


Faculty Editors: 

Dr. Sharon Decker 

Jared Harel 

Alumni Editor: 

Rachael Scardelli 

Student Editors: 

Sherice Browne 

Michael Corso III 

Arielle Harrison 

Chelsea Hoffmann 

Kathryn Nieves 

Dominique Waldron 

Cover Art By: 

Sherice Browne 

2012 

PRISM is a journal of college student creative writing. Produced by Centenary 
College of New Jersey, it is published annually in the spring. We accept 
submissions of poetry, prose, and creative non-fiction. Submissions are open 
to students in all New Jersey colleges and universities. For submission details, 
please visit our website, e-Prism. 

Prism is available in print and online! 

http:/ jwww.centenarycollege.edu/studentwriting 



" ... go into the arts. I'm not kidding. The arts are not a way to make a living. They 

are a very human way of making life more bearable. Practicing an ar~ no 

matter how well or badlyJ is a way to make your soul growJ for heaven's sake. 

Sing in the shower. Dance to the radio. Tell stories. Write a poem to a friendJ 

even a lousy poem. Do it as well as you possibly can. You will get an enormous 

reward. You will have created something." 

--Kurt Vonnegut, A Man Without a Country 

"Trampoline Shadow" Ashley Capra 
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The Fall 
Nick Heathcock 

-finding painted trees in Washington, New jersey 

Colored bands standing against a twilight sky

pillars of red, orange, yellow, and blue 

on the precipice of a sunset 

and a person asks me why the trees are painted. 

What should I tell him? 

That the trees are like us- a form 

with a prism behind our every perception? 

Perhaps he'll be satisfied believing they're cosmic shoots 

to each celestial body- Mars, Jupiter, Saturn, Neptune

waiting for us as incessant marbles. 

How would he respond iftheywere testaments 

to the slaves turned marionettes 

hanged on puppeteer limbs? 

Do the trees carry their sorrow through the wind 

in faint whistles adhering to silence? 

I should just tell him that the trees are the painted fingernails 

on the hands of earth reaching out to catch Lucifer mid-fall 

in hopes that God's most beloved angel might find beauty 

in the nightly dance between the planet and the moon 

and the oceans swaying to the metronome of time. 

But I tell him I don't know. 

I tell him that the winter is here and the boughs are bare and I remember 

the leaves like martyrs and the trunks like survivors and that one color 

missing is green. 

I finally say that the skeletal graves of wood remind me 

of the veins beneath my skin-

erratic and precise 

like cursive handwriting. 
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On a Tree Stump 
Anthony Lusardi 

Lone, old stump, decaying 

With a blue flower pot on top, 

Pieces of dry bark shedding 

That the maggots help rot. 

This doleful sight, no joy shall cling. 

Flowers won't bloom, nor do birds sing. 

Once a tall, majestic tree 

Stood high with branches grand 

And leaves of royal green, 

Like jeweled fingers of a noble hand. 

Strong and solid like a wooden castle, 

With squirrels and birds as its vassals. 

First a seed with dreams that yearn 

To feed on rich soil and rain to grow, 

Now timber for fire to burn, 

And brown leaves for the wind to blow. 

Abandoned through time and left alone 

Like a grey, weathered headstone. 

And while winters howl same chill 

And summers scorch same heat, 

Stump still festers on lonely hill, 

With only alien weeds to greet. 

This hoary grave can speak no story; 

A gloomy shade of former glory. 

But though legends soon sleep 

And old feats are gone fast, 

Long roots still buried and deep, 

And green image will last. 

This thought planted and joy shall cling. 

Flowers will bloom, and birds will sing. 

"Hat Tree" Ashley Capra 
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A Flowerbed in Colorado 
Amanda Stevens 

Hot sun peaking over the mountain spies a 

Chain link fence, a steam engine 

Plowing through the emptiness of the backyard and 

You are your father's child 

Raging and deceitful 

Another weed in your mama's garden 

She tries to drown you 

To drink you away 

The face of her lost lover 

Etched forever in the face of her only son 

Disgust and epiphany 

You retreat into the ground 

But the roots of a weed are sewn 

So deep 

Brown Earth encompasses you 

As you wish you were dead--

The gardener's wife, the executioner 

"Piercing My Heart" 

She is fat, and like your mother she is resentful for 

You have spoiled her garden, too. 

Tugging and ripping she pulls at your tiny stem 

She will ring your neck till you are free of this life and 

Though you will snap, those roots have hooks and 

A will of their own, digging deeper into the worm laden soil 

They will cry for mama. 

Arielle Harrison 
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Curtains 

jessica Vitale 

Lucille takes a long drag from her cigarette. She lets the smoke rest in her throat and chest 

before expelling it slowly. Her head is back, eyes glazed over and staring at the ceiling. Mysterious 

hands explore her body but she fails to acknowledge them. Music plays, distant and slower than 

normal. A phone rings, echoing throughout the smoke-filled apartment, and for a moment, this 

sparks Lucille's attention. She lifts her head. The hands do not stop. 

"Hello?" Lucille croaks. She doesn't realize at first where she is, but still brings the cigarette to 

her lips; they barely open to accept it. The phone rings a few more times and then stops. So do the 

hands. 

