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WHO ARE WE

FEATURED THIS ISSUE

Camden Benesh is a creative from
Scottsdale Arizona. He is pursuing creative
writing at Portland State University. When
he’s not in school, he’s thinking of new
places to travel to and biking around town.

Dan Chilton was born and raised in
Portland, Oregon where he now studies
English and Creative Writing at Portland
State University. He’s a poet, essayist, and
fiction writer.

Jeremiah Hayden is an activist-writer
and drummer living in Portland, Oregon.
He typically writes about art, politics, social
justice and climate change.

Matthew Hull grew up in the
Chesapeake Bay area where he joined the
U.S. Coast guard as an aviation mechanic.
He received a BBA from Northern Arizona
University and is currently working on

a MS in Finance. He has a passion for
reading, watching movies, and all things
finance.

Astrid Luong is currently a junior majoring
in Graphic Design. Fun fact: She can speak
three languages.

Dylan O'Harra is a writer, musician and
actor originally from Anchorage, Alaska. He
is pursuing Creative Writing and Classic
Studies at Portland State University.

After many years of traveling, playing music,
and hiking mountains all over the world—
Sarah Samms, our Arts & Culture
Editor, has returned to school in pursuit of
proliferating her creative writing career. When
Sarah's not writing or at school, she's foraging
medicinal herbs, painting, playing music, or
hanging out with her pet kids. Check out her
other works at www.sarahsamms.com and her
online magazine, www.fravelinwithbones.com

The Pacific Sentinel is a student-run magazine that seeks to uplift the diverse cast of voices here
at Portland State. We offer a space for writers and artists of all skill levels to hone their craft,
gain professional experience, and express themselves. We are inspired by publications such as
The New Yorker and 'The Atlantic. We advocate for the underrepresented and the marginalized.

We are always looking for new students to join our contributor team as we can't do it without
your help. If you're interested in working with us, visit our website at pacsentinel.com or contact

our Executive Editor at editor@pacsentinel.com.












HELP FINDS TIME TO
BREATHE THROUGH
THE CHAOS

Youd be forgiven if you heard the latest record
from Portland band Help and assumed it was
inspired by a riot. The nervous breakdown of
society has needed a soundtrack, particularly ina
city like ours where, if you watched the news you'd
be convinced that people drink their morning
coffee with a side of Molotov Cocktail. But “2053”,
the full length follow up to their 2019 eponymous
EP is much more than that.

“The frustration of growing up religious and
being fed a bunch of bullshit down your throat
is a big source of my frustration; the guilt I felt
growing up, for doing things that for everyone
else seemed like it was okay and normal to do,”
Ryan Neighbors says. Neighbors is the three piece
band’s sole guitarist and lead vocalist—a ranty,
cathartic staccato that calls up the influence from
his formative years listening to mewithoutYou, but
is more aptly described as tapped into the vital
chaos found in Mike Muir’s tirades on Suicidal
Tendencies records. Those personal themes of
religion and control are where the lyrical content
begins for Help songs, then drummer collaborator
Bim Ditson connects them to challenge wider
systems of control.

“One node is the old world type of shame as a
tool of control, and centralization of the church,”
Ditson says. “The other node is want and desire as
a tool of control and consolidation— you know,
capitalism. Ryan is coming from his background,
and processing it directly and saying, ‘here's how
it feels to be me’ and being vulnerable, and then
I'm coming at it and going, ‘me too, just for these
totally different reasons.”

