Poetry • Photo • Prose

The Alcalá Review
University of San Diego

Volume 6. Issue 2

Six Poems
McKenna Christian

Cropper Winner

7

The Alcalá Review

Pucker

Cropper Winner

Just a coin,
just a coin.
He paces the tube
bound for King’s Cross St Pancras.
Pants:
a blend of black that stops
at his knobbed ankles.
Kiwis in my backpack’s middle pocket.
Six of them, in plastic wrap.
How do I ask:
do you want a pack of kiwis?
He trails past;
traces a zippered path
on the speckled vinyl flooring.
In place of socks
are calloused toes
cracked with dirt.
I do not ask
about the bitter brown fruit.
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Atonement

Cropper Winner

Sharp squeal
of kitten claws
that elicit a shiver and a shake—
dad calls it meat-hook.
Headless cut of cow
fastened to the ceiling
with a nickel clasp—
is it tender where the flesh gapes?
I thought meat-hook was
those shivers which trail
after red drips—
spinal cord hung on a metal clip.
Dad’s stained palms
from a leaden mallet.
Ashen pewter beats
beef with a mortal pulse—
can blows tenderize what is mute?
Dad named it meat-hook:
I am (the meat) pierced
by shudders (hook).
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Calling Her My Girlfriend
Cropper Winner

A fine spray from the sprinklers
loiters above the pavement
misting my heels.
The sidewalk is flushed
in a gasoline-yellow smolder
from large oval bulbs
nested in periodic street-lamps.
An iridescence glints:
A single June-bug
stuck in a sidewalk crack.
Dead or alive?
It is
September; I keep
walking.
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What’s Left to Set- Stews
Didn’t eat
to fit in
the choker-neck party dress
that cuts above mid-thigh.
Hungry to look pretty
a prettiness so gummy
it sticks to scabbed knees—
catches flies in boxed custard
left to set.
Behind I hear:
Damn G.,
nice piece of meat you brought.
Guttural laughs and back-slaps—
I stutter in heels and
stagger my words.
M. laughs. Says:
P. sent this to the group-chat
in reply to a photo of us:
Congrats on the sex
My teeth water
the tighter I clench my eyes.
R. flew out to visit me.
A day in, giggles and
shows me a text from his sister:
Did u get laid
I spurt a guffaw
from the soft red of my throat.
Gloria Steinem
all black turtleneck
holds the mic, leans in:
Depression is anger turned inward.
Left to set:
Can you turn outward that which originates
from what turns in?
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Am I Not Fido?
4.

Staring from the porcelain plate—
I am dressed in mushroom sauce
atop spinach.
Medium-rare—
separated with a tug
and a serrated metal blade.
The scrape leaks
a bit of blood
onto the greens.

3.

Shrink-wrapped,
barcode covered hip.
Stacked on
other’s frozen flesh,
absorbing the fluorescent light.
My casing deflects that shine
onto the face that
lifts me past the shucked meat
of what could be family.

2.

Yellow clip on cupped ear,
cow friends call me not—
0516.
This plastic earring
clinks with a metal rod
pressed to my warm forehead,
buzzed milk-chocolate-colored hair.

1.

Nostrils widen
at a single surge
of bleeding metal.
Bolt to brain.
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My Google Search Bar at 15
Pick:
Cream for stretch marks
Cheap teeth whitener
Pluck:
Best way to remove upper-lip hair
How to fix split ends
Go hide:
Pull:
Workouts to do while watching Netflix
What birth control won’t make you gain weight
Pinch:
Number of calories in an almond
How to get rid of lower belly fat
Go seek:

