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MANIFE S TO 

AMANDA DEE 
FOURTH YEAR / ENGLISH, JOURNALISM 

l was born into my awareness as a white woman a 

few years ago. Now I'm trying Lo learn how lo live 

my life. Before I was born, I struggled in the womb 

lo learn what that identity means, how it molds the 

perceptions of me and how I push back or conform 

lo those perceptions because once you drown in an 

identity, you can't nol know when you're breathing 
out of water. 

When it comes lo my skin, I've readily ad­

mitted its power, but I'm not always submerged; I 

can't always feel its iciness. It slides so easi ly past 

my fingers when I try to grasp it. Inside the core 

of my body, a scream restlessly sleeps. It wakes lo 

empower the disenfranchised and work against my 

own whiteness and finance, but it's still a newborn 

voice. I'm still learning how lo walk and talk and 

scream and clean off the grime clinging lo my 

new wisps of hair after every day in this human 

world, I accepted my birth, but it's easy Lo accept 

and discuss it in a room of people who recognize the 

muscles throwing innocents weaponless into a world 

constructed to keep them defenseless. But, we all 

leave the room. We all are thrown back lo the world 
lo bleed on our own. 

World Entry 1: 

My dad has worked the brown out of his hair. He 

has worked to pay the price of me being here. He 

has worked, so I can work to change part of what got 

me here. He has worked Lo give me the access to 

the ideas, the words to understand why he is wrong 

and try lo dismantle the systems that brought him lo 

his positionality in this world. One of power. Please 

try and understand, I say. But then, I stop saying. 

He drops off sci-fi books in my room because I talk 

about aliens too much. The newborn voice calms . 

Now is not the time lo cry. But, then again, I'm nol 

so sure. 

World Entry 2: 

The newborn voice has been slaughtered. At least, 

that's my cry when I look back at muffled sound 

bites of the past world. Who knew one word could 
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fee l so light one night and so heavy the next? I 

could never lift the word on my tongue now; my 

botlom li p would collapse. But I once let it in . It 

floated in my mouth without resistance. ls that 

word heavy for those tongues and lips over there? 

So pink against th e white. Do they realize? How 

can I tell them so they will li sten? How can I tell 

them withou t betraying my secret, that on another 

world maybe I had done something lik e them? Is 

now the time to fi ght? They'll call me self-ri ghteous, 

but what if I'm trying to do what's ri ght? Pi ck your 

baul es, someone once said . That was in thi s world, 

I think . I get to pick more bauleground s, though. 

Lead more armies. I should lead whenever 1 can. 

My skin prickles lik e melted iron is dripping into 

each pore, bu t I know it's just the cold. 

World Entry 3: 

How do you fee l? 

I cannot say. 

How do you feel? 

They will not listen. 

Let me tell them. 

They will not listen. 

World Entry 4: 
Today, I fell asleep on my keyboard. I've grown 

up some. My legs shake slightly as I run because 

caffeine can' t fix every tired. I'm still a child but 

part of me is wrinkled and freezer-burned. I want 

to apologize. But, what good would that do here? 

I want to help because I've been beaked before. 

And that is selfi sh ... maybe? To want to help 

because of something I've personally experi enced. 

How can that be taught here? I know th ere are 

those on another continent of tired, but I want 

th em to know we're navigating thi s same planet. 

It's dark and li ght, but I'm trying to remember 

we're all human. Even the ones who are loo afraid 

to say which world we live in. 

INSPIRATION 

GHOSTS 
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TIME IN THE SHADOWS 

CAROLYN CAPKA 
FOURTH YEAR I GRAPHIC DESIGN 

INSPIRATION 

MY IMAGINATION 
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BREA1'HING 
EXERCISES (V) 

COURTNEY HOELSCHER 
FOURTH YEAR FINE ARTS 
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DON'T 

MARA KALINOSKI 

THIRD YEAR [ ENGLI SH 

PANIC 

s illing silent in the fron t seat 

evi scerated slowly 

facing city deer 

eyes like spotlights 

soporose sinking, passenger side 

really zen but 

tight and pressuri zed, 

gonna pop soon 

organs all exposed 

geometri c blood spills, like ocean oi l 

semioti c movement of muscle 

surely unintentional. 

one-baby deer and doe want Lo walk across th e road 

and two- pliant hand s open in lap, catching stray insides 

let 'em go 
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TERLE T 

SCOTT SHINE 
FOURTH YEAR I ENG LISH 

Dirty bathroom stall. 
' Pay off your friends', it commands; 
Who needs your warning? 

