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Please join us in a moment of silence.
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Thank you.
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	 EDITORIAL NOTE

		    	
Dear friends,

Welcome to the 2023-2024 edition of The Crucible! As every 
year, this magazine is an archive of the creative processes and 
the daily lives of the Earlham College student body. Our edit-
ing team has curated exhibits within the magazine showcasing 
the intricacies of place, mind, and body. As your editors, we are 
the architects of a museum housing the work of our brilliant 
students. Within these pages, you will find a moving collection 
of poetry, fiction, art in varied mediums – even a non-fiction 
essay! Each of these pieces is a revelation, offering insight into 
the way our students see and process the world around them.
 
This was a busy (and stressful) year for many, so we truly 
appreciate all the students who sent us their work, wrote in 
our workshops, and performed at our open mic nights. Your 
time and dedication is appreciated. Because of your involve-
ment, we’ve enjoyed an incredibly fruitful year at The Crucible. 
Watching the submissions roll in was a delightful experience 
that brought us together as editors, creatives, and friends!

This editor’s note is your ticket into the world of our students’ 
magazine. Join us on a tour of their creative endeavours.

Your editors,
Eliza, K, Leila, and Tamarianna
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Views of Aotearoa
Hazel Jordan
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At night I stare at the door at the end of the hall.
I sit at the bend, below the window,
my youngest sister dances past
humming sweet memories.
My older brother steps out and yells at her,
just like he used to yell at me.
Soon my older sister will emerge,
her days are long and regimented,
a series of promises fulfilled.
My other younger sister will not wake for a while,
When she does she’ll get lost in town.
The sun is rising now,
its golden hand stretches across the floor,
it reaches for the knob
beyond lies only the empty space
Left by the man who read me stories

Threshold
Sam Stassen
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Oh, I’m an alien 
I’m a legal alien 
I’m an African in Richmond 
Richmond, more like roots lost 
Sent halfway across the world, lost in thoughts 
My accent, too strong, very hard to miss
Repeat, repeat, repeat my professors say
Thank God I don’t get pissed
On the tv, Africa is depicted as green, wildlife green. 
But no, those pastures aren’t green enough for me. 
I’m optimistic, I want to be clad in a white coat cutting and 
	 stitching. 
So I thank God, the coat he cut up for me is not too big. 
Cause there are other brown-skinned aliens, exploring this galaxy, I 
	 am not alone.  
But some may contest, no romantic love means loneliness. 
But they seem to forget, I’m an alien in space. 
Even gravity fights each day but I still have my way. 
It’s impossible to dismiss that there are less opportunities for aliens 
	 of my skin. 
But at least I’m in space, a green-pastured space. 
I’m an alien in space, 
I have a choice to look at the sun and moon each day. 
A million, billion, trillion, things could go wrong but I still choose 
	 the look of the sun. 

I’m an alien
Princess Ignoma
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Untitled
Leiny D. Aguilar
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Tresses Reminisce
Miyu Enomoto

When my hair becomes long,
It makes me remember my country, Japan.
There comes a weird type of feeling along.
The atmosphere of people do see and scan,

Where people act the same and dress similarly,
and here comes a strain on my side.
It evaporates my memory of a country like a colorful pallet,
and nail me onto this real life where I abide.

Women with perfect makeup and a frilly dress,
Men with long narrow pants and wavy mash hair.
Long silky-haired lady with blessing,
though others can’t even breathe in air.

No matter how I see here gloomy cloud,
I still have a place where I am allowed.
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Sunday Basking
Mateo Quiñonez
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Pausing
Talia Carter

