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avant-garde
Michael Kinkle, Senior
underpaid sanity
making a wealth of
saneless commentary,
attempting to
divide dichotomies
and be weird,
all for the sake of
art.
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Chelsey Dahlstrom - junior
figure with television
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Morea Steinhauer - Alumnus
character

Frozen Soles
Amber Olds, Junior
frozen soles
brittle toes
I’ve walked across the fresh black tarmac this night
and it is a bumpy, sole grinding surface with not
a drop of warmth
Then I walked across the grass and back
realizing this black slab is the sun
How can something living be deader than ground pebbles?
every noise pumps the blood, antici-

pation grows with every
hacking cough and grunting purr of engines passing

Tiny sits and stares to the left
Sitting on the step beside me or
out on the open, black sea
I knew his blood pumps, too.
A rolling purr sounds out on the street to my left,
across the fields of garages
parking lots and
flickering lights
Wrong direction
Wrong sound, yet…
…Still…

it pumps the blood and jerks my head
Anticipation of fulfillment sneaks up on me

Heather Steinmann - Alumnus
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Bottled Man

Nicholas Boushee, Senior

reflection

Does a man smell like what Gillette has bottled?
That smell; void of fruit, void of any olfactory reference to anything living.
Void of the things that are actually juicy in life!
The bottle, void of pinks, light hues, bouncy swirls
and anything hinting at light fun.
Full of dark monotones,
STRAIGHT,
hard-lined design.
cold.
machined.
mechanical.
like a man right?
“Oh don’t worry! YOU won’t smell like every man,
because we have 5 BOLD scents!”
I don’t know how they did it
but they bottled the smell of profit!
They bottled the smell of cold empty sex
from Ms. Dontneedlove at the
“SORORITY KEGGER!!”
*free roofie Jell-O shots brought to you by the hockey team*
sold for a buck a pc (a buck for a piece!)
“ . . .all proceeds going to benefit the local rape & abuse crisis center”
irony in the coldest sense
They bottled the smell of the hunt
Not the noble selfless hunt to feed ones family
but the friday club night hunt to feed one’s lust.
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They bottled the smell of a high five to Greg on the board of yuppies
after big business was brought
after a wife’s happiness was bought.
“We interrupt this poem to bring you a Life Lesson from Gilette
A wife is won, a prize!
a prize for smelling good
for looking good
for being a Gillete man!”
Wash your hair AND body with this!
Shave with this!
Wear this under your armpit!
Style your hair with this!
Oh your hair! Your hair . . .
should be short of course!
cut every 3-4 weeks
Must be STRAIGHT
every hair hard and controlled
Unmoved by the wind
unnatural.
mechanical.
Like a good dependable man!
. . . stable, controlled and unmoved
in the face of hard times
sad times
LIFE TIMES.
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nconditional Love
Brianna Brickweg, Sophomore

The living room was still now. I could smell Mom’s
turkey. She placed it on the table in the other room, but none of
us got up to eat. Lucy was breathing heavily on the piano bench.
Mom was in the dining room setting up the other dishes, completely ignoring what just happened. Her hair was sticking to the
sweat on her forehead; whether the sweat was from the yelling
or the cooking, I couldn’t tell. Bob and Grace kept looking out
the window as if they were trying to wish themselves into their
car so they could drive away. Grace was doing that thing where
she bites on the side of her lip to keep from saying something
snotty. Her red lipstick was starting to rub off onto her teeth.

