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Loren Kessell 

Going, Going, Gone 

Green grass beckons for rolling, 
And blue skies linger overhead. 
Daisies bloom in fields, and 
Little girls tuck them in their hair. 

Boys dig up earthworms 
And throw a baseball or two. 
Mom calls them in for dinner, 
and the second inning is put on hold. 

Green grass withers to brown, 
As the seasons change. 
The daisies fade away, 
And they're replaced by dustings of snow. 

The boys stop visiting the diamond, 
And instead they leave town. 
The girls stop playing with flowers, 
And go on to finding boyfriends. 

Eventually they all fall apart. 
Secrets are forgotten, and 
Baseball bats are left to rot. 
Briefcases take their places. 

Shades of grey replace glorious greens, 
And the light simply fades away. 
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Sarah Farber 

The Uprising 

The little girl. 

That little girl who sits upon the rustic old stoop. 
That little girl who wears those tattered clothes. 
That little girl who sleeps among the rustling leaves. 
That little girl who never had a chance to live under a roof. 
That little girl who longed for a family, for a better life. 

The little girl. 

That little girl who was beaten and abused for years. 
That little girl who traveled frequently to different foster homes. 
That little girl who cried herself to sleep, praying that she would not live to see torriorrow. 
That little girl who wished she still spent her nights curled upon the street corner. 
That little girl who couldn't break away. 

The little girl. 

That little girl who was loved by her endearing family. 
That little girl earned straight 1\.s in school. 
That little girl who enjoyed volunteering at homeless shelters. 
That little girl who took nothing in life for granted. 
That little girl who appreciated every waking moment she had. 

The little girl. 

That little girl who was valedictorian at her college graduation. 
That little girl who met the man of her dreams in medical school. 
That little girl who joined the corps, and changed the lives of many. 
That little girl who opened up a children's center to care for all the children who feel hopeless. 
That little girl who made a difference in the world. 

The little girl. 

That little girl was so strong from such a young age. 
That little girl picked herself up through numerous struggles. 
That little girl with the loving family and friends. 
That little girl deeply cared for others. 
That little girl whose life took a turn for the best. 

And the little girl, 
That little girl was me. 
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Madisyn Jackman Swan Lake Photograph 
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Melissa Kohberger 

Because ofYou 
I remember days when the sky bled 
The earth trembled and the angels fled 
Faith did not find us huddled under a tree 
On a barren island in an endless sea 

My eyes were dark and devoid of hope 
Waiting for someone to throw me a rope 
One trace of the world you wanted to create 
As I waited my hope would evaporate 

Through storm and shadows you took my hand 
Not deterred by the threatening land 
Spreading forth the warmth I so craved 
Because you knew I needed to be saved 

You sent to me one lifeboat 
And on a bottle you once wrote 
"We love you and it'll be okay" 
These words are why I'm alive today 

Because of you I live and breathe 
Though the past I often grieve 
Your love gave me the strength to know 
That through the pain I'll only grow 

You didn't chase the monsters away 
But instead loved me enough to say 
"You have to face it on your own, 
Only then will you be grown." 

You knew better than to preach 
to a rebel that you couldn't reach 
Until I was ready to see your word 
As good and true, rather than absurd. 

For this I thank you in the deepest way 
You're the true reason I'm here today 
I can say that I am truly glad 
To call you two my mom and dad. 
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TaylorRudd 

Untitled 

I look into the faces of longtime friends 
And selfishly hope that I don't end up like them 

They gave up their dreams for fleeting pleasures 
But the lines on their young faces show me what really matters 

They smile at and tell me to come around more often 
But I can't shake the feeling that some are headed to an early coffin 

We are still so young yet they look so old 
Is that what happens to all the boys and girls who don't do what they are told 

I look at them and they bravely stare back at me 
Searching for a piece of themselves inside of me 

Sometime, sooner than later, 
They will laugh at me as they tip back another shot of liquor 

As they attempt to numb themselves just a little bit quicker 
They will tell me to sit down, have a drink 

That all I do is think 
And yes that is true, I think about the differences between me and you 

The choices we all made lead us to where we are 
We grew up so close together, but how did we end up so far 

Maybe I'll see them in some distant future 
And we will talk about the good times 

After a while I will run out of memories to share 
But they will just keep drinking 

And soon forget I am there 
But I won't forget, I surely won't forget 

And I'll say goodbye to ghosts from my past 
Thinking about why people give up and give in so fast. 
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Angela Chiu 

Hunger 

Sometimes, when Carrie pays 
with her father's Mastercard, 
I marvel at how easily that piece 
of plastic slips through the swipe 
pad's slit mouth, granting 
her the freedom to own. 

When I was nine, I wrapped 
London broils and rib eye rounds 
in white wax paper at the local 
butcher shop and listened 
to the songs of poverty 
in love on the radio. 

After the carcasses of steer and swine 
had all been neatly packaged, 
I'd earned ten dollars to stretch 
until next weekend's truck 
crammed with trembling livestock. 

Sometimes, I can't stifle my envy 
of Carrie, who has never worked 
long shifts standing on legs 
already webbed with spider veins, 
smiling for the customers 
with their engorged wallets. 
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Susan Gorman 

Nutley 

There's something different about you. Don't think me corny or lame, but beneath that tough-guy 
exterior, you're a teddy bear. When you first came to school, you were exotic, desirable because of your 
newness. Do you remember how I used to make fun of you for your "limp"? You'd walk down the hall
ways like a gangster, your pants loose, but not low, that unnecessarily large chain bouncing against your 
chest. A teacher would walk by, and sometimes he'd let you keep your hat on, the rim so low it covered 
your eyebrows. 

Your hands were always dirty; you had to be constantly fixing something. Whether it was your 
bike (or moped), that truck you were always working on, or something we were building in stage crew, 
your hands were callused, your nails caked with dirt or paint. You came right on time; we were in dire 
need for someone tall and strong enough to hold up those platforms. It only took a day for everyone to 
love you; even Mr. Sanders, the big guy on crew with his Santa beard and biker attitude, smiled when he 
saw you. 