One does not need to look far to find signs
of an impending apocalypse in any part of the
globalized world—rising rents, labor strikes,
houselessness, mental unhealth, and crumbling
infrastructure are in the news daily; and leaders
worldwide have abandoned everyone who isn't an
LLC to follow the gleam of war. “2053”imagines
a not-too-distant future where civilization has

declined into chaos. The opening track, “Ultra-
Violent Ones” nods to the 1962 Anthony Burgess
novel and Stanley Kubrick film “A Clockwork
Orange,” in which the wealthy elite enjoy safe
distance from those stuck in the day to day
violence of the collapsed remnants of society.
Neighbors rants in the second verse:

Otay okay,

If you really think you deserve to hoard all of the
beautiful gifts of the universe I just gotta ask you
one question

Its all ME ME ME WANT WANT WANT
ME ME ME WANT WANT WANT Well go abead
and take it

Take my money, take my dignity

Just come back around one more time and put my
outta my god damn misery

“2053”1s a heavy record, but moments of beauty
found their way onto the recording as well. The
luxury of time gave this batch of songs the chance
to mature before being recorded live at the Map
Room Studio, with former bassist Boone Howard
and producer Sonny DiPerri. “That album took
absolutely three people to write—four with
Sonny,” Neighbors says. “It took fighting, and
pushing, and arguing.” There is something to be
said for putting in the work and time required
to create something new and inspired. The first
EP—also recorded at Map Room—was written
and recorded quickly. Studio time was booked
before the songs were even finished, and some
lyrics were wrapped up while in the studio. This
time around, however, the three members could
pass around demos and throw out songs that
didn’t work well.

“I'm way more proud of the songs on the
record that have grown on me than the ones
that L initially liked,” Ditson adds.

'The extra time to create depth and purpose pays
off on tracks like “Fire and Ashes and Shit,”a

JEREMIAH HAYDEN

track with a chord progression befitting Neighbors’
electronic project Hustle and Drone—a new
angle for the guitar and feedback heavy direction
typical of Help. That track is dark; personifying
wisdom as knocked out and death as a subject
caught gazing into the mirror to watch itself burn
and melt. There is something beautiful found in
the why—“so he can see himself breathe and
see you breathe,” tags the verse. There is catharsis
and truth in finding connection in the midst of
chaos, metaphorically and physically. Asked what
gives him hope, Neighbors responds: “playing
shows again, and coming together with people
that I have missed seeing and really care about,
has done a lot.”

Bim adds that “the whole thing is rooted
in real space and real talk— the live thing is
what it's all about, and the rest of it comes out
of that.”

Over the weeks and months since March 15,
when 2053 released on Nadine Records, the
band has had plenty of opportunities to build
connections through music. Help celebrated the
record’s release in Portland at Bunk Bar on March
18, and played a string of dates along the West
Coast in March before heading to Treefort Festival
in Boise at the end of the month.












Hurray for the Riff Raff has evolved greatly
over the years seamlessly without many growing
pains to be told. The first time I saw Alynda
Segarra on stage with the stage handle Hurray
for the Riff Raff, it was a decade ago in the
McMenamins basement venue Al's Den in front
of maybe 20 people or so. Segarra sat in a chair,
dressed in a dress that’s design was inspired by
the 1920% era and sang into the microphone
as if her heart could leap out of her chest right
there and make us all cry at the sight. That night
Segarra appeared somber and apprehensive to
be on stage. Singing lyrics off her album Look
Out Mama: Tm a heavy headed gal. Full of
sorrow, don'’t ask me how- 1 got this way. Cause it’s
been too long, to tell. But I'm getting tired, going
down this road, all by myself.” A song reflected in
her backstory that’s rooted in train hopping and
traveling.

Alynda Segarra is of Puerto Rican descent
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who grew up in the Bronx of New York. Alynda
landed in New Orleans in 2007, a place where
many train hoppers and travelers go to retire or

rest their heads for long periods of time. The
first Hurray for the Riff Raff album was titled Iz

Don’t Mean I Don’t Love You and was dedicated
to the doctor who performed Alynda’s abortion
at the age of 19. Some would say, their music
was birthed from sadness. The following album
Young Blood Blues was released in 2010. The

