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Messages From The EditorsMessages From The Editors
Dear future editors,

	 My desk is covered in wax, pens, and paper—the old scritchety kind that 
soaks up ink real well. I’m crossing out lines in poetry that have a place in my 
heart but not the page. I’m adding em dashes and commas and words that 
aren’t real but feel like they should be. I glance at the candle beside me, its 
stalk tall and a little wobbly, and realize it hasn’t melted any more than the last 
time I paused from my writing. Now that I think of it, I don’t remember lighting it 
or even placing it beside my scribbles and ink spills. It’s at just the right 
position, lighting my work in a warm glow that makes me forget the hour. I 
have this strange sensation that it’s always been there, a quiet and constant 
source, and that it’ll be here long after I’m gone for whoever touches these 
pages next. After a trance-like moment in which the flame seems to wave at 
me, I shake off the feeling and return to my editing, the small warmth lighting 
my way.
	 I know the little light that carried us through will guide you too.

Allison Sobers

Dear future Editors in Chief,

	 While creating this special edition, I found myself thinking about time 
and legacy. We’re still guided by the distant lighthouse first lit by the editors 
who came before us. Their radiance reaches us across the decades like 
sunlight glistening on ocean waves. Beneath the surface, we search for 
something of our own while anchoring ourselves to the legacy of every 
previous journal. Each edition holds the familiar feeling of sunkissed fingertips. 

	 When you craft your edition of High Grade, the lighthouse will shine 
brighter with our luminescence. The ocean will be yours to adventure across 
and explore hidden depths. You will feel the warmth of all our combined efforts 
on every page, and your fingertips will be sunkissed too. 

Thank you,

Hope Elsayed



Dear future Editors in Chief,

	 There is this desire to be “grown,” to be of marble, complete, elegant 
and resolute. To be great ponderosas, towering over all, only ever swaying in 
the wind, never yielding. But Venus de Milo was once just a rough figure, and 
the canopy above was once just a pile of pinecones. Both in constant change, 
neither sure what they would become.

We never get the chance to see ourselves as these complete wonders, 
for our flesh does not preserve us as stone protects the statue, or as bark 
protects the tree.

We only ever exist in constant change, subject to the whim of time, 
never getting the chance to be complete or finished.

But that is our true beauty. For there is no resolution to our story. There 
is no final chapter. For even in the grave our story lives on in the minds of 
others, forever changing with them and those that come after.

So too does the story of High Grade continue to change, with each new 
mind and perspective, each new generation, and each new editor.

To the chapters yet to be written,

Otto Wardwell

Dear future editors,

Everywhere my family has lived, my mom has fed the birds. In every 
home, the feeding ground curates an ecosystem of unique colors and sounds 
that changes with each generation that relies on seed hanging from a tree 
outside the window. Each morning, the crows, blue jays, flickers, and squirrels 
come and perform, executing a regimen that completes my morning. 

At Mines, I have found another nurturing mother, whose platform has 
created a living history of our ecosystem. Where those living their everyday 
lives can look out the window, and see the tree of life, where artistry happens 
alongside study. Thank you High Grade for championing our birds. Keep it up.

Carly Wink





Dear reader,

I wanted to write ofI wanted to write of  the electricity of story, the gentle urgingthe gentle urging 
of both discomfort and solace,  the unlikely crevassesthe unlikely crevasses  of a 
dissonant chord chord. We are pleased to present our combined  our combined 
efforts efforts to shape our constant, chaotic reinvention intoour constant, chaotic reinvention into a 
magnificently warm quilt. At odd moments, At odd moments, those 
unquantifiable things are focused through a are focused through a vibrantly colored 
lens,lens, and we are proud of this fine collection.this fine collection.

You are what keeps You are what keeps High GradeHigh Grade going. going.

Sincerely,

The previous editors from the last fifty editions*

* Paraphrased from the last fifty years of editors' letters
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The "Golden" PollinatorThe "Golden" Pollinator
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Luke SmithLuke Smith

Oak TreeOak Tree

I used to climb

trees

and I used to read

books, sitting

in the staircase of my child home 

bathed in yellow light.

And now I see 

trees 

from the road

and I know the trees in a clinical sense,

the way a doctor knows how many CCs to prescribe

from years spent in navy scrubs.

But sometimes

my hand brushes the bark of a

Quercus Robur 

And I still remember raising myself 

to the next branch, high above the world to rest

in green blankets.
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Kimberly O’ConnorKimberly O’Connor

 My Course Evaluations  My Course Evaluations 
Includes the Comment "Her Includes the Comment "Her 
Accent Was Off-putting Accent Was Off-putting 

at First, but She’s Actually at First, but She’s Actually 
Very Smart”Very Smart”

I’m soundin like my grammaws 

but dielooted from tryin 

to belong in academia 

and livin states away for decades.  

 			   My i’s betray me.
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Maddox ChastainMaddox Chastain

CrabCrab

Watercolor and Colored PencilsWatercolor and Colored Pencils
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Film PhotographyFilm Photography
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Elise JakelElise Jakel

burgers and kimchiburgers and kimchi

always at the family gatherings

a birthday, a get together, a party

my grandma, her crinkly gloves

elbow deep in the big bowl; 

napa cabbage, gochugaru, it’s kimchi,

배추, 고추가루, 김치예요.

my grandma, her thick accent,

“you know grandma loves you,” she would say

“할머니는 당신을 사랑해요”.

my grandpa, on the patio

comes in the house chuckling,

“would you like your buns toasted?” 

he’s grilling burgers; lettuce, tomatoes, onion. 

when i move to grab the food

i hesitate

it was spicy for little me

but one day i knew i would enjoy 

the vinegar, the fermentation, the spice

even when my stomach protested

and i would go for more

but still i would eat both,

burger on one end, with a side of kimchi
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Lily AbourezkLily Abourezk

The Iterative Progress VaseThe Iterative Progress Vase

Ceramic SculptureCeramic Sculpture



1818 Acrylic Paint MarkersAcrylic Paint Markers

Maddox ChastainMaddox Chastain

AmusementAmusement
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Claire BlackburnClaire Blackburn

Suspended Suspended 

Crochet SculptureCrochet Sculpture
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Mikah PlittMikah Plitt

Running in the RainRunning in the Rain

I’m staring into the horizon—but there’s no sun. Only dark gray clouds 
that creep across the skies, enveloping everything around them.

My hair is blowing every which way, and my heart is beating 
uncontrollably. Every part of my brain is telling me to run—the neurons are 
firing like infantry declaring war.

And yet, I can’t move. I’m stuck in place. Am I facing my fears or giving 
into my own stupidity? My entire life has been defined by fear. The fear of 
keeping going or the fear of stopping. The fear to be who they want me to be 
or who I truly am. But who am I to let my fears consume me whole? (I’m just 
me.)

The wind’s been picking up; five, ten, twenty knots. It’s raining now and 
raindrops the size of dimes are splattered across my glasses. I take a deep 
inhale as the smell of bleach fills my lungs and makes me feel whole again. 
The pressure drops and my senses heighten. I’ve always felt like more during 
the storm.

Then, before I can even process it, I’m running. Running for and from 
everything that I’ve done and ever will do. To something new—a new chance 
to redefine myself. Me. Who am I? (I’m just me.)

Before I even realize it, I’m face down in the mud. I take a second to 
comprehend this new predicament before I roll over onto my back. The rain is 
still coming down and it’s coming down hard. I should be freezing; I should be 
going into hypothermic shock. But I’m not—and instead, I am still here, and I 
am staring up at the sky.

Within a few seconds, I’m completely drenched in water but I’m going 
in and out and in and out. It could’ve been a matter of minutes, it could’ve 
been a matter of hours, but then the clouds break and the sun starts to shine 
down on me.

I’m here where I shouldn’t be and you’re there where I’m not. The rain 
carried me away, but it also brought me to you. (And I’m just me.)
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Make Us OneMake Us One

Colored Pencil and InkColored Pencil and Ink

Zander MayesZander Mayes



2222 Alcohol MarkersAlcohol Markers

Chris JosephChris Joseph

LonelyLonely
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Adyson MeyerAdyson Meyer

He's Gone Now, Y'know?He's Gone Now, Y'know?

One missed shift and a new calendar day
seem to be the end of it.

I keep my head down. Do my work.
The spring blends seamlessly into
summer, the sun still moving,
myself: still moving.

I stare a little longer at the pool
before I get in. There’s still a photo
in the lifeguard shack that, for awhile now,
won’t be removed.

In the air hangs an unspoken rule
about the deadly silence in the morning,
a stifling quality only a few breathe. 
We don’t talk about it. Ignorance heals all wounds.

I stare a little longer in the mirror
and see everything—
guilt, fear, indifference—
reflected back. 

I’m the type to pick at my own
scabs. I grimace at dry weeds poking through 
concrete cracks and wonder,
just how stubborn
a dead plant
can be.

I take deep breaths in the cold. Watch the hot air 
rise. I don’t attend the funeral. I take long walks
on pleasant afternoons. Follow the sun falling
to my feet. 

I kick at the dirt and ask,
why’d you do it? why’d you do it?



2424

Joshua Tuominen-CollinsJoshua Tuominen-Collins

InconvenienceInconvenience
The needle leans in, The needle leans in, 

finding its groove by touch. finding its groove by touch. 

The cassette hisses—The cassette hisses—

a sound like breatha sound like breath

before a song begins.before a song begins.

The record turnsThe record turns

not because it must,not because it must,

but because repetition but because repetition 

is a kind of reverence. is a kind of reverence. 

They say time is money—but They say time is money—but 

what does that make a garden? A what does that make a garden? A 

bankruptcy of minutes? A luxury bankruptcy of minutes? A luxury 

of stillness of stillness 

we no longer budget for? we no longer budget for? 