So it was in the fall that 
I began to leave my own messages on the 
Bathroom walls for other men lo find. 
Perhap they might find guidance 
In that which I had penned. 
Yet day in and day out, 
My mes ages were washed away 
By ome man who crowned me vandal. 

o it was that one day I wrote: 
"Why must you wash away 

All that I write here?" 

And the following day, he lo me, 
cratching out those words 

Mo l integral to my question: 
" Why must you wash away 

All that I write here?" 

And thi was clever, I thought, 
Though I found very puzzling 
The add ition that some stranger had left 
Before the janitor had come to subtract. 

It read: 
"Why must you imitate 
All that I write here?" 

I am nol ce,tain if I left the message, 
Only lo forget it in exhaustion, 
Or whether some other man meant lo 
Claim himself originator of 

Restroom scripture. 

lf the latter were to prove true then 
I must note that he has some rather 
Steep competition - He has forgotten 
Altamira, Pompeii, and New York. 

So I left thi s message as my final word: 
"Because if I did not write here, 
Then this world would be boring, 
White-washed walls, 
With no personality to speak of." 
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SPINNING SUCCESS 

AN N A ADA M I 
FO URTH YEAR I ENGLISH 

I corner my boss between desks and ask him if we 
can talk. The whol e office hears. The whol e offi ce 
hears everything. We keep our eyes fix ed on com­
puter screens and pretend to be lost in our work. 
Spreadsheets and holl ow numbers never led me lo 
found and l am tired of searching. 

1 sit across from my boss in the conference 
room. He cli cks hi s pen. I give him my two 
weeks' noti ce. 

"I'm confused," he says . He leans back in hi s 
chair. "You' re a hard worker. With time, you'd be 
promoted. Thi s is a co mpany you can move up in." 

I watch th e clock. "I'm so rry. l am," I tell him. 
"Oh , repl acing you won' t be a probl em. I'm 

just concerned for you. Do you have another job 
lined up?" 

"Well , not exactl y, but-" 
He shakes his head, "The economy is tri cky Lo 

navigate these days. Unempl oy ment is on th e ri se." 
He stacks a pi le papers that are already stra ight. 

"I'm worri ed for you," he says. 
"] appreciate your concern , sir." 
He Lakes an exaggerated breath . "Very well ," 

he says. 

l stand. "Thank you for understanding." 
"Best of luck." He turn s away from me. I 

walk out. 

I grew up in a one-bedroom apartm ent with 
my mother and brother. Mama came home every 
night after dark with bags under her eyes and 
fingers that ached. 

One time, Louie left me home alone. I must 
have been six or seven years old . Louie checked 
hi s appearance in the cracked mirror. He was nine 
years older than me. "I gotta go," he said . "Mama 
should be home soon." 

I sat alone with dust and cobwebs. I was cry­
ing when Mama jiggled open th e fini cky door. 

"Hush, child. I know it's late," she said , "bu t I'm 
here now. I'm here." 

She pi cked me up and hu gged me close. 
"Let's get you washed up, why don' t we." She started 

the bath and she sang. She scrubbed me up and she 
kept on singing. Then she tucked me into bed. The 
linens needed to be washed. I snu ggled my body 
close to hers. "Mmm, girl ," she said , "You smell 
goood. Like lavender and bubbles." By the time I 
opened my mouth to repl y, Mama was as leep. 
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She never had time for much. She worked 
at a diner in the mornings and a factory in th e 
evenings . She left food for us when she wasn't 
home. She had her jobs and she had her kids and 
she had one fri end that came over for dinn er on 
Sundays. After dinner they'd have "adult conver­
sation." I would crack open th e bedroom door, 
Jay on my stomach, and listen to the grownups 
talk as if they were movie stars on the television 
we never had. 

One time, th ey laughed so hard that 
my mama fell out of her chair. And th en th ey 
laughed harder. 