Lucille blinks to focus her vision. She finds it difficult, but manages to make out a fuzzy image of 

a man walking back and forth, his hand to his ear. He looks at her and smiles, then goes back to his 

conversation on the phone. Lucille throws her head back again. Above her, the ceiling turns to 

waves. Vibrant, glistening waves that keep crashing on top of one another. She even begins to hear 

the swelling, crashing sounds that they could make. 

"Jeff...you gotta come see this ... " she calls out to the man. When he doesn't answer her, she sits 

up angrily. "JEFF!" She stares for a moment into space." ... Jeff?" 

Lucille stands as best she as she can, pulling her dress up, and letting the cigarette perch 

precariously on the edges of her mouth. Her hair is falling down her back in blonde knots and her 

eyes are sunken and shrouded behind smeared make up. She reaches the kitchen area and leans 

against the frame of the doorway. It is silent. She hears no creak of footsteps, no distant, muffled 

voice. She turns around, looking at the space that is her apartment. 

Mostly it is dark. The curtains are pulled and the sun peeks through a tiny space in the middle, 

casting a glow on the smoke swirling gently about the room. There isn't much in it either. A chair. 

Two chairs. A cabinet, a mattress resting on the floor, blankets askew, a fan on the ceiling. Lucille 

begins to laugh quietly under her breath and reaches for the cigarette at her lips. It's not there. She 

touches her face, the laughter gone and replaced with uneasiness. She looks at the dresser next to 

her; it is stark and the surface is smooth and glossy. She remembers an ashtray being there. She 

remembers a lot of things that seemed to have been there. When she looks up, the smoke in the 

room is gone and all the remains is the sun. The sun pleasantly touching the objects in her room 

through the fully open curtains. 
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4. 

Basia Godecki 

I saw curious eyes 

Yeah, they were there 

Begging me to stay awhile 

I saw loved eyes 

Convinced of equal reciprocals 

I have stayed awhile 

I saw convinced eyes of sorrow 

I have stayed, but, 

Will you be here tomorrow? 

I saw the death of a spirit 

In your eyes I saw

Yoursoulnolonge~ 

Left to thaw 

I don't see your eyes anymore. 

8. 

Basia Godecki 

I coincide with the presence 

This doubtful memento, this sentence 

Lonesome as I am, tears given to the sky 

Black clouds in his eyes 

The sun is gone, I don't have a light 

Been too much, now my tears want to fight 

I begin anew, I can't say goodbye 

Black clouds in his eyes 

My new enemy my constant creation 

I crave painful sensation 

Alone with the shadow in the puddle we'll lie 

Black clouds in his eyes 

I go where I don't know and your depth 

I cross my path, your journey, my step 

Dissolve your lips onto mine, you passed by 

With black clouds in your eyes 
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Noah's Wife 

]. L. Shively 

With blueprints drawn 

by a divine hand 

Noah set upon the Earth 

an Ark before 

even the smallest puddle 

had formed and 

Noah's wife packed socks 

and sandwiches 

and clicked her tongue 

and waited for 

a drop of rain to fall. 

Then for forty 

days and forty nights 

she devised a way 

to do the cooking and the wash 

and hang it out to dry 

and then while Noah communed 

with the Lord and at the 

sky, smiled at the warrior's Bow 

the wife looked at 

the rubble and the millions of 

sodden carcasses 

left to dry in the sun and 

thought "Well! 

Who will clean up this mess?" 
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Ophelia's Flowers 

Tristan Ciceran 

A bag lady once looked me in the eye 

and said that regret was for bears 

who had shit their dens in winter. 

Her hair and shawl were like brillo 

and her fingernails were smoker's teeth 

years after the gums had begun to retreat. 

I didn't argue. 

I have read Hamlet. I know how 

to hurt. How to burn temples 

and names. How to pick through ruins 

for plunder and plant 

my banner between boneyard 

dominos. She didn't need anything 

I could have given. 

The subway car was too metallic, 

too vulgar to thresh philosophy 

or Ophelia's flowers 

so I, towering over her 

in a spot by the door, 

gripped the bar 

and smiled 

when it was time 

to get off. 

10 



"Epiphany" 

Of Julia 
Anthony Lusardi 

Of Julia, I shall speak softly and true. 
A fair water nymph from the ocean blue 
Whose beauty drifts from shore to shore 
And made ancient bards sings songs of lore. 

I was a sailor, so fresh and so young 
Yet Julia had robbed me of my quick tongue. 
For what can a man say when he sees his first 
Nor even think when his heart has burst. 

Arielle Harrison 

I thought only of the beach and the big blue world 
And how Julia jumped from the surface and twirled. 
There was nothing else I could ever think nor see, 
But of a new home, and a future for my love and me. 

But when Julia saw her touch upon my heart 
She looked at my love and thought it fun to depart 
For then she disappeared into the dark deep 
And nothing could be heard, except my weep. 

Julia could not die and I am a mortal. 
I could not swim, not even through the dense coral. 
Never again will I see her beautiful face 
But linger here on the coast, in bitter disgrace. 

So on land, I still age. On land, I still wander. 
But of the fair Julia, I remain to squander. 
And every time, I tear out my salty, brown hair 
And wish to live no more, nor breathe any air. 