We once waited. We once waited. 

For the kettle to sing. For the kettle to sing. 

For the film to develop. For the film to develop. 

For a letter to cross a continent For a letter to cross a continent 

just to say just to say 

I’m still here. I’m still here. 

We learned to measure meaning We learned to measure meaning 

not in efficiency, not in efficiency, 

but in effort. but in effort. 
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Now we press our fingers Now we press our fingers 

to glass screens to glass screens 

and forget what it felt like and forget what it felt like 

to rewind with intention, to rewind with intention, 

to smudge ink, to smudge ink, 

to live with the silence to live with the silence 

while the tape clicked back.while the tape clicked back.

Still, they keep inventing faster ways Still, they keep inventing faster ways 

to read, to read, 

to write, to write, 

to remember. to remember. 

To forget. To forget. 

But no one has found a way But no one has found a way 

to accelerate the scent of jasmine. to accelerate the scent of jasmine. 

Does one need to smell flowers Does one need to smell flowers 

more quickly, more quickly, 

more efficiently?more efficiently?

Or is that the final nail— Or is that the final nail— 

trying to optimize wonder trying to optimize wonder 

until it becomes until it becomes 

just another notification just another notification 

you swipe away you swipe away 

before it lands?before it lands?
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Tyler LappTyler Lapp

Rapid Eye MovementRapid Eye Movement

Digital ArtDigital Art
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Ambrose MartinAmbrose Martin

Siren SongSiren Song
	 The sky has split open and it now nurses a gaping wound. Down on 
the pavement its wrath hammers; its guts soak through into the earth and 
the plants prostrate themselves for a taste. The roar of it drowns out all other 
noise, like a harsher, wetter TV static. Miniature rivers surge down the street 
and into the gutter, turbulated by the cars that hurtle by.

	 I stand by the storm drain, waiting for the right moment to ford the 
river-that-was-once-a-street. I swallow the water running down my face and 
lips, nearly unable to see amid the downpour. My clothes are completely 
soaked through. The inundated cotton clings to my skin and slowly but surely 
the cold sinks its teeth in. 

	 Carefully, I take the first step. Then with one foot still on the curb and 
one foot in the current that’s gushing into the drain, hand shielding my face, I 
lock eyes with a driver and I see my reflection in the windshield.

	 Some say that when they stare into the flow of traffic, they think about 
their bones shattering; their lungs bursting underneath two tons of steel, 
gasoline, and rubber. One step into the path of that stampede and the thread 
that tethers a soul to its body is snapped. 

	 When I stare into traffic, I imagine myself behind the wheel.
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	 Indie rock blasting; windshield wipers move in a frantic dance. A teddy 
bear plushie on a string swings from the rearview mirror. I adjust the steering 
wheel with one hand, tapping a drumbeat on my knee. I’m on my way home 
after band practice, driving ten over the speed limit.

	 My thoughts return to that girl I saw at the campus bar last night—I can’t 
remember her name, but she has a dragon tattoo on her sternum, all gentle 
curves and silky blonde hair; she plays guitar and her voice sounds like the 
break of dawn at midsummer. I wanted to run my hand along her lower back, 
pull her close and watch the mascara drip down her cheeks, but I am just a 
creep and she left on her boyfriend’s arm. Part of me wanted to follow her 
home. In the end I just stood there and watched her go, unable to tear my 
eyes away. I’ll probably forget her in a day or two. I hope I remember.

	 I’m thinking I might have to slow down a little—visibility is shit 
tonight—when the engine growl loses its bass notes. Suddenly I’ve lost control 
of which way I’m going.

	 I swerve; the steering wheel jerks to the left. I wrench it to the right, 
overcorrecting. In a last-ditch effort, I slam on the brakes, but I’m already 
careening out of control, twirling across the river-in-the-road like it’s a sheet of 
ice. The bottom drops out of my stomach, vision blurring as I grip the steering 
wheel with all my strength.

	 For a brief moment, freefalling in time, the world spins and lurches 
around me. My breath catches in my throat. 

	 Then my full body slams forward against the seatbelt with a sickening 
crunch, the impact knocking the wind out of me. A woman’s scream barely 
cuts through the curtain of white noise drawn by the rain. I strain for breath, for 
my voice, to no avail. A heavy buzzing starts in my head and mutates across 
my whole body, enveloping me, building in pressure—my stomach turns with 
the impact—the space between my ears will surely explode—

	 It would happen in a flash. Ten degrees to the right or left or a single 
moment when my mind wanders, and everything could shatter into a million 
pieces.

	 Gone would be the days of band practices, video games, and tearing 
my hair out over homework in the library—instead all would turn bleak and 



2929Siren SongSiren Song

cold, like air on a winter morning. I would argue endlessly with lawyers and 
judges and cry myself to sleep at night. The stares of the family would bore 
into me, carving out a gaping hollow in my chest that could never again be 
filled. My guilt would grow little black beady eyes and its gaze would cling to 
my back like tar. All I would ever be able to do is atone. 

	 Atone.

	 Atone.

	 Atone.

	 That possibility is normally buried in the deep recesses of my mind, but 
it holds a certain magnetic allure. All the noise of everyday life would be 
severed—I would walk a tightrope made of apologies and justifications. Time 
would narrow down to just my actions and the judgement cast upon me. 

	 I want their eyes on me. I want to be trapped beneath their gaze, my 
every movement scrutinized, picked apart. I want them to make sure I never 
escape. 

	 The passing car doesn’t slow down and the sheer force of the splash 
almost knocks me on my back. Spluttering, I grip the strap of my guitar 
case and steady myself on my feet again. I shake my head to clear it. I peer 
through the downpour more carefully this time, then make a break for it. 

	 I manage to pull my feet from the surging tide, but not a moment later 
I nearly slip on the solid white line in the middle of the road. Righting myself 
again, I dash for the other side, stumbling over a pothole. I jump the gap over 
the opposite gutter and my feet connect with solid ground.

	 Before I even have time to take a breath, another powerful splash of 
water smacks me in the back. A little black car speeds innocently off into the 
distance. 

	 I let out a long-suffering sigh. On the bright side, I’ve managed to make 
it nineteen years without killing a man, but sometimes, getting drenched under 
the open sky night after night after night really tests my patience—at this rate 
there will be more days out of the year where I got soaked than days where I 
stayed dry.
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	 I huff as I reach the top of the hill; I glance down at the 
mostly-flooded road and images flash through my mind again: Car spinning 
across the surface of the water, seatbelt slamming into my ribs, gasping for 
air. A body crushed underneath the wheels, blood slowly soaking into the 
puddles made by the rain. 

	 Atone.

	 Thunder billows across the sky. Nope, still not enough to convince me 
to buy a car. 

	 The main road slips away behind me. Blurry street lamps light the way 
as I approach Burchtplein Residence Hall. I pull the door open and sigh as I 
walk inside, shoes squeaking and squelching on the tile floor. 

	 At last, the rush of the rain is muted. The main entrance is a bubble of 
light amid the storm outside—warmly-lit lamps hang from the high ceiling, 
illuminating a landscape of different-sized plush chairs on spindly legs, a soft 
gray carpet covering the floor. Music floats in from somewhere down the 
hallway. 

	 As I head toward my room, the sound gets clearer. A girl with a 
beautiful voice is singing about ocean waves and the sun and heartbreak. 
The guitar is pleasantly distorted—chorus, overdrive, phaser—like ripples in the 
bottom of a pool.

	 I round the corner, and I spot her—the girl from the bar, perched on the 
narrow windowsill, giving an impromptu concert in the hallway, a few doors 
down from my bedroom. The doors are all closed, leaving her alone with her 
amp below her feet and guitar in her arms. Her hair, shiny and golden, is 
swept over one shoulder, exposing her slender neck and clavicles, adorned 
with golden chains and a sun charm. An oversized sweatshirt swallows her 
body; her legs are bare. Her toes, painted a shiny sea green, poke out of a 
pair of fluffy slippers. Her makeup is smudged, but her voice doesn’t waver as 
she sings.

	 For a moment, I just stand there. She hasn’t seen me yet—her gaze 
remains fixed on her slightly shaking fingers as she changes chords. A major 
four to minor four—the last notes of the song hang weightlessly in the air, 
never quite settling.
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	 Slowly, the chord fades to silence, and it’s a fragile, pure silence, like a 
melting icicle that catches the light just so. 

	 Then she looks up. 

	 “Oh, hey,” she says softly. “I was hoping someone would come out of 
their room to listen.” She smiles and it doesn’t quite reach her eyes. 

	 I’m suddenly very aware of how I must look—robotic stance, messy long 
hair sticking to every plane of my face and dripping into my eyes, humidity 
fogging my glasses; band T-shirt, khakis and beat-up Vans—all completely 
soaked through and dripping onto the carpet. If I were a girl, I’d probably run 
away. 

	 She tucks a lock of hair behind her ear, which exposes a dangling 
golden earring with a white gem. Not seeming to notice my appearance, she 
gestures to the guitar case on my back. “You play guitar too?” she asks. 

	 Her hand drops from the guitar’s neck and settles on her knee. She 
crosses her legs. Her thighs are milky white; they look soft.

	 I clear my throat. “Yeah; I just got back from band practice, actually. I 
walked, so…” I gesture at my wet clothing. 

	 She nods, meets my eyes, and it feels as though she must see right 
through me—past the cold hands and sopping wet clothes, straight to the 
twisted desires in my heart: the attention lapse, giving in to fate as the tires 
scream on asphalt. The crunch of bones and the thick seep of blood. The burn 
of guilt in my stomach and the bore of countless eyes on my back. The 
exhilaration. I gulp down the fear along with the desire, greedy. My teeth and 
lips wear stains. I want to have her, to have her fingers in my hair, to keep that 
feeling close. 