DAD WAS TOO MAD TO SPEAK TO ANY OF US.
HE WAS DOWN THE HALL IN THE FAMILY ROOM,
WATCHING SOME STUPID GAME SHOW HOSTED BY
ANOTHER STUPID HAS-BEEN. Then I smelled it: cigarette smoke. He only smokes when he’s mad but doesn’t want to
deal with his problems. I held Mary’s hand, waiting for Ricky to
come back downstairs.
“Alright, everybody, let’s eat!” Mom called from the dining
room. I looked at Grace, who looked at Lucy, who stared at her
feet. Were we really going to eat without him?
“Jim! Jim, come on! It’s time to cut the turkey!” Mom was
in an extremely cheery mood, considering what she had just
learned about her youngest son. I could hear Dad slowly rise out
of his leather chair and walk through the kitchen to the dining
room. Bob, Grace, Lucy, Mary, and I all got up from our posts
in the living room and took our seats at the dining room table:
Grace on Dad’s left, me on Dad’s right, our spouses next to us,
and Lucy next to Bob, leaving the chair next to Mary empty,
where Ricky should be. Mom sat at the other end of the table,
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smiling at all of us. Mary gave me a side-glance, conveying
the same silent message I had running through my head: How
can Mom be acting so happy right now?
“Well, Jim, we’re all here now. Why don’t you cut the
turkey?” Mom said.
“What about Ricky?” Lucy asked.
Mom’s face dropped a little. “Well, Lucy,” she explained,
“when Ricky decides he wants to be a part of this family, he is
certainly welcome.”
“I’m not really that hungry,” Dad grumbled.
“Jim, you will cut that turkey, you will say grace, and damn
it, we will have a nice Thanksgiving!” Mom yelled. I stared at
her in awe. Well, at least she’s not faking anymore, I thought.
Dad stared defiantly back at Mom for a few seconds, stood, and
grabbed the knives to cut the turkey. There was no point in arguing with Mom; if she wanted a nice Thanksgiving dinner, she
was going to get it.
When it was time to say grace, Dad grabbed Grace’s hand
and mine before bowing his head.
“Lord, thank you for this bountiful meal you have brought
before us. Thank you for bringing us all together on this wonderful Thanksgiving day, and thank you for the good health and
fortune of my beautiful wife, Carol, and my wonderful children
Grace, Luke, and Lucy. Bless us our Lord, and these, thy gifts,
which we are about to receive from thy bounty through Christ,
our Lord. Amen.” Dad crossed himself in the name of the Father,
Son, and Holy Spirit, and forgot all about his youngest boy. Bob,
Grace, and Mom did the same, but I stared at Dad in disbelief.
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I saw Mom give me a disapproving look, and I crossed
myself in compliance.
Grace seemed happy to break the awkwardness with the
news of her and Bob’s new couch.
“It’s a lovely ivory color, upholstered in Italian silk. You
would just love it, Mom. It feels like a cloud to sit on!” Grace
had a horribly irritating way of sounding phony, but Mom ate up
every word.
“That is just beautiful, Grace! I can’t wait to stop by sometime and try it,” Mom cooed. “Jim, we should go to Grace’s next
week and try out that couch, don’t you think?”
Dad grunted in response and continued to shove turkey
down his throat. Bob passed the stuffing to Lucy, who looked at
me desperately. I knew she wanted to have Ricky with us just as
badly as I did, but it wouldn’t be in her best interest to disturb
the peace. I winked at my little sister, and it seemed to calm her
down a bit. Lucy was always a bit more timid than Ricky, the
shyer of the two twins. My parents thought it would be cute to
name them after the main characters of I Love Lucy, and Lucy
and Ricky were practically inseparable throughout their childhood. They were in their senior year of high school now. Lucy
depended on Ricky, and his absence was like the absence of her
right leg. She had nothing to support her.
Bob started telling Dad about his newest promotion at work
through bites of mashed potatoes. God, I hate this guy, I thought.
Grace had been dating him since her sophomore year in college, and I’d never really warmed up to him. He belittled my
degree and my job as a professor. “Teaching history to college
students wasn’t going to get me anywhere, after all,” he always

