA SUTHERLAND
Judgement Day
Before coming back to Clark in 2014, eyes were the one 
thing I had practiced drawing. The only thing I could 
remember was how to shade, how to add the specks of  
light, and how to draw lashes.

HANNAH TRUCKEY
Day by Day                 
I've always found portraits to be thought provoking as 
the viewer tries to form an understanding of  the subject. 
My goal was to capture ordinary people who live ex-
traordinary lives and to show the mystery of  how people 
live daily. 

MATTHEW TYCER
Chekhov's Gun
Throughout my history in painting, the utilization of  
mediums to express myself  has been most important. 
The philosophies of  German Expressionists is some-
thing that I hold very close to my heart along with the 
American styles of  punk culture and street art. I want 
to create art that communicates feelings and ideals in 
an abstracted way, but, ultimately, my goal is to express 
the feelings, thoughts, and ideologies that are constantly 
running through and conflicting with one another in my 
own mind.

BECKY UDWARY
Odd Portrayal
My husband and I have always agreed about our dislike 
of  photos of  ourselves. I am, however, drawn to the un-
usual and the creepy and used this collection as a way to 
create portraits of  ourselves that we would actually want 
to look at.    

DAVID VALNEY
The Pearson
While The Pearson came from many different inspirations, 
I was heavily inspired by the Venus figurines and their 
features. My pear was originally supposed to be a female 
but ended up going through some changes. By having 
the plump arms, legs, fingers, and toes, this really brings 
out the feeling that this artwork could start walking 
around if  he chose to.

turing the beauty of  a mountain as the sun fades in the 
background gives me the feeling of  freedom and nostal-
gia of  summer night exploration. Capturing the present 
moment as an anticipated memory is beautiful to me.                     
            
Solitude
I don't think feeling small is a bad thing. Sitting atop a 
mountain staring into nothingness grants you a sense of  
perspective that's hard to come by in our chaotic lives. 
You suddenly realize that your problems are rather trivial 
and unimportant in the grand scheme of  things.     

KELLY PEARCE
Generation Pride
It's pretty hard to be in the right place at the right time 
when taking photos, but once in a blue moon, I would 
somehow capture a photo that is perfect. Not because it's 
particularly beautiful, or with perfect angles or editing, 
but because it shows something that is more important 
than just how it looks. It tells a story.     

LESLIE RICH
Midnight City    
My goal for this illustration was to create an isometric 
design. I was inspired by the city life.    

LONDON RILATOS   
Sydney
I started photographing around nine years ago, and, 
from day one, I had an interest in photographing people. 
This interest led me to pursue my passion in life, fashion 
photography. I feel these photos emphasize my growth as 
a photographer.     
 
LINDSAY ROSZKO
A Colorful Look
Color is important and a drastic part of  my life. I wanted 
to display that through this piece.

ENA SHIPMAN
Resurgence
Wanting to break out of  the constraints of  my mind, I 
worked on something organic in shape, letting the clay 
dictate its form. Perhaps the title speaks more of  me than 
the art itself.     

GEORGE SMIRNOFF
Hole In One
This piece was created in Beth Heron's welded sculpture 
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WRITERS

ANTTHANY ALLRED
What Happens Next?
I am a student who fears the future and what it might 
hold, a student who now fears walking down the street. 
The season of  the 2016 election has come and gone, 
and the people have made a decision. America's decision 
raises a question: have we always been this hateful? Is 
America dead?

DAVID BRADLEY
Through My Eyes
In its first attempt, this piece was meant to project 
that anyone can fall prey to the abuse of  privilege, but 
regardless of  how it was written, the characters were 
still perceived as Black and White. Overall, my story 
asks individuals to be more aware of  the struggles U.S. 
citizens face as a whole and not to be afraid to stand up 
for what’s right. #UnitedWeStand

An American-Made Black Man
As an African American, I am constantly faced with the 
question "what does it mean to be Black," and as an in-
dividual, I could not tell you. The very thing that makes 
me Black is the very thing that makes me not Black. This 
poem speaks to the very depth of  this internal conflict 
individual Black men face, and I just wanted to take a 
moment to step out and say, "it's okay to be different; it's 
okay to be you."

GINGER CLARKE
Prohibition
Being queer myself, the lack of  LGBTQIA fiction is what 
stirred me to become a writer of  queer fiction. I hope to 
provide the representation I always wished I had grow-
ing up. Edith and Dorothy were my solution to diversify 
one of  my favorite genres, historical fiction, which often 
forgets queer men and women in favor of  other avenues 
of  history. Letting them have a happy ending is, perhaps, 
the most revolutionary thing I can do in this genre.