	 I know I should leave her here, should tear my eyes away from her 
before I do something I’ll regret. The door to my room is just down the hall, 
yet I find I cannot walk through it. It’s as though my limbs are tied down with 
heavy rope.  

	 “I liked the song, by the way,” I find myself saying.

	 “Thank you; I wrote it,” she nods. There’s something anxious that 
flashes behind her expression. It swirls in the air around her but I can’t quite 
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touch it. Then she glances at the floor for a moment, looks back at me, and it’s 
gone as soon as it appeared.

	 “That’s fucking awesome,” I say. “It was really good. I write too, you 
know?”

	 She shifts a little; her necklaces sway with the movement. “Really? You 
should play something,” she says. Her eyelashes brush her cheeks as she 
blinks. She holds my gaze. 

	 Against my better judgement, a feeling called hope is blossoming in my 
chest.

	 She knows who I am. She sees me. She wants to hear my songs. 

	 I can’t fuck this up.

	 “Sure,” I nod, slipping my guitar case off my back. I flip the latches 
open and pull the guitar out—it’s a Telecaster, grayish-blue with a leather 
paisley strap littered with pins from my favorite bands. The first few frets have 
wear marks where strings have pressed into them over and over. I loop the 
strap over my head, plug the cable into the jack on the bottom of the guitar.

	 The girl holds out a hand, meeting my gaze. Her eyes are a deep sea 
green. “My name’s Isabella, by the way,” she says.

	 “It’s nice to meet you; I’m Kevin,” I nod. I step forward; our fingers brush 
as I hand her the cable and I swear I feel sparks arcing up my forearms. I suck 
in a breath.

	 No, I tell myself. Now that she’s facing away, plugging in my guitar and 
unplugging her pedals, I glance down the hall again. I consider my dripping 
wet clothing, consider the fact that she has a boyfriend, but I know full well 
that I’m going to hold onto this moment no matter how hopeless it may be. 
Something in my chest has anchored to her voice; I have no other option. 

	 Isabella turns around. I look away and strum the open strings, 
pretending to check the tuning. Then I let myself glance at her; she nods 
encouragingly. I take a breath, and strum the first chord. 

	 I’ve never been a prodigal songwriter—my chord progressions are 
simple, lyrics bare-bones and literal. But when I play my own music, none of 
that matters. Time fades to a quiet buzz. All that’s left are my fingers against 
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the strings and the tenor of my voice as my observer’s eyes boil on my skin. 

	 Does she like it? I wonder.

	 Well, she still hasn’t unplugged the guitar. I guess that’s a good sign.

	 I can’t look at her; I have to keep up with the chords under my fingers, 
but I can feel her gaze on me. She doesn’t look away. A smile tugs at my lips.

	 By the time the song is over, my heart is pounding with exhilaration.

	 “I really liked it,” she says, bare legs swinging.

	 I rake a hand through my hair, moving it out of my face. A few 
droplets of water trickle down my neck. “Thanks,” I grin. A ball of light glows in 
my chest. 

	 On an impulse, I gesture at the door. “I live right down the hall, by the 
way; do you want to come in? I can show you my vinyl collection.”

	 Something unreadable flashes across her face, and for a moment, 
I worry she’ll turn away, but it’s gone as soon as it appeared. She agrees, 
already unplugging cables and gathering things into her arms. I unhook the 
carabiner from my belt loop and slide the key into the door, unlocking it. 

	 Concert posters line the walls; the bed is unmade and the desk is 
piled high with stacks of papers and empty Monster cans. Dirty clothes are 
scattered across the ground. I kick them out of the way to make room as the 
two of us and our instruments cram inside, settling on the carpet, cables and 
guitar pedals strewn around us. 

	 Suddenly the air feels too quiet. I remember that we don’t know each 
other, and I have homework I’m avoiding, and she probably has better things 
to do too. Unspoken words and the steady tick of time hang like a film in the 
air, but if I dare to reach out and touch it I know she’ll leave. I don’t want this 
moment to end. 

	 “So, uh, what music do you listen to?” I say, breaking the silence.

	 “Oh, a bit of everything,” Isabella says. She doesn’t quite meet my 
eyes, fiddling with the golden rings on her fingers. “I’ve been listening to a lot 
of emo recently, but I also like J-pop and metal.”

	 “Damn, you’ve got good taste,” I nod. 



3434 Siren SongSiren Song

	 Keeping what she said in mind, I turn to the low shelf beside my desk. 
After considering for a moment, I pull out a vinyl—Mariya Takeuchi, Variety, 
released in 1984. “I found this by pure luck in a thrift store over winter break,” I 
say, presenting it to her. 

	 With curious eyes, she scans the vinyl. Her eyebrows raise a little as 
she gives a nod. 

	 A grin spreads across my face as I remove the record from its sleeve, 
placing it gently on the turntable atop the vinyl shelf. I position the arm, press 
play, and the needle slowly settles. 

	 The sound of music fills the air, blanketing the room in warmth. The 
vocals are soft and soaring, colored by harmony, the bassline solid. I tap my 
foot to the beat.

	 Isabella nods slowly as she listens. A lock of hair slips out of place, 
falling in front of her eye.

	 “You like it?” I smile.

	 “Yeah,” she says. “I’ve listened to some songs by this artist before, but 
never a full album.  I was introduced—” she stops herself, lips pressing into a 
thin line. “Never mind.” 

	 “Huh?” I say.

	 She sighs. “I was introduced to it by my—” she clears her throat— “my 
boyfriend. Well… I guess he’s my ex now.” She swallows thickly. 

	 So she’s single now, then, I realize. Her hair, a little messy, is covering 
her face; part of me wants to reach out and tuck it behind her ear. To take her 
chin in my hand and tell her she’s beautiful.

	 “Oh,” I say intelligently.

	 “He broke up with me last night, out of nowhere,” she says. Her voice is 
small, eyes fixed on the floor, as though she no longer notices me beside her. 
“I was always there when he needed me. I wrote him love letters and 
everything. I planned our dates. We were together for three years. But he 
said he found someone else—” Her breaths grow short as she continues—“and 
now—” she chokes on the words. Her fingers twist together roughly, then 
unwind and clench into fists.
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	 I look at her cautiously, reaching out a hand. “...Are you okay?” I 
manage.

	 For a moment, she looks at me with wild, watery eyes, wet lips barely 
parted. Then a sharp turn of her head rips her gaze away and I can do 
nothing to stop it as she breaks apart. Sobs spill out of her in crashing waves, 
rising and falling, fierce, salty. She hugs her knees tight to her chest, burying 
her face between them as her body shakes. 

	 Heat rises to my face. I jerk my hand away from her, afraid to touch, as 
if she might explode. 

	 “I’m sorry,” she chokes out, gripping her knees tighter. “I know we just 
met, I—I’m sorry—”

	 “It’s, um… It’s alright,” I say. 

	 For a long moment, the only sound in the room is the music, smooth 
and rich, disturbed only by Isabella’s quiet sobs. Her fingers, adorned with 
golden rings, nails cut short, dig into her shins. 

	 I think about running my fingers through her hair, petting her head and 
telling her it’s okay, and that other guy didn’t deserve her anyway. It doesn’t 
come out right.

	 “Should you, I don’t know, play some video games with your friends or 
something? Try and get your mind off it?” I grimace. 

	 She looks up, eyes still welling with tears. “My friends—they don’t—it’s 
not—” She sighs in frustration, furiously wiping her cheeks. “I’m there for them, 
not the other way around. They’re—they’re already dealing with too much.”

	 “I’m not,” I say. The words leave my mouth before I can stop them. “I’ll 
play video games with you, if you want. Hell, if you’re feeling lonely, I can be 
your new boyfriend.”

	 She looks directly at me, dead silent, eyebrows knitted together, eyes 
narrowed even as they shine with tears. A single droplet of water falls from 
my hair onto my nose. In a flash I see the car spinning out of control—I slam 
on the brakes, but I crash anyway. I see the gory aftermath, and suddenly I’m 
alone on the witness stand.

	 Well, I fucked up there, I realize. 
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	 An awkward laugh forces its way out of my throat. “Okay, message 
received…” 

	 Her expression doesn’t change. Words begin to spill out of my mouth 
before I can think. “I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have said that, that was really 
disrespectful,” I wince. “I won’t ask again, I promise; I’ll make it up to you, 
alright?”

	 She just rejected me and I’m being completely pathetic, soaking wet 
and grovelling like a dog for scraps, but she’s looking at me—really looking at 
me. Her gaze is blistering and her shining eyes are beautiful like gemstones. 
Slicing into me, taking me apart like puzzle pieces. A pit opens up in my 
stomach and my lungs expand to fill the space. I want to bask in the feeling.

	 “Kevin,” she sighs. “It’s fine. Just don’t bring it up again.”

	 She looks away. My chest grows tight, blood rushing to my head.

	 “Hey,” I say, almost desperately, “You should stand up for yourself 
more; you can’t just let guys walk all over you like that.”

	 She gives me a quizzical look. “But… you were the one who…” She 
pauses and sniffs, wiping her eyes on her sleeve. “Never mind; it doesn’t 
matter.” She shakes her head. “Do you have any tissues?”

	 Something settles into place, an anchor on the soft sea floor. I taste 
metal in my mouth and it’s bitter, but I swallow it down. 

	 “Uh, sure,” I say. As I stand up, my wet clothes unstick from my skin; I 
shudder at the sensation. 

	 So let’s get married, right away, sings the record player. Isabella blows 
her nose, interrupting the song. She balls up the tissue and holds it tightly in 
her fist, pulling her knees back to her chest. 