Your relationship with Liz didn't last very long, but that was okay, because it didn't take me very 
long to come and claim you for myself. The "date" we took in the corn maze was hysterical; the concept 
of running about in a field never made sense to you, but it was fun regardless. 

Everyone called you Nutley, but I never did. That name never fit you. It was simply a mask to 
cover up who you really were, who you really are. 

All those times I snuck into your house, the two of us secretly laughing at your father's ignorance 
until he would come home and ask why I was there, as if I were some intruder. Countering his thinly 
veiled insults with quick sarcasm at dinnertime, you would pretend not to notice, but inside, you were 
smiling, your eyes dancing with spite. Our silent kisses, proudly defying your father's patience were soft 
and rushed, the two of us knowing that he could come down at any moment and burst, his fury like that 
of a fantastical dragon. 

That day so long ago when your heart was broken still pinches every time we meet. I did you 
wrong and you forgave, but did you forget? When you called late that night, saying you needed a place 
to stay, you knew you would always be welcome. You called her "Mom;' and she loved every second of it, 
playfully scolding you if you called her anything but. 

Now you're gone, back to that foreign place that's unbelievably close; your life different now. 
You come down every so often, riding your bike, weaving through the highways like some film star or 
stunt-man. Your eyes are sadder, your skin paler, your smile forced. Sometimes you stay longer than 
you should, and sometimes you send a text saying that you're safe at home, or at some bar, or someone's 
house. 

Do you remember those days, when your only concerns were of your father and that math test? 
Were they worthwhile? Do you look back on them with fondness? Will you ever understand that there's 
more to you than Nutley, that not-so-clever nickname? You're not just a biker, or a security guard, or 
some guy who loves getting into mischief. You're more than what you appear to be. You're a vault of 
secrets with a kind heart, warm hands, and the facade of a stone. You're more than you believe yourself 
to be, smarter and more talented than you could imagine. You're not just Nutley, you're Dominick. 
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Kimberly Cawthorne 

Erased Memories 

From the outside, it is just an average townhouse in a prestigious suburban commu
nity. Trees adorn the driveway, mounds of flowers along the path at your feet. Close to the 
walkway, the grass in front has been beaten down to the brown, muddy dirt. Cigarette butts, 
water bottles, and soda cans litter the walkway to the front door. The door is always open, 
the aroma of smoke filters through the air. Anyone who comes into the house will smell 
just like it. The stains on the carpet are like a trail leading into the deep, dark secrets of the 
house. The experience of entering this home prepares one for the chaotic family who lives at 
this address. 

Strange yet modem art hangs on the wall, as if to conceal the unhappiness of the 
home. A painting of a little girl drawing a heart in the sand hangs at the top of the stairs. The 
furniture is all hand-me-downs of the .past, the used-to-be. All from a time which seemed so 
long ago, from a time when there was a happy family, even a state of normalcy. Old pictures 
decorate the tables, reminders of a happier time, as if the family is living in the past. Nothing 
is clean, nothing is pristine. Bum holes decorate the couch and carpeting. Garbage overflows 
from the trash can, as though it's a work of art in progress. A piano sits against the wall, col
lecting dust. It is as though no one cares, or has lost hope of anything happy in life. 

Climbing up the stairs, I thought back to when I imagined this place would be a place 
I could feel free and relaxed, but now I was afraid of what I might see. Veer towards the 
right, that's my place. My room ... his room ... our room. The musky blue shag carpeting 
comforts your toes. The furniture has been stabbed with knives. Blankets cover the holes in 
the wall, masking any trace of anger or hostility. Drawers come out every which way, nev
er knowing what will be in them - except the one all the way to the right. My drawer, with 
my toothbrush and face wash for those mornings after a beautiful night. .. or one filled with 
tears, screaming, and wonder of what will happen next. Or who will apologize first. Will 
things ever change? Things will change. Forget what happened. It's nothing. 

Across the hall is the lion's den, where his mother locks herself inside. A giant blanket 
masks the splattered paint on the floor. Don't go through the drawers, there's nothing there 
to find. Nothing but dark hidden secrets which will only be covered up later. As I walk into 
the bathroom, the cold, hard tile pierces my skin, just like the blade against my skin. I crash 
to the floor. As the blood drains from me, just like the water dripping from the faucet, the 
pain of the events that had happened still override the pain of the wounds. Someone find 
me, someone please care. Someone save me from this pain. Hot tears stream down my face, 
diluting the blood drawn on the floor. I scream, but no one hears me. Not even myself. 
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The exact same bed in which love had been confessed and promises had been made 
became the place where all things ended. Where all dreams had been shattered. So many times 
when we both crashed onto the floor in tears with pain, anger, or depression. I can save you. 
You can save me. Come into my arms, everything will be okay. The warm embrace of someone 
who understands feels so exhilarating. Sitting and wondering, planning for the future. Caring, when 
no one else cared or worried. Putting someone else's needs and wants before yours can be so draining. 
After doing it for so long, it goes on without realization. It becomes an everyday, normal thought pro
cess. 

A relationship which was once equal and normal became warped. Maternal instincts kicked in. 
When someone has no one, it is very easy to become that someone who is always watching and ensur
ing safety. My heart became fully embraced into the care and needs of another person. And thus where 
I lost myself, a piece of my heart. It aches with pain. The most excruciating pain one could ever feel in 
her entire life, as though it had been ripped out of my chest. My heart is still beating. At a dysfunction
al pace. But still beating. 

I run down the stairs, through the living room, and out the front door, as fast as I can. I take in 
one last embrace. My body shakes at the realization. But I have to let go. I have to move on. I get in 
my car, slam the door. Reverse, and step on the gas. It's the only way to let go. 

Madisyn Jackman Every Rose Photograph 11 



Catherine Reilly 

Stitches 

Your beating 
slows 
down 
when the tear appears. 
Although you know you'll survive 
your needle and thread in tow -
it still aches. 
Sewn pieces of thread 
pierce through you 
like miniature railroad tracks 
encompassing your misshapen sphere, 
mending where he tore you last. 
You wish you didn't need 
so many stitches. 

