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The relentless tapping of  
keyboards – fast, slow, 
in bursts and then an 
uneasy quiet – echoes 

through the newsroom.  The 
screams of  the editor shouting in-
structions and looking for missing 
stories and photos boom through 
the room.  Putting out a newspa-
per is like going to war. Not to di-
minish the sacrifices that soldiers 
make each day, or to disrespect 
their very important role in our 
society, but in some ways, jour-
nalism is like war. It wasn’t until I 
was put in charge of  a newspaper 
and found myself  as a key player 
in a battle I never expected, that I 
understood just how similar.  

Like many war stories, my sto-
ry begins with a promise. It was a 
promise that ended up being bro-
ken in a quite spectacular fashion.  
I was the new editor-in-chief  of  
Chaffey College’s independent stu-
dent newspaper, The Breeze, and I 

was full of  ideas and nervous ener-
gy. One of  my   ideas was to have a 
reporter attend meetings of  the stu-
dent government, known as ASCC, 
and write a funny column, similar 
in style to a local reporter who 
pokes fun at Upland’s city council 
meetings. I got lucky and found a 
new staffer named Ryan who was 
willing to do it.   I promised Ryan 
that it would be boring – unbe-
lievably, mind-numbingly boring 
– because nothing ever happens 
at those meetings. I shouldn’t have 
tempted fate. 

The first few meetings Ryan 
went to were actually quite bor-
ing, and Ryan proved his amazing 
skills by turning in some truly funny 
and witty columns which discussed 
ASCC meetings in the context of  
tacos and facial hair. We all laughed 
and I patted myself  on the back for 
having an idea come to fruition so 
successfully. Yes, pride really does 
come before the fall. If  we were sol-
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diers in a war story, this would be 
the part where we were cracking 
open cold bottles of  Coke, cranking 
Lynard Skynard and grilling mys-
tery meat on the beach after taking 
possession of  a town we thought 
was under enemy control. Little did 
we know, it was all too easy and we 
were in uncharted and unfriendly 
territory.

One week, Ryan came in be-
cause something was bothering 
him.  An administrator had come 
to the ASCC meeting and discussed 
ethics with ASCC President Kevin 
Coduto. Ryan said that Kevin had 
been cocky and the whole exchange 
was odd. At the time, there was an 
election for the governing board 
and Kevin was endorsing one of  
the candidates.

Ryan and I had discussed Kevin 
in the past few weeks. Yes, we are 
objective in our coverage of  cam-
pus events and figures, but we are 
only human and have opinions 
just like everyone else. Mostly we 
snickered about how he behaved 
like such a politician. He was a 
smooth talker and always ready 
with that future-congressman smile 
and handshake. Although we both 
sometimes found him to be a lit-
tle fake, we also knew that no one 
loved Chaffey or worked harder for 
students than Kevin. He was our 
own JFK.

Kevin’s endorsement of  this 
non-incumbent candidate started 
to ruffle feathers on campus when 
he put out a robo-call for him. Ryan 
stopped writing his funny columns 
and we agreed that he would take 
a watch-and-see approach.   It was 
obvious that things were not look-
ing good for Kevin when the col-
lege’s President/Superintendent 
went to an ASCC meeting and told 
the officers their president was be-
having unethically. 

As events unfolded, Kevin was 
completely open with Ryan and we 

started to see the real Kevin, not 
just the politician we thought we 
knew. Ryan found himself  in pos-
session of  emails that showed Kev-
in was being targeted for removal 
by an ASCC adviser. (To protect his 
identity, I’ll call him “M.”) At M’s 
direction, the ASCC was having 
closed meetings to discuss remov-
ing Kevin from office and the only 
person talking to Ryan was Kevin. 
It seemed that there was going to 
be a vote to remove Kevin. I never 
thought the vote would pass. I felt 
time slow down and could hear my 
heartbeat in my ears when Ryan 
texted me that Kevin had been re-
moved from office. 

By that time, we had begun to 
do research on California’s Open 
Meeting law, the Brown Act. We 
knew those meetings were illegal, 
but didn’t really know what to do. I 
didn’t want to involve any of  Chaf-
fey’s faculty by asking for advice, so 
I called the Student Press Law Cen-
ter, advocates for student journal-
ists. In a matter of  days, Ryan and 
I were filling out forms and being 
interviewed.  I couldn’t believe that 
there was a possibility I could be 
suing the school on behalf  of  The 
Breeze. I love Chaffey College, but 
I knew that things had gone very 
wrong, very quickly and I couldn’t 
turn a blind eye.

Ryan wrote a short article on 
Kevin’s removal the same day it 
happened. I edited it, published 
it to our website and plastered it 
all over social media. Pressing the 
“Publish” button was like firing the 
shot heard round the campus — we 
charged into the battle, keyboards 
blazing. Word travelled fast and by 
the next morning, M had sent an 
email to our newspaper adviser, our 
dean, and high-ranking administra-
tors accusing us of  being inaccurate 
and far-from-objective. As the edi-
tor-in-chief, those accusations hit 
me like a punch to the gut. I read 
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and reread the article, but each 
time all I saw were the facts. The 
piece was accurate and objective 
and I was proud of  it. 