	 At least now she isn’t crying anymore.

	 I gesture at the gaming console on my desk. “Hey, so, do you actually 
want to play a game? I have a few racing games on here.”

	 “That might be nice,” she admits. I can hear a small smile peeking 
through into her voice.

	 I set up the game and hand Isabella a controller; we sit on the ground 
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together and race each other. I don’t even mind that I have to teach her how 
to play. After a few rounds, she’s nearly keeping pace with me. She tells me 
about her ex-boyfriend, about her favorite music. She doesn’t have to cry 
anymore, and I get to hear her voice. It still sounds like a summer sunrise; 
she’s still beautiful, even if I’ll never hold her in my arms.

	 After a while, the record player comes to a stop and I put on a new 
record, this time one Isabella chooses from my collection. I hear her laugh for 
the first time. It’s a quiet noise, but it’s there, and it sounds like a ray of light 
that filters through ocean waters.

	 She talks to me like she can trust me. 

	 My clothes eventually dry. They become stiff against my body, but I 
finally feel warm again. If only for tonight, the world outside, the flooded road, 
fades away. 

	 The sky outside my window grows light behind the clouds and the 
trees. Isabella smiles, a small but beautiful thing, just for me, as she waves 
goodbye. 

	 I sit by the window as I stare at her contact page—her number is saved 
in my phone now. It’s not in the way I’d hoped, but I text her my playlist and an 
invite to a game night with the other members of my band.

	 thanks, she replies. i’ll try to make it!

	 A moment later: thank you for tonight btw… i really just needed 
someone to talk to. i think you’re a good friend, kevin :) 
	  She sees me. 

	 My face splits into a grin. A ray of sunlight pierces the clouds.	
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Neptune's NecklaceNeptune's Necklace
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I See My LoveI See My Love
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Tobin HouchinTobin Houchin

Old HoneyOld Honey

On paper, I want music and chains and choices made through tears, where 

neither choice was the right one, and both will eat through a chest from the 

inside out for all of time. I want to take raw flesh between my teeth and I want 

it to be sweet as old honey, the blood, I want it to be the addiction of 

infatuation, carnal and sensual, visceral and starlit, I want the storm to be too 

violent to weather and I want the waves to be black, suck prey to the bottom of 

the sea’s trenches warm and inviting, and crush with exquisite pressure until 

bones are pearls and eyes are ink. On paper, I don’t want to die, not really. 
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Crescent Moon Ranch Crescent Moon Ranch 
Water WheelWater Wheel
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Kimberly O’ConnorKimberly O’Connor

American BeefAmerican Beef
American history isn’t difficult.

Consider American beef: western

indigenous people killed,

the bison killed, replaced with cattle

raised by good white men and 

their good pioneer families.

At bookstores authors might recite

before events the names of the tribes 

their ancestors’ cities displaced, 

so maybe you know whether 

your backyard belonged

to the Cheyenne, the Apache,

the Arapahoe, the Comanche,

the Cherokee. In any case, these family ranches,

family butcher shops, were bought 

by big and bigger companies,

the whole process easy, legal.

Now thousands of cattle a day

are processed:  shot with stun guns, 

drained of  blood, cut apart.

Second leg puller, belly ripper, tail cutter.

One rule suggests that if less

than three percent of murdered cows

moo, the slaughterhouse is humane.  
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Corry OlsenCorry Olsen

Moving onMoving on
between basement musk and spongy carpet 

there’s a faint echo of your smell—

The door (two raps, every morning) stands ajar, like

you were almost real.

We would have called it fate,

each senseless mark a code

scrawled by an unseen hand,

the salt of my tears remembering your name

as if every path leads back to your misery.

I was not the girl you knew. We were wrong 

and the ruffled covers of two fools

meant nothing.

I should have died there and

my body could have been the ornament to your grief,

my lips a gift bestowed on a shiny black barrel, my life yours.

A spectre slips behind your eyes—

open them and through the fog maybe

you would find loving and hope

I didn’t die. I lived for grains of laughter

and rumblings of song, lived to reach for a sky

that holds no heaven for me.

Your eyes glazed over, a screen blaring

and while I relearn the taste of dirt and salt and air

we both die every day.
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FrayFray
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The CarnivalThe Carnival

	 There is a travelling carnival outside town. If you ask someone in town 
when they set up, or when they plan to leave, you will get a confused look. 
Everyone agrees that they had to set up at some point, and that they will 
leave soon, even if they don’t know when.

	 Everyone agrees it’s been here since the beginning of summer, and 
everyone also agrees that it’s been here for as long as they can remember. 
It’s been accepted. The carnival people keep to themselves and don’t make 
trouble. The carnival provides a place for the town children to go, which keeps 
them out from underfoot. The townspeople accept this.

	 It’s always night in the carnival. Dark skies with constellations that don’t 
match the season are draped over the fairgrounds like a tent. Nobody thinks 
this is strange.

	 The carnival is enclosed by a high fence to keep out prying eyes and 
children who haven’t given the gateman a quarter. 

	 If you were to go, you would find yourself in a line of children, each 
clutching a quarter. They que up in long lines to get in, crushing yellow grass 
under their feet, mixing it in with the dirt. When you reach the gateman, who 
sits on an old stool, yellowed and weathered from days spent exposed to the 
elements, you would present a quarter.
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	 He takes it between fingers gnarled like tree roots and tucks it into a 
pocket in his fraying suit jacket. Then he smiles, revealing crooked teeth, and 
waves you in under a rusted metal arch.

	 Inside is a city of tents. They are made of worn, dirty canvas draped over 
wood frames. The colors have faded. Paths have been worn between them. 
Someone has laid hay down to keep the ground from turning to mud. Children 
dart from tent to tent, shrieking and giggling. Their voices fill the night air.

	 The tents are pitched in uneven rows. Unconsciously, the visitors are 
pulled into the center of the carnival. They stop along the way to play games 
at booths, to savor the smells coming from kitchens, to marvel at strange 
and wonderful exhibitions, to watch the shows. But in the end, they all find 
themselves before a ramshackle three-story building at the heart of the fair.

	 You can’t see it from outside. It’s made of wood. Everyone agrees 
that they must tear it down and rebuild it everywhere they stop. No one 
remembers them building it.

	 It leans and bends and there are gaps in the wood planks. It smells like 
wet hay and canvas, like the rest of the circus. There is something about it, 
though, that draws the attention. It is a magnet, pulling eyes and minds closer 
to it.

	 Another attendant stands outside. She wears a ringmaster’s coat that 
smells of the damp and cigarettes. She doesn’t speak. When the time is right, 
she opens the warped, peeling door and lets another group inside. A small, 
crooked sign behind her says “The House of Mirth”.

	 Inside is just one room. There are no walls, no ceilings. Just the shell of 
the house. There is no light except for that which trickles in from the cracks—
hints of starlight and scattered beams of moonlight.

	 The visitors gather there, on their ultimate stop on their visit. They 
crowd around the single exhibit. On a rough wooden pillar sits a heart. It is 
wet and shiny, and the smell of blood fills every corner of the room. Fluids 
leak from it, trailing down from arteries and valves down to the pillar, then 
from there to the floor, where it makes a puddle on the wood, dripping through 
cracks to the dirt below.

	 They stare at it, silent. They stand there for hours, waiting. Until the 
heart flexes, compresses. A few more drops of fluid are squeezed out. Then it 
expands again.

	 And then they leave. They trail silently out of the carnival and go back 
to town and they don’t wonder where the trailers are, or why the stars look 
different from inside, or who the heart is from.

The CarnivalThe Carnival
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BoreBore
Jessica FengJessica Feng
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In the FleshIn the Flesh
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Ryan DavidsonRyan Davidson

RR

“Take some ibuprofen,” they said

	 after they broke his back and brain

	 push him down the line 

	 a name on the list

	

So you try to help as best you can

	 back and brain and burning brown eyes

	 reach out with both hands

	 hold a torch aloft to

		  push back the desert night

But you can’t save him

	 and maybe you never could

Now he’s not a Soldier

	 not a husband 

	 not a father

	 not anymore

just a spreading stain on a garage floor

	 another upright rifle

		  another empty pair of boots.
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The Cave NebulaThe Cave Nebula
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RepurposedRepurposed
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The BeetleThe Beetle
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Tobin HouchinTobin Houchin

PumpkinPumpkin
Poor kids had clearly

never called 911 before. 

Still in sleep clothes,

eyes red. That’s the thing

about these paper-walled

apartments, officer; you can

hear everything, they said,

it wasn’t the first time 

they’d woken to moans

from next door. First 

time there’d been

screams though. 

I tripped over a pumpkin

and ashtray on my way 

next door. Damn thing was rotten green

since Halloween. The man smoked. 

The woman had a bloody

lip. Testimonies didn’t match.

They rarely do. We left,

stepped over the pumpkin—

‘I love you’ in black sharpie

now hidden in the wrinkled skin. 

That’s the thing about

these paper-walled apartments



5656 Ink PenInk Pen

Thea ElrodThea Elrod

DissociationDissociation
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Ears to HearEars to Hear
A simmering dark and the snapping of bones.

There’s a point, a brightness,

So full of life I close my eyes.

Beauty incomprehensible, yet it pierces

Through my eyelids—it bulges and pulsates. 

My flesh churned with psychedelic plasma.

Blood, blood, infinite blood.

Teeth clatter, my skin stretches. 

This Light, terrible Light still blinds.

No escape; it calls—no, it chooses me.

Void is all too sweet,

A womb of spiders and they crawl over me.

Symphony of whispers, voices echo in my head.

I came here for despair, yet I find none here.

A soft breeze, gentle on my mind.