McKenna Christian is currently studying to complete their English major with an
emphasis in creative writing and minors in Psychology and Gender Studies. Their
poetry has been published in “The Oakland Arts Review,” performed with the Poetry
Society of New York, and workshopped at the 2018 Summer Literary Seminar in
Tbilisi, Georgia, a program that works with “Fence” magazine.
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Leather
Audrey Garrett
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On the cold wet tiles of the sink, I spit my last thought and turned
off the light. The hospital bed was warm and you kept the light on before
7 p.m. and the hall light on after nine. No one was in our room during
the 8 o’clock meal. I drenched my salad with Thousand Island dressing
and you lifted your back in pain as you put the tray down. We shared the
ketchup. You have worn that watch for seven years now and I can’t tell the
time anymore without looking outside in the morning after or before the
ceiling told me to stop staring. We climbed the stairs together to remind
my body that it didn’t always need lab tubes, and you have worn wrinkly
glue bottomed socks in solidarity for two hours today. I wish the doctors
put a clipboard at the end of my bed. Then I could feel checked off by the
doctors most days. Then they could leave a note to my parents to bring a
better sleeping bag next time, and for them to pick me up in the morning.
I slept with you last night and you left your car running the day we met
during rehearsal. It was a soggy day and I liked talking to the valet coat
lady who I now know is called a concierge. Please don’t leave me, not
until the morning. I waited for two days to not get worried. Also, the pink
of the nurse’s back and the blue of her padded socks have left me feeling
dry in the mouth. She wears her hair curled up so tight and I wonder why I
never watch Bugs Bunny at night but then I remember it’s because I watch
it every day, morning, and afternoon as she reaches across to my right arm
to flick the catheter that’s more hers than mine. Calm pink and harsh blue
and I take you. I take you away from me, away from the blood and the
spills and the nights I don’t want to look at the corner of my pillow anymore. Most nights I am scrunched feeling your weight and the way you
leave your leather brown pockets on the corner chair. I love that jacket,
you got it in Missoula. I have never been to Cabo and don’t see why I
won’t fly there soon. You bring me waves of hot chocolate but lately, I haven’t been sipping. Lately, I haven’t seen much of either of us and I miss
the way I used to stand so congratulatory to the nurses who got to see us.
“You will survive if he keeps lookin’ that fine,” they would say, cracking
up with laughter down the halls with their styrofoam coffee cups and hair
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pulled back, scrunching their knees as they walk because they laugh at
things they don’t understand. You are sick in love with me and I have eight
years to live, max. Which is actually a pretty good time grid for an undergrad and masters, and I’m getting mine in April—two years from now. I
will write to you again and write about you to the editor down the hall. He
has influenza and will die from it because his mom either loved him too
much or not at all. He is on his way to 60, with a birthday on November
8, and will die from the common cold. All the numbers have got to hurt,
maybe that’s why they call me so many times and I call you at 4:00, 5:00,
and 6:00 p.m., waiting for you to get off the 5 south so I can learn about
your morning as your Mazda sits in traffic. Is it still blue? I can’t tell from
my new window that doesn’t face the parking lot anymore. Pink lemonade
is hard to remember when your parents don’t make it for you anymore and
I want you to know I would make it for our kids as soon as they got home
from school and sat at the counter with math sheets they really should just
draw on. I love you and the way you crinkle your hair when you don’t
put gel in it and I think the day you met my illness you made a promise
to never mistake happiness for recovery. I’ll miss you for that and pray
you’ll never miss a day missing me. Enjoy the pink lemonade. Actually,
just come over right now. I know you have the mornings off and the Rose
Bowl is almost starting. The floor is very quiet and everyone is awake.
Please make your way through security softly and ring the doorbell twice.
I will miss playing make-believe deal or no deal with you. I hope, this
time, you land on the lottery without your luscious locks and laugh as you
go bald like Howie Mandel.

Audrey Garrett is a second-year English major minoring in Spanish and
Environmental Science. She is the cartoonist for The USD Vista and is from
Washington DC.
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A Poem
by Davontae Reed
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Mispelld
My name: they know differently than I.
Pottery: clay ceramics forged in fire
sculpted by hands other than mine.
Chiseled, engraved on the side
Davantae or DeVonte. Never Davontae.

Never my novella.
Their outline I foresee—
wallet without I.D,
walking mystery,
silhouettes accompany motifs
of a pleading identity—
internally, flayed bark off a tree,
yet, on the outside?
I smile,
There’s actually an “a” before the “e.”

I feel fictional.
Characterized by
high-handed coauthors—
yet, they never proofread.

Davontae Reed is an English Major with an emphasis in creative writing and a 2020 scholarship
winner of the annual New York State Summer Writers Institute. He has hopes of attending film
school post-graduation. Through cinema, he aims to take world-building to new heights and
spread his “Fictioneerian” philosophies.
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Look On My Work
Thomas Dolan