But through the ocean's whirlwinds and tidal waves, 
Down to the bottom, into the watery caves, 
I'm sure that Julia, ever swimming, or sleeping in her dreams 
Can hear the agony of my terrible screams. 
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Questions For A Lover 
Nicole Fisher 

Why do my insides churn 

When your fingertips graze my 

Aching body, so simply like a swirling 

Breeze or leaves of grass? 

Why do my blood, brain, heart, and guts pound 

Like a quickening drum when you are 

Near? 

Why do we touch when the movie's long over, 

Prickly legs grazing in a cloak of 

Moth eaten quilts and unwashed hair? 

When I am with you, 

Why am I a child? 

In a tree house kingdom of puppets, birds, and 

Swaying swings? 

Why do you have oceans for eyes? 

And why is my body set aflame 

Every time we kiss, 

Sending me into aquamarine bliss? 

How do I drown in them like I 

Drown in you 
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Why the Riots? 

Nick Heathcock 

The talk show personality and his co-host agree 

that too much was given to them 

and that my generation grew up 

without fathers and learned 

no manners. One calls them too liberal, 

the other too conservative 

before playing a clip in which an interviewer 

asks a bleeding rioter why this is happening. 

She responds by saying, 

because we can 

and that explains the most to me. 

The problem is that it's all been done. 

Caesar took Rome, Shakespeare wrote 

Hamlet, Edison made the light 

bulb, the civil rights 

movement has passed, and the young mother 

was acquitted of killing her child. 

Years ago there was only one 

spoonful left in the grape jelly jar- a victim 

of weeks of midnight snacks-

and with my five-year-old brother watching, 

expecting a taste, 

I coldly put the jar back into the refrigerator 

and watched him throw himself onto the floor, 

kicking and whining. Laughing 

at his abundance of rage, I calmly told him 

it was only jelly, and there was no reason 
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The Day that Michael Jackson Died (An Excerpt) 
]. L. Shively 

It was the day that Michael Jackson died and Rosalind was in Paris. One day prior, 
the touring group had arrived in the Charles De Gaulle airport; herded together like foreign 
sheep, their tour guide had led them to their hotel. Rosalind was sixteen and stupid, not an 
unusual combination; all of them, it seems, were at different ages beside that fine line of 
innocence and idiocy. Rosalind did not speak a word of French. Well, to be more exact, she 
spoke about sixty words, only half of which she could use in a sentence and even less that 
would be useful. But, she was in Paris nonetheless, and very luckily at that. It was a good 
thing her father was good friends with Mlle. Chansey's husband. Yes, it was very lucky that 
Monsieur Chansey worked in the same stuffy, ill-lit, little business office on the corner of 
Fielding and Chestnut. There had been something vividly enticing and romantic about 
going to France, and Rosalind would not, would not, be left behind. Living in Paris for a 
week, Rosalind had thought, would not at all be the same as breathing the air in America. 
In France, everything would be beautiful. 

On the first day, the group had hardly set foot on French ground before traveling 
into the belly of the city to the Catacombs. The descent into the earth was eighty-six stairs 
deep and then the bones of nameless people spread out before them like mountains of 
death. Rosalind had found the catacombs to be dark and dead and defaced. The bones 
were organized and stacked like a child's blocks, creating whole walls of femurs and 
columns of skulls. The girls, the closest Rosalind had to friends on the tour, had huddled 
together mid-path, not allowing an inch more than necessary between their living bodies 
and those of the dead. Rosalind, however, had strayed toward the walls and wondered if, 
wherever they were now, the people who had once owned those bones, had moved them 
and used them in life, knew that they were now artfully piled beneath Paris to form images 
of crosses and patterns amongst the femurs and clavicles of others. 

All the while she was beneath the Earth, Rosalind had wondered if whole families 
were here and if, in life, one skull had liked the skull that it now rested beside. She 
wondered romantically if, perhaps, two lovers found their final resting place here beside 
one another, only now, they had not hands to touch. While most people who came here 
where interested in writing the story of their lives, Rosalind found infinite curiosity in the 
stories of the skeletons which surrounded her. Other tourists had scratched their names 
into the foreheads of the skulls. Rosalind wanted to leave her mark on the world, that was 
certain, but she couldn't understand why anyone would want to leave it here. For a second, 
she had allowed the group to move ahead of her, and she reached out as if to touch a skull 
which, in the shadows, looked back at her. But then, a second group had moved up behind 
her, and Rosalind scurried toward the exit. Her group had met the daylight as an old friend, 
but Rosalind had taken a moment to glance back into the hole from which she had just 
arisen. She felt like Dante, rising from the Inferno, but that of course would mean she was 
only now in purgatorio. 

By the time Rosalind had returned to the hotel, she had seen the Arc de Triomphe 
and had walked along the sweeping Champs-Elysees and had glanced the shell of the 
Louvre. She had taken pictures of everything, even normal things, because they were not 
quite the same as they were back home. In France, everything was beautiful. Foot sore and 
jet lagged she had thrown herself upon the bed, not caring where she was. She heard the 

14 



other girls muttering on the couch by the window, and as she fell asleep, she wondered 
what it would be like to kiss a French man. 