Soothing frequencies, a sinusoidal dance.

Pressure in my ears burst like breaking chains,

Eyes flutter open, I shed my reptilian skin.

It smells of junipers and the raven squawks. 

The Light shines, it radiates, it glistens;

Burns and renews all flesh that dares to listen.  



5858

Br
oc

k 
Ew

in
g

Br
oc

k 
Ew

in
g

Th
re

ad
in

g 
th

e 
Ne

ed
le

Th
re

ad
in

g 
th

e 
Ne

ed
le



5959

Film PhotographyFilm Photography



6060



6161

Lillian MoonsLillian Moons

YoungYoung

	 I have missed being young. I miss the drive past moss covered 
sidewalks and parks in the slow streets of Beaverton. The winding, 
delirious momentum that carried us to their house. I miss not knowing. I miss 
the planned out days, and the four sandwiches packed in a cooler. I miss 
playing, unconscious of my body. How strange. How intrinsical the experience 
of a grandparent, of their home. Someone wiser to contrast the rash 
insecurity of a new mother. The ability to provide this untouched place, 
unmarred by worries, by hate. 

	 I miss it. 

	 I feel like my heart is splitting. 

	 I miss the little tassels on the curtains that Bestemore (grandmother) 
made. The donuts that Bestefar (grandfather) would pick up for us, and the 
friendly conversation with the couple who sold them. I miss not knowing that 
one day, invariably, they were going to die. And that I would have to stand by 
and watch as simple tasks began to wear on their aging bodies. It is 
something that I am so acutely, so constantly aware of. A special kind of 
torture to know that time is running out, to know that things will never be the 
same (to know that I moved away), and to be incapable of causing any real, 
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necessary change. This imminent death, this looming thing. This piercing 
ailment seems unable to leave me.

*  *  *

	 They had this dogwood tree. Bright red to deep purple to barren brown, 
depending on the season. It sheltered their weathered, teal blue front door. 
Crossing that threshold, it was always exciting. The smell of fresh baked 
julekake (a Norwegian sweet bread) would emanate throughout their house. 
In the summer Bestefar would spend hours grilling ribs in the mild Oregon 
heat. Everything was painfully familiar. It hurts to think I didn’t savor these last 
moments. This regret, it’s sticky and sweet.

	 I miss their kitchen, covered in small tiles. The familiar browns, the 
painting of a man ice skating that sat over an old church pew in the hallway. 
Their entire home was curated over decades of travel. Their entire lives were 
spelled out in miniature wooden rocking horses, eclectic East Asian art, 
paintings found at garage sales. Ceramics that caught their eye some 40 
years ago. Despite everything being incredibly old, it was somehow still 
pristine. Everything had a place, and more so, a purpose.

	 Perhaps the most lived in part of their home was the sun room, where 
Bestemore let a small amount of clutter collect. A couple skeins of yarn, 
printed out knitting patterns, her Bible, a few disheveled pillows, but it was 
never messy. I always found that interesting. After all it was her room, though 
unofficially. When you are hidden from view, allowed to do anything, this is 
what you are? Clean? 

	 In that sun room. With tan curtains that would click, click, click as you 
pulled the metal chain down, down, down, enveloping the floor to ceiling 
windows. Where the grey fox perched on the old, yellow couch. Watching, 
waiting, incredibly still. Where we would sleep. I, on the floor, my mother on 
the bottom of the L of the couch, and my sister on the longer side. We stayed 
here out of necessity. It was a confusing, whirlwind of a time. It was wonderful.

	 This is how I want to remember them, when that day comes. When 
they can only be remembered. The four of us scattered across their living 
room, watching cartoons. (We were so little.) Bestefar driving us to school 
while Bestemore prepared dinner. Long conversations at their dining table, 
drifting outside afterwards for dessert. Their deck covered in polka-dots of 
light, sun streaming through the tall maple trees. Laughing, talking, warm 
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glances from across the room because after all this time, after 52 years, they 
still loved each other. Truly.

*  *  *

	 Years later we would come back. We had visited them several times 
since we left, but this time was different. It was the last. The illusion had 
thinned. They were moving, and I was unprepared. 

	 At first, we packed up vases, ancient glass bowls, fine china that we 
had used maybe once. I broke a crystal glass, but no worries as “This is why 
you buy 13 instead of 12.” We helped them move piles of wood. It had been 
sitting there for what seemed like forever, rotting. The familiar smell of aging 
earth clouded my nose. Bugs skittered down my spine as we ventured into the 
crawl space. There were stacks upon stacks of cans, long expired. Dirt built 
up under my nails and tiny rocks burrowed their way into my shoes. Toilet 
paper was piled up in the attic. Jugs of water and bags of rice and beans lined 
the walls of the garage in plastic bins. These were not the collections of 
trinkets I had grown accustomed to. With growing discomfort I realized what 
this was. 

	 Fear. 

	 The physical manifestation of a deep paranoia harbored by my 
Bestefar. This strong, impenetrable man. For years he had been preparing for 
the worst. Terror accumulating like dust. Clouding his judgement, shrouding 
his mind. 

	 His face. I vividly remember his face. Twisted with the effort of 
compressing his rage. (Hiding his embarrassment.) For who were we to come 
bustling in, recklessly undoing everything he had done to protect us. Afterall, 
this was not for him. He spent countless hours and thousands of dollars 
squirreling away food, water, everything we would need to survive. Everything 
he did, it was for us.

	 I can’t imagine living with such dread.

	 I try to not imagine it.
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	 Nothing good comes from this endless, fruitless dwelling. I’m left 
confused, wondering

	 Why? Why did no one tell me? Why was I so sheltered? Why wait until 
I’m no longer able to ignore it, until this shroud of youth is torn down by time. 
Tell me softly and sweetly, hold me as these truths impale me. Offer me some 
sort of sympathy, for I was young. I was a girl, and in my foolishness there 
were simply things I couldn’t see. Yes, yes you can enlighten me. But, please, 
do so gently. 

	 Oh, how I have missed being young.
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SculptureSculpture
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CoquimboCoquimbo



6767Film PhotographyFilm Photography



6868

Erik MooreErik Moore

A Note In A Stolen BottleA Note In A Stolen Bottle
set in deep autumn dusk

loiters sharp magnetic pull

through, struggling kites tow

lines of sullen dull breadth

with liquor pools lulled drowsy

sheltered cheap hotel bedrooms

there, sat undisturbed and waiting

concealed by their favorite saloon

and spied abstract, wild music

in bar glow dimmed with neon

distant souls breathing together

until sun’s rush to light the dawn

bounced the dull record needle

scratching in and over tunes

playing worlds we made full

tolls of distance between rooms



6969

Ella MaddryElla Maddry

The Base of Meadow PeakThe Base of Meadow Peak

PhotographyPhotography
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Palouse Canola Palouse Canola 
Fields at SunriseFields at Sunrise
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Red RocksRed Rocks

黄色

无尽的黄色

枯草 死树 

叶黄深秋

口中抽吸着

家乡的枯草

风从两个方向吹来

在喉结处形成低气压

红色

是氧化的铁

山峦 巨石

高悬于地平线上

我攀上硬沙

只准往东望

山以另一种方式开裂

石用另一种语言风化

没有高粱

没有高粱

没有高粱

Yellow.

Endless yellow.

Withered grass, dead trees,

leaves gone golden in late autumn.

I draw in, through my mouth,

the dry grass of home.

The wind blows from two directions,

pressing a low pressure

at the base of my throat.

Red.

The color of rusted iron.

Mountains, boulders,

suspended high on the horizon.

I climb the hardened sand,

permitted only to look east.

The mountain splits in another language,

the stone weathers in another tongue.

No sorghum.

No sorghum.

No sorghum.
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SerpentsSerpents
My people were snake handlers:  

rattlers, copperheads. It’s why 

I believe coin tosses can prophecy.   

They believed their beliefs  

protected them from poison.  

One long-ago winter, prayer 

woke from frozen dirt a dead—  

asleep serpent. It emerged, early crocus,  

 

and slithered to my great-great,  

who scooped it up, singing. It didn’t 

bite. And here  

I am, palming my magic penny. 

Kimberly O'ConnorKimberly O'Connor



7373

Gail MyerGail Myer

Bear Close Up, AlaskaBear Close Up, Alaska

Digital PhotographyDigital Photography
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Orianna SangronaOrianna Sangrona

Templo LatinoamericanoTemplo Latinoamericano

I envision my body as a Latin American temple.

The moisture draws maps with veins of saltpeter in the lime.

Damp walls, cartography of decay,

The women visit me and read the mosaics of my striae like prayers.

And the church shakes and flakes,

yet, it stands.

On the ceiling, pigeons build their nests out of trash.

Bitten bags, lists with chores, 

Watch over my sleeping form with a tired hum.

Alive. Stubborn. Domestic. 

Just like hope.

I am altar of the ordinary; copal mixed with sifted coffee,

the murmur of the busy street in the middle of the day,

the old radio that prays, sings boleros,

and speaks of news. 
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Here the dichotomy that holds a candle to the Virgin, 

and another one to my ancestress.

Rosaries that coexist with red strings in my pocket.

I live between Amén and the noise of the heavy traffic.

And I long for the body to become the central nave 

when the tongue touches the shoulder.

Sweat akin to holy oil.

Walk barefooted in my temple, my female body,

a Latin temple that is broken, but is home,

raises offerings to gods of old and newborn.

My windows are kept open,

for the breeze that is sacred and nameless to make its soirée in my ribs.