"I mean, shoot," my mama said, "he says," 
she clutched at her stomach, "he says, "You ain't 
a slave! You get paid!" They howled. Then they 
wiped th e tears off their faces and let sil ence set­
tle with the dus t. My mama reach ed for a napkin 
and scrubbed at a stain on the table that never 
seemed to come off. 

"Norma?" her fri end asked. 
"Yes, child?" 

"We doin' a good thing, ya hear?" 

My mama nodded her head like she did in 
church. "I know it ," she said . 

Her fri end sighed. Mama stood and turned 
on the radio. Jazz wiped away the sil ence. She 
closed her eyes and hummed. She rocked back 
and forth , tapping her foot, nodding her head. 

"We doin' more than puttin' food on the tabl e," 
Mama sa id. "We servin' our kid s a future. The 
platter a in' t silver, but we manage." She rocked, 
back and forth. "We manage." 

Her fri end leaned back in her chair. 
ometimes," she said , "I thinka what I would do 

if I were born with opportunity. I think I'd want 
to be one a' those university boys . Get myself a 
degree. Hi story. I'd wanna study hi story. Awful 

fascinating," she said . "Maybe I could rewrite it." 
Mama's eyes were still closed. Her friend contin­
ued. "I'd have to have a hobby, too. A sport," she 
said, "Like ... like horseback riding. Might feel 
like flying." 

"There are no horses in th e city," Mama said. 
"Well, I'd have a second home. In the country. 

I'd leave the city on th e weekends to fly with horses 
when the hi story got too heavy." Her friend smiled. 

"Wouldn't have to worry about a thing. Not really. 
Ever thinka th at?" she asked. 

"No," Mama snapped her eyes open and shook 
her head as if dusting off cobwebs. She walked lo 
the refrigerator and took out the milk. "I think 
about how I can live this life the best I can as who 
I am," she said. "I think about the power I do have, 
not the power I don ' t. I got the power over my own 
thoughts , firstl y. l got the power to work. I got the 
power to love my children." She pulled two mugs 
out of the cabinet. "Want some coffee?" she asked. 

"I got some coffee and the power to share it." 

I call my mama to tell her I quit my job. She 
starts talking before I do. 

"You remember that old fri end of mine?" she 
asks, "I'd have her over for dinner sometimes. She 
was another singl e moth er. Worked with me in th e 
factory. Anyway, we got lo talkin' yesterday for the 
first time in three years. She asked about you. I told 
her about how you're doin' so good for yourself. How 
you got yourself a car now, and a good, well payin' 
job. How you moved to the suburbs. Now you're just 
lookin ' for a hu sband," Mama laughs. "I told her 
ain't a single man good enough for my baby girl. " I 
let Mama keep talking. When my doorbell rings, I 

have an excuse to hang up. 
I'd ordered Chinese. I don't open th e box­

es . My stomach is cluttered with cobwebs. I go to 
bed early. I toss from my left to right side. I think 
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through telling Mama I quit my job. I rehearse 
scena ri os in my head. I turn to my stomach. Loui e 
always told me I wouldn't have bad dreams if I 
slept on my s tomach. I fall as leep in an instant. 

In the morning I have my coffee with the 
newspaper and a legal pad. At the top of a fresh 
page I write "DREAMS," then cross it out and 
write "FUTURE." I look throu gh th e jobs pages, 
but don ' t find much worth circling. Where the job 
descriptions end , th e obituari es begin . I read one. 
A white boy. Twenty-two years old. Graduated 
from Columbia, summa cum laude. Interning for 
a marketing firm. Unpaid, probably, but he had 

"such a bright future ahead of him." He fell off the 
Brooklyn Bridge. Left "two loving parents and a 
sister behind. " 

My stomach feels empty, but the thou ght 
of food mak es me sick. 1 stare at th e black and 
white photograph. l grab my sharpi e. 1 circl e th e 
date, time, and address. I go to my closet and 
try on the black dress I haven't tou ched since 
Louie's fun eral. 

I sit at th e back of the church. We all stand 
when the famil y walks down the aisle. A wail jumps 
from the mother's mouth, though she tries to keep 
it caged. The father wraps hi s left arm around th e 
mother. Hi s ri ght hand clutches a handk erchi ef to 
hi s nose. The sister walks with a straight back. 
She looks at each face they pass. Her eyes hit 
mine. They gleam with still , dew drop tears. She 
looks away. 