Today they were going to the Cathedral Notre-Dame de Paris. Today, although she 
didn't know it yet, was also the day that Michael Jackson would die. The tour guide led 
them quickly through the streets, saying "here we are at the Pont de Grenelle where you 
can see the Statue of Liberty," and, "there isLes Invalides where Napoleon is buried." The 
tomb, Rosalind heard, was set lower than the floor so that, even in death, anyone who came 
to see the Emperor had to bow in his presence. The tour guide had told them the other day 
that the catacombs stretch for over 200 hundred miles beneath the city, each mile 
containing thousands of bones. Walking along the street now, Rosalind wondered if a 
tunnel was beneath her, and if there was anyone living walking there too, an underground 
parallel to herself. 

"Notre-Dame," the tour guide said, "means 'Our Lady' and is not the usual title 
designation for a cathedral." This Notre-Dame is famous however, Rosalind decided, 
because it is in Paris and because of the hunchback. As the group walked with whispering 
footsteps around the Cathedral, they huddled together in hushed awe of the beauty, a 
beauty so great they did not realize how little of it they actually appreciated. Rosalind felt 
that Notre-Dame was like a shell: it was too empty and too big. Sometimes when a person 
walks into a church she feels as if it fills her up, but Rosalind only felt a great expanse of 
hollowness. 

At a street vendor stand outside the Cathedral, one of the girls bought a sexy die for 
a Euro. It was a six-sided cube with black ink figures etched into it that portrayed six 
different sexual positions. It was simple and brown and probably not worth a Euro to 
make. The girl had bought it for her older sister, of course, and would send it to her at 
college when she returned home. 

Back at the hotel room, the girls rolled the die and waited to see which position was 
next. Sometimes one of them would look at the side where the die had landed and would 
say, "But where is his le-oh-oh." They pantomimed the positions and laughed, and they 
all wondered to themselves what it would be like to do that with a man. They didn't say it 
out loud, but they all wondered which positions they would like and he would like. Or they 
were really just wondering what it felt like to be wrapped up in the heat of another human 
being. Or at least what it felt like to hold his hand. But he was just as faceless and just as 
vague as the black form doing missionary on the die. They all wished they bought one now, 
even Rosalind, though they had no intent to use it. What it would be to own such a thing 
would make Rosalind feel very different indeed. It would be like owning sexy lingerie, 
something black and something lacy, that she would wear under her clothes so no one 
would see. 

A knock on the door told them it was time again to leave. Time, however, stopped in 
France for Rosalind. She already felt a blur between what she had done today and what she 
would do tomorrow. Tonight she would go to the Le Jardin de Luxembourg, and on the way 
home, as they headed toward the metro and as the doors began to close, a boy would shout 
to them from the outside in his best English, "Michael Jackson is dead!" 
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The Vision 
Melissa Kohberger 

Bliss. 
I taste your lips. 
I see your eyes- taken in by the vision 
Absorbed in glass embers 
Fallen from a shattered mirror 
... Oh, but not a shattered vision of yourself 
Agony 

DEAR (Inse Your Name), 

I do not understand 

How one can be so numb to something so strong? 

Quite powerful. 

How can one ignore a thing so loud? 

That echoes so boisterouslY. 

Over -showering me with t.liioughts 

That meddles in my affairs 

When I am pleased, one insists on messing things up 

It is only when I am brol<en that 

One 

Listens. 

I do not understand. 

Sincerely, 

The Ant 
Melissa Kohberger 

I am bound to this Nihility 
Lost in this Insanity 

A slave to being ... Finite 
Longing to be Infinite 

The Organ in the left side of your chest, seeing you forgot my name. 

"Renaissance Woman" Ashley Capra 
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Step Inside My Mind And Take A Step 

Everette Hamlette 

You want to know what I think, 

Well step inside my mind and take an idea 

You want to know what I think, 

Well read my lips 

Put words into my mouth and hope that my actions will speak louder than your imagination 

You want to know what I think, 

Stick a knife in my back 

Take out some feelings 

Spread a rumor all over my existence 

Try to bring the truth out by exposing lies 

You want to know what I think, 

Get in my head 

Try to relate 

Sympathize 

Tell me stories that have interesting beginnings 

Awkward middles 

And happy endings 

Because my beginning is intriguing and my end is to be continued, 

Standing in front of a journey that penetrates clouds and lingers amongst the stars, 

It's tempting to just walk away 

Retreat 

Abandon all my hard work 
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My achievements 

My goals 

All because I'm afraid to take the next step 

Sending a message from my toes to my ankle 

Across my knees 

Through my thighs 

Up my chest 

Toward my brain 

And back down to my legs telling myself to move forward 

I guess it's harder then it seems 

But my finger nails are dug deep into something far greater than I've ever imagined 

I take another look at the journey before me 

Earthquakes, tornados, and hurricanes spread across the journey's vacant streets 

Afraid if I'm knocked off the trail I would lose a side of myself I never knew I had 

So I dig a little deeper 

Encountering emotions inside of me with the capability to create life or destroy somebody's very 

existence 

Unraveling massive potential that only I understand to the fullest extent 

Unlocking super powers 

Creating a hero 

Realizing these stars are just a leap away 

Ideas become thoughts 

Thoughts manifested into actions 

And those stars grow within reach 

So I take a step on to journey's path 
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Muse of Glass - For C. H. 
Ariel/e Harrison 