Cropper Contest Runner Up

SO at 9:27 a.m. on October 21 Student Assistant John walks into
the Registrar’s Office, says hello to Darlene at the front desk, to Dr. O in
his cubicle, to Zipporah in the corner, and to Worst of All Linda looking
a little disheveled behind her standing desk––the whole daily gauntlet of
greetings that lie down the long hallway to the coffee machine. It’s almost not worth it. And turns out this morning no one’s even made coffee
yet––still on their commute thermoses––which is just further evidence for
a hopeless universe. Student Assistant John exhales, opens the lid, and fits
a filter to the basket’s ridges. He scoops ten spoonfuls of grounds, fills the
carafe up to the ten cup line with water, and presses start. The Mr. Coffee machine shudders to life. It wheezes, hacks, percolates, and lets out a
steady stream of blood into the pot.
“Huh,” says John.
He doesn’t go warm up his computer like he usually does. Instead
he stays to watch the carafe fill––what are the odds this will happen again?
Between the eight- and nine-cup marks the Mr. Coffee stops, evidently
exhausted.
“Huh,” he says again.
He pours himself a mug and then, since she expects it, pours another for Worst of All Linda. The blood quickly drowns the “Thank God It’s
Friday” written on the bottom.
“Coffee?” He offers her the cup.
“Sure,” she says, and then looks down at the blood. “You forgot
the cream again.”
THE Registrar’s been at lunch now for as long as anyone can remember.
There are competing opinions on when he left, exactly, but most agree
with Darlene, who at just shy of 90 has been here longer than anybody else
combined. She reasons he/she/it (she can’t quite remember) must’ve left
sometime between 9/11 and the 2016 Christmas Party. If you’d’ve been
there, you’d agree that no respectable Registrar could’ve watched while
that happened. The pictures Worst of All Linda took at that party, some
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say, are the only reason she hasn’t been fired.
Sure the darkness at the end of the hall under the locked door of
the Registrar’s former office is a little spooky, and a little lonely maybe, but his/her/its departure wasn’t all bad. Or it certainly wasn’t worse.
Casual Friday was reinstated, for example. But when everyone realized
that there was no one to approve the Transfer Equivalency Credit forms, or
Pass/Fail petitions, or anything else, there just didn’t seem to be as much
point in filing them.
Or maybe that’s the other way around. The point is it’s different,
not better or worse. When the Registrar was here, the anxiety was constant, near total; now, it’s just like sleeping on your neck weird. You only
notice when you turn your head.
FROM a functional perspective, blood is not too different from coffee.
If it’s the caffeine in coffee that awakens its bleary-eyed consumer, then
it’s the moral shock that does so in blood. Just try and fall asleep with the
religious/socio-economic/scientific questions of drinking blood bouncing around your head: Why does the Mr. Coffee machine turn coffee into
blood now? Is this a political stunt, signifying the brutal, equatorial slave
labor required to make the average morning pick-me-up? Should the office
start buying Fair Trade? Will this replace a daily iron supplement? Is the
blood human?
Student Assistant John thinks he might actually prefer it to the
office’s usual ValueCorner Breakfast Blend. He takes another cautious sip
as he sits at his computer. With hazelnut CoffeeMate, not bad.
AT 9:31 a.m., Lexi-With-Two-Is comes in, sucking a Starbucks caramel
macchiato up a straw with industrial competence.
“Hey!” she says. “You’re not usually here now.”
“Yes,” says John, looking up from his computer. “I had an experience. I think I’ve become an atheist.”
She waits. “Well?”
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“You want to hear about it?”
“No––didn’t you hear about Demi Mawby?”
“No.”
“Are you serious?”
He was.
“Do you even know who Demi Mawby is?”
He didn’t.
“Where do I even begin…” She takes a fortifying sip from her
drink, then screams. “Is this fucking blood?”
“Huh,” says John. “It’s not just the machine then.”
“Blood? Are you kidding me?”
John was not kidding her. It really was blood. Human, too.
AT 10:33 a.m. Mike Ramsey throws open the office doors, still shouting
the end of a phone call. It’s his habit to arrive late, with some fabricated
libertine anecdote at the ready to explain it.
He adopts a wide stance next to the lobby’s plastic palm to finish
up the call. Darlene goes to get him a cup of coffee. Worst of All Linda
looks at him with a mix of disgust and something else.
“I know, dude, I know. Well that chick from last night––no, not
her, the other one––hell yeah I went home with her. I’m like an hour late
for work right now because I couldn’t get her out of my apartment. Breakfast and all that. Eggs. I don’t know, over-easy? Yeah, I’m at the office
now. I don’t care what anybody says: Tuesday nights are the best nights
to score. Alright dude. Yeah. Uh-huh. Well I should probably get off now.
Yeah, yeah, your mom did too. Alright. Okay. Later.”
Darlene walks up the hallway towards him, mug in hand. Mike
Ramsey hadn’t heard her yelp. “Hey, guess what I did last night,” he says.
“Good morning, Mr. Ramsey,” Darlene says. “Coffee?”
Mike Ramsey takes a sip. He doesn’t seem to notice anything.
AT 9:12 a.m. that morning, looking in her bathroom mirror one last time
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before leaving for work, Lexi-With-Two-Is frowned at the too short bangs
she’d messed up trimming, and realized she was ready to be radicalized.
She’d always been pretty skeptical before––she’s an Aries, after all––but
maybe it was something about the extra eighth of an inch of exposure on
her forehead that conveyed fanaticism. She didn’t know. Either way, she
was ready to surrender herself unto the next cultish thing that came along.
She only hoped it wasn’t a terrorist organization.
“Unless it’s a cool one,” she thought.
That was Michael A. Ramsey (ΠΚΦ, ’99) earlier, but you can call him
Mike, or Mikey, or Ram, or the Ram, or Lord of Punt and Nubia, or the
Optimizer. The closest hint to his actual job he’ll allow in polite conversation is the nickname “the Optimizer,” which, despite being the username
for all his social media profiles, has yet to catch on.
Anyway, Mike Ramsey’s kind of been in charge since that Christmas Party of ’16, when it became pretty clear to everyone that the Registrar wasn’t coming back. His whole thing is the digitization of all the
university’s academic transcripts, which are stored in a labyrinth of filing
cabinets in a vault with the square footage of a small town library. There
are thousands and thousands of transcripts, an unbroken record which extends back to the first matriculated student, Amos Adler, class of 1888. He
got a C in Latin.
The plan was to scan, index, then shred these files: the Digital
Optimization Initiative. Mike claimed that he had an email from the
Registrar assigning this project and appointing him its lead, but no one
really believed that. His power––and compliance with this project––had
something to do with Worst of All Linda and the contents of Worst of All
Linda’s memory card from the digital camera she had at the 2016 Christmas Party and maybe even had something to do with what Zipporah still
swears was the back of a head that looked totally like Linda’s getting out
of Mike Ramsey’s Trans-Am a block away from campus one a.m. a few
years ago. No one in the office believes that, of course––I mean, come on,
52