Grief walks with the family. Through it, they 
reach for each other. Except the girl. She shrugs 
away. She wants time with Grief alone. She has 
question s she needs to ask it. 

There's a reception after th e fun eral. I don't 
want to trespass, but I'm not ready to go home. I 
pace through the garden in front of th e church. 
I stand in front of the statue of a saint and wonder 
what it mea ns to be that good. 

1 turn and see the sister. She is sitting on a 
bench and looking straight ahead. 

"Mind if I sit here?" I ask her. 
"Have at it," she says. Her voice is empty. 
"Your brother?" 1 ask the obvious. She nods. 
" Did you know him ?" she asks. 

l say, "Not very well." 
We sit still. A spid er crawls over my knee. I 

don' t fli ck it off. The girl pokes the sil ence. "Peo ple 
don' t just fall off th e Brooklyn Bridge," she says. 

I watch the spid er crawl across th e bench, but 
feel it in my throat. 

"They jump," she says . 
The spider stops. " My parents refuse to 

acknowledge it," the girl continues. She lets out a 
breath and a hollow laugh . "My parents mean well, 
th ey do. They just. .. well," she rubs her palms back 
and forth on her skirt. "They pushed Dave," she 
says. "They pushed him hard , you know. Private 
school hi s whole life. Hi s first day of hi gh school, 
th ey said 'Make us proud.' After high school was 
Ivy League. If he wanted to go to coll ege, he had to 
prove himself. He doctored hi s life to fit a resum e. 
He thought coll ege meant freedom. God." She looks 
at her hands. Then she sta rts watching the spider 
too. It crawls toward th e tiny tree in front of us. 

"He wanted to major in philosophy," the girl 
says. " My parents told him they wouldn't pay for 
that. So he studi ed business ." The spider climbs 
the tree. "He didn ' t come home mu ch." The spider 
starts spinning a web. "l think ... I think my brother 
may have ended hi s life because he felt like it 
wasn't hi s in the first place. Everyone's saying how 
tragi c hi s death is because he just graduated and 
hi s life was getting started , but 1 think how tragic," 
she starts laughing, " how tragic it is that hi s life 
hadn ' t started before." She laughs harder. "I mean, 
Jesus!" she says . "His life should have started the 
day he was born!" 

Then I laugh, too. We both lau gh body-con­
vulsing laughte r on a sunn y day that would be 
better off cloudy. I imagine th e reception happening 
inside. I think about people eating meatballs on 
toothpicks and making small talk about tragedy and 



about future. I lau gh harder. I never thought 
I'd relate so much to a dead white boy or hi s 
laughing sister. 

We stop laughing but we don' t stop crying. 
We sit still and let th e saltwater surge like the 
tide of an ocean too big to entirely fathom. 

I snag my voice back from the spider. " I'm 
sorry for your loss," I tell her. 

"M e too," she says. A dull ache throbs in my 
sin uses. "Thanks for li stening," she says. "I didn 't 
realize I needed to say that stuff. " 

"Oh , child," I tell her, " I didn 't realize I 
needed to hear it. But I did. I did. " 

I reach into my purse and fumbl e for paper. 
"When you need to talk," I tell her. " Real talk. 
With someone unrelated to anything else." I write 
my phone number. "Call me. I'll probably need to 
talk , too." 

INSPIRATION 

DISCOMFORT & COOKIES 

"I will," she says. She looks al me. "I like 
you," she says . 

"I like you too." 
She stares ahead again. "Life is strange," 

she says. 
"And heavy." 
She rubs her eyes with the palms of her 

hands. "So fu cking heavy," she says. She takes 
a qui ck, shaky breath. 

I leave the girl so she can talk with Grief. 
I shake th e branch that holds the spider's web. 
I watch it fall. I walk away. But I know the spider 
will crawl back up the tree. It will spin a web 
again. It will catch a mosquito and it will eat it 
and it will feel full. So full. 

When I get home, I pi ck up th e phone. I 
lay on my stomach and li sten to it growl. 