Courtney Pyatt Koi Fish with Mugunghwa Flower 
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Loren Kessell 

Mixtape 

Rain drums on my window, and 
I let Modest Mouse pull me deeper 
into a precipitous dream. 
Joy Division chimes in, 
and tells me why love will fail in the end. 

Then, I get into my tan Corolla, 
where Weezer greets my ears. 
Rivers Cuomo tells me 

. how he looks like Buddy Holly, 
and I take turns fast, too fast, perhaps. 

I come home to a plethora of unwanted thoughts, and 
salty tears stream down my face-
they're slick, 
and they tickle my lips, 
while Ben Gibbard's words try to lift my heart. 

Bassnectar comes on, and 
he urges my body to move. 
It complies without hesitation, 
and I let the bass excite me. 

These notes, these beats, these lyrics
they are who I am. 
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Angela Chiu 

All Good Things 
Beth loved pearls. Each one had its own iridescent shine and was the perfect white of iced milk. In the 

heat, only the creamy beads of her new pearl necklace were cool. She touched them with one hand, appreciating 
their smoothness; with the other, she fanned herself with her clutch purse. 

She could feel the sun-saturated concrete through the soles of her flats and the air in front of the movie 
theater entrance shimmered like hot oil. Beth and her boyfriend, John, were waiting in line along with several 
other people. Some of the other girls, in their cut-off shorts and loose, cotton dresses, eyed Beth askance but 
she pretended she didn't notice them. She'd overdone it again, even though she'd worn her plainest dress, the 
midnight blue one with an unembroidered hem that ended two inches above her knees. She'd worn perfume too, 
and in the oppressive weather, it smelled like she was standing in a cloying cloud of roasted lilacs. 

The line shuffled forward. John stood a few steps ahead of her, his hands shoved in his pockets. He was 
gazing to the left, at the brown islands in the parking lot that were seared free of grass. Beth hooked her arm 
through his. The inside of his elbow was warm and moist. 

"Why don't we go back to my house and go swimming after the movie?" she said. 
"I can't. I have to work tonight," John said. 
"Why don't you play hooky today?" 
He looked down at her. "I need the money." 
"I know but you're so busy lately I hardly see you." 
"I could really use the overtime right now. It's just how it is, you know?" 
"Okay," Beth let go of his arm. "I was just kidding." She smiled and swept her blonde bangs away from 

her forehead. 
"Don't worry about it." 
Beth let herself frown when he turned away again. She tried to think of something funny to say, since 

she didn't want to pester him with her questions, but the only joke she could think of was the one her father had 
told last weekend, about a businessman in an elevator with an electrician and she didn't think John would laugh 
at it. She started fanning herself again, and after a few more minutes, it was their turn to approach the ticket 
stand. The mugginess was diminished by the shade beneath the entrance. Beth plucked at the damp patches of 
her dress that clung to her stomach and her legs. 

"Two for All Good Things," John said and reached for his wallet. 
"I can get it," Beth said. She flipped open her clutch and withdrew her AMEX card. 
"No, I don't want you to." 
"It's alright. I can pay," Beth said and the cashier looked back and forth between the two of them. 
"Elizabeth, I've got it." John slapped two tens on the counter and took the two white tickets. 
"I like it much better when you call me Beth." 
"I'm sorry," he said. 
They went into the theater. Beth tried not to cringe at the sticky floor and the bags of half-eaten popcorn 

and empty Coke bottles that were stuffed between the seats. She didn't like the movie; in the end, the wealthy 
antagonist evaded all charges. 

"People like that can get away with anything," John said as they exited. When they went through the 
doors, the humidity hit Beth like a blow. 
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John's Dodge pickup was parked on the other side of the building, but he walked Beth to her car. It was 
sleek and it shone like freshly polished silverware. 

"Are you sure you have to go?" she asked when they reached it. 
"Yeah." John looked at the pavement. "When I first asked you out, I didn't think you'd say yes. Ire-

member how happy I was." 
"I'm still happy." 
He kissed the top of her head. "I'll see you later." 
Beth got in her car. She put on her aviator sunglasses and pretended to fiddle with the knobs on her con

sole. John waved as he passed her, and a black plume spewed from his truck's exhaust pipe. She waited until 
she couldn't see him anymore before she turned her key in the ignition. 

Beth took the long way home, and she stopped at a park outside of the suburbs. She liked to visit it 
sometimes, when she didn't want to see anyone she knew. It wasn't like the country club near her house that 
brimmed with red and purple azaleas and had neat, straight paths for whizzing golf caddies. This park had 
some dead, dusty patches from the lack of rain but many dandelions still bloomed, their yellow heads bright 
as sudden sunbursts. She stayed in the shade of the elm trees' shaggy leaves until she reached the pond in the 
middle of the park. It was wide and round and the water was still. An old wooden bridge with flaking, red paint 
spanned its center. Her shoes clunked across the boards, and midway, she paused and leaned over the railing. A 
welcome coolness wafted from the water and dried the drops of sweat from her face. 

Ahead, a wheezing jogger was doubled over, awaiting his second wind, and below the bridge, a group 
of ducks floated on the pond's surface. She wished she had bread to feed them; John was the one who always 
thought of those kinds of things. 

The ducks' plumage was like jewelry. Emerald coronets crowned their heads and sapphire rings encir
cled their stately necks. Flecks of amber and topaz spangled their folded wings. None of them had any pearls 
though. 

Beth unclasped her necklace. The pearls felt slippery in her hands and she could see their white reflec
tion in the water where they trickled through her fingers. She'd rarely considered the oysters, but she knew it 
took years for them to craft their protective layers of conchiolin and aragonite into a single, precious bead. And 
those pale, secret treasures were wrested from their mouth by human hands. But a shimmering strand of pearls 
seemed so much more alive than other gems. Ever since she was a little girl, Beth had wanted a necklace of 
every color pearl-black, pink, champagne, mirror silver. She'd considered telling John, but she knew he'd say, 
"Don't you already have enough?" 