A group of  our reporters went 
to the Chino campus to ask Su-
perintendent/President Dr. Shan-
non about the ASCC debacle at a 
Pizza with the Presidents event.  It 
was a somber drive, with the oc-
casional awkward laugh. We won-
dered which of  us was going to ask 
the first question, throw the open-
ing punch. Instead of  answering 
our questions, Shannon gave us 
a strange story about blind men 
and the elephant in the room. He 
even pulled a toy elephant out of  
the podium.  We were confused, to 
say the least. Despite that response, 
an amazing thing happened and 
students began to organize meet-
ings to express their outrage. The 
student outcry was enough that 
Chaffey’s legal team declared all 
of  ASCC’s closed meetings to be in 
violation of  the Brown Act and nul-
lified all actions taken in closed ses-
sion. ASCC would now have open 
meetings and they reinstated Kev-
in. There was no need to sue the 
school. The power of  the press at 
work! We had won! So, why didn’t 
it feel like we had won?

Kevin was still being targeted 
for removal in open session. M had 
sent out emails complaining about 
the coverage and even spoken at a 
faculty meeting. I had teachers ask-
ing me to stay after class to ask me 
about what was going on. Students 
forgot about the good things ASCC 
had accomplished and villainized 
the officers, some of  whom had 
been manipulated and were also 
victims, and all of  whom were stu-
dents just like us. Things were tense 
and I felt like I was responsible. I 
began to wonder if  my editorial 
had been too harsh or whether we 
should have run the story inside 
the paper rather than on the front 

College President/Superintendent
Henry Shanon uses a prop 
while discussing his 
analogy of blind people 
touching an elephant.
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page. Had I led my team astray?
I could deal with someone tar-

geting me for being the one to have 
the final say at the newspaper, but 
the collateral damage was getting 
to me. Some staffers felt that M’s 
criticism of  The Breeze to other 
faculty members reflected badly on 
them as students. Some of  my fa-
vorite faculty members were catch-
ing heat from administrators even 
though they weren’t involved in the 
press coverage or student outcry. It 
seemed as if  the universe wanted 
blood, a sacrificial lamb, and I was 
damned if  anyone else was going to 
take the fall.

 I stoically told my adviser that I 
was willing to step down as editor 
if  it would help to take the heat off  
everyone around me. I’m ashamed 
to admit that I wasn’t really doing 
it to protect anyone else, but that 
I was doing it out of  cowardice. I 
was tired of  the tension, tired of  
what was beginning to seem like an 
unwinnable war, tired of  the whole 
situation. I was losing sight of  why 
we were even continuing to follow 
this story. Kevin was back. Why 
couldn’t everyone just let it go and 
move on?  I wanted out. I was fail-
ing my Saturday class because I just 
didn’t have the energy to even go 
to class after such grueling weeks. 
Thank goodness my husband saw 
through my act and pointed out 
how cowardly I was being. He talk-
ed me off  the ledge and reminded 
me that I had an obligation to the 
students to report to them what was 
happening.

So, I pressed on. Although I 
couldn’t force M to apologize for 
falsely accusing us of  being inac-
curate and biased, I could take a 
small amount of  revenge on him 
and publish an unflattering photo 
of  him every chance I got. Was it 
nice? No. Was it ethical? Eh, that’s 
kind of  a gray area. Did it feel 
good? Fuck yes! 

The dust began to settle and 
just when I thought things were 
calming down, Dr. Shannon made 
a comment at a governing board 
meeting that implied the student 
journalists were not being accurate 
or objective. That hurt.

The dean organized a sit-down 
meeting for me with Dr. Shannon. 
He and the coordinator of  journal-
ism came with me. That stupid toy 
elephant sat on a shelf  overlooking 
the meeting in Dr. Shannon’s of-
fice. I told Dr. Shannon about how 
hard The Breeze staff  works and I 
was shocked that he listened intent-
ly. I was even more shocked when 
he apologized to The Breeze at 
the next governing board meeting. 
When I thanked him, he told me 
that he was a big enough man to 
admit when he was wrong. I gained 
a lot of  respect for him that day.

Last semester changed me. I 
learned about myself  and how I 
respond in battle situations. I may 
have preferred to choose the flight 
response, but I never really had any 
other choice but to fight because I 
had a team counting on me to lead 
them. I will always be grateful to 
them for trusting me when I didn’t 
trust myself. I guess that’s what 
journalism and war do, they force 
people to come together and fight 
for what’s right, even when they’re 
not sure if  they can win. 

I stoically told 
my adviser that 
I was willing to 

step down as 
editor if it 

would help to 
take the heat
off everyone 

around me. 

To read the articles related in this story, 
visit www.thebaselinemagazine.com
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and his ex-girlfriend, who he 
talked about constantly, had a re-
straining order against him. He, 
however, convinced me she was 
just crazy, and 
he had done 
nothing wrong. 
My gut told me 
different, but 
I ignored it.  
What  followed 
showed me how 
stupid it was to 
neglect my in-
tuition. How-
ever I can’t say 
that today, over 
four years later, 
I would change what happened 
that warm September night.

It started in the Sailor’s bed-
room with an insult and a glass 
of  wine. The insult was his, and 
he shot it hard at my fragile ego; 
the wine was mine, that is, until 
I threw it equally as hard at his 
face. In a blink I found myself  
laid out flat on the bed with-
out any recollection of  move-
ment. Hands were wound tightly 
around my neck, and they swiftly 
moved me from the room to the 
front of  the apartment. I couldn’t 
see his face. Everything momen-
tarily darkened.  

