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AWAITING LETHE uaceoes

Some nights, | reconsider my selfishness of delivering them into this
place | will become; the shell of me forgetting and within disappeared,
slips beneath. My sorting buttons. My endless stitching returns and
returns waxed thread. My children, abandoned in their prime of wanting
a mother, and my husband, a wife, and my not being. Finally past the
fears of knowing what's forgotten, slipping. My remains.

At this very moment small tangles form tight neural patterns, ink blots
atop folded and gray matters, and it seems smart to record everything,
each paragraph and syllable that was my life, to keep neat files in
chronological order (just in case). The way an animal sees it is dying and
on foot, drags itself, methodically, to a quiet and darkened space, | bend
too.

In drafts, | will somehow salvage the pieces and baste together a
narrative. With sheer will, | will pink and steam the plague, from such
darling synapses, destroying the last scenes of me. | will pitch my head
gracelessly and with prescribed purpose into dark waters, still grafting
childhood and loose fields of reality, and emerge the reincarnate of
myself, the perfect pattern of her.

| will be gone long before | am gone, and my daughters, carrying a mind
shattering inheritance, will one day hate me for giving them what my
grandmother’s mother ferried into her.

D E L I CATE ERIKAZAJAC

AM EN Ds MELINDAPHILLIPS

Come in. Make yourself at home. ‘
Have some tea: silver needle jasmine.
Cake? Slices of lemon poppy seed.
For you, the delicate china, the roses
fragrant in a vase. We are sisters
become strangers, older now, the book
we read aloud yellowed with age.

Whose fault this long silence, we shall

not say who did not follow, who did not wait,
who snuffed the candle, then delayed

in sending the letter. What is not done

is a broken bracelet in a closed fist.

You sit, poised in your seat, pleasant,
talking of things | am not a part of.

When love could have ripened our regard
like late strawberries into something sweet.




A LOVE SONG FOR JOSEPH
LEASE DAVIDTOENNIES

He was not standing with the bum
Off the dead freeway overpass.
He did not offer his spare change.
He was not sitting

in the tattered back seat

Of countless junkers

Owned by countless junkies
Feeding addictions behind
Countless dumpsters.

He was not in the prisons.

He was not in the sick wards.

He was not down at the station
ldentifying the shooter.

He spends his time in the suburbs
In the cookie-cutter homes

Of the upper-middle class.

He champions the cause

of high school football teams
playing games in November

who believe a state title

will define the rest of their lives.
He throws invitation only parties
With red plastic cups

and upstairs bedroom getaways.
You will find him

In the presence of the haves

who could give two shits,

but no more than ten cents a day.
He cosigns loans of the affluent
So they can buy their Cadillacs,
Audis, Benzes, and Porsches

And display their nameplates

as merit badges of prosperity.
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't once attended a rally at the clinic
iigiiennever takes his turn on the neighbprhood watch.
Ke didn’t march with the masses on Washington,

Hasn't postulated on the state of the economy
And refuses to comment on the war.

He owns timeshares on both coasts ‘

And drinks martinis poolside with the rich and famous
on their sun-bleached patios

behind their multimillion dollar mansions.

He attends galas thrown to celebrate

the non-profit organizations of movie stars

Who think their money entitles them to a cause

And their movie roles make them relatable.

So life goes on in Birmingham :
And the world still spins on 8 Mile.
But God'’s Lincoln doesn’t go that far south.




TH EM DAWNPECZKO

We came

upon

the stone markers
laying yellow flowers.

\Wilale

cannot brush away
the buried

names.

Laying still
among wet leaves
and black dirt

in cold November.