Oh, but for a muse of glass-glass-glass-chalcedony eyes forfeiting fire 

Overarching the boundaries of the soul 

Imperfect mountain laying stiff, broken, red, in scarlet fission 

The soul escapes these bonds, escapes the impediment, escapes the imperfectly-colored glass 

Imperfect eyes blistering against a soul in heat 

Breaking ever slightly that rampant bird's wings, the ramparts of wings, like stone splintering glass 

Breaking spirit, breaking hope, green combustion a fire bird's wings attempting spirit in collision 

with 

darkness 

Sunlight dispels shadow and shadow relinquishes its hold, a broken thing lies bleeding against 

parapets of 

Stone draped in ivory banners 

An arrow through its heart but a thing lit by the light of perseverance from within does not die 

Violet whips and violet chains cannot bar a thing of Beauty's heart 

Deflects a thing of Grace's soul into silhouette and writes phantasmagoria in the air 

An item of either realm cannot be held down forever 

A thing of faintness can wrap a coiled barb around an innocent's neck 

The scars become real, the wounds become hurt, and the heart bleeds 

Like a rose's prescription before the light of dawn like a seraphim wanton 

Furiously on but the shade persists like India ink 

The spheres in force of realm are us, crying in the night 

Lashing violently against the black constraints of night 
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In moonlight, in candlelight, and the light brought on by gloom 

Nothing ever changes but the spheres in force of realm are us 

The spheres in force of realm are us 

Swelling in the depth of the ocean 

And running on the edge of the sun 

In burgundy vestment is the hand of God 

A gray chalice holds the world and Grace is never alone 

Dusk deceives the chalice and takes her nectar all for his own 

The ivory-blue of midnight burns against the starlight ever-shown 

The calla-lilies are subservient to Jacob as alabaster as bone 

Metallic temples flood and rupture against the brilliance of the sun but we are not religion 

The spheres in force of realm are us 

The manifestos all burn in the incineration known as love 

The fire has a pallid heat 

It is the hand of God that keeps 

Grace salvages the broken in return 

Pieces from a shattered mirror lost and forlorn 

The wounds are subterranean 

Etched around with hatred in luminescent kohl 

Like a black night when all of the candle flames are out staggering against an abnormal pane of 
glass 
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Like a skull engraved with martyr calculations but then uses none 

Like the burning bush and vacuous bleeding heart blossom 

Like an ancient text written on cobblestone rain washes it away 

A soul broken by another's timepiece like the universe cut into our minds below 

Like a poppy that never ceases to bloom beneath the confinement of gesso 

A black night forcefully ripped of its desire and formed until malleable 

We are those spheres of thought that etch us into the glass-pane of time 

Beatrice yearns for her lover when the book is closed 

Like a key and like a lock we bolt the jeweled doors of the universe spinning out only metallic ends 

Only metallic ends 

But ends of gold spark in the sunlight like copper-hooved horses of Olympus 

Like white-leaden swans catching fire against the ebony-velvet night of restlessness 

Like snowflakes icing the world in bitterness 

In a cloak of gray-ashen illumination 

Grace fights against the violet night 

Pierces the ventricle of us and we bleed out under the stars 

We separate like the spheres in force of realm that we are 

And the marionette-strings which are our veins glimmer blue 

The white-hot warmth of our bones like a razorblade slitting faith 

Like Salome's silver-beam eyes 

Her crinkled blue vestment trails in wisps on the floor 

Her heels hitting marble 
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Grace permeates clear glass to color 

A swan's feather turned to barbwire under flesh fingertips 

Like a fingertip being sliced open and bursting in the fountainhead water spraying everywhere 

If specters and angels endure the same then I deserve not to know 

Tainted craving is why angels hemorrhage, running to the confines of everywhere 

We are the spheres in force of realm electric-green demagnetized against these forces of adoration 

Most of all to love, spinning around one another drenched in faith from above 

But the truth is you do not know me, you do not know me 

Things touched by Grace do not bleed, and things released to Grace do not bleed 

For things touched by Grace do not die, for things touched by Grace do not die 

Like a fair rose drenched in electric-green absinthe that will burn to wood pulp 

Its petals wilting as if electrified from within 

"Cotton" Ashley Capra 
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Waiting Staying Truthful 

Anthony Malgapo 

The days grow colder as summer fades away. 

And I'm stuck in bed recalling the day. 

That you told me you loved me, under the moonlit stars. 

I'm missing your laugh and your smile. 

I want to turn back the dial. 

Of time to when we would hold each other. 

Because things may change. 

But I'll stay true to myself. 

It might be hard to live through the years. 

But my arms will be wide open. 

Waiting to hold you close, my dear. 

It's hard to not think about you. 

Even when the long day's through. 

At night, you'll even be in my dreams. 

I cannot fall asleep sometimes. 

Because you're always on my mind. 

There're so many ways to say how much I love you. 

And although things may change. 

I'll stay true to myself. 

It might be hard to live through the years. 

But my arms will be wide open. 