11
said. He was the epitome of an arrogant asshole with the
table manners of a cow. He smacked at his food and opened his
mouth to chew. The food he was eating was like another accomplishment to show off to the world. He was always a show-off,
and he especially showed off to Dad. Bob acted like he was still
Grace’s boyfriend and had to impress Dad. Dad usually ate it
up, and he liked Grace’s spouse more than mine because Grace
married a guy who was slowly working his way up in computer
software with Apple. I married another professor, an English
professor at that. Whoops.
“So, Luke, Mary, are you two ready for the semester to be
over?” Mom asked.
“I am,” Mary replied. “I’m ready to be done grading
papers. I’d cancel the final one so I wouldn’t have to grade it if it
wasn’t 50 percent of their grades.”
Mom laughed. “Well, that would make the next few weeks
easier. Luke, what about you?”
I picked at my stuffing. The small talk was driving me crazy.
No one seemed to care about my brother upstairs, doing Godknows-what and talking to God-knows-who about what he was
going to do next.
“Luke, I asked about the semester. Are you ready for it to be
done?” Mom asked again. I shoved some of the stuffing into my
mouth and ignored her question.
“Well, I know this was always the hardest time of the
semester for me,” Grace added. “I could never seem to find any
motivation to focus, but somehow I pulled through.”
Mary smiled. “I’m sure my students will do the same.”
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“Lucas,” Mom said sharply, “how is your semester going?”
I looked up at Mom, then around the table to Lucy, all the
way to Dad, then to Mary next to me. I sighed heavily and put
down my fork.
“Well,” I started, “there’s a young man in my Western
Civilization course who is of special interest. He’s young, just
eighteen, and somehow he seems to have disappointed his entire family in the course of an hour, enough so to be completely
forgotten and ignored. Since then, he has holed himself up and
won’t talk to anyone. His name is Ricky. Maybe you’ve heard of
him?”
My family stared at me with open mouths. Lucy looked
frightened, and Mary mumbled, “What have you done?” Dad’s
face started to turn red and pulse. His eyes bulged and his
nostrils flared. I looked back at all of them and took another bite
of stuffing.
“Luke, why the hell did you have to—”
“Shut up, Grace,” I said.
“Stop being a pig, Lucas!”
“Look who’s talking!” I yelled. “Your husband, Bobby-boy,
chews like he’s trying to fucking—”
“That’s enough!” Mom yelled. “I will not have that language
in my house.”
“Well, there are a lot of things you won’t have in your
house, aren’t there, Mom?”
“Don’t you dare speak to me like that,” Mom said. “Ricky
has made some very poor choices, and it was his own decision
to not be a part of this family.”
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“Can you blame him? You thundered down on him like God
on Judgment Day.”
“Some of us care enough about Ricky to express our
disappointment,” Grace snapped. “Some of us want to stop this
behavior before he destroys himself.”
“What’s so destructive?” I yelled. “Nothing as bad as we
ever did, Grace.”
“You’re right, Luke,” Dad said. “It’s worse.”
“Worse? You think this is worse?”
“Yes, and Ricky is upstairs of his own accord. If he doesn’t
want to be with us anymore, I won’t stop him,” Dad said.
“Neither will I,” Grace added. Mom and Bob nodded and
continued to eat their turkey.
I stared at my family. “I can’t believe this. Are you all just
going to ignore him like you don’t care anymore?”
“I still care,” Lucy whispered.
“We all still care, Lucy,” Mom said, “but he needs to change
his actions before he can be with this family again.”
“What are you saying, Mom?” I asked. “Are you going to
disown your youngest son over this?”
Mom paused. “We’re not disowning him, we’re just—”
“Don’t worry, you don’t have to.” Ricky stood there with a
duffel bag in his hand and his winter jacket over his shoulder.
He looked tired; his hair was ruffled and the t-shirt under his
jacket looked dirty. He stared at us with disdain.
“I’m going to stay at Jamie’s. Lucy can bring my stuff to school.
I left you a note with everything I wanted on your nightstand, Lucy.
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Obviously I’m not good enough for this family, and if you
can’t have me the way I am, then I won’t be a burden
anymore,” he said slowly.
“Alright, then,” Dad said. All heads snapped in unison in
Dad’s direction. “Go.”
We all turned, again in unison, back to Ricky, who stared at
Dad for a few seconds, turned, and left. He left his house keys
on the coffee table.
Dad went back to eating his food, and the rest of us
stared down at our plates. I stared at the door and thought about
my brother. When he was little, Ricky always tagged along with
me wherever I went. I taught him how to ride his bike. I remembered him riding along and falling off the bike on his knees,
and I always picked him back up, gave him some Band-Aids,
and put him on the bike again. I thought of a teenage Ricky,
asking me for help on his history papers. I remembered the day
of my wedding, helping Ricky tie his tie in the church’s nursery.
I remembered seeing him walk his twin sister down the aisle,
making faces at me.
I imagined the rest of my family had the same thoughts
running through their heads, but when I looked up, everyone but
Lucy, Mary, and I had gone back to eating. I couldn’t believe it.
“So is this it?” I asked. “Are we just going to let him leave?”
“He’s leaving by his own choice,” Dad said, “and I won’t
stop him.” Grace and Bob nodded.
“Didn’t you hear him? He said that he was leaving because
he wasn’t good enough for us. Are you going to encourage that,
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let him believe it’s true?”
I got up from the table. Mary look startled, but quickly followed me to the front door while I grabbed both of our jackets
out of the closet.
“Where do you think you’re going?” Mom demanded.
“I’m going after my brother. Lucy, feel free to join us.”
Lucy got up from the table, and Mary grabbed Lucy’s jacket.
“Lucy, get back here!”
“Luke, why do you have to make an even bigger scene?”
“What gives you the right to—”
“Shut up,” I said in response to Mom, Grace, and Dad. “I
love Ricky. I do. He’s my brother. That’s what matters right now.
And if you can’t love him the way he is, then we won’t burden
you anymore.” I opened the door for my wife and younger sister,
walked out, and closed it behind us.
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Strong as a Horse
Austin Fay, Senior
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My best friend is at the prime of his masculine allure,
overturned couches in his dank basement apartment,
he cut his hair for the first time in two years,
shaved it.
Menthol cigarette butts,
40 oz. of Ye Olde English malt liquor at 10:30 in the morning,
part of me wants to think she’s broken him for good,
he doesn’t say he’s going to sleep anymore,
he just
passes out.