I call to ask for my job back. 
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WHITE HOUSE, 
RED DOOR 

WILLIAM LAWRENCE 
THIRD YEAR I ENGLISH 

DESCRIBES HIMSELF AS 

CO CISE 

White hou se, red door 
Grani te countertops, hardwood floor 
Two cars, room for more. 

Family table, Crossed chests. 
Framed photos, hou se cres t. 

Seven ties, shined shoes. 
many regre ts, 
a tas teful noose. 
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INSPIRATIO N 

THE LITTLE THINGS 

stone 

GABR I ELLE BOLTZ 
THIRD YEAR I SOCIOLOGY, ENGLISH , 

WOMEN ' S AND GENDER STUDIES 
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TRANSITION 

ANDREW HARBACH 

FOURTH YEAR I CHEMICAL ENGINEERING 

INSPIRATION 
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I let you walk ahead­

Because you go before me. 

Because watching you is a scotch glass filled with life -

that must be taken in slowly. 

You freeze time in your stride-Step-Beating heart-Step. 

I see 

my 

breath. 

Concentrated lips, pursed, press frames to your eyes by way 

of introspection. 

Tiny me finds mighty matter in seeing sequela of your thoughts 
in action. 

The breath of land takes your hair its passenger. 

It tries to pull you away from me-But the backdrop of a 

beach we have never been to, etches you in its foreground. 

You are too spirited to be Earthed on what is real. 

There is now nothing more that exists than this: 

Your feet are sand. 

They slip between finger-gaps. 

You taxi earth to dawning Fall and sing leaves to fly their nests­

Birds of autumn, they are, settling their stirring on your pathways: 

Perching scents of October on your shoulder. Leaving pieces of 

themselves in the hood of a borrowed sweatshirt. 
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N SOME DISTANT ARCADE 
CLOCK TOWER CALLS 
UT SIX TIMES AND THEN 
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TONICITY 

MONICA ROURKE 

FOURTH YEAR I FINE ARTS 
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MEET 

JO EY FE RBER 
FOURTH YEAR I ENGLISH 

stalled again 

one 

well on the way 

to marriage 

the other 

my mother 

waiting 

for someone 

to feel 

like family 

once did 

THE PARENTS 

INSPIRATIO N 

WORKIN' IT our 
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SHE 

INSPIRATION 

SPO TA E I TY 

LOCKED ME OUT 

GRACE WOLFORD 
FIFTH YEAR / VISUAL COMMUNICATION DESIGN 
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MISSION 

FLANNERY COHILL 

FOURTH YEAR I PHOTOGRAPHY 

OF MARY NO. 1 
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Hindsight: 

When the 

Rushing River 

HINDSIGHT 

WILLIAM LAWRENCE 
TH IRD YEAR I ENGLISH 

Lies completely placid, and allows for a moment of perfect reflection. 

INSPIRATION 

MONOTONY & MINDFULNESS 
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KAM I IN A TIN CAN 

V IK T OR FREIMANN 

SECOND YEAR [ INTERNATIONAL STU DIES 

Stashed away in the deep recesses of an olive­

drab duffel bag hides a small green tin. It once 

contained five Brazilian Cari01;:as, but those were 

long since smok ed during lonely nights in remote 

mountain ranges. Now it is a nomadi c shrine, 

filled with the Kami , whi ch embod y seemingly 

ordinary trinkets, souvenirs, and junk. 

On long solitary nights, I tak e the tin from 

its hiding place, gingerly remove its occupants 

and li sten to th e stori es th ey have to tell. Some 

boast boldl y of daring deeds done in vain. Others 

exclaim the virtues of fri endship and loyalty. But 

most of all, the spirits of thi s ancient land bemoan 

th e suffering and loss inherent in life. 

A two Euro coin featuring the visage of 

Dante Alighi eri peers plaintively out of th e bottom 

ri ght corn er of the tin . It was tendered as change 

for a Bavarian Dunkel served in the infamous 

Hofbrauhaus in Munich. A pit-stop on the way to 

war. Sitting where Hitler once orated about the 

evil Communists and the Jews, l drank my beer 

and li stened to drunken soldiers rant about the 

evil Mu slims we were on our way to kill. The irony 

was lost on them. 

A five Rupee pouch of Ganesh 701 Khaini 

chewing tobacco lies fold ed and torn in the center. 