Waiting to hold you close, my dear. 
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Sweet Opportunity 

Everette Hamlette 

Opportunity shining outside of my cracked shell dancing in glory 

Who am I not to share in this wonderful banquet 

The grass might be greener on the other side 

But my flowers share a verity of colors that will embrace your attention 

Ripping down bricks that were laid before my very feet 

I skate on thin ice 

Eyes plastered to the walls of the shell 

Muting the world from my self 

Why don't you plug my vocal cord inside an outlet and see if you get shocked by my words 

Verbally vanishing vividly through the very vortex of my visions 

Eyes being pealed by opportunity's hungry fingers 

Chewing up my dreams and spitting out the juices of my reality 

Tears held for spilled milk but I mourn over splattered dreams 

I've out grown this hand-me-down shell 

Opportunity breaks me down into new habits 

From the moment my eyes laid upon Opportunity I was tripped into love 

Stumbling away from the life I once lived 

The glow from her beauty pick pockets my existence 

Every time she plays burglar with my life I steal it right back 

Left alone 

Like old toys buried at the bottom of a toy chest 

Forgotten under cob webs 

Does Opportunity have amnesia 

Telephone wrapped around my hand and glued to my ear 

Begging Opportunity to remember my face 

Never lose a woman like Opportunity in your life 

Because till this day, 

I'm still waiting for her to knock on my door 
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Diamond in the Rough 

Danielle Porter 

Eyes of the ocean 

Taking in the aroma of the crisp, salty air 

Footprints pressed in the grains of the multicolored sands 

Depth of water embracing the darkness of sadness 

Waves crashing against the peak of the pointed rock 

Tides calmly reaching the barren coastline 

Sun slowly lowering over the horizon 

Clouds foreshadowing the figures around me 

Moon lighting up the sparkle of my eye 

Ode of the Cowboy 
j.L. Shively 

For all the cowboys of Wild West City, past and present 

If cowboy lore and cowboy legend, 
Cattle drives and sun worn saddles, 

If the old paint horse and fenceless prairie, 
Boots and chaps and cowboy hats, 

If the Alamo remembered and El Paso, 
Dallas, Dodge, and Sacramento, 

If Doc Holliday and Wyatt Earp, 
Smith and Wesson and whisky women, 

if all those Kids, 
Billy, Cisco, and Sundance, 

if the O.K. Corral and young gunslinger, 
marking notches by his trigger, 

if Arapaho and Geronimo, 
Sitting Bull and Little Big Horn, 

and all the western romance retold, 
Still make the youth of today, 

Grow up dreaming to one day, 
Be a likeness to the vaqueros of old, 

Then we, the cowboys, will never die, 
Instead we live as Ghost Riders in the sky. 
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Allamuchy Aires 

Tom Sternadori 

Bowing boughs bend between bitter blasts, 

Curious cries cascade, calls cast, 

Deciduous dancers do drone do droop 

Every ear experiences exuberant etude. 

Winter winds whip whirlpools white, 

Westerly waves which whenever wind 

Wander whereabouts whistling while whining. 

Fractural fragments flair fiery flash, 

Growing grandeur, green glistening grass 

Hinterland Holt, heavenly haven 

Intrinsic icicles, inching invasion. 

Winter winds whip whirlpools white, 

Westerly waves which wherever wind 

Wander whereabouts whistling while whining. 

Jagged jade juts, jubilant jolt, 

Kestrel king's karmic keynote, 

Lowland lake, last lingering light, 

Meandering mountains, majestic might. 
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Untitled 

jackie Smith 

Hoping for a 

Good tomorrow 

Has never brought me 

So much sorrow. 

Like being held 

Against my will 

I cannot change this 

I just stand still 

Dreaming of 

The innocence lost 

Begins to fog 

Like a winter's frost. 

Thinking of how 

This life should be. 

We can try out hardest 

And still never be free. 

As we hold on 

For our hidden lives 

Our rope is being cut 

By our backstabber's knives. 

We just keep falling 

Awaiting the rocky ground 

Who is going to be there 

Next time you turn around. 
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Wondering in despair 

You fall to your knees 

Shouting to your ceiling 

"God, kill me, please!" 

Let me feel the pain 

I have caused among those loved 

But I just sit here pleading 

To the angels watching above. 

I try and I fail 

And that used to be enough 

Now as I am learning 

Life does not have to be so rough 

Life is how you perceive it 

May it be simple or too much to take 

As you begin to view the world differently 

You realize that life could be a piece of cake. 

Volume 11 
Nicole Fisher 

How peculiar you are-

With nervous glances, 

Like a schoolgirl with a crush. 

What am I to you? 

Since you have so obviously 

Ignored me, 

When I was inches 

From you 
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Singing and 

You stared. 

You called me a lucky girl. 

Bodies 

Collect, shift, press. 

Sweat dripping into reservoirs, 

Scalps and tee shirts, 

Tossing heads of musky long hair. 

I grip the barricade and watch him play but you 

Gaze back, strutting, flame haired, high heeled. 

And I dare not answer you, but bite back 

The chin that dominates. 

My eyes burn, but not for prizes, 

You may not see it, 

But we draw each other 

Into a web of sticky secrets, 

Bound in musical waves, 

Lust and eyes- words don't matter

Words label, and make aware 

Of what already exists. 

And I do not see your face 

When I lock eyes with my guitarist, 
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Pulling me into his arms amongst the sea of thousands, 

Leaving a blushing mark on my lips that I bite back 

And watch for you, the flame diminishing backstage

The blush on your cheeks cooling long 

After mine. 

Ami 

A child to you? 

Bitch, groupie, slut

Girl? 