With a struggle for breath, I 

F or four years I loved 
a Marine who did 
not love me back. 
We were close and hung 

out often, doing things with 
each other that made us more 
than friends but less than a cou-
ple. “Sorry, Lips,” he would say, 
“you’re amazing, but I’m dam-
aged goods. You don’t want me.” 
I knew what he was doing. Let-
ting me down easy; feeding me 
bullshit. Not that he wasn’t dam-
aged, the Marine had had a hard 
time coping with Iraq, but I knew 
that wasn’t it. 

There’s only so much one 
person can take of  unrequited 
love, and after four years of  what 
felt like emotional torture, I lost 
my feelings for him. We stayed 
friends, and I noticed that after 
so long, his feelings for me be-
came stronger. Probably because 
I was no longer interested in him.  

I was interested in was my 
new neighbor, another mili-
tary man who had served in the 
Navy. The Sailor seemed slight-
ly dangerous, but also smart and 
interesting. We kissed a couple 
times-- nothing major. However 
after about a month of  occasion-
ally hanging out, red flags start-
ed appearing. He tried poisoning 
a neighborhood cat with Ajax, 

came to. I was sprawled out on 
he itchy, beige carpet. I could 
feel the cold wooden leg of  the 
sofa pressed against my arm, as 
well as the hands that still en-
veloped my neck. I couldn’t see 
his face. He was whispering as I 
was fighting all I could without 
having the luxury of  being able 
to breathe. Then, once more--
xdarkness. 

When I was able to make out 
my surroundings again, I was on 
my feet staring up at the slug-
gish spin of  a ceiling fan, and 
my throat was beginning to feel 
flattened. His cheek was pressed 
against mine, and the angry 
whispers were continuing. “Fuck-

ing bitch,” I 
made out, but 
the rest was 
drowned by my 
loud thoughts. 
I can’t breathe; 
I’m going to 
die, played over 
and over in 
my head. Was 
a dusty ceil-
ing fan the last 
thing I would 
ever see? I still 
couldn’t see 

his face. He began dragging me 
again  and up until this point, we 
had been moving closer and clos-
er to the front door. He’s going to 
throw me out, I thought. A frag-
ment of  hope and then darkness 
again.  

Blood rushed back into my 
head. I was back in the bed-
room—No! I was thrown on my 
stomach and shoved towards the 
wall. My jeans were unceremo-
niously removed from my body, 
and a hand reached around the 
front of  my face, catching with it 
a large amount of  my hair before 
it was shoved into my mouth. I 
never saw his face.

A 
 
Evil

I can’t breathe;
I’m going to die, 
played over and 
over in my head. 
Was a dusty ceiling 
fan the last thing I 
would ever see?

by Julie Sherwood

Necessary
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My daughter saved 
my life and flipped 

it right-side-up
for good.

When it was over the Sailor ca-
sually stood up, calmly mumbled, 
“your pants are on the floor,” 
and got in the shower. I was in 
shock but more than that, I was 
suddenly confused. His behavior 
threw me so much that I began to 
question what had actually hap-
pened. But with each second I 
sat there, more and more feeling 
began returning to my body. My 
throat felt smashed and bruised, 
and my back and right shoulder 
felt sore and rug burned. No, I’m 
not imagining things, I thought. 
And I grabbed my things and 
put them on quickly as I left. 
His front door faced  mine just 
seven feet away. I didn’t dare go 
inside, though. I felt dirty and 
embarrassed; my hair was tan-
gled and when I reached around 
to touch it, it felt wet and sticky. 
The shock was wearing off  and 
shame and anger took its place as 
the pressure behind my eyes be-
gan to intensify. I walked out of  
earshot of  both apartments and 
called my ex, Josh. He answered, 
and I began to tell him what had 
happened. “I told you that guy 
was a psycho,” he interrupted. I 
stopped talking. My purpose in 
calling Josh was to find a place 
to go, far away from the Sailor. 
But I didn’t want to go some-
where where I was going to hear 
“I told you so” all night. “Call the 
police,” Josh said, sounding rath-
er bored. “I can’t,” I replied, “I 
have to go.” I knew who I needed 
to call. It was three in the morn-
ing, but I was sure he’d be up. I 
called the Marine. “Hey, Lips!” 
He answered. As soon as I heard 
his voice, I broke down. I hadn’t 
even attempted to tell my story. 
“Can I come over?” I asked, sob-
bing. “Yes,” he said, and I hung 
up without saying goodbye.  

 By the time I drove the 
two miles to the Marine’s home, 

my face was drenched with tears, 
and my breathing came in sharp 
gasps. I walked up to the gate of  
his condo’s tiny front patio. It 
opened with a loud creak. The 
sound hadn’t ceased when I saw 
a shadow dart past the kitchen 
window. I took a few steps for-
ward, but before I could knock, 
the door flung open and he, with-
out the slightest pause, engulfed 
me in his arms. Immediately, all 
the feelings I thought were dead 
suddenly returned. My face was 
smashed against his chest. I was 
once again finding it hard to 
breathe, but I stayed there. He 
made me feel safe. We stood there 
for a long time. He held me and 
told me when to inhale and when 
to exhale, until slowly, I calmed 
down, and the crying stopped. 

When we went inside and sat 
down, I told him everything. He 
listened calmly, without bursting 
out like I expected him to, but 
I could sense the rage building 
with every word I uttered. There 
was fire in his eyes. 