Its chemical stink permeates the foil. The product 

of an exchange between comrad es, on another 

remote mountain range: a can of Ameri can Copen­

hagen for a pouch of Indian Ganesh. Its original 

owner was a fri end , and a devout Muslim. Tobacco 

was the only vice he allowed himself, unlike most 

soldi ers. He was a hopeless optimist, and invited 

me to return after the war ends. He had fought the 

Soviets, then the warlords, and now the Taliban 

and Haqqani, yet still believes that this war will 

finally bring peace back to hi s land. 

A twi sted, oxidized hunk of shrapnel squats 

inertl y und erneath th e tobacco. Its serrated 

edges have lost th eir sinister luster. Its heat has 
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diss ipated. It was once part of a bus, or perhaps 
one of the buildings nex t Lo ii when ii detonated. 
Retrieved from a wall I had been standing in front 
of, ii is a gift from my former adversari es . They'd 
sacrificed th eir li ves lo deliver ii, and thousa nd s 
of others like it, lo us. 

A thin, jagged, roughly tri angular slab of 
slate, crissc rossed with thin trenches and weath­
ered by unimaginable eons, res ts against the 
shrapnel. The land of the Afghans is compri sed 
exclusively of thi s type of rock, and of a fin e, pow­
dery dust from whi ch one will never be trul y clean. 
Every step crunches and slides as the rocks shift 
underneath , as th ey did beneath th e fee t of Soviets 
before us, and of Alexander's men before th em. 
Constantl y shifting, ye t perpetua ll y unyielding. 
Those rocks will remain there long after the las t 
li ving creature on earth breathes its las t breath. 

A cheapl y-made plastic bracelet li es beside 
it, longi ng Lo dazzle once again in the sunli ght. It 
is strung with beads of twi sted, translu cent green 
rectangles, canary yellow cylinders and sil ver poly­
gons. A treasured gift from an innocent lilll e girl , 
who had not ye t und erstand why we'd been in her 
house: for her father, and for her uncles. All she 
saw were new friends with which to share her toys. 

INSPIRATION 
THOUGHTS & EMOTIONS 

A copper-jacketed 7.62x39 mm bull et, 
removed from its cartridge, loiters impotentl y al 
the bollom of the tin. Manufactured lo pi erce fl esh 
al 2350 feet per second , it would create a large 
temporary cavity as it passed through the body, im­
part ing suffi cient energy to th e surrounding areas 
lo cause organ failure and death. Bui this round 
was neve r fired. In stead, it was retri eved from the 
chamber of an AK-47 that belonged to a fall en 
adversary. Apparently, owning the round meant 
for you would make you invulnerabl e in baule. 

A heartfelt leller, laminated against the ele­
ments, fills th e remainder of the tin and pre-vents 
the contents from rauling. lt was once carried in­
s ide the main pouch of a pl ate carrier. Extra armor 
against the things which rend er Kevlar and cerami c 
plates defenseless . It ends with a quote by Tecum­
seh: "When your time comes lo di e," it says, " be 
not like those whose hearts are fill ed with fear of 
death, so th at when their tim e comes th ey weep and 
pray for a liul e more tim e lo live their lives over 
again in a different way. Sing your death song, and 
die like a hero going home." 
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DEAR 

ALLIE O ' BRIEN 
THIRD YEAR I SOC IO LOGY 

MOM 

it 's eleven thirty-s ix and I still haven' t looked at 

my phone; you called me at ten-oh-five 

please forgive me, the woodchips digging into my 

back mu st have slithered their way 

into my ears. 

you worried the first tim e I was here, I remember, 

spread out in the dirt-

my sweaty first-grade fingers couldn' t grip the 

monkey bars anymore 

so I clutched my arm and I cri ed 

"something mu st be broken." 

toni ght nothing breaks, but the hearts of our 

mothers Lear a bit al the edges 

while ours, wide open. 

you've call ed me agai n, I know, 

and I've ignored you again, I'm sorry. 

>­
"" >-

0 
0.. 

I can see you in the kitchen, pouring over a copy 

of O Magazine, sipping a die t Coke, wondering 

what the hell your band geek daughter could have 

gotten herself into 

a l thi s time of night. 

the third call comes at 12-oh-five but 

please forgive her, th e fin gernails di gging into her 

back have become words that slith er their way into 

her ears letting the sun slowl y set on he r first-grade 

fears, reminding her th at now 

" nothing is broken." 