SARAH SAMMS
ILLusTRATIONS BY CAMDEN BENESH

album's title song is composed of therapeutic
melodies that resonate with the internal sadness
that rests deep in all of our souls, singing lyrics
like: “Mpy best friend in this whole world, is a man
who is dead and gone. Now I'mbound to wonder,
with nothing but his song. And he walked out of this
world, as lonely as he came. You can vest assure you
won't see my man again. I've got the young blood
blues.” Hurray for the Riff Raff wasn't signed
on to a major label until the release of Small
Town Heroes signed to ATO records in 2014.
This album integrated old-western tones into
her blues and folk traditional spirit of music and
illumninated any room it played in. Nevertheless,
the lyrics of this album are still wistful. The
title song beholding lyrics that say: “She was the
queen. She got all her drugs for free. She walked
up to her daddy’s door. He said, you don’t live here
anymore. She wanted love, she wanted love. Ob,
but she just couldn’t get enough. . . Now what’s the



point in a wedding ring? ‘Cause we might not be
here when next year comes. Well, I guess you gotta
watch your back and carry a gun.” When sung to
your ears in person, these lyrics have a profound
effect on your psyche, bringing tears to your
eyes and a lump to your throat. For those who
have lived on the dark side of reality, Hurray
for the Riff Raff’s music was your go-to when
life was tenebrous and you needed someone to
relate to. Someone to sing to you the feelings
you couldn’t quite articulate as dim as they truly
were. Segarra changed things up a bit in the
2017 album release The Navigator. This album
has a few songs that are a break away from the
tenebrous tones, where they integrate some
of Segarra’s Puerto Rican roots with shakers,
Bomba bass lines and vernacular lyrics. Who
knew that this would be a stepping stone to an
entirely new sound and Riff Raff experience?

Hurray for the Riff Raff stepped on the
Wonder Ballroom stage in Portland on 3.31.22.
The stage was embellished with flowers that
lined the mic stand, the drum set, the debuted
synthesizer and other musical equipment. Just
below Segarra’s table that held the lyric book
was a Himilayan salt candle; an amiable touch.
When Segarra came on stage, they resonated
a fresh yet familiar persona and certainly was
not wearing a dress design that belonged in the
1920’s likethe Segarra we all had been familiar
with. They rocked soldier boots, camo pants, an
army green shirt and a radical 80’s style haircut.
The crowd was taken back as Segarra walked on
stage in their new skin, anticipating what the
new album Life on Earth would sound like.

The debut show was an absolute excitement
to be told. At first, watching Segarra in a shag
and camo pants singing on stage in a combative
dance to a synthesizer had most of the crowd
stunned. No one knew what to think. Segarra
went through all of the emotions in this
album and even sang into a megaphone with
a synthesizer and beat maker going along at
one point. Life on Earth is composed of tones
that reminded me of David Bowie, Portishead,
and the Talking Heads. Fog machines poured
mist on the stage as bright lights and a disco
ball shined the packed venue. Segarra sang
positive lyrics in a dance and an inspirational
tone, “Monarchs in flight, dawn’s early light. Life
on Earth is long. And the sun in the west and
one you love best” breaking song and telling the
crowd “I LOVE YOU PORTLAND! I'M SO
GRATEFUL TO BE HERE!” As if Segarra
survived something great and finally found
their way out of the darkness. It was a shock, a
complete innovation and evolution for the band.
It took most of the room about 3 songs into the

ARTS & CULTURE

new album being performed for us to come to
terms with what was happening. Then, heads
started bobbing, this then turned into people
dancing, and eventually into people cheering
and celebrating Segarra and the band's new skin.

To witness someone evolve from a dismal
person who seemed uncomfortable on stage to

a bold, edgy human screaming lyrics that praises

and celebrates life behind fog and disco lights
is galvanizing to say the least. Though, I'm sure
many country western fans would not say the
same, I personally think the evolution of Hurray
for the Riff Raff gives hope to many of those
who struggle with mental health issues and
shows us that we too, can evolve.
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“You're all zombies. Staring at your phones.
It’s sad.”