A man's bass voice startled Beth. It was the jogger. He was a tall, middle-aged man, wearing a Yankees 
cap and a bleach-spotted t-shirt. "Be careful you don't drop those," he said. 

Beth stepped away from the railing. "I'm sorry." 
He glanced at the strand of pearls twined through her fingers and shook his head. "My wife would kill 

for a necklace like that. You shouldn't be so careless." 
"It's not like that," Beth said. 
But the jogger straightened and trotted toward the other end of the bridge, leaving her standing there 

alone. She gazed down at the water. She couldn't see the bottom; the first few inches were dappled with sun 
flecks and the faint outlines of the birds, and then it dropped into darkness. She wondered what strange, pale 
creatures lived down there and if they too hoarded some hidden, shining prize in the soft, clinging mud. 

Beth let go of the pearls. They disappeared into the pond. There was no splash and only a faint ripple. 
Beth waited; she half-expected them to reappear on the surface, glistening and white, floating, like sea foam, 
back to where she stood. But there were only the brightly feathered ducks, swimming in wide circles around 
each other. 
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Martina Schatzman Untitled Print 

16 



ShaunDuffy 

Epistle to a Lady 

There's something there 
behind your stare, 
is it a glare of our past pair? 
It isn't fair-
how you lied, 
how you shied, 
how you wish I would have died. 
That I changed, or stayed the same? 
What's this all, a little game? 
To be fair, I would have shared: 
until the end I always cared. 
But I lost hope, 
you aimless dope, 
feeling lost and hard to cope. 

It seems she died, and you were there -
taking on her name and stare. 
And our pair 
was black and tom, 
making wishes it not been born. 
Inside my head, it filled with dread, 
until I'm dead, t'will never shed. 
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Alexandra Duch Shine Photograph 
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Kathryn Nieves 

The Painting 

Purples and blues swirl across the canvas like a pair of figure skaters gliding across a patch of worn ice. 

Purple trails slightly below blue, out-of-sync by a beat or two. The two colors travel parallel to each other but 

never manage to blend into one beautiful routine. Yellow splatters provide the contrast to the otherwise dark 

color display. The pair skids to avoid the splotches, taking different paths around the road block, and still refuse 

to skate in harmony. 
A woman sits in front of the fighting color pallet. Her left hand is perched on the window pane. Her face 

fell in the shadow of the night, or maybe she just wanted to sink away into it. Her lips were pursed and the cor

ners dipped into a disapproving frown. Her blue eyes were encased in glass but no tears fell from them. 

"Interesting," my boyfriend said, coming up on my left. He's neatly tucked away in a striped navy shirt 

and dress slacks. His hair is slicked back with a thick glob of hair gel. His attempt at being fancy, I guess. 

I crossed my arms and returned my eyes to the painting. "What's interesting?" 
He rocked back and forth uncomfortably on his feet, as if waiting for the right answer to pop into his 

head. After a few moments of hesitation, he returns with, "Pretty colors." 
I tapped the tip of my black heels impatiently. "If you don't have anything important to say, then don't 

say anything." He never understood my fascination with art. In fact, he only agrees to come to the galleries that 

give out free champagne and cheese hors d'oeuvres. 
I refocused my attention on the painting, tilting my head to the side and trying to see it from a different 

perspective. The same theme persists, despite my variation in angles. 
"What do you see?" he fired back at me. I could sense the aggravation in his pitch. 
"A sad woman ... " 
He snorted. "And that's more complex than my answer?" 
" ... She's clearly distressed," I continued, ignoring his interruption. I ran my hand in front of the paint

ing. "Her life is dull, hence the grays and blacks inside the room." 
My boyfriend raised his eyebrow. "That's dumb. You're looking too much at the surface." 

I rolled my eyes. Now he decides to become knowledgeable about the deep symbolism associated with 

art? "At least I saw more than just pretty colors." 
"I think she's being overdramatic," he concluded, "Look at her dress." He traced the outline of the wom

an with his index finger. 
She was clothed in a gray dress with a high lace collar. She had an abundance of gold on her visible 

hand and exquisite jewelry. 
"Elaborate," I hissed, fiddling around with the bottom tip of my magenta chandelier earrings. I tugged a 

little too hard on the left one and immediately released the jewelry from my grasp. 
He sauntered closer to the painting to inspect it further. "She's wealthy. She should be happy. After all, 

she's not dressed in clothes she made from old curtains, is she?" 
I cringed at his von-Trapp reference. It was a little too Sound ofMusic for my liking. "Money's not the 

point," I replied, "You can have all the money in the world and still be unhappy." 
He played around with his cufflinks. "She could be poor. She could be living on the streets. But she's 

not. She's in an elegant room in beautiful clothes. She's not even unattractive! She should be satisfied." He 
rubbed his thumb against her lips, admiring her beauty. 

"Sometimes looks and money aren't everything. You can't tell me you don't see the depression in her 

eyes. Look at the way her eyebrows cave in." 19 



"It's the classic case of thinking the grass is greener on the other side," he said, taking a step away from 
me, "Thinking what you have is so awful because you're comparing it to everyone else." He exhaled loudly. 
"Women always do that." 

I could feel my face getting hot. "Excuse me?" 
My boyfriend tried to recover and explain himself. "Women constantly compare their lives to others. 

Don't tell me they don't. This woman probably thinks her life is so bad because her friend or someone has 
something she doesn't." He jabbed his finger backward toward the painting, "She's wallowing in self-pity in
stead of going out and getting it herself." 

I chomped down on my tongue, trying not to say something I knew I would regret as soon as it slipped 
from my mouth. 

"The painting is a perspective of her life," he replied, crossing his arms in a satisfied manner. His cuf
flinks twinkled under the fluorescent lights. 

I paced in front of the painting, hearing my heels click loudly against the marble floor. "So tell me this," 
I said, "If her opinion is that life is better on the outside, why did the artist choose to use purples and blues as 
her idea of happiness? Why not use an exuberant color, like red?" 