“Josh told me to call the police, 
but I can’t,” I said. “Mmhm,” he 
said through pursed lips. I con-
tinued. 

“He lives next door to me—
next to my mom! What if  they 
don’t arrest him, or what if  they 
do and then release him. He’ll 
hurt her, or my cats, he’ll kill 
them, I know it!” 
I knew I sounded 
paranoid. I knew I 
should have called 
the police the sec-
ond I walked out, 
but I was terrified. 
He lived too close 
and was capable 
of  too much. What if  he did go 
to jail for years? Was I okay with 
living in fear for the rest of  my life 
once he was released? I always 
questioned stories when women 

accused men of  things but didn’t 
report them. Not anymore. I un-
derstood completely. The Marine 
didn’t push me to call 911. How-
ever, he did ask for the Sailor’s 
full name and address. I couldn’t 
give it to him. I didn’t put it past 
the Marine to act on his fury, and 
I didn’t want him to do anything 
that would land him in jail. 

I couldn’t go home, at least 
not for more than a few hours at 
a time. For the next two weeks I 
slept at the Marine’s. He would 
lie on the floor next to the small 
bed I slept in and talk to me after 
he thought I was asleep. 
“You’ll always own a piece of  
my heart,” he would tell me. I 
fought the urge to smile and went 
on breathing with closed eyes. A 
week and a half  after the incident 
with the Sailor, the Marine and I 
started to build a relationship. My 
returned feelings for him were ob-
vious, and one night, I decided to 
sleep on the floor with him. My 
life until that moment was a disas-
ter. I was a high school dropout, 
a college dropout, a drug addict, 
and recently fired from my serv-
ing job. I had little to live for and 
frequently took unnecessary risks 
because, deep down, I don’t think 
I cared if  I lived or died. But af-
ter that moment—that night, 
everything changed. I got preg-
nant. My daughter saved my life 

and flipped 
it right-side-
up for good. 
Because of  
the wheels 
the Sailor set 
into motion, 
I can’t fully 
regret what 

happened to me in that apart-
ment. It is simply the horror that 
led me to happiness;
a necessary evil.
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Who kept watch here?

When the horn, brazen,

Broke the midnight air.

Signalling the coming of  

 a storm;

A sea of  bodies,

Boasting steel and mail

Broke like high tide on 

 sandstone walls.

Amidst arrow falls

And spear and calls

Of  fear and hate and anger.

Who kept watch here,

In the growing danger?

What prayers were said?

When leering dread; growing,

worked into the hearts and heads,

Of  young men,

Just before they lie dead.

With buzzards swarming 

 overhead,

Smelling flesh from bodies, bled.

That stained the turrets red.

And who mourned for them?

Whose praise was sung?

Whose spoils won,

Whose women raped as their 

 murdered young,

Spilt blood into the burning 

 sand and sun.

Till there was none.

Every enemy be hung,

By throat and innards run Into 

 the mouth of  one.

The unforgiving deserts tongue.

Scorching
Desert

Tongue
by Sean Henry
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Through 

the

Looking 

Glass

A glimpse into the spectacular work of photography students in 
Kathy Haddad’s Photo 7, 9 & 50 classes.

Top: Julia Youell Middle: Kaitlyn Holland Bottom: Valarie Avalos-Kiser
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Professor Kathy Haddad 
constantly pushes her 
students’ creativity with 
imaginative projects and 
her inspiringly entertain-
ing instructional videos.
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My perfect day of  leisure and work is to 
wake up in the world’s sexiest and most comfortable 
bed, fit for my beautiful, lady killer body. Then one 
of  my fine, curvaceous, and lovely CJ Ladies greets 
me seductively in sexy lingerie and says, “Good 
morning, baby,” gently caresses my body into a 
holding position then picks me up and give me a 
piggyback ride to my golden plated manual wheel-
chair with 24-karat diamond spinners.

Then she rolls me into my golden plated, Steam 
Punk-themed bathroom with a lion’s head mounted 
above the toilet. Three more lovely CJ Ladies get 
me situated for washing up for the day. Then the 
lovely CJ Ladies gently and gracefully dress me 
while I set up my day with Sammy, The World’s 
Best Metal Drummer. The Sexy and seductive CJ 
Ladies carry my golden-plated, 24-karat, dia-
mond-studded chair to my platinum and gold-
en-plated, 48-karat diamond- and emerald-studded 
power chair with glow-in-the-dark rims. 

Then, I meet up with Sammy and along with my 
Sexy CJ Lady Assistant we go to Dave and Busters, 
buy the whole place out, change the name to Sam-
my and CJ’s Game Palace and have the time of  our 
lives because we got it like that. 

Then, we go to Lucille’s in Victoria Gardens and 
buy everything off  the menu and go feed the home-
less, and then eat at Kubuki in Victoria Gardens 
and stuff  our faces because we got it like that. 

Then we both go home in our private rocket 
ships. My lovely and seductive CJ Ladies gracefully 
undress me into my pajamas; roll me into my gold-
en-plated Steam Punk-themed-bathroom to take my 
shower and wash up with my CJ Soap, CJ Loofah, 
and sexy CJ Lady. Then my sexy CJ Ladies dry me 
off, put on my new pajamas, pick me up and give 
me a piggyback ride to my comfortable and sexy 
king-sized bed, tucks me in while saying, “Good-
night baby,” and seductively kisses me on the lips 
and walks away in sexy lingerie. 