The person sitting across the aisle from me
on the Blue Line MAX spoke in a steady, calm
voice. I had just taken a seat towards the rear of
the car, facing backwards, and the MAX rumbled
awkwardly through a left turn. I was, in fact,
looking at my phone and making a concerted
effort not to acknowledge the speaker. Using our
public transit system, it’s a tactic derived from
experience. You have to trust your instincts and
know when not to engage.

The voice continued. “There’s a whole
world out there. I'm sorry you're all missing it.
Look at you. Zombies.” There were four or five us
in the scope of the passenger’s criticism: zombie-
commuters on a rainy Saturday, in rain jackets
and with bags, staring at our phones and riding
backwards. No one responded. The human on the
other side of the voice was close to me, a couple
feet away. But the tone was too familiar; bait for a
conversation that already felt like a confrontation.

I don't like ignoring people. Even out of a
desire to avoid conflict, it feels dehumanizing.
I don't want to have to keep my defenses up in
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our city. I wanted to turn and meet the speaker’s
eyes—but what could I say that would be sincere
or kind or reasonable? Something along the lines
of: “Hello—you're right, my phone has turned me
into a zombie. I should be noticing the world,
instead of avoiding the people around me”?

I closed the opened app on my phone and, not
wishing to draw attention, turned my eyes out
the window. The speaker was right; outside of
the sinkhole that is my phone, autumnal Portland
was misty and filled with vivid detail. I took in
the sight of the Saturday Market at Skidmore
Fountain. The vendor stalls were bundled in extra
tarps and tapestries to keep the goods dry. It
was bustling, despite the chill. Seeing the market
stirred memories of my first summer in Portland,
back in 2007.1 had never been to a street fair like
this when I first arrived. The market was novel
for me then, and I loved listening to the buskers.
I haven't visited in a decade. A shirtless man
with drumsticks thumped on an array of buckets,
punctuating the connection between memory
and the present.

The MAX lurched along NW 1st Avenue
and, as we passed under the Burnside Bridge,

Dyran O'Harra
[LLusTRATION BY CAMDEN BENESH

I watched a mural of a man’s face roll by. It was
beautiful and haunting. The space beneath the
bridge was busy with people, too. Some standing,
some walking, some lying down. I felt a knot in my
stomach. A bridge as a living room; a sidewalk as a
dormitory. Where can you go in this city without
the expectation of spending money for access?
When a society commodifies every possible aspect
of being alive, public space is the last vestige of
free living. The MAX line becomes a gathering
place—and even here there is the threat of fines
for riding without fare. No explanation can make
sense of the divide between empty office buildings
and the human beings without adequate shelter
along the sidewalk.

“Maybe I should get off here,” the voice said.
It was the Old Town/Chinatown stop. As the
passenger disembarked, they raised their voice
and directed towards someone behind me.

“Hey! Better hide that bubble, buddy. Your
meth pipe. I got your back, hide that bubble...”
The doors closed.

I never got a glimpse of their face. Instead, I
have the lingering timbre of a disembodied voice,
reaching into my mind with dispassionate honesty.






Like most, it started when the unemployment
ran out.

We were at this dive down the street from
our place. Some bar and grill that had been
recommended to us for its steak. I ordered the
chicken. We sat on one of those scratched up
picnic tables on the sidewalk. The kind that every
dive has all marked up with pens and stickers.
Me and my lady.

Sitting there in the early sun of late Spring,
Portland just coming back to life from her long
comatose, I was waiting for my chicken and
thinking about my bank account. I hadn't stepped
foot in a kitchen since the last one I'd worked the
line at had laid everybody off when we'd gotten the
news that the world was going to the shitter. And
I didn’t mind. But now the unemployment checks
had stopped and I wasnt eager about returning
to the scene.

The bartender comes out with our food and
he’s wearing one of those plastic face shields with
nothing underneath. As if that’s accomplishing
anything.

He places our food in front of us and then
sits down at the table nearby and lights up a
smoke. We get to eating and talking. We talk about
unemployment running out and the jobs and the
never ending pandemic. I'm halfway through my
meal when the bartender inserts himself.