       “There’s nothing worse than waking up next to that 
mountain every morning. I can’t see anything out that window 
except that mountain fucking inches from my face. Except 
when a bird flies by, but usually they fly lower,” he laughed at 
his joke, but became silent as he gazed down at the sidewalk 
through the blinds. “I can’t even see the colors of their shirts,” 
he said, “they’re too far.” Julian pondered the depth of his 
statement for a moment. “Do you ever look at them?” He 
turned around to see the bed was empty. Milo’s tail flitted 
about through the doorway. He followed him to the living 
room where Milo settled on a pile of small boxes. 
		 Julian hadn’t lived there for long, only four months. But it 
had somehow fallen on him to pack the whole place up that 
weekend before Anna came back. He would carry the mattress 
and the dinnerware and all the rugs, the cat’s litter box and 
all his slobber-crusted toys, and Anna would carry her grief. 
Her grief for… someone. He wasn’t really sure. A great-aunt, 
perhaps. Whoever it was, he resented them for dying the week 
before his thirtieth birthday. He knew Anna had booked his 
favorite bar for a private party and guessed that she’d have them 
playing the Chili Peppers all night long. Junior’s was a jazz bar 
he liked to go to when he felt like wearing shoes with laces and 
sitting on his balls in tight jeans all night. Even though Anna 
was careless enough to leave her Facebook messages open, 
exposing the whole thing, he wasn’t angry. But then aunt Peggy 
kicked the bucket and Anna had to drive out to Boulder to 
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to make sure she got her money, so no party. 
	 Peggy or whoever had apparently lived the Depression 
lifestyle, washing plastic wrap and eating only oatmeal and 
bologna sandwiches for the last sixty years. He didn’t know 
how much money she had been sitting on but it was practically 
a lifetime’s worth. Anna wanted to use this money to move out 
to the mountains. She’d found a nice cabin sort of thing for 
them and would take Julian skiing on weekends. Julian didn’t 
really like skiing or the mountains. He preferred to be one of 
the colorless dots on the sidewalk.
	 He put the coffee pot on and waited for his thirty 
milligrams of adderall to kick in. As he sat there on the sofa 
staring out at that vastness, he fingered through Anna’s coffee 
table books. Anna had already opened and labeled most of the 
boxes. She’d wiped the counters, too. Actually, she’d cleaned 
the whole apartment up and down before leaving, even though 
it would get filthy again in the move. But she wanted “enough 
space for the mess.” 
	 Julian looked at all the boxes neatly laid out. The ones for 
his things had labels like “Toys” and “Boy stuff.” He began 
tossing items from the living room into various boxes. “Small 
electronics,” “Cables,” “Coffee table.” He wasn’t exactly sure 
where the PS3 went so he put it in his own box. Then he 
rearranged things and put his Legos and CDs in his box, too. 
Then he gathered all his things from the living room and put 
them in their own boxes. The books sat on the table.
Julian laughed as he noticed a box labeled “Sexy things.” 
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Did she know how ridiculous she sounded? Nothing was ever 
sexy that claimed to be sexy. Anna had this way about her 
where she’d always say how things were. The day they met she’d 
introduced herself as Annabeth Stiller and shook his hand. 	
“Sorry, I’m a little awkward,” she’d said. He wasn’t sure at first 
that he could stand to be around someone like her, but after 
the first time they had sex she told him nobody had ever fucked 
her like that before and asked if he wanted her to use her 
mouth the next time. That was sexy. “Sexy things” wasn’t. She 
used to be more sexy but in the last year or so she’d withered 
a little. She lived on the thirtieth floor of the Paperbox and 
now only left for shopping and work. She always used to shop 
at the Trader Joe’s but had recently become disturbed by the 
friendliness of the employees so she switched to the Walmart 
across town. That was less overwhelming in her little world.
	 He missed her for a moment, thinking about that first time 
and some of the ones after that. She was nineteen back then, 
now twenty-three. Her hips had filled out in those four years, 
which he liked, but her breasts were lower and her nipples 
were wider. She’d gained probably twenty pounds in the last 
year, and he didn’t mind that, but he did think about the days 
when her face was pulled tight all the way back to her ears. He 
missed tucking her tight, golden curls behind her ears. Since 
he’d moved in, she stopped taking the time to condition her 
hair or get her highlights done and he thought she looked 
duller.
	 She loved him more than anything, though. He knew she 