Then, I do it all over again.

PerfectDays
by C J Caldwell
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Love.
It dominates this special time of 
year.
Scientists claim love is a chemical 
reaction.  Philosophers may at-
tribute it to one’s soul finding its 
mate.  Historians  describe love 
through great stories of the past.  
The truth is no one seems to be 
able to agree and therefore,  love’s 
complexity remains a mystery.
Through several years of first-
hand research, this writer will at-
tempt to remove the veil and alert 
the reader to the true nature of 
love.
Falling in love is like getting food 
poisoning.
If one has been lucky enough to 
avoid this debilitating condition, 
congratulations.  However, this 
good health may only reflect a fear 
of trying new things or a reluc-
tance for stepping outside of the 
comfort zone.  Within this bland 
existence, one may live happily to 
old age, yet never really live.
But love is like food poisoning.  
Food poisoning may be contract-
ed in a variety of ways.  Going to 
a new restaurant, enjoying exotic 
cuisine, drinking the water in a 
foreign land or even consuming 

food in one’s own home can bring 
it on.  In the case where foul water 
is the cause of illness, the crisp, re-
freshing coolness and the promise 
of satisfaction forces one to tempt 
fate and take a drink.
The first date.  Love stories are 
all  food for the imagination.  The 
look, the smell, the taste excites 
the senses.
Hours after the repast, the person 
goes to bed, happy and fulfilled.  
Delicious memories of the delec-
table treats from the evening carry 
the innocent off to sleep.  Sudden-
ly awakened from this peaceful 
rest and stricken with anxiety,  the 
poor unfortunate sufferer has no 
clue what is happening as the infir-
mity takes hold.  The heart races, 
palms sweat, and low grumblings 
are heard from the gut.  Fear and 
confusion take hold as a mortal re-
alization sinks in.
Once a person feels the spark of 
love, there is no going back.  After 
meeting someone new,  the spir-
it is awakened from the sleep of 
monotonous day-to-day life.  The 
spark of love is lit. This is the point 
of no return.
The joyous experience, from earli-
er in the night, is violently thrown 
from the stomach in vile chunks 

of enchantments and spewed into 
the porcelain reservoir.  This out-
pouring is a confusion of feelings 
and emotions for the beloved.  Is 
this the right one?   The wrong 
one?
This first spell of vomiting offers 
temporary relief as it is flushed 
away and the person returns to the 
comforts of slumber.  Tricked into 
thinking this freak occurrence is 
over, one drifts off to sleep, only to 
find moments later, to be deceived.   
Pulled ungraciously from won-
drous revelries, the victim repeats 
the ritual of traveling from bed 
to toilet  throughout the darkest 
hours of the night.  Each time, re-
sistance becomes weaker and the 
illness gets stronger.  Love grows 
and the lover laughs and cries.
The night passes and the morning 
sun rises.  A new day.  Weary and 
defeated, one shakes off the events 
of the night and tries to move for-
ward.  But the person is forever 
changed.

LoveSICK
by Sara Goding

Love is like 
food poisoning.
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Smog fogs up the atmo-
sphere making vision 
blurred, faded. Noth-
ing is as it seems. The 

concrete becomes abstract. There 
is uncertainty behind the elusive 
thick layer of  smog. The smell it-
self  is intoxicating, killing me with 
each breath I take. The reek of  the 
smog irritates my delicate throat. 
The stench of  it makes my head-
ache feel like thousands of  screws 
are being nailed into my head and 
it makes my stomach twist in agony. 
The nitrogen dioxide in the smog is 
an air pollutant I breathe everyday 
in the Inland Empire, but the smog 
in Mexico is a bittersweet torture. 
However in Mexico the smog is 
inhalable, because it seems not to 
reach my nostrils, sinuses or make 
feel uncomfortable. No matter how 
much smog is there, I always want 
to stay. Like the smog that invades 

the fresh innocent air converting 
it into pollutant air, the cartels are 
the fog that creates the omniscient 
presence of  an all-knowing shadow. 

The Mexico I remember was 
welcoming a place where I would 
go to during my winter vacations 
throughout my school years. It was 
a place where I found sanctuary 
within family. It was a place where I 
felt happiest because no other place 
made me feel welcomed. 

There is always that big wel-
come sign in every town, but the 
one in Ciudad Hidalgo felt like it 
would give me a hug every time I 
went. It is the anticipation of  seeing 
my beloved family that makes me 
feel invincible like as if  one may not 
be able to reach me upon my fluffy 
clouds of  paradise. 

It’s weird how a place may 
change within a few years. I re-
member a completely different

Mexican
Memories

by Marina Duran-Patino

There is always that 
big welcome sign in 
every town, but the 
one in Ciudad Hidal-
go felt like it would 

give me a hug every 
time I went.
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the Carne Asada on the grill cara-
melizing the onion that is to be put 
on a taco. I can also taste the yum-
my sour tang of  the lemon on the 
finely chopped Carne Asada taco. 
The tacos at night were the great-
est. In this time no one was afraid 
to speak and go out into the omni-
scient dark world of  the night. 