Volume 5. Issue 2

Linda?––but they do know that if you have something on Linda, you have
something on everyone.
THE first email from the Registrar came at 10:49am to every computer
and phone in the office. It read:
Cease and desist the digitization and destruction
of all transcripts or risk my rath. [sic]
see attached for new policy on Pass/Fail credits
“That’s a little much, don’t you think?” says John. The employees
are all clustered around his computer, looking at the email.
“Well I think it’s about time someone held you people accountable,” says Linda.
“Can you make it any bigger?” asks Darlene.
Dr. O and Zipporah are trying to estimate how many transcripts
they’ve already digitized and destroyed. They just finished the last of the
Gs yesterday.
“Maybe it’s a prank?” Mike Ramsey says, sweating.
“But what’s the joke?”
Then the lights go out.
“Oh man,” says Lexi-With-Two-Is. “I think this might be it.”
SO in the months after the Registrar had left for lunch and the Casual
Fridays stopped and the office settled into its dull anxiety, the only thing
to do was work. Students kept adding and dropping classes, petitioning
to graduate, requesting leaves of absence, forwarding transcripts, etc, etc.
And the paychecks kept coming and it was something to do. That’s why
everyone went along with Mike Ramsey––because of Linda, sure, but also
because the DOI was the kind of project whose end was as comfortingly
concrete as it was comfortingly distant. It was an answer to the question,
“What now?” or maybe an abdication from it. There was always another
transcript to scan, always time to kill by adjusting the scanner’s brightness
and contrast and toggling between its 256-level gray, bitonal, or 24-bit col53
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or scanning modes to see which combination produced the most realistic
facsimile. Sometimes it was dull, and sometimes it wasn’t, but everyone
agreed it was better than looking for another job. It was fine if you didn’t
think about it too much. But if you did, the stakes were somehow both
unbearably low and maddeningly high.
BY 11:12 a.m. it’s pretty clear that either the Registrar or God now occupies the office at the end of the hall.
BY 1:14 p.m. things have gotten out of hand. The office is cast in the
artificial twilight of the emergency generator and everyone’s drunk about
three quarts of blood. Lexi-With-Two-Is went out during her lunch break
and came back with robes and a cryptic series of face tattoos. Mike Ramsey––who was raised a little more religiously than he’d admit––has retreated into his office and started stringing mosquito nets around the windows. Dr. O just got off the phone with his parents to see whether or not
they’d put a secret older brother of his up for adoption. Zipporah is trying
to staple her half-eaten gyro above the door. For his part, however, Student
Assistant John can’t seem to care about any of it. As best he can figure, the
primary ideological conflict among the employees seems to be denotational more than anything else.
“Yes, coffee may be turning to blood,” Worst of All Linda is saying
to the staff, “but aren’t the Add/Drop forms finally being processed? Can’t
we get transfer credits approved again? Why should we stop the DOI because of some hacked email?”
Zipporah lets the gyro fall and turns to Linda. “Because who
knows what weird shit will happen next! I want to do whatever will bring
things back to normal,” she says. “I want the lights back on. I want the
old brand of coffee back. If an email says stop it or risk my wrath I’ll give
stopping it a try. I mean––Darlene, John, Dr O, do any of you even care
if we stop the DOI? It was all Mike’s idea anyway and he’s hiding in his
office. What if we handed him over and just said, ‘Sorry––Mike and Linda
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made us?’”
“And just what is ‘Mike and Linda’ supposed to mean?” says Linda.
“Shouldn’t we at least find out who’s in the office before we do
anything?” asks John. “Or if there’s anyone in there at all?”
“You hear the same noises we do,” answers Linda. “Sounds like
someone’s in there.”
“It kind of sounds like animals giving birth,” says John.
“I don’t feel so good,” says Dr O.
“That’s what paperwork sounds like. Besides, there’s a light on––
that’s good enough for me, and I doubt you’d be able to find out more than