Amén.
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Allison SobersAllison Sobers

StainedStained
The pomegranates are on sale today
and you place one in the cart
hardly before the excitement can leave my lips
at hearing that you had yet to try one

When we get home,
I sit you on the couch and waltz to the kitchen
ready to pull, seed by seed,
treasures from within the cracks of this
dense, wild chamber

Soon I am left with the bones of the thing,
just the husk and the pile of ruby red pearls
the juice on
my hands, my knife, my shirt

I bring you the overflowing bowl
watch as you gingerly bring a few to your mouth
I laugh as your face scrunches up at the sourness
and you say that there will, at least, 
be more left for me

As I return to the kitchen to remove
spurts of red, a crime scene
from the countertop and the sink
I pause before washing my hands—

My fingertips are dark
as if I dipped them straight into a bleeding heart
I close my eyes and wish that I could be stained 
in every glorious, sour-sweet way
you would allow of me
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Aeri OshaAeri Osha

Cups of LifeCups of Life

Watercolor, Colored Pencil, MarkerWatercolor, Colored Pencil, Marker



7878

Chris JosephChris Joseph

KatphishKatphish

Alcohol MarkersAlcohol Markers



7979

Seth TuckerSeth Tucker

Suffer Me Pretty MoonSuffer Me Pretty Moon
	 Everything these days reminds me of mushrooms—even this sweet 
intimacy with my man—such that when my partner undresses it is as if I can 
smell forest and rot and dead things forced back through fungal strands and 
then back to this last living life we have here. Mushrooms. In every meal and 
in every breath and suffused in the ancient cardboard packaging that lines our 
home. Craig is doused in spices and smell-nice that we pretend are redolent 
of the leaves of oak and sumac and cottonwood and aspen still sheltering the 
undergrowth and all that wet and ripe earth. 

	 I bury my face in his greasy hair and we treat our love-making like a 
sacred thing and when he is finished and me only partly so (even though he 
gives me his very best), we open the rusting shipping container we call home 
and crawl out into the night where it is cool and those small remaining 
businesses and homes still lit up with battery storage and panels protected 
from thieves are beginning to offer their dim lights to pull customers in like 
moths. The moon is waning gibbous in the last pine forest outside Boise, and 
far in the distance of a ridge we can see the black indent of Station 7 that no 
one has heard from in nearly a century. 

	 Infant-sized mongrels are snuffling about in spastic desperation and 
Craig digs around in his pants and comes up with crumbs he allows the 
nearest one to lick. We have enough food for ourselves but not much more; 
just bound crates of dehydrated foodstuffs taken from a local dried goods 
producer, but it is water we are after with the few chits we have left in our bag. 
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	 Tomorrow, if it comes, will be another day Craig spends raising shades 
and tarps and dripping precious moisture down into the root bed of the 
remaining pines so that the morning crew can drain the precious 
condensation that gathers there. They use that condensation to refill the 
buried jugs and then they portion off what remains of the moisture among the 
two thousand or so individuals left in the area. We see the redundancy of this 
life, know it is a matter of time, but still it is in our every moment that we lust 
for the minutes and hours and years we hope are ahead of us. 

	 We also all know that it is such a microscopic separation between 
having enough water or none at all, and we think of the pine trees as our new 
children almost; we are tender, protective, fearful, though there are no 
children here. Our families are now just two or three citizens who happen to 
love or tolerate one another, and everyone knows what happens to those who 
try to have babies. 

	 We have all had to let go of children, be they living or dying or dead, 
so no one demands to see the hard asymmetry of my belly anymore. They 
understand that a baby could not possibly be growing in someone so lumped 
and emaciated and small.

	 Since Craig found the little bud of stone growing inside, set between 
my belly and left breast, our life became quiet. The mass is cold and hard and 
it is not long after that I begin to breathe harder and heavier with exhaustion 
from the work, until I am too weak to do it anymore. It is exactly the fatigue I 
once felt in the depth of my last pregnancy and I wake often now with the feel 
of a baby’s breath on my face or the pressure of my child pressing into my 
ribcage.

	 The little dogs are following us, just out of reach now because they too 
know what happens when we get too thirsty. There are men and women on 
the dirty paths leading between each little hovel or buried bus or shipping 
container or hand-made shelter and we nod to each of them though 
friendships are a luxury no one can really afford. 

	 Every day is spent figuring the accretion or erosion rate of our calories, 
how many we can keep in surplus past the fourteen hundred or so that allow 
us to live.

	 It has been five years since an engineer among us discovered this last 
symbiotic relationship with the pines here along the protective spine of this 
mountain, since we decided that we would stop and stay and find a life in this 
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rugged place. This rugged place that still shocks me every day with its 
beauty? 

	 We joke that our lives have come down to our understanding of the 
cruelest math problem ever created. Mr. Kirby was a math teacher, and I think 
often of the fact that he scratched out the equation on a piece of paper and 
explained it to us all even though he just had to know what it would mean for 
him. There was only so much water in a closed system, he explained, and 
when he circled the number on the page—the number that told us how many 
could be sustained by this forest—we resisted it until we couldn’t anymore and 
then it was the culling that we now call the Year of Drinking Tears.

	 This world is cruel and math is cruel and we were as fair as the math 
allowed us to be, but it meant that there would be no new future generation 
left to forestall the inevitable in this world of winding down-cycles. 

	 We pass one sign blacked in tar on an old door: Let us not suffer. Let 
us not create suffering.

	 Craig is looking at an old panel and 12V under a rotting tarp, and the 
woman selling it has an empty water bottle she points to for payment. He will 
need it but right now we do not have the water.

	 My knee bones feel like they are dusted with fragments of glass and 
my back is burning and the taste of metal thirst is set permanently in my 
mouth. My teeth hurt, and what few I have divide themselves among dry 
sockets, and the pain from my thirst ebbs and flows as we make our way to a 
café we like, just an old gas station that has been shut off from the 
baking heat of the day and the immense cold of night with adobe plastic 
forced into every opening until it looks like a red cake spoiling from the inside 
out in cracks and jutting blue cysts.

	 We take a seat in a corner still cool with daydreams of moisture, and 
Danny, skinny and shirtless and head covered in plastic wrap with a rag to 
catch his sweat, walks over and makes a scene of wiping the table clean with 
an old dry cloth, then flicks it extravagantly over his shoulder as if we are in a 
fine dining establishment. We smile gamely because Danny is fun still and is 
as much like a friend as we get these days. Even so, he asks to see what we 
have in chits and how much we want.

	 When Craig sets his iron chit down, just enough for five ounces of 
water, Danny’s smile fades and he looks to me to see if I have more to add. 
But no. This is the fourth day where I have failed to be able to work to produce 
a chit, and rules are rules, so when he makes ready the water he places his 

Suffer Me Pretty MoonSuffer Me Pretty Moon
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hand on my shoulder, rests his thumb along my collarbone tenderly. Craig 
takes one of our freeze-dried meals and unzippers the top and Danny keeps 
his warm hand on my shoulder as he carefully dribbles the water over the 
meal. The smell of mushrooms bloated and oily and of a time before we were 
born spills out of the little zippered bag, and Craig stirs it, tries to get the 
moisture into at least some of the meal so that he won’t wake in the morning 
with stomach cramps. Before he dips his spoon in, he asks me again, “You 
sure?”

	 I am. I nod. Let us not suffer. Let us not create suffering.

	 When Danny returns, he goes through the whole thing with the rag 
again and Craig and I laugh dryly. It feels good to pretend, no matter what I 
feel coming. We all know how many days it takes without water and I smile 
even though it cracks across my dry lips. For once I am certain I am doing the 
right thing, that Craig will be better off without seeing the depths of my illness 
as it spreads me thin as butter on our mattress in the dark. There will be more 
drops to go around, and that is easy math; more water divided by less work 
equals more time equals less suffering. “Danny,” I say, as loudly as I can, “I’d 
like to speak with the manager. There is a fly in my husband’s soup.”

	 Danny’s smile is glorious and Craig’s laugh fills the empty space of the 
café and my eyes sting dry with the precious memory of tears.

Suffer Me Pretty MoonSuffer Me Pretty Moon
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Zach GreerZach Greer

Digital PhotographyDigital Photography

Chickadee In SnowChickadee In Snow
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Allison SobersAllison Sobers

Mariner's BalladMariner's Ballad
i think she’s gentle.

poets wax on about her torrents

and abhorrent storms

that crash and wail and break

but i think her tears hit

soft, slide down my

open palm, 

well deserved.

i think because she is

always surging, raging, wincing,

she is called unpredictable.

shaking fists, subtle glance, written list

of every scorn and quarrel

she has committed. 

i think her patterns are 

intricate, delicate in their curves.

come to her quietly,

roam the crests of her foam

with the barest fingertip—

you will see who she is

and know her signs and signals.



8585

Claire BlackburnClaire Blackburn

Wisteria GownWisteria Gown

Sewing and CrochetSewing and Crochet
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Filip KasprowiczFilip Kasprowicz

Arapahoe Bar DucksArapahoe Bar Ducks # 1
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Jade PappousJade Pappous

HomeHome

Ink and Colored PencilInk and Colored Pencil
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Vi CranwillVi Cranwill

Tool- bagTool- bag

Acrylic PaintAcrylic Paint
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Samah HalimSamah Halim

What Could Possibly Go What Could Possibly Go 
WrongWrong

I stare across the ocean at your portrait. 

It wades, sometimes. Inches closer.

buoyant, untethered

Tonight I’ve decided to lurch,

dashing

Into the splatter of waves. 
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Contributor BiosContributor Bios
Lily AbourezkLily Abourezk

	 Lily is a 2024 graduate of the Design Engineering and McBride Honors 
programs at Mines. During her time at Mines, she led the Creative Arts Club 
and helped build spaces for students to make art. In her sculpture work, Lily 
explores the boundaries (and overlaps) of art, engineering, design, and
science. When she’s not playing with mud, Lily enjoys painting watercolor 
squiggles, doodling ordinary objects, cooking elaborate meals for loved ones, 
and traveling to farms around the world.