VIVECA DUAZO
Rain
This was written as a class assignment. At first I found 
it difficult to write about something so personal. Now I 
am glad I did because it has reminded me that life really 
does keep going. 

    
BRYCE VAN PATTEN 
Organic Circuitry
I have been drawing and playing music for as long as I 
can remember. I now have the opportunity to go back to 
school, and I’m fortunate to be able to follow my other 
childhood muse: art. This piece was created with an ink 
wash and sealed, and then various charcoals and inks 
were added to create the effect. The idea was to create 
an organic looking circuit but in cold, unfeeling shades 
of  gray. 

The Insomniac
Since returning to school, my passion for drawing and 
creating has been radically reawakened by my instructors 
and by my fellow students. My inspiration for this piece 
is my own experience with the condition of  insomnia. I 
tried to show the mania that can take hold if  you lose too 
much sleep over things, but not too seriously.

JAMES WAGNER
Gin Joint Jam
This piece is an effort to combine metal sculpture with 
my love of  music. The piece is fully functional as an 
acoustic instrument and has electronics installed so that it 
can also be plugged into an amplifier. I'm dedicating the 
piece to my younger brother who took his own life after 
a long struggle with drug addiction.This is my first work 
of  metal art. 
 
ALEXI WATTEZ
The Inside View of  the Self  from the Outsider's Perspective
I’m a Washington-born artist with a constant appetite to 
create. I've always enjoyed drawing faces as they make a 
person's identity. The bright pops of  color reminded me 
of  a vivid mind, full of  ideas. This is something I relate 
to which is why I painted my own face on top of  them. 
As for the people in red, they exist to show that in the 
creating of  this piece, I was focused on my own identity 
and not that of  others.

MONICA ZHEREBNENKO
Humanity Naturally Devoured
As the youngest of  nine, I watched as my siblings be-
came some of  the greatest people I know. It’s from my 
compassion for people that I photographed my family 
and transformed them in a way so that I could see them 
through the personalities of  nature. 

LAUREN DUQUETTE
woman walks down the street
As a poet I get to put down the cliché, set aside the language 
that keeps others from really knowing what I mean when 
I speak. I want to affect. The more affective I am with my 
words the less alone I am, and so, the less alone the reader is.

BILL ERICKSON
Snow Days
This piece is my memory of  the day my sister passed away, 
bookended with a far more distant memory of  the time we 
shared together as children. It is the story of  my love for a 
wonderful friend lost too early, of  the guilt I felt–and feel–
and of  the gaping hole she left in our  lives. I wrote this piece 
on her birthday in 2014, seven years after she passed away.

KEVIN KEARNS
Chicken Lasagna
I wrote this after a book reading in which I heard the author 
remark that she would take simple, mundane experiences 
and try to craft them into these extensive creative stories. 
This inspired me to write this poem where nothing is real-
ly happening except a chicken lasagna cooking. Through 
playing with words a little bit, I turned something simple into 
something beautiful.

REBECCA MUNSTER
Your Cigarette
I wrote this poem while working as an escort. It goes without 
saying that as an escort, I’m a bought item in a package of  
nineteen others identical to me. Used in this way, I just want-
ed to share what that experience was like for me.

ASHLEE NELSON
Tissue
As someone who struggles with mental illness, I wanted to 
convey the physicality of  my anxiety and how I interpret this 
feeling.

JENNIFER PRATT-WALTER
Where We Meet
I wrote this piece out of  a spirit of  great alarm about the 
recent election. How can we overcome the feelings of  hate 
and distrust in our nation or preserve and protect our fragile 
world and its inhabitants? In this poem, I am hoping the under-
standing within myself  can go out into the world and make a 
positive change in the face of  grave distress, even if  very small.
 
 

MEGAN ROBB
Inner Reflection
I wrote this piece a few months after my divorce when I 
was starting to finally feel like myself  again. It is so free-
ing to be able to write and see where I’ve been and what 
I’ve become.

DENISE ROTELLINI
Dinner Plate Dahlias
This piece is about a personal relationship: the connec-
tions that bring us together, the conflicts that tear us 
apart, and the bonds that remain in spite of  the pain. 

HANNAH TONER
The Fairy
I have always been fascinated by the myth of  The Green 
Fairy. When absinthe became a popular beverage among 
writers in Europe, rumors began to swirl involving the 
drink's hallucinogenic properties. However, the drink 
does not actually contain any. This hasn't stopped cre-
ative minds from viewing the aforementioned "fairy" as 
a metaphorical, even metaphysical, muse. In the poem, 
I reflect upon this myth as well as my own interpersonal 
relationships. What if  the muse an artist needs most in 
life is not found in a bottle, but instead in a friend?
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They always say time changes things, but 
you actually have to change yourself.
   –Andy Warhol