No

visitors pass through here
to weed

the overgrowth,

To polish

the stones,

or to remember

them.,

|




.
i

O
JENNIFERSUR
-
. B
-

#

N A
F el

WL A 4



JH4O0ONNOSVr

3dVISANV




THE LITTLE THINGS ..o

A children’s nursery rhyme during Zombie Apocalypse

Never travel alone

Won't be safe on your own

Try to find the safest place to stay
but be ready to go far away

Always eat your vegetables to stay healthy and fit
otherwise you will be taken and you will be bit
Try not to make a sound

they just might be around

They move very slow
SO aim the crossbow
twice in the head
and they stay dead

The world has gone mad

but try to stay glad

We never know what life brings
so enjoy the little things

HUMAN lTY WARRENMESIC

Where art thou, humanity,

But across the world and at my breath
Reaching swiftly across the Earth

As rain washes your footprints
Pressed too hard against the grass?

But in the lives of all creatures
For better or worse
or worse
Your hearts and minds and eyes
See not what you wrought, for
Concern casts a short shadow of your will.

But will you prevail,

Sweet, sweet humanity,

Against a world that does not love you,
Against the sacred and sin abating your soul
Created by you and yourself?

But yourself, in the end, humanity,
Will drift off to sleep with

Your chalice and chain, and

You will be forgotten.
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ENTELLUS’ BOXING
G LOVES KATHERINECHARBENEAU

Entellus is a character from Virgil's Aeneid who appears in Book 5,
“Funeral Games for Anchises.” He is the old fighter who beats Dares in
the boxing contest. In their bout, they wear equally matched gloves, and
at the end, instead of killing Dares, Entellus kills the prize bull with one
blow, squarely between its horns. '

Through a steady haze
The giant recalls,

“We were bored, see? Nothing to do, just waiting to make port.
Most times it'd be Norfolk or Brest, loading coal or men,
Back and forth, back and forth ... nothing to do ...”

So! Throw down your gauntlets!
“..massive weights that violent Eryx used to sport,” *
All hail the U.S.S. Huntington and the U.S.S. Frederick alongside.

Send your best men ~
Let the fisticuffs champions duel
As a thousand throats cry, “Fight!”

And the sun blazed unforgiving on the Atlantic,
Their blood hot; youth and eagerness spur them on.

The deck is spattered, not with brains,
But surely, blood and teeth.

Have them men fight out their heat before the battle,
In the clinch, they will not fail or faint, they'll keep their heads.

| never saw him fight, never saw the blood and teeth,
Only the punishment of a half dozen broken noses,
The bare knuckles champion'’s fists like rawhide bound in iron.

| didn’t know about ‘board ship, except for carefully crafted stories of -
Coffee pots dancing on boilers when the shelling came too close,

Or inklings of endless boredom, waiting for engagement with the enemy.

32

| do know the endless years oi‘ easy chair rocking, waiting, watChing,

Musing through wreaths of pipe smoke and waking dreams.
A whole life lived in two short years, enough to Iast‘ a century.

No one would want to glorify such fighting, and like Entellus,
“There, in victory, he laid down his gloves, his skill.” **

So much better to dash out the bull's brains on the sand
Than lose one more man to bravery.

*5.449
15058

THREE DEER BEHIND THE

RUSTY NAI L MIKEG!F‘Q‘ARD

“| saw three deer behind the Rusty Nail yesterday.”
That's a derelict bar on

The other side of town, where

The woods have begun to reclaim

The scores of whitewash-brick buildings

Sitting, bleaching in the sun.

“| used to drink in there. They didn't have A/C."
Neither do deer, but they seem to stay cool.
They shed their spots in autumn,

And the trees lose their leaves,

And the Rusty Nail watches them,

But in the spring it stays the same.
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*The boat softly bobbed against. the crashmg ofthe nightly ‘ ‘
. Shep laid faithfully at Eli's feet, just as he always did. The only dlfference
between now and the days before was the fact that Shep was alive

N then, although if Eli closed his eyes long enough he could lmagme the

sensat:on of feeling Shep’s deep breathlhg against his sneakers. But it
only lasted a moment. Now the lifeless body of Eli’s five year old beagle
was wrapped gingerly in a black garbage bag, slowly on its way toa
destination of eternal slumber, ‘ ‘