INSPIRATION 

MEMORY 
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MISSION OF 

INSPIRATION 

SEN TI ME T 

MARY NO. 2 

FLANNERY COHILL 
FOURTH YEAR j PHOTOGRAPHY 
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N EVER SHOWED THE Y 
FOR T HE RAPTURE 

PORTER LYONS 
FOU RTH YEAR I INTE RN ATI O NAL STUDIES 

INSPIRATION 

SARAH TEASDALE 

Gray clouds retract, 

curtain-like, 

rose red and steady Sun ri ses from below. 

Takes her place 

on th e rain-pattered stage; 

fin al sermon to the masses . 

Ground's spli t open, 

veined like tired eyes, 

bl ackened blood th at runs deeper than she sees . 

We!Js up in oily tears and 

col ors everything they did. 

Earth 's languid beats harbored th eir 

absent, feeble minds; 

with di storted avari ce their reign ended earl y. 

Sun draws back now, and 

the clouds drop. 

"They're gone, th ey're gone!" 

she cri es aloud , 

the ski es applaud in thunderou s accord , 

and mortality's cumbersome song gives way. 

Spiteful retreat to take her ri ghtful place, 

Forgotten, not made 

to li ve past a blink ; 

in their tyranny she arri ved 

loo late. 

They never showed fo r th e rapture. 

>­
"" .... 
0 



>­
r 
a.. 
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c., 
0 
..... 
0 
r 
a.. 

INSPIRATION 

C I EMATOG R AP H Y 

GLOWING DECAY 

MAURA PARKER 
FIRST YEAR I PHOTOGRAPHY 
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MIRROR 

K A T IE LIVICK 
THIRD YEAR I POLITICAL SCIENCE 

MIRROR 

>­
"' .... 
0 
0.. 

I'm staring at my face in a little round mirror. 

My eyes are a little round, 

nose a Ii ttl e long, 

pink mouth a littl e small. 

My face is a heart, 

narrow jaw, 

large forehead. 

Eyebrows are arched and dark for my hair. 

Dull blue eyes with dark rings around th e iris 

turn as my neck swivels to see Lh e contours 

of hi gh cheekbones, 

blushed cheeks. 



Discolored c ircles sink into th e holl ows 
under my eyes, skin a littl e bumpy. 
A small bea uty mark on my chin , 
guiding to a long neck. 

My hand crawl s up, touching my s kin , 
softer th an I thought. 
Pulling a t my jaw, widening my mouth . 
There, 1 ay in my head . 
Rais ing my eyebrows to shorten my fore head, 
there, l say in my head. 
I grab a bru sh, douse it in ma ke-up 
wipe it on the brui sed hollows under my eyes. 
There, I say in my head. 
Cover my skin in powder, hiding the bumps, 
there, 1 say in my head. 

I'm staring a t a fa ce in a littl e round mirro r. 
Covered a nd morph ed with pa int, 
powder, 

pulling hands. 
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HAY HORSIE 

TAYLOR ORR 
SECOND YEAR J FINE ARTS 
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INSPIRATION 

NATURE/FOUND 
OB J ECTS OUTDOORS 
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BURN 

I'm burnt at the stake 
til my hair 
pieces to ashes, 
joining pil es of Fri ends 

"Hello, how are ya?" 
"Ju st fine, thanks." 

ME 

and the motes are/n't green, red, or black 
humans come in all colors! 
all sizes! 
so do stakes! 

" How mu ch for this one, sir?" 
"Onl y five." 
"Great, thank s!" 
I look past the li cks 
my shoe's untied 
not now 
now I'm fettered to the ground 

AT 

"You, m'am. Yes, you. Ri ght there. Can you give me a hand?" 
This gag hurts my mouth 
sore from howling 
sore from telling 
forgetful humans 
always confu sing lore: 
fire doesn't harm me 
come closer 
stab my skull 

THE STA KE 

AMANDA DEE 
FOURTH YEAR I ENGLISH & JOURNALISM 

DESCRIBES HERSElf AS 

HUMAN? 
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