Kate BachmanKate Bachman
	 Kate Bachman, currently Research Support II for Mines Physics, 
Quantum Engineering and the Quantum Engineering Fellowship, enjoys 
science, mathematics, computer programming, the arts, biking, and many 
other activities. https://vimeo.com/5569248

JoJo BerryJoJo Berry
	 How could I have betrayed you like this? All you wanted was to be 
yourself, yet I can hardly remember who you are, what you look like. You 
deserved everything and none of the confusion. You were too young to 
understand what you were feeling. You didn’t recognize who you saw when 
you looked in the mirror, I’m sorry. You didn’t ask to be made this way, it’s 
unfair. I miss you. You didn’t deserve this, we didn’t deserve this. I’ll change 
for you, for us, as one. We’ll be ok. We’re going to be ok.



Claire BlackburnClaire Blackburn
	 As an artist, Claire likes to focus on mixed media sculpture, with an 
emphasis on textiles and textile techniques. She tries to focus on making 
visually light, delicate pieces, while effectively hiding structure or building it 
into the design.

Tom BoydTom Boyd
	 For 32 years, Tom Boyd was privileged to be part of the Mines 
community. In 1988, upon completion of his PhD degree at Columbia 
University, Tom joined the Geophysics Department. He spent the next 13 
years as an active member of the department, teaching and doing research 
in earthquake seismology, solid earth geophysics, digital signal processing, 
near-surface geophysics, and field acquisition. Beginning in 2001, Tom 
transitioned into administrative roles. Initially serving as Associate Graduate 
Dean to the then Graduate Dean and VPRTT, he assumed the role of 
Graduate Dean when that position was split into two positions in 2005. In 
2010, he became Associate Provost, and finally, in 2016, he served his last 
four years as Provost. Tom continues to live in Boulder with his beautiful wife, 
Katy and cat, Elvis (The Great Catsby). In retirement, Tom is learning to play 
the piano and actively pursues astrophotography.

Maddox ChastainMaddox Chastain
	 Maddox Chastain is a second-year student studying Geophysical 
Engineering with a McBride minor in Public Affairs. Maddox works as an 
undergraduate researcher in Geophysics, a museum associate at the Mines 
Museum of Earth Science, and as a TA for Thorson FYH. She’s also a USG 
student services representative, so she sends LOTS of emails! Whenever she 
isn’t working, she likes to go home to her apartment to spend time with her cat 
while doing art stuff or playing video games. Her art has always been 
something very dear to her, so she is grateful to get to share it with others 
through High Grade! YIPPEE!



Vi CranwillVi Cranwill
	 Vi Cranwill has painted colorful, whimsical pieces for friends and family 
since 2022 when she discovered she hated the bleakness of her bare living 
room walls. She has been creating larger, brighter and deeper paintings in oil 
and acrylic ever since. “Tool-Bag” was painted in 6 months, inspired by the 
story of the first all-female space walk, during which the astronauts dropped 
an ISS tool kit into Earth’s outer orbit. The back of the painting notably states: 
“We all get the dropsies sometimes...”
	
	 Vi paints almost exclusively feminine portraits, figures and struggles, 
with the exception of her very first piece, ‘Bright Colors Give Me A Headache’, 
and later, ‘The Moth-man’. To see more of her works, please visit her 
Instagram page, @wheredidmy_van_gogh

Ryan DavidsonRyan Davidson
	 Ryan is a former geologist and former engineer, but still enjoys learning 
about both. He enjoys writing as an outlet to stretch the brain and have fun.

Abby DeatonAbby Deaton
	 Abby is an Engineering Physics student at the Colorado School of 
Mines and a participant in the combined master’s program in Applied 
Physics. An avid reader of classical literature, she draws inspiration from 
Albert Camus, Friedrich Nietzsche, and the philosophy of absurdism. She is 
also influenced by J.R.R. Tolkien and C.S. Lewis, especially their vision that 
small and unlikely acts can confront great darkness. Her academic interests 
focus on integrating physics and mathematics with ontology, epistemology, 
and theology in pursuit of a more unified and holistic understanding of the 
universe.



Thea ElrodThea Elrod
	 Thea Elrod is an artist and musician who values the intricacy and 
influence of the subconscious mind and mental health through all forms of 
self-expression. She believes that true connection between others and our 
shifting reality exists through art, where communication and belonging form 
within spaces where loneliness and misunderstanding can be more 
prominent. Her purpose in the creative process is not only to feel heard 
herself, but to help others feel heard and know they are not alone.

	 The series Dissociation explores the contrast between instability and 
self-perception through the delicacy of fine line pen, where precision becomes 
a way to bring light to internal chaos.

Brock EwingBrock Ewing
	 Brock Ewing is a graduate student who is proud to be an engineer and 
an artist. He loves God and his fiancé Avery. This submission goes out to his 
bride to be Avery Wright and his best man Blake Bowman.

Jessica FengJessica Feng
	 Jessica is a junior studying Civil Engineering from Centennial, 
Colorado. She is an avid weightlifter, hiker, snowboarder, and loves trying 
new crafts. Jessica is grateful to move her body to see beautiful things and be 
surrounded by beautiful people.

Tyler FolkmannTyler Folkmann
	 Tyler Folkmann is a senior in the Civil Engineering program at Mines. 
He enjoys fencing, reading, and writing dark speculative fiction.



Luke GarlandLuke Garland
	 Luke is a mechanical engineering student who loves to get outside and 
explore God’s creation, snap a few photos and share them! He has been 
doing wildlife photography for nearly 2 years and can’t go on a hike, to class, 
or anywhere really without his camera. He loves learning all about the 
different animals he finds, and where to find more.

Zach GreerZach Greer
	 Zach Greer is a second-year in Design Engineering. He praises the 
Lord for giving him such wonderful things to photograph, and hopes to be able 
to photograph a great many more wonderful things.

	 His favorite quote (that’s not from the bible (plug: Proverbs 16:9 – “The 
heart of man plans his way, but the Lord establishes his steps.”)) is from a 
fellow High Grade-er: “You’ll first have to find the dark skittery voice in your 
head that whines about the dangers of another person seeing you through the 
things you make... However, if you can manage to remember that one cannot 
be loved without being seen and beat that voice back with a broom, well, the 
hardest part of creating is over and you are now free—enjoy it!” 
- Allison Sobers

Samah HalimSamah Halim
	 Samah is a second-year Computer Science student interested in art of 
all forms.



Braden HinesBraden Hines
	 Braden has thoroughly enjoyed taking time to write during his time at 
Mines. He hopes to continue working on large scale literary fiction projects 
for years to come. He’s grateful for the opportunity to both share his works as 
well as serve as the Prose Editor for High Grade.

Cameron HinkleCameron Hinkle
	 Cameron Hinkle is a Mechanical Engineering 4+1 student, with a focus 
in Mechatronics and Space Robotics at the Colorado School of Mines. In his 
free time, he makes Jewelry out of various exotic metals, utilizing his practical 
experience learned in school as a Machinist to express engineering principles 
in an artistic form. He has worked with various materials such as Damascus 
Steel, Superconductors, and other rare metals in different types of jewelry in 
order to demonstrate the beauty of unique metals.

Tobin HouchinTobin Houchin
	 One of these days, Tobin will figure it out. And then.... Actually, not 
sure what happens then. Probably more writing.

Elise JakelElise Jakel
	 Elise is a third year, with a love for writing and storytelling. She wishes 
to share lived experiences and thoughts of nature and culture through words 
in a way that moves others. She wants people to connect to the work she 
creates.



Christopher JosephChristopher Joseph
	 Unlike most of their other friends who dabble in art, Chris is not 
remotely inspired by nature. Sure there are natural elements in their work but 
they’re secondary to the manmade environment around them. Chris 
frequently feels a little bad about that, like they’re some artistic poser.

	 Chris grew up in inner city Houston and got into urban exploring after 
hurricane Harvey left many businesses and factories abandoned. Chris is 
inspired by both the cancerous spread of heavy industry in their city with no 
zoning laws and the wonder of the people that live in it and the marks they 
leave behind. Chris’s friend Bree has been a muse and a companion for urbex 
since high school. “Katphish” was actually inspired by a trip they took. Chris’s 
best friend Joe has been exploring buildings with them for 13 years. Chris 
cannot imagine their life without them, here’s to another 13 years.

Filip KasprowiczFilip Kasprowicz
	 Filip is a Ph.D. student in geology. Originally from Austin, TX, Filip 
developed an interest in photography at a young age playing with his mother’s 
camera. Since then he has grown to love both digital and analog media, and 
develops his own film at home. His photographic work today embodies his 
passion for the outdoors, love of nature, and desire to showcase his unique 
perspective of the world.

Amogh KeskarAmogh Keskar
	 Amogh is a first-year student studying mechanical engineering. While 
he enjoys STEM-related activities, he also takes a lot of joy in creating music. 
For 4 years now, Amogh has been producing multiple genres of music under 
the artist name “Maharaja”. His track, “Honor the Fallen”, is part of his first 
album release, “Pixelated”. He plans on making similar projects in the future, 
and he would like his listeners to know that they are super awesome. If you 
would like to see more of his work, follow @maharaja_music_co on 
Instagram.



Billy KinseyBilly Kinsey
	 These shoes were the start to something amazing. They were a future 
runners first pair. The pair that convinced the runner to set big goals, train 
during offseason, and keep running many years later. They sparked a passion 
and for that, they are very special.