that anyway; nor, I might add, does it particularly matter to your job who’s
in there. What would be the difference whether it’s the Registrar or if it’s
God?”
“At least God couldn’t fire us,” says John.
“What if we emailed him?” asks Zipporah.
“The Registrar’s bad with email.”
“We could knock.”
“If you touch his door I will bite your eyeballs out,” Lexi-WithTwo-Is says.
“Guys, I really don’t feel good.”
“Zipporah’s got a point. Why don’t we just knock? What’s the big
deal?”
Linda doesn’t realize it, but she literally tut-tuts before speaking.
“‘Knock knock, Yahweh? I had a question about this waiver of residency.’
Zipporah hasn’t suggested anything so foolish since that Christmas Party
a few years ago––of which suggestion’s consequences I might even have
some pho––”
“Oh guess what everybody!” says John. “Linda’s got a photograph.
Linda is blackmailing us. What a novel concept! You would’ve sworn we
killed someone that Christmas. You know what we all call you, Linda? We
call you Worst of All Linda behind your back. Why can’t you just leave us
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“Don’t tell me you’re scared of this weirdo. You’re gonna let them
waltz into an empty office, set up shop, and start making demands? Grow
a pair! Who cares if he’s God? The coffee he made tastes like shit!”
“Whether it’s god or God or just the plain old Registrar in there,
I don’t know that I’d care. It’s strange. You’d think it’d matter, but it
doesn’t. No more than usual. I think you’d understand if you’d let me tell
you about my experience this morning.”
“You’re really busting my balls here, kiddo. I don’t give a damn
about your experience. I didn’t wanna have to do this. It really, truly, pains
me to do this. But you know I ran into Linda last night––it’s not important
where––and was reminded that she’s quite the photographer. She’s got a
hell of an eye.”
John sighs. “Fine. But I won’t do anything involving chariots.”
AT 2:43 p.m. Student Assistant John’s standing by the front desk with an
empty box. “Mike wants me to come around and collect any gold you
have,” he says to Darlene. “We’re making an idol.”
Darlene sighs and hands her jewelry over. She always picks the
wrong day to wear her nice earrings.
John continues from person to person. He takes three bangles from
a hissing Lexi-With-Two-Is. He takes the wedding ring off Dr O’s corpse.
He even––reluctantly––collects Zipporah’s several toe rings.
“Do you know how to smelt?” Mike Ramsey asks John.
“No.”
“Does the college have a free smelting center?”
“We don’t even have free printing.”
“This university is the least optimized I’ve ever seen.”
“We could try the coffeemaker.”
So they put the jewelry into the carafe and the carafe on the burner and turn on the machine. It groans again. Steam escapes the edges of
the plastic. And it really shouldn’t, but the jewelry starts to melt. Mike
Ramsey swirls it around the carafe, covering the glass with a thin layer of
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melted gold. It’s almost beautiful.
Then he starts yelling for a meeting. The two of them––Mike Ramsey and Student Assistant John––come down the hallway, Mike bearing
the carafe. The office has gathered out by the front desk, tense, silent.
Lexi-With-Two-Is’ mouth is as frothy as a latte. Darlene is looking the
wrong way.
“Behold,” Mike says, “the golden carafe! Kneel or you’re fired.”
They kneel.
“I am taking over the DOI,” John announces on cue. “Anyone
who knows me knows I have a passion for digital facsimiles. When I was
three, I asked for a scanner for Christmas. I started a Scan & Index club
in middle school. I took a Canon DocuCapture-C031b to my junior prom.
I insisted Mike Ramsey begin this project, and now I gladly take it over.
That the Office of the Registrar has given me the opportunity to see my
dreams realized fills me with gratitude and excitement. Thank you.”
“Now kiss it,” Mike Ramsey says.
It’s all the same to John. Which maybe means he shouldn’t do
anything. Which maybe means he shouldn’t act at all but go home and
swear fealty to inertia. But he doesn’t. Maybe––even though all he did was
make the coffee––part of him feels responsible. It was quite a coincidence,
you’d have to admit. So he kisses the golden carafe.
Zipporah gasps. Lexi-With-Two-Is drops her phone in shock, shattering it. Darlene shouts “Happy Birthday!” Then the email comes:

stone Student ASsistant
JOhn.
The employees don’t think about it as long as you’d think. It’s certainly more exciting than kneeling. They tie John to the plastic palm in the
lobby, and Lexi-With-Two-Is leads the charge to the geology department.
STUDENT Assistant John knew it was exactly 9:17 a.m. in the morning
on October 21 when he stopped outside Goshen Hall on the way to his first
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class and realized he’d been fundamentally mistaken about the moral order
of the universe. He knew it was exactly 9:17am because the recorded bells
from the generically Protestant-looking chapel on campus––“A great place
for your organization’s candlelight vigil!”––had just chimed, and for a
while now they’d been 17 minutes out of sync with the hour. He doesn’t
know exactly what caused him to stop. Maybe it had something to do with
how the bells still rang even though it was well into the 2000s, or how no
one seemed to care that they were 17 minutes behind, or how the college
hadn’t just torn down the chapel when they kicked out the Methodists in
1937. Or maybe it was how all of that and everything else just happened to
harmonize with those nine tinny strokes and amplified a hypocrisy that’d
been ringing in the ears all his adolescent life. So he stopped. And when he
did, it felt as if he’d just put something heavy down that he’d been carrying so long that even still his muscles strained upwards against the phantom weight. He had to stop. He could do no other. He certainly couldn’t go
into Ethics of Accounting––so he went to work instead. Call it a crisis of
faith.
THE problem is that by the time they found enough rocks it was 4:57 p.m.
No one wanted to stay late, and they suspected there might be some cleanup involved. So one by one the employees grab their coats, step gingerly
over Dr. O, and file out past Student Assistant John, still tied to the plant.
“Goodnight, John,” they say, one by one. Mike Ramsey winks.
“Goodnight,” says John, only once, and then they’re gone.
He turns his head to the half inch of light beneath the door at
the end of the hall. The office isn’t lonely once the employees have left.
There’s still John and God and the Registrar. Or whoever.

Thomas Dolan is a third year English major.
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The Alcalá Review is an undergraduate literary journal based out of the University of San
Diego. We accept submissions in fiction, creative nonfiction, poetry, visual arts and photography from all current USD undergraduate and graduate students. Conceived as equal parts
platform and workshop, The Alcalá Review is staffed entirely by students. While the artistic
vision of each editorial board may differ, we are always committed to the personal growth
of our readers and contributors, as well as to the publication of original perspectives from a
multiplicity of voices.
We accept submissions on a rolling basis. Please note, however, that for consideration in
our Fall issue all submissions must be sent by September 30th, and by February 28th for the
Spring.

Contact us by mail at:
The Alcalá Review
5998 Alcala Park
Founders Hall #174
San Diego, CA 92110
Or by email at:
alcalareview@gmail.com
For more information, visit our website at:
alcalareview.org
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