The three boys kept silent during the ride acrossftheGulﬁ Eli, Jake and
Hutch were raised in a small port town off the Gulf of Mexico, a tourist
destination during the busy months. Afterwards, life became quiet and
routine. Jake's step dad owned an arsenal of boats, although the small
motor boat was the only one Eli and Hutch were capable of weaseling
. Jake into sneaking away for their nightly rides. Jake was nervous, not

. bothering to hide the tapping of his own foot. His tall, thin frame sat
rigidly against the back of the boat. One hand f|dgeted with the pant of
his khaki shorts while the free one held tlghtly against the handle of the
humming motor, delicately maneuvering it like a newborn baby. This was
a favor to a friend, he had to keep reminding himself. The trip Would be
quick, Just to one of the lslands Then theyd be back.

Hutch sat to the left of Jake attendrng to hrs own nervous thkS He held
a flashlight in both hands and continued to click it on and off, partly
finding a way to entertain himself which it managed to do successful‘ly
‘He continued to fix his worn Marlins baseball hat, pushing the tufts of
curly red hair behind his large ears. With a quick wave of his hand he
flashed the light in Jake's direction. “Do you remember which one it is?"

"Damnit, do you mind? I'm trying to steer.”

“Sorry, didn't realize you could run ihto anything out here.”

"Do you want us to capsize?” Eli and Hutch were familiar with Jake’s
dramatizations by now. “Yeah, | remember. It's the island to the north

east of here.” Jake's attention went back to steering, and Hutch went
back to clicking the flashlight on and off.

“Nope,
that barrac ‘da tha
According to hi
‘Itsa small

hrs dog was gone a hmp body was ieft at Eh 's feet He wasn’
when Shep dted Eli came home late from school that day H
b|cycle to the side of thenr two bedroom ranch home like
It fell agamst the fraymg brlght yeltow srdnng hke lt atway ‘

was crylng runcontroNabty ahd Ell couldn t get a WOrd f
father was in the Invmg room, reclmmg in his La-Z- Boy tl ild s m
he was already on hts fourth beer as his father calted him into the room
A sense of dread was already spreading over Eli, and he could atready
figure out what his father was going to tell him. Shep had gotten out of N
the yard late that mornlng, and was hit by an oncomlng truck.

“I tell you to lock that gate every God damn day, don’ t 19'

Eli could feel the rush of guilt brought on by his father’s words. It was
salt in an open wound, although Eli tried toreason‘ it to his father's
self medication. His father had Shep in a black garbage bag in their
garage. Eli pulled open the string to see Shep lying quietly inside. He
looked as he always did at the foot of Eli's bed, peaceful. Eli stroked the
short brown fur of Shep one last time, feeling the rigid body beneath

his hands. His father was going to have a family friend take the bag to
dispose of it, like a piece of trash. Eli wanted something better than that,
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WEATHERED NOSTALGIA,
AN ESSAY MELISSAGRUNOW

The summer | was five, it didn't rain. It refused to rain. Everything was
brown: the grass, the trees, the bushes. Even our house was brown, a
two-toned aluminum gradation, which my parents referred to as ‘russet”
and “tan.” The brown, | remember. | don't remember much of the inside,
except for wallpaper of varying prints, vaguely reminiscent of paisley,
and a bright orange couch that felt like what | thought was velvet. It
wasn't. My mom vacuumed that couch at least once a week, sometimes
more, but | never understood why. We didn’t have any pets—they were
banned in the mobile home park—and we weren'’t allowed to eat in the
living room. The vacuum cleaner wasn't going to take away the cigarette
holes burned into the cushions. It wasn't going to take away the smell.