Antony Anderson - Senior
Self Portrait
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Untitled
Ashley Schmidt, Sophomore

He thinks I can set the sky on fire
Maybe it’s true
But the stars are doing a fine job
And going out in a blaze is a dream
I wish I never had

Jenny Christen - Junior
me,myself,introvert

I CAN’T TELL

EMILY VIEWEG, MFA CANDIDATE

I JUST OVULATED A FEW DAYS AGO BUT I STILL HAD SEX ANYWAY AND NOW I FEEL
STUPID BECAUSE WHAT IF SHIT YA KNOW AND A PAPER IS NOW DONE THANK
GOD I THOUGHT IT WOULD NEVER FINISH ITSELF BUT IT DID THANKS TO ME
TALKING WITH THE PROF IN HER OFFICE THAT LOOKS LIKE A DOCTOR’S WITH
DEGREES AND STARK WHITE WALLS AN EXAM IS DUE TONIGHT BY 8PM HAVEN’T
STARTED FEELING SO OVERWHELMED AND UNCERTAIN OF WHAT THE EDUCATION
PIECE OF THE PIE I CALL MY LIFE WILL ENTAIL FROM NOW ON LOVE LIFE IS GREAT I
MEAN FOUND A MAN WHO TOUCHES ME AND I SHAKE ALL OVER MAINLY
BECAUSE HIS HANDS ARE COLD AND IT’S MY JOB TO WARM THEM UNDER THE
COVERS ANOTHER EXAM TOMORROW I’M NOT READY FOR AND MY SON HAS
WRITTEN A THREATENING MESSAGE IN BRIGHTLY-COLORED MAGNETS TO A NICE
LITTLE GIRL IN HIS CLASS AND MY PHONE WILL CALL THE THERAPIST AS SOON AS I
AM ABLE TO STAND AGAIN.
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Chelsey Dahlstrom - Junior
figure
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Talk to Us

Austin Fay, Senior

Dear Guest:
Every year, hotels use tons of detergent and millions of gallons of water
to wash towels that have only been used once. If you are happy to reuse your
towels, please hang them on the rail provided. If you would like us to wash your
towels, please leave them on the bathroom floor.
If you are not sure what you want, please drape the towels ambiguously
over something. Maybe you like the feeling of clean towels against your skin, but
the tiny Al Gore who acts as your environmental conscience is making a clucking
sound in your ear. We are happy to shoulder the burden of the decision for you.
If you do not want to worry about the environment ever again and do
want to have things washed at all hours, willy-nilly, several times a day, please use
your towels as a blank white surface on which to draw up designs for a simple,
seamless machine to harvest endless amounts of energy from the Coriolis Effect.
Your designs will be better than designs done on paper because as well as saving
the world, your designs can also be used to dry yourself.
If you have already used your towels to design a simple, seamless machine to harvest endless amounts of energy from the Coriolis Effect but would like
us to wash them anyway, what is wrong with you? The designs on those towels
could save the world. It’s possible you work for Exxon Mobil and have a vested
interest in our addiction to oil. If so, we wonder why you drew up the designs in
the first place. You must be a very conflicted person.
If you are in fact a very conflicted person and would like to make a cry
for help, please defecate in the towels and arrange them in piles in the corners of
your room. Then, after our staff has cleaned them up, go down to the lobby and
tell everyone who will listen that your poo-poo pyramid is ruined and you don’t
know what to do. You will soon be taken away.
If, on the other hand, you would like to give the maids a break, maybe
you would consider washing the towels yourself? We pay our maids very little.
It complements us not reporting them to immigration officials, which must be of
significant value.
Finally, if you are dissatisfied in any way with our towels—perhaps they
are too starchy or bear the raised logo of a rival hotel—please let us know. But
don’t just tell us—you’ll probably get an empty look. Better to moisten the towels,
hide behind an ice machine or fake plant, and surprise us with a good whip to the
hindquarters when we come walking past.
Yours sincerely,
The Hotel Management Team
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Something Fishy for All the Myriad Fools

Derrick Paulson, MFA Candidate

Jeffrey Opp - Senior
dutch house and boat
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Chelsey Dahlstrom - Junior
playground
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The Manifesto of Bright Young Things
Richard Klein, MFA Candidate