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thought about him constantly. She made him feel like the most 
interesting person in the room and he knew she would never 
leave him. He savored that thought for a moment, that she 
was his forever. He caught himself, realizing he’d been staring 
out the window for some time, the sun glaring off the side 
of Mount Superior into his eyes. Just then his phone buzzed. 
It was late in the day for her to text him the first time, so he 
thought she must still be driving. He watched his phone slide 
around on the table until it stopped buzzing, then he flipped it 
open and waited for the voicemail. It was just easier that way 
because she could go on about things. She’d have ten things to 
say about each thing he said to her, so he helped her get to her 
own point by letting her talk to herself.
	 “Hey baby, I’m really sorry I know you’re so busy, but the 
movers are outside and they’re just wondering where you are 
right now since we booked them for half an hour ago. Just 
letting you know, baby. Also, sorry, can you please make sure 
the big stuff goes in first, and also make sure the dinner table 
gets covered? That was Pauline’s and it’s Victorian. I’m almost 
to Boulder. I had to stop because the wipers weren’t working 
and I was having a panic attack on the highway but I’m okay 
now so don’t worry. Let me know when you get this. I love you 
so much. Wish you were here. Bye.”
	 Julian was already out the door by the end of the message. 
The elevator would take nearly five minutes to reach the 
thirtieth floor, so he threw himself down the stairs, his house 
shoes smacking against the cement and echoing throughout 
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the tremendous height of the building. When he reached the 
ground floor alley he explained to the movers that they would 
not be ready and to send the truck back. He tried to negotiate 
a later time, but when the movers realized he meant days later, 
they left. 
	 When he got back to the apartment Milo was sitting on 
the living room windowsill. He arched his back and lifted his 
tail and a stream of dark urine sprayed out against the window. 
Julian let out an exasperated sigh and dialed up Anna. She 
picked up almost immediately.
	 “Babe, did you get my message?” she asked. 
	 “Yeah, don’t worry,” he winced at his lie and massaged a 
bulging vein on his temple. “Milo peed,” he said. 
	 “Okay,” Anna said.
	 “On the window. He sprayed it on the window.”
	 “So clean it.”
	 “How?”
	 “Jesus, I don’t know. With a paper towel?”
	 “It’s disgusting.”
	 “Fine, don’t worry about it. I’ll get it when I come back on 
Monday.”
	 “I miss you.”
	 “I miss you, too.”
	 “I was thinking about when we move in, you could pull 
that move you did after our first date. The, uh, double feature?” 
He said, a slight shake in his voice. He waited for a response. 
	 “Julian, I can’t think about that stuff right now, please,” 
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Bugs - Exoskeletal Series
Marshall Tatum
Ceramic
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Anna said after several deep sighs. 
	 “I was just complimenting you.”
	 “I have to go. I see my parents. Love you.”
	 “Ok, bye.”
	 “Are you mad at me?”
	 “What? Jesus, no, Anna. You can chill.”
	 There was a pause. Usually Julian got excellent reception in 
the apartment. “Hello? Did you cut out?” he asked. Then he 
heard the quiet sobbing on the other side. 
	 “No,” she whimpered, “I just feel like you don’t care about 
any of this. Like you’re just going along.” 
	 “Baby, where did this come from? Why are you crying?” he 
asked. 
	 “I don’t know, I’m sorry I’m so messy. If you want to leave, 
just leave. I told you you don’t have to come with me.”
 	 “Baby, don’t worry. I love you so much. I’m just stressed 
about packing and shit. You’re okay. I think you’re just fucked 
up about Paula,” his words lilted and he pouted as if he were 
really rubbing her back. He was used to using this tone with 
her.
	 “Pauline. I really have to go. Bye.” She hung up. He 
continued to massage his temples before taking in a sharp 
breath of air. He looked wide at Milo.
	 “Damn!” he said, “You’re both on my ass today!” He 
grabbed a large handful of paper towels and smeared the mess 
across the window.

~~~~~~
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	 That night Anna called him two more times. Once to let 
him speak with her mother and once before bed to let him 
know she was wearing his boxers and she really did want to 
do a “double feature” and she was sorry. Julian packed a few 
kitchen things and threw the cat things in a corner before he 
went to sleep.
	 He woke up to a text message. “Love you! xo” accompanied 
by a picture of what had become of his boxers. The mountain 
shone light through the blinds in a stripe pattern across the 
room, and it drew his eyes to a poster on the wall. The Beatles, 