In previous years my family and 
I would go on excursions to the lo-
cal hot springs or picnic around the 
lake areas. This was the best part 
about going to Mexico because it 
was about spending time with the 
family and having fun. As a little 
girl I did not like the smell of  the 
hot springs because they smelled 
like rotten eggs. My mom would try 
to explain to me that it was because 
the hot springs were enriched with 
minerals like sulfur, yet I loved how 
the warmth would make my mus-
cles relax as if  they were to melt 
into the hot pool of  water. The hot 
springs were filled with families; I 
remember the countless trucks that 
would park around the outskirts of  
the hot springs area.  My aunt Sara 
and mother would make tortas or 
take along sandwiches to quench 
our hunger after a swim in the hot 
springs. In the lake areas we would 
go with the whole family and make 
Carne Asada. 

It was a time when my grandfa-
ther was still alive. I remember he 
was light skinned with faded hazel 
eyes. One would always see him 
wearing a sombrero.  Back then it 
was all about going out with the 
family and getting to know each 
other or telling stories. 

 Currently there is a differ-
ent type of  peril than in the curves.  
It is more ominous and created by 
man, the danger of  being robbed 
or kidnapped or more sadistically, 
killed, tortured beyond reason and 
ripped apart limb from limb.  It is 
not the fear of  the curve I have now 
but the fear of  the narcoterrorism 

place than the one I went to. The 
state of  Michoacán, Mexico (the 
southwest region of  Mexico) is 
the place I would escape to during 
some winter va-
cations, ever since 
I was little girl. 
When Mexican 
President Fox was 
in office, terror was 
heard of, although 
it was not seen.  It 
is the place where I 
always felt much love and connec-
tion, because most of  my mother’s 
family is there, in Ciudad Hidalgo. 
It is an hour away from the airport 
in Morelia (the state capital) toward 
the eastern part of  Michoacán. An 
uncle or a cousin always picks us up 
from the airport or sometimes both. 
The journey to Ciudad Hidalgo is a 
treacherous one. 

During every visit, there is dan-
ger looming in the mountainous 
terrain that nature itself  creates 
whether in the morning or night 
fog: las curvas peligrosas (the dan-
gerous curves) going up a mountain 
in order to reach my mother’s birth 
town. Our night or morning arriv-
als always held the risk of  dying in 
the darkness of  the devious trees. As 
a little girl my palms would sweat 
and I would lean against my moth-
er for a hug because it was scary, 
looking down and seeing rusty old 
smashed up cars.  The danger of  
another car on the other side of  the 
two-lane road is imminent.  Mexi-
cans are crazy drivers who do not 
care much about safety. They pass 
cars even if  it’s a blind curve, as if  
they do not care about falling into 
the treacherous pit of  hell or send-
ing others to the angelic heavens of  
bliss. 

In my earlier memories of  the 
town, the people were like ants 
scrambling everywhere, working 
and getting things done during 
the day. El Centro, the center of  

town, is filled with people wander-
ing around el tianguis, the open air 
swapmeet buying their freshly thin-
ly sliced milanesa, farmer grown 

lettuce, tomato, on-
ion, and avocado, 
and fresh out of  
the oven moist and 
crisp bolios (torta 
bread). Nothing 
beats homegrown 
food for lunch and 
dinner that the peo-

ple buy daily. The number of  people 
who go to the tianguis is vast. Ev-
erything one needs to buy is there 
from the homemade mouthwater-
ing queso ice cream to the tantaliz-
ing chicken butchered on the spot. 
Sellers call out, reminding me of  
a jungle where there is an echoing 
of  voices, yelling out deals trying 
to get people to buy what they are 
selling.  People walk around, some-
times running into a family mem-
ber or a neighbor, passing around 
the latest gossip. There seems to be 
a familiarity between the people 
there, because everyone knows who 
is who. The people know where to 
buy the cheapest pirated movie like 
“Catching Fire” or know where to 
buy the only bread pudding made 
with delicious coconut flakes and 
smothered cream cheese. 

In the past Ciudad Hidalgo 
was a town full of  life in the night. 
There is a video of  me around the 
age of  five dancing in a sombrero 
in the night. In the video there are 
people all over the Centro, walk-
ing and conversing, enjoying one 
another’s company. At the age of  
10, I remember going to bonfires 
at night and staying up late with 
the friends I made in my Tia Sara’s 
neighborhood. The night was a 
time to enjoy life with friends and 
family. I also remember the late 
night outings to local restaurants to 
eat a late dinner. Nostalgia invades 
me. I can hear the sizzling juices of  

In the past Ciudad 
Hidalgo was a 
town full of life in 
the night.
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in Mexico, the cartels. Just like these 
curves, the cartel violence on citi-
zens has existed and was selective 
but it was something that did not 
affect everyone but now is random, 
there are no boundaries and it is 
seen in the eyes of  the people. The 
drug-war violence has been preva-
lent for the past eight years. From 
the start in 2006, cartel assassins 
have killed more than 400 people 
including civilians in Michoacán. 
They have become ruthless savag-
es. 

The life during the day did not 
seem to change. Crazy people driv-
ing recklessly, old beat up cars filled 
with dirt releasing smog into the air, 
except there are now soldiers. The 
soldiers are smaller than their guns 
riding on jeeps, keeping watch that 
things are in order. Men, some with 
faces covered, looking strong, but I 
know that within, they are scared 
of  an impending confrontation 
with cartels; each soldier’s weapon 
is too big for his body. The men 
are young, short, and dark. Mexi-
can soldiers are not representative 
of  the whole Mexican population, 
because most soldiers are of  indige-
nous, decent and come from impov-
erished backgrounds. I would think 
that the people who are supposed 
to protect us would be tall and fit, 
like the American military or po-
lice, but those guns make them look 
like little kids with toys.