He sniffed, "Well, I'm not the artist. Obviously I wouldn't know that." 
"Red is passion." I could feel myself beginning to ramble. I tend to do that when I'm frustrated. The 

thoughts overflow my mind like foam spilling over the brim of a recently-filled plastic soda cup. "The artist is 
using dark colors for the outside and inside to show that life wouldn't be any better if she were to change her 
life. She's stuck in a dark, passionless life. That's why she's sad. She can't get out of her situation and find a 
better one." 

"Maybe she needs to stop being lazy and look harder," my boyfriend grunted. 
I sighed. "Maybe she's tried but has given up hope." 
He cocked his head to the side and inspected me from the top of my head to the tip of my open-toe 

heels. "I think you're reading too much into one painting." And with that, he turned around and ventured to find 
a waiter for another glass of cheap champagne. 

I turned around to face the painting one more time. The bags under the woman's eyes seemed more 
prevalent. Her hair was frazzled and there were wrinkles beginning to rise from her aging skin. But he was 
right. Her clothes were impeccable and her accessories were magnificent. Outside, the skaters continued to fight 
and the colors diverged more recognizably than before. The purple seemed to be dragged across the canvas 
along with the blue, even though it clearly wanted to find its own path. It felt like the yellow paint splatters had 
multiplied, shining even brighter than before and further barring the purples and blues from joining in unison. 
The woman's eyes were trying to tell me something. There was no way out. 

"He's right," I mumbled quietly to myself, "I'm reading too much into this painting." I spun around, my 
lavender dress fanning out around me, and headed to find my boyfriend, straggling behind by just a few beats. 
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Joseph Marra Jupiter Painting 
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Madeline Lopez 

It's a Little Hazy in Here 

Burgundy and evergreen decor 
Highlighted by streamers of gold and silver 
Gracefully accent chestnut spindles. 
Hors d'oeuvres are placed decadently 
Over a traditionally hand-woven table runner, 
And coasters are stationed under every wine and 
champagne glass. 

Still, my eyes focus on the seeping flames 
That is the newly re-done fireplace. 
Its blaze so powerful it can tum this holy gathering 
Into an inferno of wallowing and untold truths. 
The beauty of this fireside chimney is not what lies inside, 
But what lies above it, an oil painting. 

Prim and proper. 
Forged smiles and fixed eyes. 
They give China dolls personality. 

Everyone else would see a perfectly rounded family; 
Hardworking business owner, made his way up. 
A classic stand-by-her-husband-kind-of-wife; 
No matter the circumstance. 
And a hard-working senior in a private institution, 
Extra-curricular activities, part-time job, 
Vice-president of the fashion club, daughter. 

But when the flames are burning with enough spilled alcohol 
To shine the light on the corrupt and the immoral, 
The real story is revealed. 

The vain woman this canvas portrays 
Is no more than a liar and a cheat. 
Pocketing money from different accounts within the business; 
Oh but daddy doesn't know. 
The man is as dull as the color scheme of the suit he's painted in; 
Grays mixed with matte-based navies, 
But his wife picked them out-no backbone. 
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And the raven-haired goddess that sits triumphant
ly on her throne; 
The daughter of the two, well, blow must be her 
middle name. 
It's the only way she gets by. 

The party winds down, 
Booze and cracker crumbs are left unattended. 
Poor souls will be laughed at miserably 
At New Year's dinner a week from now. 
And yet my mind trails off into another dimension, 
Trying to grasp how it all makes sense to these 
people. 

Distorted as it may seem, 
The fuck up in the family is me. 



ShaunDuffy 

Mechante Marionette 

The shadows dance across a frame 
A solid frame, it has a name 
The name is wrapped in yards of lace, always known for keeping pace 
With perfect face and petit black lace, desire will transform a space 
For in this space she'll dance the chase, she is the Wicked Puppet 

Small thin knives hide in her curls 
While wiles are her deadly pearls 
Denying none, she'll dance for all 
A craving plea her venomous call 

Jazz, Ballet, Tango or Swing 
She' 11 dance all things, but not on strings 
Unless those strings will hinder things 
Those wicked things desire brings 

She took you once, she took you twice, but do not let her take you thrice 
A Wicked vice whose dance is night, a witch who turns all men to mice 
To have a puppet's rather nice, but it is you who'll pay the price 
For if you fall into her claw ... .is she the puppet, after all? 
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Martina Schatzman New Jersey Print 
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Chelsea Hoffmann 

But Loving Him was Red 

The tires of the car were spinning so fast, the brand name on all four tires was just a blur of white. 

Fingers turning red as she tightly grasped the blue and green steering wheel cover, she pressed harder on 

the gas pedal, causing the car to lurch forward to higher speeds than allowed. The car started to shake as her 

own sense of excitement built inside of her body. He couldn't be back ... he told me he wasn't going to ever 

come back .... Her thoughts raced just as fast as she was moving. 
Joan received a call just a few minutes prior. All the voice said at the other end of the static filled 

conversation was to meet at the end of Pier 28, and to wear that red dress. "You know the one- the one you 

wore that first night we met." Her friends couldn't understand why it was so important to leave the party 

immediately. They wouldn't understand. They don't know him like I do ... 
She started daydreaming about when he got back to town, and more importantly, how he got 

back. Did he arrive through the local airport, where his face would be surrounded by strangers, or was it by 

the ferry over the massive river that separated the states? When Joan noticed a red light glaring in her face, 

lighting the entire interior of the car in scarlet. She slammed on the brakes, causing the sound of the radio 

to be drowned out by the sound of the inevitable screech. "CHANGE!" she screamed at the traffic light, 
slapping the top of the steering wheel. "I do not have time for this!" Joan crossed her arms and nervously 

played with the radio, turning the sweet, soothing sounds of Taylor Swift up and down. 
"Come on ... come on .... .I'm going to be late!" She muttered under her breath. She started to 

imagine his face when she wouldn't arrive on time. His deep, brown eyes staring back at her with disap

pointment, his toned arms crossed and pressed against his sculpted chest, the wind mussing up his perfect 

black hair ... all six feet, five inches of him staring back at her ..... 
Joan was once again zapped out of her daydream by the sound of a car honking behind her; the light, 

unknown to her, had changed back to green. She looked in the backseat of her Wrangler as quickly as possi

ble, than re-directed her green eyes forward. Pressing the gas pedal once more, she focused her mind on the 

road. To keep her mind on track, she counted how many passing zone dashes she went by. 