Tyler LappTyler Lapp
	 Tyler is a second-year Mechanical Engineering student from North 
Jersey who intends to pursue a Masters in STEM Education. They spend 
most of their time thinking about little guys in big places or monstrosities 
beyond imagination. They should probably spend more time thinking about 
bigger things, like long-term employment or what they’re having for dinner 
tomorrow. Probably soup again. Always bet on soup.

Ella MaddryElla Maddry
	 “I went to the woods to live deliberately, to front only the essential facts 
of life, and see if I could not learn what it had to teach, and not, when I came 
to die, discover that I had not lived.”
- Henry David Thoreau

Ambrose MartinAmbrose Martin
	 Ambrose Martin is a mechanical engineering student who has always 
had a passion for the arts. He is part of the orchestra, the waltz and tango 
teams in the ballroom dance club, the creative writing club, and the 
Resonance music club, and has released his own album (Nebulous Clarity, 
self titled) on Bandcamp and SoundCloud.



Adyson MeyerAdyson Meyer
	 Adyson Meyer is a first year Design Engineering student from Arvada, 
Colorado. She started writing poetry and short fiction in the wake of COVID 
and can’t seem to drop the habit since. In her free time, she can be found 
reading, studying ethics, or practicing Lindy hop. She is absolutely thrilled to 
publish her work in High Grade for the first time—and hopefully not the last!

Lillian MoonsLillian Moons
	 Lilli is a first year at Mines, currently undecided, but she’s figuring it out. 
She enjoys pottery, Ethics Bowl (shout out), watching pretentious movies with 
her friends, and folding laundry. She is very flattered to have her story 
featured in High Grade, to the point where she is reconsidering this whole 
“engineering” thing. Though she will most likely see it through as “Quitters 
never win, and winners never quit.” (She just came up with that herself.)

Erik MooreErik Moore
	 Erik Moore is a Mechanical Engineering student at Colorado School of 
Mines. Erik has taken many humanities classes at Mines including 
Introduction to Creative Writing with Seth Tucker. This class was the main 
inspiration for his poetry.



Gail MyerGail Myer
	 Gail Myer graduated from the Colorado School of Mines in 1980 with a 
degree in Chemical and Petroleum Refining Engineering. He began his 
professional career at Union Carbide, where he was responsible for the 
world’s largest low pressure polyethylene reactors. He later transitioned into 
managing his family’s real estate business, with a focus on hotel properties. 
Gail applied his engineering training to improving financial performance and 
long-term value in real estate operations. Gail sought a pursuit that could be 
both a lifelong hobby and a source of enjoyment for others, while deepening 
his appreciation for God’s creation and engaging the creative side of an 
engineering mind. Photography became a natural fit. It began with capturing 
Major League Baseball action at the precise moment bat met ball. 
Recognizing the need for better skills and equipment, Gail took a class at the 
Rocky Mountain School of Photography. That experience launched years of 
worldwide travel, adventure, and connection within the adventure 
photography community. One of his photos was used on the cover of the 2020 
Grand Canyon Conservancy field guide. Gail often says that engineering has 
helped him in photography by truly understanding how the camera works.

Kimberly O’ConnorKimberly O’Connor
	 Kimberly O’Connor teaches NHV at Mines and creative writing at 
Community College of Denver. Kim was born and raised in North Carolina 
and now lives in Golden. Her book White Lung was released from Saturnalia 
Books in 2021 and was a finalist for the 2021 Colorado Book Award. She’s 
now at work on a second collection called My People.



Corry OlsenCorry Olsen
	 Corry is a first year Mechanical Engineering student. When they’re not 
busy with homework, you might find them hiking, playing video games, 
singing alone in their dorm, drawing, or writing (very infrequently). They are 
continuously inspired by the lovely friends that surround them.

Jade PappousJade Pappous
	 frequently asks, “do you remember when Game of Thrones was good?”

Alyssa ParkerAlyssa Parker
	 Parker is a first-year at Mines who has been experimenting with 
mediums for the last few years, and is excited to show off her first full paint 
marker piece, as it is a medium she has been studying for some time. She 
wants to take this opportunity to shout out her high school ceramics teacher, 
who inspired her to be the artist she is today, and her partner, who she sees 
as an angel in every depiction.

Lucas Pereira-SuarezLucas Pereira-Suarez
	 Lucas likes to share snapshots of his country.

Mikah PlittMikah Plitt
	 Mikah is a second-year student in Geophysical Engineering with a 
minor in Public Affairs through the McBride Honors Program. Mikah was 
born and raised in Queens, New York where he studied technical theater at 
LaGuardia High School for the Arts and mathematics at Hunter College.

	 Mikah currently works as a Lead Peer Educator in the Wellness Center 
where he focuses on spreading awareness on harm reduction and substance 
abuse. When he isn’t writing or thinking about rocks Mikah likes to read, play 
table-top games, and watch movies with his friends.



Jason SlowinskiJason Slowinski
	 Jason Slowinski is an Associate Vice President at Colorado School of 
Mines, where he oversees campus infrastructure and operations. A 
passionate self-taught artist, Jason specializes in oil and acrylic painting, 
focusing primarily on portraits and landscapes. He has been dedicated to his 
craft for over a decade, with his work showcased at the Art Students League 
of Denver. He has sold numerous paintings to private collectors throughout 
the country. Jason is an ardent supporter of the arts and believes that 
nurturing his creative side helps him to continuously grow and be the best 
version of himself.

Luke SmithLuke Smith
	 Luke is a junior in Applied Math and Statistics, and is getting nerd 
minors in Public Affairs and Computer Science. He tries very hard every day 
to not do engineering and focus instead on singing, grading homework, and 
taking long naps. His favorite shape is a circle but all shapes are cool if you 
have love in your heart. He’d like to recommend you try climbing a tree if you 
haven’t recently. He doesn’t care if you think you’re too tall. Try it.

Allison SobersAllison Sobers
	 Allison has had the pleasure of being a Co-Editor in Chief for her last 
year here. She’d like to thank absolutely everyone involved for all their 
dedicated passion for this incredible project.

	 She hopes certain emotions reached out to you through these pages: 
childhood innocence, full of hope for the future. The sudden recognition of 
grief and how hollow it rings when felt deeply for the first time. Dark, empty 
nights pricked with helplessness and the relief that comes with the morning. 
A depth of wisdom that can only be known with those sharp experiences. The 
warmth of joy that blooms in moments of rest. And finally, the reflection of 
every step, by you and others, that led you to today.

	 High Grade exists because every year for fifty years straight, someone 
has asked it to. Allison would like to request your help for its continued 
lifespan: submit your artwork, share the journals, and support this celebration 
of art!



Seth TuckerSeth Tucker
	 Seth Tucker teaches creative writing here at Mines and at the 
Lighthouse Writers Workshop in Denver. His most recent book, a poetry 
manuscript entitled, “The Cruelty Virtues,” was published in late 2025. Seth 
loves hiking and reading and beekeeping and once made a living jumping 
from airplanes.

Joshua Tuominen-CollinsJoshua Tuominen-Collins
	 Joshua Tuominen-Collins (Josh) is a Finnish-American dual citizen, 
writer, and musician studying Computer Science at the Colorado School of 
Mines. Josh is an active leader in campus organizations, including oSTEM 
and Minecraft at Mines. Outside of their studies, Josh is a 
multi-instrumentalist, and Principal French Horn of the Mines Orchestra. They 
are also avid systems administrator and homelab enthusiast.

Benton WandfluhBenton Wandfluh
	 Benton is a second year Computer Science major. He enjoys spending 
time with friends, composing original music, running campaigns as a Forever 
DM, and having a good time. His favorite medium is the piano, as he likes 
composing and transposing songs he one day wishes to play. His current 
piano project is playing 60+ songs in a row in one 5-hour sitting, and he has 
half of it down! This is his first publication to High Grade, and he’s very happy 
to be able to share his music with the world!



Marin WardMarin Ward
	 Marin can often be found hiking through the wilderness, perpetually 
annoying and amusing her companions by taking multiple pictures of every 
flower, bug, and animal she sees along the way.

Ruizhe Rocky ZhangRuizhe Rocky Zhang
	 Rocky is a first-year Environmental Engineering student from 
Shenzhen, China, and a member of the Thorson Honors Program. His 
creative work centers on poetry, where he explores memory, place, and 
identity as shifting landscapes rather than fixed ideas. Writing allows him to 
trace how moments linger and how environments imprint themselves on the 
self, turning personal experience into quiet, reflective narratives.

	 Alongside poetry, photography informs the way he sees and 
composes: attentive to light, texture, and the emotional weight of ordinary 
scenes. Moving between languages and cultures has deepened his sensitivity 
to nuance and perspective, shaping a voice that is both intimate and 
observant. Through words and images, Rocky seeks to preserve fleeting 
impressions and reveal the subtle connections between memory, identity, and 
the spaces we inhabit.



Note From Earliest High Note From Earliest High 
Grade Edition Available Grade Edition Available 

((19781978) : ) : 



Online Content Online Content 
View more amazing content on the High Grade website 

highgrade.mines.edu. With limited print space, the website 
enables additional pieces to be featured. Enjoy more visual 

art, fiction, and music from talented contributors.



Submission GuidlinesSubmission Guidlines

The call for submissions is open to the entire Colorado School 
of Mines community. Only original works are accepted. 

Submissions are rolling and are considered for acceptance in 
the Fall semester. All literary submissions must be in a 

Microsoft Word document. Limit one submission per 
document. Art submissions should be in .jpg or .png format. 
Music submissions should be in .mp3 or .wav format. Please 
submit through our website, highgrade.mines.edu. Limit five 

submissions per contributor per genre. 

High Grade
1704 Illinois St
Colorado School of  Mines
Golden, CO 80401
highgrade@mines.edu