Presently, food in the tianguis is 
fresh. Nothing is marked with an 
expiration date, except in the new 
big chain supermarkets in town, 
like la Bodega Aurrera and Sori-
ana which have only been there 
for a few years. In spite of  the very 
Americanized supermarkets that 
sell packaged meat with ice crys-
tals forming or lazy hamburger 
helper foods, people remain loyal 
to the tianguis. Even though the 
once friendly tianguis has become a 
place where lurking shadows spook 

 It is more 
ominous and 

created by man, 
the danger of 

being robbed or 
kidnapped or more 

sadistically, 
killed, tortured 
beyond reason 

and ripped apart 
limb from limb.

the innocent. People walk around 
with one eye in front of  them and 
one eye behind them. There is an 
unspoken rule among them. My 
Tia Sara told me when we were 
about to leave to go to the tianguis, 
“Marina no hables de nada, que-
date callada.”  My aunt was warn-
ing me not to talk about or make 
any references to organized crime. 
The unspoken rule is clear; one 
cannot speak in public about what 
is going on. The censorship on the 
streets extends to one’s home, be-
cause even the shadows know how 
many times one goes to the toilet, 
the walls have ears.  

The censorship in Michoacán 
has been pervasive for eight years, 
from the start of  the Calderon 
Presidency. One cannot write or 
say anything about the narcoterror-
ism. In 2008, during the celebra-
tion of  Mexican Independence, 
85 civilians were injured, because 
of  a bombing in Morelia. Along 
with decapitated bodies and other 
body parts, threatening notes were 
found: “See. Hear. Shut Up. If  you 
want to stay alive,” said one note.

I tried to do an over the phone 
interview with one of  my cousins 
to hear the story of  how the narco-
terrorists extorted money from him. 
My Tia Sara told me they couldn’t 
talk about that incident through 
the phone. Then, I asked if  he may 
do it through video chat, she said, 
“No, it’s not possible”. I tried one 
last time asking if  he could write 
me a letter about the incident. My 
other aunt Josefina who lives in Illi-
nois was visiting, so I thought may-
be she might bring me the letter. I 
thought it was a fool-proof  safe way 
to get the information I needed, but 
she told me, “That’s even worse.” 
I cannot believe that my family 
and the people all over Mexico are 
afraid to speak. It hit me in that 
moment in that single fragment of  
time, for the first time ever; people
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unlocked the door and hurriedly let 
us in My heartbeat accelerated to a 
frenzied thump, thump.  My mom 
and Luz Maria made me think that 
the people in the escalades would 
shoot at us with Ak-47’s.  Reports 

in Mexico say that 
about 90 percent 
of  weapons are 
imported from the 
United States. The 
cartels have the 
best weapons on 
the market from 
assault rifles to 
grenade propel-
lers. The US plays 

a part in the violence in Mexico, 
because they are the ones that do 
not implement restrictions on the 
90% 0f  weapons that kill innocent 
civilians or visiting travelers like my 
family and me.

Even the place I would stay with 
family changed. The wired gate 
anyone could see through became 
a white prison like gate no one 
can see through. The gate became 
higher and less welcoming as if  
my family is trying to keep things 
from reaching their house. The 
gate seems to keep me locked in. It 
does not want one to go out and see 
what is going on. It gives me a feel-
ing of  suffocation like a fish with-
out water; robbed of  diction and 
speech. The wired imaginary gate 
has become concrete.

My cousin Mateo has a small 
wood furnishing business. Cartels 
ask small businesses, wealthy home-
owners and local governments for 
money, even tortilla sellers. He was 
first asked to give money when car-
tel gangsters went to his work shed 
and demanded a cut. Mateo has a 
big family, a wife and four kids. His 
small business has barely started to 
grow and to expand to an indus-
trialized town called Queretaro. 
Mateo is only making enough for 
his family to survive. He does not 

have the finest clothes nor do his 
children, yet the savages ask him 
for money. 

The first time, the man who 
asked him for money was killed in 
a massacre in Mata De Pinos. Mata 
de Pinos is a small lake area, where 
I remember going for an excursion 
with family. It was a nice tranquil 
place to have picnics. It was a lo-
cal area where one could find trout. 
There is a little restaurant there 
where one can buy a deep fried 
trout newly caught out of  the lake. 
A public place where kids go to 
swim and have fun became a death 
grave for the Mexican military and 
narcoterrorists. The silent sway of  
the water is tainted with blood of  
criminals and un-salvaged cars. 
The cars were thrust into the wa-
ter because the soldiers wanted to 
make the narcoterrorists weaker. 
Endless bodies were found floating 
in the waters. There are no restric-
tions to how violent things may 
get. My cousin lasted a few good 
months without trouble; it was as if  
they had forgotten about him.

 However again he was asked to 
give money. They pay for the or-
ganized crime. This reminded me 
of  Lopez, a Mayor in the Micho-
acán state, because he was asked 
for a 10 percent cut of  his salary. 
Lopez vocalized his disapproval of  
being extorted for money. He saw 
it as turning into an accomplice to 
the crimes. Lopez’s body was later 
found dead. There were signs that 
he was tortured and ripped apart 
limb from limb. Lopez, the out-
spoken mayor, wanted to stand up 
against the narcoterrorists, but he 
died ruthlessly by savages who only 
care about money and drugs. This 
is what I have in mind when I crit-
icize others for not standing up to 
the cartels. Death may be avoided 
by giving up one’s soul to the devil, 
but it is not justified. The 35 may-
ors Calderon tried to imprison for 

that I love aren’t allowed to tell 
their stories or experiences. 