1253. She even surprised herself that she could count that high, and even more surprised how fast 
time went by as she pulled up onto Pier 28. Using the headlights as her flashlight, she could make out the 

figure of a man standing midway between where her car sat and the end of the pier. He turned and waved at 

her with his free hand, the other hand holding what appeared to be a flower of some sort. A smile formed on 

his face when he saw the red dress on her athletic body as she stepped out of the car. 
"You wore it!" He called out, a hint of laughter in his voice. "God, I always loved that color on 

you." 
"I always loved that color on you, too." She said back, digging in the back of the Wrangler, a se

ductive tone to her own voice. Joan could hear his footsteps getting closer. Click, click click. He could hear 

a sound too, except not so much a click, but more of a chink-chink. 
"Did you? I always thought you preferred blue on me." 
"No." She muttered, before pulling out the shotgun from the backseat and firing into his chest. 

"You look good in red, too." 
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Timothy Donnelly Second Sight Drawing 
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ShaunDuffy 

The Bond from Beyond 

"True!-nervous-very, very dreadfully nervous I had been and am; but why will you say that I am 

mad? The disease has sharpened my senses-not destroyed-not dulled them. Above all was the sense of 

hearing acute. I heard all things in the heaven and in the earth. I heard many things in hell. How, then, 

am I mad? Hearken! and observe how healthily-how calmly I can tell you the whole story. " 
- Edgar Allen Poe, "The Tell-Tale Heart" 

"Are you nervous, Cherian?" The question sounded like the rattle of a loose screw as it bounced 

around my battered mind. I rolled the words around in my head, and settled on "nervous". Flicking the 

ash from the tip of my shrunken cigarette, I tried to stare past the skin of my arms to where I supposed 

my nerves were. From what part of my body could I answer this question? Certainly my nerves weren't 

talking. "Cherian?" The good doctor repeated as I slowly drifted back into the stark, white-walled room. 

"Ismene?" I swung my dark eyes up to meet her round, blue, and concerned pair. The room was fur
nished by a lovely sixty-watt light bulb hanging naked on a cord just above my head, two mint-green 

metal chairs occupied by myself and Dr. Ismene Peters, and a lovely antique wooden table, which rested 

out-of-place in this dismal space. The rest were standard edition at Faymore Sanitarium- a pretty name 

for the local loony-bin. It was nicknamed "Flay-more" by some of the high functioning patients that 

hung about the common room, especially when their favorite moth-eaten couch served as a recovery 

area for someone after a bad bout of the shocks. This was nothing compared to that, I've heard, a simple 

psychiatric evaluation. "Simple" seemed like a strange word to head the phrase; a "simple" analysis of 

one's mental state. The word was used as nonchalantly as "nervous."It made no never-mind to Ismene, a 

summa cum laude grad with a double major in psychology and occult studies, and a five-thousand dollar 
engagement ring. No, she hadn't a worry in the world. 

Ismene cleared her throat and looked down at her clipboard. After scribbling something on the 

surface she muttered, "You've only been here for a few days Ms. Grey. Or should I continue calling 

you Cherian? Cherian, then. It says here you've been displaying signs of .... amnesia. Now that we have 

recovered your name, and with pains some background information, we should discuss what else you 

remember about that night." That Ilight, the night that every doctor, nurse and orderly who tried to eval

uate me couldn't get over. I took a drag of the dying cigarette and laughed as I watched the smoke trick

le out of a cut in my arm. Didn't remember getting that, like everything else. My memory was limited, 

and the drugs they had me on probably weren't helping. My typically clear skin was blotchy and wan, 

I had no appetite, and I was ..... seeing things. Shadows slunk around comers of the hospital, not-quite 

solid figures appeared and disappeared before my eyes, and then there was Christine. My sister being 

dead hadn't changed much; she was still always by my side, champion-chatter box, and a scheming 
wench when she wanted to be. Her crazy ideas had gotten me into this mess. "We should have never 
gone to the lake house that night," I whispered, picking a spot on the wall where a window would have 

been nice. "Where you were found, near Lunis Lake?" I stared hard at the tape recorder on a table by Is

mene's elbow, but she didn't seem to notice, though she continued to prod. "Do you remember anything 

leading up to the events of that night?" I took a moment to dig deep into the recesses of my mind, 

27 



willing the wall holding back my memories to give. "Fire," I said, and indeed, a blaze had lit inside of 
my mind. I watched the long silhouettes of my memory grow features and expressions, and once again 
I was facing the drunken splendor ofLunis Night. It was on this night, the eve of the founding ofLu
nis, that our town held a massive outdoors celebration equip with kegs galore. While the legal drinkers 
took to the town, the teens strayed into the woods, despite the threat of coyotes or the rumor of malev
olent spirits that took up residence there after a few grisly murders in the '50s. 