My friends and | swapped trash bags of our mothers' old clothes and
played dress up with oversized ruffled gowns, shoes, and costume
jewelry that hung all the way to our knees. It wasn't long before we
started building makeshift shelters out of old blankets, lawn furniture,
my plastic picnic table, Dad's saw horses. It was even less time before
our forts became masterpieces with hallways leading to multiple rooms,
designated entrances, and even a few home accessories. Every day
was a new palace. We had blankets that made better ‘carpeting’ than
“roofing’, and each of us had a carefully selected set of blankets to
contribute that we kept stashed in the outdoor shed in every yard of
every mobile home in that community. We would wake up early and
spend hours making these forts. We would put on our costumes, and
spend our days out of the sun in our little bungalows, telling stories,
doing each other’s hair, doing whatever to hide from the heat.

My yard was the preferred yard for our forts because my mom checked
on us the least. She was always inside, cleaning, listening to records,
not allowing us to come inside because my running from room to room
and slamming doors would make them skip. Occasionally we would see
her shadow move in front of a curtain, hear the drone of the vacuum
fade away from the open windows, the subtle flick of a cigarette hghter
followed by a gentle inhale.

Summers were my most favorite time of the year. At least, that’s how |
remember it. We rode our bikes without helmets, dug holes in the name
of exploration (we actually thought it was possible to dig to China),
made an attempt at fishing in the tiny creek on the outskirts of the

42

trailer park, and didn’t think about sunscreen. | would wear the floral sun
jumpers that tied on each shoulder, and spend my days tearing through
the neighborhood. The only rule was | had to be home by the time our
streetlight came on. | usually made it home on time, peddling my big
wheel as fast as | could, balancing a cabbage patch doll with only one
shoe on my lap. | would hop off the bike and run into the house, letting
the screen door crash behind me, and stand in the living room beaming.
My sap-covered, sunburned, tired, dirty self was proud of arriving on
time, relieved to avoid a slap or a spanking for even a minute of tardiness.

But it was the afternoons we spent in those forts that we felt the most
sure of ourselves, the most natural, and the most defiant. We made up
stories, told each other lies, and pretended to believe each other. There
were four of us: myself, Kathleen—an only child—and sisters, Chrissy
and Amber. In our costumes, we could hide the torn hand-me-downs
we wore underneath. Shoes weren’t necessary, so it didn't matter if the
sandal buckle was broken or they were half a size too big.

Did we know we were poor? | don't think so. My only sense of
commodity was cleanliness. My mother would often remark about the
dirt, clutter, disorder of other people’'s home. We were better because
our house was cleaner; it was that simple. In our forts, we were all royalty,
all snobs, all wealthy.

When school started, the weather changed, and we stored our blankets
in our sheds and forgot about the outdoor furniture that braved the
rain. All summer long we grew accustomed to the sounds of distant
lawn mowers, baby birds chirping from an unseen nest high in the trees,
bees circling our heads on their way to the next dandelion. By August
everything around us went so quiet we could almost hear the air getting
thicker just before the rains came, followed by the imminent threats

of tornado warnings that flashed across the bottom of the television
screen. They always seemed to come just as we were finishing dinner,
After we changed into pajamas, my brother and | would sit on the floor
in the living room and try to ignore the snowy picture that the antenna
just couldn’t fix, and he would nudge me every time the map of our part
of the state would change color and ask me if that mean the tornado
was coming for us. Outside, the wind would blow harder as the sky got
darker: it would get under the siding of our trailer and howl! throughout
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ACC' DENT ASHLEYMAIER

| wish you would've told me

That you would become a ghost.
That you would haunt me.

You know | didn’t mean to kill you.

It was an accident,
| only meant to push you over the edge.

You speak at times,

When | wish you wouldn't,
Because it spoils the jokes
When | hear you laugh at them.
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| forgot your favorite color for a time,

Which is funny because it's the same as mine.
| hope you know your hair looks stupid.

| hope you know that's the short list

Of things l'd like to say but won't.
Since, of course, you can hear,
Because though you haunt me,
You're not dead.