In contrast to people during the 
day, the people during the night 
for the most part disappear like the 
sunset disappears into the horizon. 
Once the sun goes 
down, it’s like one 
of  those cliché 
western scenes 
when the streets 
are cleared for the 
impending duel. 
My cousin Ma-
teo told us, “The 
streets are cleared 
at night because 
one never knows who may stop 
them. It is either a federal soldier 
thinking you’re a narcoterrorist or 
it’s a narcoterrorist wanting to ha-
rass or brutalize anyone”.

The once thriving streets filled 
with people having late night din-
ners or snacks are now empty 
streets without a single whisper. Just 
recently, I remember during winter 
break 2012, my cousin Luz Maria, 
my mom, sister, and I were invited 
to a play distant relatives were going 
to be doing a block away from my 
grandmother’s home near the Cen-
tro. On our way to their shed to see 
the play, one could see other people 
around walking all over the place, 
just like us. Once the play was over 
we left and on our way down the 
block to reach my grandmothers 
home, the street became no man’s 
land, deserted. The moment we 
reached my grandma’s home, cars 
started racing down the street in 
black escalades, roaring the engine 
like maniacs. 

Moreover, Luz Maria who 
knows how dangerous the streets 
are knocked on the door like her 
life depended on it. My mom was 
worried that the people in the cars 
would be narcoterrorists, so she 
was knocking on the door like crazy 
too. Luz Maria’s mother, my aunt 

The Mexican 
cartels should go 
to the endless 
fiery inferno 
of hell. 
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accepting bribes from cartels es-
caped the law, nevertheless they will 
not escape God’s judgment. No one 
releases his or her soul willingly.

Also, people in general are be-
ing harassed and robbed of  their 
belongings and freedom. I was told 
that an aunt of  mine was taken in 
a car and asked to hand over her 
jewelry. My aunt is 60 years old; the 
savages do not even value the be-
longings of  their elderly folks. My 
mother told me that when she went 
to Mexico five years ago, she saw a 
woman being robbed in broad day-
light. They were outside the bank 
and someone snatched her purse 
filled with money she had just with-
drawn from the bank. The crim-
inals have no sense of  morality or 
conscience. People should not be 
treated like they are tools to be used 
and manipulated.

Mexico for me is no different 
from any other place. It may have 
an escalating amount of  violence, 
but it is still a place where I can 
call home. The family that I love 
with all my heart is there, so I can-
not stop going.  Mexico has mem-
ories and cultural roots I may not 
find anywhere else. I love my dear 
Mexico more than anything in the 
world.  

   I expect to live in Micho-
acán for a year once I obtain my 
masters in Creative Writing. I want 
to come back with stories about 
what is going on or with profiles 
of  what other people have gone 
through. I want to show the cartels 
that they cannot silence me, for I 
am a free mind that wishes to speak 
without limitations. I have a crazy 
idea, if  everyone in Mexico stood 
up to the cartels like not paying for 
the ransom of  their dear loved one, 
Mexico would be different. I told 
my mom, “If  I am ever kidnapped, 
do not pay for the ransom, because 
I believe that if  one pays for the 
ransom then the cartel will do it 

again and again for the easy mon-
ey.” I went on to say, “I do not want 
to be part of  a cycle of  violence, if  
only everyone could see things my 
way.” My hope for México is for it 
to be able to speak without fear.

Smog is something that does 
not disappear. It stays forever, but 
it does clear up after a rainy day. 
What was unseen becomes seen. 
Nothing stays hidden forever. 
The clearing of  the fog makes the 
treacherous curves look less daunt-
ing, because it does not look like it is 
going to swallow one up. The curve 
is the symbol of  the struggling road 
Mexico has to travel to reach a des-
tination. However, no matter how 
dangerous, one must keep on going. 
Mexico is my second home. It is the 
place where I feel the most loved. 
Everything that is going on does 
not change my view of  Mexico. 
The Mexican cartels should go to 
the endless fiery inferno of  hell.  
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I debated whether or not to buy 
the small, fat, yellow and black 
plaid pig magnet, a souvenir for 
my fiancé, Nao.  I wasn’t sure if  I 
was buying it out of  habit because 
of  a sentimental attachment I had 
formed for pigs, or if  I actually 
wanted to buy Nao something so 
he would know that I was thinking 
of  him while I was traveling in 
Bangkok.

My  attraction to the farm ani-
mal derives from the evolution of  
the word “pig” in my two-year re-
lationship with Nao.  Compared to 
Japanese girls, I would eat so much 
food that Nao called me a pig.  I 
would make fun of  his round tum-
my and call it my makura (cushion) 
but I ended up calling him a pig 
too.  I would also tease him about 
his Japanese accent the few times 
he spoke in English with me...

Distanced Love
by Nancy Yeang

For more  art and literature, 
visit The Baseline Magazine online
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More award winning stories by 
Erendira Alvarez, 

Karina Colorado, Bailee Epperson 
and Ernest Washburn.

More Photography by students of 
Kathy Haddad.
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Previews
See more work by Chaffey students

during the student invitational show
at the Wignall through May 15 2014.