I remembered the warmth of the bonfire the boys had lit as I watched my sister mingle dan
gerously with strangers. Christine had problems -with men, with alcohol, you name it. She could 
always pick the headiest drink and the worst man of the bunch. Can't say I'm surprised that it was 
her downfall. "Admiring me from afar?" was her winning line, approaching another steal in a wife 
beater. I shook my head and swooshed the strong liquid around in the plastic cup I had been supplied 
with upon arrival. "Don't you ever grow bored?" I asked as I handed the drink over to her. Christine 
downed it and smiled, "Which is why I have reeled in a long, dark and handsome from a school of 
boring and brainless. Look, just at the edge of the crowd, in the suit." It was never a good sign when 
a shark mixed with fish, but I didn't know it at the time. All I knew was that he was different than the 
rest, in his chic black suit, strong chin, dark eyes. Those eyes met mine from a distance, and an electri
fying warmth shot through me. There was something strange in the air as he approached us, and as he 
moved gracefully through the crowd my sister filled me in on the details. He wanted us both to meet 
him at an abandoned lake house, one that Christine had been to before, but not I. "Delicious, isn't 
he? I know the way, let's not waste time." Christine grabbed my hand and led me away from the light 
and the people, into the darkness that he had disappeared into. "I think you've gone too far this time, 
Chris." I mumbled, trying blindly to avoid roots and rocks, Christine practically having to drag me. 
"Just trust me on this," s-he said, turning her eyes to me. I watched the fire grow smaller in her eyes, 
and soon we were enclosed by darkness, following the shimmer of light from the house between the 
trees. Soon we came onto a white wooden two-story, looking abandoned from the lack of a car and 
proper lighting inside. The curling white paint on the walls was a bit of a dead-ringer too. We neared 
the entrance, and a whispering in my ear told me to stop, and I did. I stopped dead with my hand still 
in Christine's, and even her tug could not budge me. Something inside of me did not want to go into 
that house; something inside me did not even want to think about that house, but the memory kept 
rolling like a film. I watched myself stand just before the threshold and Christine unsuccessfully usher 
me in, which turned into pleading. "If you will just come inside, I promise you there is nothing to wor
ry about. I promise I won't let anything happen to you." And oh, how wrong she was. 

Still, despite the cold lump in the pit of my stomach, I slipped inside and felt the cool wood of 
the door as it closed behind me. It was quiet enough to hear a pin drop, never a good sign. Christine 
rolled her eyes at my caution, a rebel at heart, and mouthed for me to stay where I was. Whether she 
was wary of me spoiling her fun, or really was looking out for me, I couldn't tell. I watched Christine 
disappear around a comer, and then heard a sharp voice cut through the air. I couldn't make out ex
actly what the words were, but I could hear Christine's deep contralto amidst it all. Some time passed, 
and I suppose I had nodded off against the door when I was awakened by what sounded like dry-wall 
breaking. I lurched up and peeked around the comer, only to see the back end of a tall man. Not seeing 
Christine straight away and fearing the worst, my body worked on instinct and leapt into the fray. 
Stupid. Christine was pinned between a curved blade and a broken wall, her face a mess of tears and 
blood. The element of surprise foiled, the man was already coming at me with that crooked looking 
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blade, and all I could think about was it tasting my flesh and sawing through my bone. Instinctually I tucked 

my knees under my body and pushed with my feet into a roll to avoid his swipe, but he caught my ankle as I 

barreled past him. Striking out with my free foot, I caught his jaw and threw him back a few paces before he 

ran for me at full speed. I was caught between fleeing and fighting, because if he lost me he would surely turn 

back and finish what he had started with Christine. I had seconds to debate, and with my decision made I let a 

left-hook fly that took him by surprise. It knocked him back a few feet, right into the screwdriver Christine had 

ready. He yelled out, but it didn't stop him, and in a panting rage he knocked me so hard against the doorframe 

that my vision flickered like a dying candle, and went out. 
I woke in a different place, a foreign place. The basement, I presumed. It was dingy and somehow wet. 

I forced myself up, out of the pool of sticky dark liquid to find the first thing on my mind, Christine. But the 

basement was a bustle of commotion, and a feeling of relief rushed through me when I saw the red crosses 

stitched into the shirts of passersby and the crackle of police radios. The smile fell from my face as I looked 

around and my sister was nowhere in sight. I walked to the nearest group of officers and asked for Christine but 

they ignored me, deep in conversation about the body upstairs - cut up with some kind of tool. The satisfaction 

ofhis death didn't sway me from my mission, and all hopes of finding my sister fell as I caught a glimpse of 

another body painted red, lying where I had woken up. Between paramedics I caught sight of the curly brown 

hair my sister and I had shared, and I found myself without enough air to continue standing. But my sister 

stood in front of me then, looking like a battered angel, crying out and calling my name. 
I fished in my robe pocket for another cigarette as Ismene stared, surely not able to comprehend the 

recovery of my memory. "And .... " She trailed off, unable to gather words, "is your sister here ... with us now?" 

With that Ismene made the mistake of looking to my right, where Christine was sitting, staring over at me with 

her white face. The cigarette fell from my fingers. "Why didn't you tell me you could see her too?" If seeing 

the apparition of my sister wasn't the "pills" talking, like so many had said, then why was I here? Ismene 

looked at Christine cryptically, who hid her face in her hands. "Of course I can see her." Ismene said. "Stop!" 

Christine screamed, jerking us both from our seats. "Stop I can't take anymore!" Ismene knocked on the door 

and the nurse's head appeared in the window. "I think-our session is over for today, thank you for letting me 

use your patient in the experiment." I shook my head. "No, no, please, if you can see her too that means I'm 

not crazy." The nurse moved into the room with two orderlies, and I stood, ready to be carted away like an 

animal. "No," Ismene said, "you're not crazy." The nurse and her entourage moved past me, and grabbed both 

of Christine's arms, who was now beginning to thrash. "You're dead." 
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Nicole Fisher 

How to be Miserable 

Always listen to what everyone else tells 
you-
Your parents, your boss, your friends. 
Hear that little voice in your head? 
Listen to her, too. 

Always be careful, 
Cautious-
Look both ways, and look again. 

Count your calories, 
Count your sins, 
Count every dollar you earn 
And clutch them 
Preciously to your chest 
Like you would a gurgling newborn. 

Go to college. 

Look at yourself in the mirror 
See blemishes on your cheeks, 
Split end on your hair, 
Ten extra pounds on your stomach 
Or thighs, and ignore the landscape 
Of your smooth skin, thousands of soft 
hairs 
Covering your body, millions of pores 
Over the intricate atoms that make organs, 
Blood. 