I sit on the bus dizzy with rum 

While you make tender love 

To your fiance-

Quiet, and perhaps, intense. 

"Lily" Ashley Capra 
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As I Watch You Stretch Before Ballet 

Tristan Ciceran 

your skin is a mirage 

for my tongue, 

a luscious olive 

cloak of illusionary 

limitation 

draped atop the fever 

of freedom in your eyes. 

Your arms arc 

and twirl like cinders 

that spit from the belly 

of a bonfire 

onto my bare cheek 

where the wind has lain 

its own brand 

of burn. 

We are exposed 

by the mirrors: 

you, with your leg 

resting on the bar 

like a vine married 

to a Victorian streetlamp, 

and I, sitting by the iPod dock, 

prepared to press "repeat" 

whenever you're ready 

to put both feet back 

on the ground. "Rock Quote" Ashley Capra 
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And Now, PRISM Would like to honor the annual Strickhausen Award for 
Excellence in Undergraduate Writing. 2011 Nominee's were: 

Brooke Chuddley, "Utopian Society" lesson plan, Submitted by Professor Emily Anderson. 

Alyson Chudley, "Civilization: A New History of the Western World" essay. Submitted by Dr. 
Brendan MacSuibhne. 

Tristan Ciceran, "Tempest", "Potato", "Karma Vacation" poetry. Submitted by Professor 
Jared Harel. 

Angela Dabrowski, "Distance", "Pendulum", "Stage Magic" and other works, creative 
writing. Submitted by Professor Jared Harel. 

Angela Dabrowski, "The Savagery of Sin" researched essay. Submitted by Dr. Angela Elliott. 

Brenda Ferrara, "A Comparative Analysis of Four Works of Art by Gustav Klimt" researched 
essay. Submitted by Professor Carol Yoshimine. 

Nicole Fisher, "Personal Response to Plato's 'Allegory of the Cave"' essay. Submitted by Dr. 

John Holt. 

Keli Harden, "Is Anyone There?" essay. Submitted by Dr. Richard Severe. 

Bridget McCann, "Wigs for Kids/Locks of Love" article. Submitted by Professor Deborah 
Lev. 

Mariel Mota, "Soldier", "Main Street Orange, NJ", "An Ode to My Favorite Poet", "Anne's 
Legacy", poetry. Submitted by Professor Jared Harel. 

Gabriella Rojas, "A Pedagogical Analysis of Teacher Man by Frank McCourt" book review. 
Submitted by Professor Emily Anderson. 

Bianca Santulli, "Multicultural Education: An Essential Aspect of the American Curriculum" 
honors thesis. Submitted by Professor Emily Anderson. 

Rachael Scardelli, "Pens in a Petticoat" researched essay. Submitted by Dr. Sharon Decker. 

Rachael Scardelli, "Poets and Lovers:", "Phantom Pain", "Relative Dating" poetry. Submitted 
by Professor Jared Harel. 

Amanda Stevens, "Annotating a Poem "The Chimney Sweeper" lesson plan. Submitted by 
Professor Emily Anderson. 
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Congratulations to Angela Dabrowski, winner ofthe 2011 Strickhausen Award for 
Excellence in Undergraduate Writing, for her essay "A Comparative Analysis of Four 

Works of Art by Salvador Dali" submitted by Professor Carol Yoshimine. 

A Comparative Analysis of Four Works of Art by Salvador Dali 

An excerpt 

Angela Dabrowski 

Starting in 1924, Surrealism is a cultural and artistic movement that "uses visual 

imagery from the subconscious mind to create art without the intention of logical 

comprehensibility" ("Surrealism"). The movement also includes many Dadaists. The Dada 

movement protests government restriction on artistic expression questioning and ridiculing 

norms and social standards ("Dada"). Dadaism is unrestrained expression while Surrealism is 

the subconscious unleashed. Both movements shock and confuse audiences with delightful and 

disturbing imagery. 

Salvador Dali lived from 1904-1989, a time of global change, struggle, and progress. He 

experienced and was inspired by world wars, phenomenal technological advancements, and 

progress in psychological study. Raised to believe he was the reincarnation of an older brother, 

his interest in mysticism and the supernatural is apparent and understandable ("Salvador"). He 

was classically trained before he was expelled from the School of the Fine Arts in Madrid 

("Salvador"). Influenced by Impressionism and Cubism, Dali continually reacted against the 

norm (Descharnes 14 ). He stretched the potential of imagination and art. 

Dali spent years developing "his method for the systemization of confusion" (28). He 

dubbed and defined his technique as "paranoiac-critical activity: spontaneous method of 

irrational knowledge based on the critical and systematic objectivity of the associations and 

interpretations of delirious phenomena" (32). His Mediterranean heritage emphasized the 

importance of sleep through the siesta which may have influenced the significance he placed on 

dreams and translating subconscious imagery onto the canvas (30). His method translated the 

uniquely human phenomena of pareidolia, or "the imagined perception of a pattern or meaning 

where it does not actually exist, as in considering the moon to have human features" 

("Pareidolia"). In other words, when the human mind daydreamed, images were inspired by 

the contours, shapes, and shadows of typical reality. Dali grounded his fantastical imagery 

through his complex compositions and the "sureness of his line" (Descharnes 55). Armed with 

his personal technique, Dali generated a plethora of artwork. 
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Dali's main themes include religious mysticism, science, technology, nationalism, and 

the subconscious state of mind. "Crucifixion" contains religious, spiritual, and technological 

themes through Dali's association between God and nuclear physics ( 44). This painting depicts 