Yes it was an accident but
You pushed me over the edge.
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RED AND GOLD KATIEHENDRICKSON

Firelight burns the trees tonight,

fueled by the golden ball of the West.

The flame-colored glow licks the branches
like children do candy,

eager to find the sweetest spot.

Like arms, the branches’ arts
Embrace the playful wind,

reaching higher and higher,

as if to join their brothers in the sky,
changing in hue as they ascend.

Then, piece by piece,

the leaves, turned crinkled ashes,
Drift to the ground,

once they have spent the juices
of their mother tree.

And what is left is barren,

but still graceful.

A twining, twisting work of ages,
left to rest from growth

until the Spring.
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CONJUGATION AND THE

PRESENT UNKNOWN PAST

TANJAKRUPA

from ‘the Finnish

Tulen
[ come
I'm drawing the water,
Its triangles
Lover says everything
Is a triangle
Only brighter for
Whatever reason

| am not able to see
Tulen

A drake and his darling
In the pond today
Plotting beneath

A tree
The demise of geese

Tulette
You all come

And again | know
Water makes diamonds

Under the sun
A sliver of you is

Always there

Pushed down books make stairs

55
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ALLISONKASPRZYK

- q”\E N:N;‘l:sﬁsun

rage, he séndsyhis\lép:top fly}lhg ”‘a‘CrdeS the i

=

3 Fashlonand photographyare herloves e

‘ KATHERINECHARBENEAU l Stlll thlnks about her
,Grandfather George D. Brown (1897 200l) who was the bare knuckles

‘ boxing champlon of his part of the Atlantlc‘l:leet in World War l,serving

on the U. S S Huntlngton in the b0|ler roorn tendlng the englnes and ln

the gallery peellng potatoes

riMlKEGlRARD‘ : cant wnte a blography HlS Peruvran racketeenng

‘ essay is due |n 32 mlnutes Hes sweatlng profusely Succumblng to

\ MELlSSAGRU NOW is fasClna“ted by our selective memorles,
~ how we build our narratives through experience, and how our experi-
| ‘ences are shared through narrative. “Weathered Nostalgla" confronts

just that. Is it true? You decide.

KATIEHENDRICKSON is a junior in the Humanities
{
program W|th mlnors in Spanlsh and Technlcal and Professional

Communlcatlon She ﬁnds her |nsp|ratlon ll"l a very specral place - Life.




i
D

o
|

,,
\T |
Al

b 1 N
e

i
i
i

N\

»

i i
’«m% i

.

i »‘wﬁ%ﬁ w’ g

il

i w“‘%
‘.vm,/gi,‘ na

it

o
SR
L

=

i
.
o

il
i)

i

i
i %

N

I i !

Vrit

A1

: ”
L
i f%ﬁ%%p};(& %wi i
MR

L
M;;;’;%‘/‘M

N
|

iy 7}:&%}2’
\ w’h e \
A
\ W

L

A

A
\
%4/‘,

i

i

|

WR’ "\‘g%w
Nl
o

i
i
i

L

i

o

|
i
il

i

!

I

"‘N i
i

bl

i
o
utw i
R

L
. W
o

f

|

il [‘( i ;
W
. W"’W?" .

/i

i

o

!
{,N

ik
i

i
| U
i

/ i

i

{

e
:‘%‘?Md i
A’,

i
i

G

i

L

i
i




i
i

i

il

ol

iR

i
i

w‘

i
i

i

e
A
\ #ﬁ%ﬁlﬁ,‘m"

i

i
i
A

i

i

- ’

U

W

i

it
Ll
i

5};

o

IS

i
i
L

WMW

i

‘ X?w;w
i
Ll

W

i

‘%v

%’7‘«‘ L -
i V} v

<
i

e
i

n

i

L
. Wﬂ/ﬁ%‘v‘w; |
S
I
%Y "W
il

i ';#,’h"f%%, o
A mm,% 4

i

i
i
N

i
i

\

i