Yellow Submarine. He looked at their four faces and thought 
about how miserable they must have been on that submarine, 
far away from any human life, darkness spilling in through 
the windows, cramped up and forced to look at each others’ 
faces all day. He looked at the expression on Ringo Starr’s face, 
drawn up in a smug, two-dimensional smile. He must want to 
kill himself, he thought.
	 He looked at the picture on his phone of the girl wearing 
dirty boxers, creased from sleep and sweat. He looked at her 
things all over the walls and on the floor, on every shelf. He 
heard her cat in the other room, surely jingling about with 
some piece of lint, and he tried to imagine seeing that stuff, 
hearing that cat every day forever, just with more mountain.
	 That day he really did pack everything away. He got all of 
his things in their boxes and all of her things in hers. He took 
down everything from the walls and left only the microwave 
and a single lamp plugged in. He was almost ready. At night 
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he made himself some chicken and rice and got his fourth 
call of the day from Anna. She’d called him earlier while she 
was doing her makeup and also twice because she got nervous 
driving and needed to be talked down. As he sat down at the 
dining table that was now bare, he having packed the table 
cloth, he got a call from Anna and picked up hoping she’d be 
feeling excitable, “Hey, baby.”
	 “You turned away the movers? Why?” she shouted. 
	 “Fuck, babe I’m so sorry. I wasn’t finished.”
	 “Julian, oh my god,” she moaned, “Do you know that cost 
us six hundred dollars?”
	 “I know and I’m sorry but I just wasn’t ready, there was 
nothing to put in the truck.”
	 “You mean you hadn’t even started? How much do you 
have now?”
	 “Jesus, like almost all of it! It’s really hard!” he huffed. She 
waited a moment. She’d been pausing more and more lately. 
Sometimes it seemed to him that most of their conversations 
were mostly her pauses. He would catch her paused sometimes, 
staring into the coffee pot or up at the ceiling in bed late at 
night. 
	 “I don’t want to argue,” she said quietly, “But why wouldn’t 
you tell me if you weren’t finished?” she pleaded. 
	 “I didn’t want to stress you out, sorry!” Julian said. He 
could imagine Anna tossing her head back, her curls bobbing. 
	 “I’m sorry babe. Are you mad?” He asked. She sighed. 
	 “No,” she said, “I understand. You were overwhelmed. I 
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should have stayed there to help you.”
	 “Thanks. It is really hard. I don’t know where anything goes 
and there’s all this stuff! All your stuff,” he said, “I don’t know 
what to do with myself here. I wish you came back.” Julian 
sniffled a little, realizing he’d been holding his eyes open. He 
heard her weeping again but didn’t say anything. They stayed 
like that for several minutes. He sat in the empty kitchen in the 
lowlight as she cried for him, five hundred miles away.
	 The next morning Julian awoke with a pit in his stomach. 
It was Monday. Anna would be coming back that evening. 
Back to their empty apartment full of boxes. She would 
help him, show him where things went, how to clean the 
floors so they weren’t sticky. And he’d be done sleeping on 
the raw mattress. He laid in bed with his face buried in it. 
He remembered one of the first times he’d come over to her 
apartment. They’d laid in that bed together and just stared at 
each other. He felt a wave of embarrassment wash over him 
thinking how that must have looked to God. How pathetic. He 
sat up quickly as he felt a sudden vertigo. He experienced this 
sometimes when he remembered how high up he was. He faced 
the submarine, now leaning against the wall in the corner next 
to “Sexy things.”
	 “Sexy things” was still open and empty. He couldn’t find 
anything of Anna’s he thought belonged in there. All her 
things were pristine. They were spayed. It was all pastel-colored 
stationary sets and garlands of red dotted mushrooms with 
her. What could she have intended to go in there? He began 
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laughing again at the idea that she thought she was sexy. 
She couldn’t know. She was never sexy on purpose. The only 
Sexy things she did were by accident, authentic. Like when 
she had gotten boiling water on her hand and the way she’d 
sucked it and turned to look at him with that lost puppy look 
in her amber eyes. He imagined her in a silk dress, dancing 
seductively throughout the apartment. Is that what she 
imagined was sexy? Silk and slutty dancing?
	 Anna didn’t call that morning, or in the afternoon. The 
pit in Julian’s stomach eased and he became excited to see her. 
He needed help with the boxes, and desperately wanted to see 
what she put in “Sexy things.” He ate his leftover chicken and 