Jesus hovering on a hypercubic yellow cross floating over a chessboard ground with a port in 

the obscure distance. Gala, Dali's wife, gazes at Christ from the lower left-hand corner, her 

hands folded in prayer. Christ's head is thrown back in a startling pose of suffering. "Madonna" 

interplays religious mysticism and the subconscious. Depending on the viewer's focus and 

distance, this painting displays Mary holding infant Jesus, an enormous ear, and an abstract 

dotted grid with a note tacked on with string. "Disintegration" mixes science and the 

subconscious emphasizing the "discontinuity of matter, the nuclear mystic" ( 44). Dali distorts 

his famous "Persistence of Memory" dimming the colors, fracturing the background and box, 

and spreading and sinking the melting clocks, fish, and distorted face smear. "Toreador" uses 

the subconscious mind with strong national symbolism to create a message about bullfighting. 

Dali was inspired by a pencil box seeing a toreador in the picture of the Venus de Milo (164). 

"Toreador" sports a cacophony of symbolic, repeated, and layered images including dots, flies, 

an arena, a divine face, the Venus de Milo statue, a child, a dying bull, and a toreador. Dali 

presents a variety of themes through his use of imagery. 

Imagery is an essential element in Dali's dream-paintings, allowing mysticism, 

symbolism, and the transposition of the subconscious onto canvas. A Surrealist object "exists 

only for the honor of the thought it contains" (36). The hypercubic cross depicts Dali's link of 

science, technology, and religion. "Crucifixion" and "Madonna" employ religious imagery while 

"Disintegration" and "Toreador" depict subconscious imagery. "Crucifixion" and 

"Disintegration" rely on three-dimensional objects while "Madonna" and "Toreador" use 

images arranged and layered to give a sense of depth. While Dali employs layered imagery in 

"Madonna" and "Toreador," "Disintegration" and "Toreador" contain repetition of imagery. 

Dali's imagery is highly symbolic with intentional meaning. The religious symbolism is 

readily apparent in "Crucifixion" and "Madonna" with the figures of Jesus and Mary. Symbols of 

the destructive forces of science and technology fill "Disintegration" such as the melting clocks 

and the mutated human face. "Toreador" is a conglomeration of symbolism. The shadows of the 

repeated Venus de Milo and dots that become flies form a toreador and bull. The child looks at 

his adult-self or admires the toreador, and the shadow of his hoop and stick becomes a gun 

34 



I ' 

showing the generational spread of violence. The crowd in the Colossian stands morphs into 

flies that hover over the dead carcass of the bull. 

These paintings all use imagery to emphasize the nobility in the human being (154). In 

"Crucifixion," Gala's adoration is clear in her reverent pose. Christ's dramatic pose depicts 

aesthetic suffering, painful in its beauty. In "Madonna," mother and child are depicted 

embracing, and human anatomy is glorified in the focus of the ear. The beauty of the feminine 

and the prowess of the masculine forms are entwined in "Toreador" as well as the dangerous 

innocence of a child, easily influenced and seduced by the violence of games. Lastly, the 

distortion of the human face into a smear in "Disintegration" demonstrates the fear of the 

effects of nuclear warfare. The human body is an image that resonates within the artist and 

audience. 

Dali uses line, light, and shadow to create remarkable forms. "Crucifixion" and 

"Disintegration" utilize sharp shadows to make his objects dimensional while "Madonna" and 

"Toreador" use line to make forms that morph into various objects. In "Crucifixion," the cubic 

lines of the cross and chessboard contrast against the void color background and the detailed 

contours and shadows of the figurines. The graphic quality of the cross and ground support and 

break the Classical structure and detail of the figures as do the strong diagonal of Gala's gaze 

and the poignant pose of Christ's suffering. The grid in "Disintegration" seems to pop off the 

canvas and hover in the blank space of the background similar to hypercubic cross in 

"Crucifixion." Specific use of shadow and placement of objects above, below, and around the 

grid offers the illusion of distance and depth. The forms in "Madonna" layer so the floating grid 

of dots becomes the light on the contours of an ear, and the shadows form Mary holding the 

Christ child. "Toreador" morphs dots into flies, which conglomerate into a dying bull, and the 

colorful shadows on the Venus de Milo become a toreador. Dali produces amazing forms by 

employing light, shadow, lines, and the layering technique. 
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Centenary College's 
Creative Writing Department 

Centenary now offers new options to inspired students with a concentration 
or a minor in Creative Writing. The Creative Writing minor allows students from any 
major to participate in a series of creative courses and benefit from an added 
credential on their transcripts. Creative Writing courses offer opportunities for self
expression and develop linguistic skills that can enable you to present information 
or insights in more colorful, interesting language. 

You may focus in poetry, fiction, creative non-fiction, of a mixture of genres. 
The on-site writing courses will rotate between poetry and prose. The online 
courses alternate in reverse. This plan will allow you to continue writing in the 
genre of your choice. 

Offerings: The Craft of Poetry 

The Craft of Prose 

Poetry Workshop 

Prose Workshop 

Advanced Essay Writing 
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