
“Guardians of Angkor Wat” 
 by Niya Daye 
 
We are the trees. 
Yes, that’s right. We are the trees. 
The ones who live and the ones who die. 
I am the soul that is entangled in the branches and moss. 
Even in death, we are ever present. 
Now guardians ourselves to the world we once cherished. 
Holding together the pieces of who we are and trying not to forget. 
The people we were are the people you will see now and forevermore. 
 

  
We are the trees. 
Our roots have sunken into the stoned floor, 
Breaking the barrier of nature and man. 
We are the trees. 
They have said we are no longer and our home is in ruins 
Yet, this isn’t because of abandonment. 
Merely, this is from our praise to our gods, 
The worship in the spiritual realm 
This world could not possibly contain. 
The ground breaks, the roof caves and stones wear down. 
Our praise is everlasting. 
  

 
We are the trees. 
Our empire has only been reborn. 
Its falling was our true beginning. 
What truly had been lost was the unity of man and nature. 
Tearing free from our mortal coils 
We have now gotten an understanding as if we had been given something. 
That bond which had been taken from us for a long time. 
We are the trees. 
The comforting embrace of man and nature. 
Yes, we are the trees. 

 

 

 

 

 



“I Am the Moai” 

by Robin Flores 
  
I can see the ocean 
From a bird’s eye view. 
The waves are calm, 
The sand is soft, 
The land is safe. 
It’s hard to turn or move 
And you may think 
I am the Useless, 
I am the Dull, 
I am the Nothing. 
But, I am not. 
  
I honor the ancestors 
Of the Rapa Nui. 
I feel 
What my ancestors have felt. 
I am the Strong. 
I am the Brave. 
I am the Moai. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



“Nebuchadnezzar’s Gift” 

by Jasmine Vital 
  
Nervous I stood hand in hand with Amytis on the wooden ship I had built. The broad blue expanse of 
sea was calm as we sailed to Babylon – our new home. The sun shone high in the sky as if smiling 
down at the two of us. The terrain and the gardens I built were not much in my mind, but only a 
simple act of love from my heart to hers in our matrimony. 

I hoped that my gift would be enough for Amytis to not be homesick. “Amytis,” I said, “I want you to 
know that I love you and I will cherish you forever. What you will see is not to bribe you to stay, but 
to show you that I love you.” She silently nodded as she gazed into my eyes, then she turned and 
stared at the ocean beneath the ship. 

It was only a matter of time that we both saw a speck of land in sight. This was it; the moment was 
finally here for my lovely Amytis to see our new home. “We are near Amytis,” I uttered. The gardens 
were stretching into sight more and more as every second ticked by. At last, we came in contact with 
the white sand of the gloomy shore and there it was. I stole a small glance at Amytis expression and 
found her with her mouth gaped slightly open as she stared blankly at what stood in front of us. 

Almost abruptly, Amytis turned and exited the ship. I waited a few minutes for Amytis to explore the 
gardens for herself, then I made my way to her and found her kneeling while gently cradling a small, 
round, purple fig that had fell from a ficus tree. Her expression was blank but firm as she stared at 
the pint-sized fruit in her hands, then her eyes scanned the gardens and the other various fruits 
within them. Finally, her soft eyes met mine as she asked softly,” You built all of this?” Her face was 
still expressionless, even as she spoke to me. “Yes,” I replied politely,” I call it the Hanging Gardens 
of Babylon.” 

“And you did all of this,” she gestured at the gardens, “for me?” 

“Yes, Amytis. I want you to be blissful and cherish the gardens even though the land beyond here is 
arid and dry. I know this is not a replica of your mountainous and verdant home in Media, but I 
certainly do not want you to be glum while we are living here.” 

I nervously awaited her response, as I did not yet know what she thought of my gardens. I watched 
her face as she analyzed the gardens once more, then she turned back at me with a grin plastered 
on her face and exclaimed, “I love it!" 