rice and looked out at that mountain. Maybe it would be okay. 
She’d come home and they’d get a little older and they’d use the 
money to travel. She’d be a little less frantic about everything 
all the time so he could finally relax. Maybe they’d move back 
to Salt Lake City in a few years once she was done with her 
little mountain rehab getaway. It was already close to midnight. 
As it got later and later, he wondered where she was and why 
she had not called.
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Small Intestine
Marin Solomon
you are the roadkill.
i am the priest who reads your entrails,
studying the mess of guts and fur through heart-shaped glasses.
	 the intestines say, i tell you, that we do not have prosperous 
	 days ahead.
you look back: tongue out, eyes glazed. no shit.

in one version, i find the leftovers of you on an abandoned 
  highway.
in another, i sacrificed you. like eve hunting for the first non-
holy dinner. my hands around your neck.
in still another, i slid off the road. you were there. 
	 black ice is undetectable and unavoidable.
the Voice tells me to join you
–not in blood and guts and outstretched limbs, but in prayer
(i cannot see the difference). 

the shadows reach to hide the blood and the sunset paints you 
  gold.
	 did you know, i tell you,
	 that people once melted down gold for idols?
i do not tell you that i once burned my grandmother’s earrings
with a red lighter swiped from the gas station
and when it melted across my freckled hands, i laughed.
my mother later told me gold would not have burned.
you laugh with the squish of overripe fruit.
you create your idols out of raccoons, you say. no judgment here.
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the black ice is in my lungs.
the entrails will not tell me if this is true. i believe it anyway.
	
i close your eyes, thumbs on fur.
you are my casualty so i say the funeral rites,
	 may you find peace. may you exact revenge. may you sleep.
there is nothing left to be learned from the warzone of you,
  your glorious heart in the potholes,
the twist of your small intestine,
but when i speak, it is with your voice.
	 don’t leave.
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Street Life
Jimmy Freiberger

You should hear Tales from Timeless Hobos, see
while perched on pavement, restful Effigy,
One told me, “I am Collins. From my seat,

and my position inside orbit, I

saw Armstrong, followed by Aldrin, land
and walk across the moon’s surface that day.

And I returned, yet never having tread
upon the lunar ground; a world so close

so close that I could almost grasp it, yet
so far. And nobody was watching me.”

Lieutenant Collins, poor Lieutenant Collins.
A cosmic tragedy on 8th and E.
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Rolling
Nolia Wilcox

Textile
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Crash Test Dummies
Seth Niemann

Bright white lights, deep black shadows 
Silhouettes of oblong objects, long and thin 
Glassware struck with rubbery blue skin 
Hushed voices echo 
Leather restraints buckle 
A chamber of reflection, white and sterile 
A chamber of innovation, splattered red 
A spotlight, centered in the room 
Underneath, a figure in a crucifix pose 
A crash test dummy with scabbed over skin 
Red vein lightning bolts over a body, yellowed and thin 
Lacerations in the name of experimentation 
Mind mischief, pharmaceutical revelations 
A martyr with untold dying wishes 
Innovation tested in God’s image



29

The Earth Has Room
Indira Delacorte
(This poem is dedicated to my dear friend, Starllie, who passed this 
winter. You are forever loved and missed.)

She was a star
a warm, glowy one

I was nervous, she was kind

That first day we met
we sat on a hill
Eating almonds, chocolate covered
you passed one to me
you laughed
a laugh of silver star dust

Lately, i have been wondering 
what happens after death?
what happens to those who seem to burst with life inside them
where does all this life go?

I wonder as i walk barren corn fields
gushing streams, spongey wetlands, cocoa flecks across my 
ankles
remnants of winterberries, clinging on to life
rotting tree trunks, fungi feast of bliss

 a glowing trickle down my palm
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the syrup feeds me
sweet kisses of the earth

I walk the same path many times after your passing, my mind is 
occupied here, worn 
the night brought white crisp snow beneath us
whispers and messages too

The night brought pounding rains of sadness
dancing worms and shining stars
Nights of lightning storms
Hear me, hear me i think i hear them murmur

I cry into the moss, i cry into the mud
the mud accepts it kindly

days later come crocus
tender snowdrops find their way, clinging drops of cream

The earth has room for it all
the earth makes space for grief
The earth will hold you, if you let it



31

Sleepy Sundays
Cecilia Gitt-Henderson

Acrylic