Look at the way that others live
Pine for it, wish for it, 
And then let it slip by. 
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If only I had backpacked through Europe, 
Or leapt into the Dead Sea, 
If only I had auditioned for that play, 
Went on that road trip, 
Sung on that stage, 
Taken that flight, 
Drank wine in the dizzy vineyard 
Or tread barefoot in creeks those summer nights 
Instead of worrying over applications, internships, 
Phone bills, scholarships, loans. 
If only I had 
Kissed you 
While you still lay in my arms 
Stupid and vulnerable and alive, 
Or saved him from death, 
Yanking hard on his hand, telling him 
He was loved, loved, loved 

Stifle your heart. 
Shake your head. 
Throw away that jar 
Of paper stars 
You saved 
As a child 
And tell yourself 
To grow up. 



Katrina McGahran Horses in the Summer Photograph 
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Sherice Browne 
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Rad Women ofTumblr 

There may be a lot to carry, 
But baby, 
I carry it well 
My stretch marks run like rivers, 
Cascading down my thighs, 
Dig into my shoulders and sides, 
I am not ashamed, 
They are my battle scares, 
That I will gladly flaunt, 
Work, 
Make fabulous 

You shame me for my size, 
You tell me no one will wantme, 
Well honey you're wrong, 
I am a walking buffet, 
And baby it's all you can eat! 
I am going to prove you wrong, 
In more ways than one, 
I will make sure the next generations will know, 
To love, 
To appreciate, 
To accept, 
To feel no shame 



Timothy Donnelly Untitled Painting 
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Catherine Reilly 

Ode to My Pillow 

I find you more suitable for my arms than my head. 
Your goose down body conforming to my own 
as I pull you in close underneath the Moon's blanket. 
I squeeze the air from your lungs, 
inhaling my own content 
and the familiar aroma of Home. 

I encompass you, 
curling into a much bigger orb 
that absorbs the warmth we create. 
I lose the ability to see you, 
however-
! easily unearth each budding feather 
that desperately tries to puncture your case, 
longing to soar free once more
Dreaming. 
I feel safe 
as I slip away 
holding you 
near
Here
forever 
more. 
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Dr. Christopher Adamo 

MoonHaikus 

I 
Wine-cooler moon rose 
Flaunting cloudy lingerie 
Shameless 

II 
Incredulous moon 
Gawking dumbfounded at our 
Driving 

III 
Pallid morning moon 
Color spent from carousing 
All night 

IV 
Bedtime! Sleepy moon 
Our steely skyline serves as 
Mattress 
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Joseph Marra 

Lifetimes 

He would wake up with the sunrise shining through his window. The world around still 
shrouded in silence as the morning mist lulled through the uncut hay. He would stare out the win
dow absorbing everything and nothing. Here and there a song bird could be heard as it started its 
morning routine. The world was still full of wonder and waiting to be explored. Everything was 
simple then, in those youthful moments. There were still thirteen stations on the television. Cable 
was available in the more populated areas, but even that was just developing. Cell phones and the 
internet were still in their infancy. He was a boy then, soon to be a young man, and ready to become 
an adult. 

If he was not at school, or participating in sports, he spent his days out exploring the woods 
and fields of the area. He spent more time outside than indoors. He knew the topography for miles 
around, and was familiar with most of the few neighbors on his street. He could hike out to the next 
forested hill, beyond the hay fields and river, climb a tall pine and see his house behind him. He 
was not afraid of the black bears he would see from time to time, and knew to respect their priva
cy. He knew what areas they were most likely to be found in and if there might be cubs or not. He 
knew all the bends of the river and the best places to catch the river trout. He knew the deer trails 
and the hiking trails. The world still seemed a simple place then. 

In the next decades he would bear witness to everything he knew being flipped on end. Not 
by any unforeseen tragedy, although they were happening globally, but instigated by the rapid 
growth of technology. He would not even realize it was happening until he was already fully com
mitted to this new view of life. He had his first cell phone his junior year of high school. It consist
ed of a number pad and small screen for viewing stored numbers. Before that he had his friends' 
hardline home numbers memorized, and made plans days in advance. Now he scrolled through a 
list and picked the name associated with the number. He bore witness to the rise of network ser
vices, texting, online marketing, digital art and interactive web interfaces, cell phone break ups and 
the death of bookstores. Technology came rapidly. He became so involved in those distractions and 
the pace of it all he could not spare a moment to pause and reflect on the consequences of this pon
derous new way of life. 

As a man he spent more time indoors then outside. For hundreds of miles he knew the road
ways; could drive out to the next hill, look past the new home and see his. He knew nearly none 
of his many neighbors. On the rare occasions he was in contact with the grass, it was more likely 
a result of consequence than by his own free will. He still rose with the sun, but no longer looked 
out the window, because after all, there was a busy day to prepare for. The birds stopped singing 
and nothing was simple anymore. The only time he saw a bear was on his high definition television, 
or in a newspaper followed by the body count for that year's hunt. The river still flowed bending 
through the hills, but he no longer cared to follow it. He did not even notice the changes until he 
grew to be an old man, and by then, it was too late. 
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Centenarv College's 
Creative Writing Department 

Centenary now offers new options to inspired students with a concentra

tion or a minor in Creative Writing. The Creative Writing minor allows stu

dents 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 help develop linguistic skills that enable 

students to present information or insights in more colorful, interesting ways. 

Students may focus on poetry, fiction, creative non-fiction, or a 

mixture of genres. The on-site writing courses will rotate between po

etry and prose. The online courses alternate in reverse. This plan 

will allow students to continue writing in the genre of their choice. 

Offerings: The Craft of Poetry 
The Craft of Prose 
Poetry Workshop 
Prose Workshop 
Advanced Essay Writing 

The Editors of Prism appreciate all forms of student art. We thank ev

eryone who submitted to our first annual cover art contest, as well as all 

of the talented poets, writers, photographers and artists who contrib
uted to this volume. It is our hope that Prism will continue to help fos
ter the development of all of the arts at Centenary College. To end that, 
we would like to offer our sincere congratulations to Tristan Ciceran, win

ner of the 2012 Strickhausen Award for Undergraduate Writing, for his 

essay, "An Exploration in the Psychology of Shakespeare's Richard Ill." 