“If any of you needs a job, were hiring right
now.”

I don't want to but I ask him about it. Seems
the right thing to do given the circumstances.

“Yeah,” he says. “The last guy up and quit
and now we've only got one person working the
kitchen right now.”

I tell him that I've worked in plenty of dives
but I think I call it something nicer. The point
being, I have experience. I tell him that I'm not
particular about getting back into the industry.
Even though unemployment is up, I still have
some savings I'm sitting on. I say that I could use
the time to find something else.

Then he gets real close and I can smell the
artificial mint of his cigarettes. He talks in a
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whisper.

“I shouldn’t tell you this, but the owners
are willing to pay under the table. They’re real
desperate right now.”

Tips too?

“Tips, too.”

So despite all of my aversions I was back at
another dive. They told me to come in the next
week for training and I spent the majority of
that week telling myself that I should look for
something else. A week goes by and I ride my
bike to the place and introduce myself to the
lady tending bar.

“I'm so happy to meet you.”

She said this with the kind of desperation I'd
seen at other bars I'd worked at and I believe her.

“Chef is running late but why don’t you go
back and get yourself acquainted with the place.”

The kitchen was one room. Two if you count
the dingy staft bathroom that looked less sanitary
than the staff itself. I wandered around the place,
checking the line and refilling some tomatoes that
look like they'd been sitting for a while too long.
I looked over the menu and it was all fried food,
minus the burgers. A proper dive.

She showed up an hour later. Hungover and
grumpy. She must have been in her sixties. White
hair and all.

“Hey there, looks like you're my new line cook.”

I tell her that I guess I am.

“Well, let me get myself together and I'll show
you the place.”

She showed me the ropes over the next couple
of weeks and tried to pressure me to stay by sweet
talking me with that old lady charm. Telling me
how good I was at the job. How I was gonna be her
number two. I would tell her that there was only
two of us and she would laugh and keep talking.

I did end up staying. The pay was decent and it
was close to my apartment and most days I was
back there by myself with time to spare. Since it
was still mid pandemic and a recent shooting had
happened just across the street, the place was a
ghost town. So once I got in, heated everything
up, got the fryers going, and all, I'd spend a lot

ON
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of time reading or writing. And all on the clock.
It wasn't too bad.

The guy who hired me, he'd come back and try
to shoot the shit with me as if we were old friends.
As if he did me a favor.

“When the government is offering money to
take the vaccine, that’s how I know you can't
trust it,” he'd say.

I think that maybe the incentive is because
people are being stubborn but he doesn't seem
the guy to listen to that.

“We're all gonna catch it someday anyhow,”
he goes on as he grabs a plate from my line and
starts working out a small plastic bag of white
powder. “May as well not worry so much about
it. I don't know how youd trust what’s in that
thing anyways.”

He makes a line on the plate with his ID, rolls
up a wrinkled dollar, and hits it.

“You want some of this?” he asks. “Got it from
this stripper I've been seeing. They get the best
stuft.”

I tell him maybe later cause I know the owners
are due soon. Or because I don't trust his cocaine.
Either way. Snorting, he walks back out front
where a couple has wandered in off the street and
greets them with an overenthusiastic welcome.

The owners were ok. An elderly couple who
had been running the place since the 70’ and
had changed the name a couple of times. They
came in on the odd days to check inventory and,
I'ventured, to apply the pressure to their staff. The
woman barely spoke any English, or perhaps just
barely spoke it to me. Her husband always tried
to get buddy buddy with me. About my classes
at the university or his niece who was doing the
same. Or just about the kitchen in general. I'd
keep myself busy while they were around so that
they didn't feel like they were paying me to loaf.

When theyd leave, I'd get back to writing or
reading or just wasting time. If I felt bad about
being on the clock while doing this, I'd remind
myself that it was deader than dead and it’s not
as if they were offering me benefits or job security
or anything besides a small paycheck. I was there
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