Is the camera on? Come on, turn it on. Hurry up! Okay.
On three. One… two… three, Mira Weinstein School for Girls
Senior Seminar Project—The Manifesto of Bright Young Things, take
one. God, I hope this is the only take… it’s so dirty around here.
Tonight is one of the greatest nights of my life, walking
through the muck of dirty people, shopping carts, and cardboard
boxes near the underpass of this rundown train yard. Pan around a
little, get that guy sleeping over there. Okay, so here’s the manifesto.
It starts here:
I am Shauna Ross, the great-grand-niece to the guy who
bought Warner Brothers back in the ’70s. I hate a lot of things:
history class, English class, PE, Temple, franchise superstores, the
southern United States, TV commercials for detergent, babies, animal
lovers, fast food restaurants, rich white people, poor white people,
the middle class, all Mexicans, TV game shows, Tuesdays With
Morrie, Christmas, Wiccans… I could go on and on. I’m practically
Goth. Freckled skin, black hair, caked-on eye shadow, and droning
voice all make me the vision of too-cool-for-school boredom. And as
you see, I still have on my school uniform: a plaid knee-high skirt,
starch white button-up with the school insignia—an olive branch on
top of a Star of David—embroidered over my heart. My head is
up, nose in the air like my dad had bought it for me along with that
library at my last school. That’s right, Ms. Rothowitz, I can buy you if
I want. Follow me now…
I stroll past a number of dirty people standing by their
obligatory burning trashcans and cardboard boxes. I get a few
looks, but, unbelievably, these homeless just leave me alone… they
better anyway, if they know what’s good for them. See how my
confidence bullies these dirty people out of our way, pushing them
off to the sides?
There he is! I see him, the one I want. Kismet! Over there,
lying next to a large piece of scrap metal, covered in a… dirty, oily
rag-esque coat, mud or excrement all over his face—and wow—
look at that disgusting New York Yankees ball cap, faded to grey,
held just over his eyes. See how the cap trembles as he exhales a
sleeping breath?
I’m tingling! My whole body. See how I give a quick clap
for joy? Now watch as I pull a small can of lighter fluid from my
purse. Popping the cap, I size the creature up, holding still for a

fluid. Don’t you dare turn this off, Ms. Rothowitz!
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pensive moment. Here is where I begin spraying the lighter

Okay, I’ll douse the hobo across his stomach, like so, then
his chest, then his shoulders. While a deliberate process and not
altogether inaccurate, see how I’m a little nervous when those--shoot
him, not me!—rogue droplets miss their intended target and splash
onto the hobo’s exposed neck and chin. Oh, see there, his face…
wriggling… but he’s not awake quite yet. Okay, you can turn it back
to me now, Mishka.
Now, it’s time for the matches. Watch how I pull them from
my coat pocket—zoom in—I strike one! And, well, what am I going
to do? Toss it onto the hobo, of course.
OMG, are you getting this? That’s right, folks, the instant
the match landed, it created that… flames straight up from the
hobo’s chest. His jacket’s a ball of fire, right? Right?! Am I right or
am I right!
Listen to that creature holler! Get him, he’s trying to put it
out… there he is, slapping at his chest. Oh, he’s panicking… oh,
he’s on the ground. What in the world is he doing? OMG! He’s
dragging himself across the dirt. That’s one way to smother it.
What are you thinking right now, Ms. Rothowitz? Isn’t it
something? It’s the most enjoyable piece of art I have ever seen.
I’m crying. I mean, I’m really crying… stop, go back to him. Stop.
You hear him? Is he blaming God? Oh, that’s rich. Okay, looks like
we’re done here. Just get a few shots of me walking out of the yard,
triumphantly.
Oh, hey, what? What’s that, you filthy little hobo? Did
you get that? He called me a little whore! Oh, yeah, scream all you
want. Nobody cares. Ooh, the whore, she set me on fire.
OMG, will you look at that? Isn’t it cute how he hobbles?
Now, I would stay away, little hobo, if you know what’s good for
you. Yeah, yeah, I get it already, hobo. I’m a whore, blah, blah, fire,
blah, blah.
Mishka, now don’t you shit out on me now. Mishka!
Mishka, you just keep it rolling. Follow my hand as I bury it in my
purse. I’m searching for my best friend. Notice the sarcasm in my
voice, Mr. Hobo. I’m paralyzed with the thought that you will rape
me and I’ll have to give birth to a greasy, oily little fetus.
Pan around, Mishka! The other hobos in the yard, watch
how they surround us… until—follow my hand, Mishka—the silver
glint of my gun shines in the light provided by their trashcan fire.
See, Ms. Rothowitz, see how they shrink back? It’s a miniature
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pistol; my dad bought it for me. It’s cute, right? Just like the
ones the homosexuals carry in old detective movies. I love him, my
darling. He makes me feel complete.
Oh, that’s right, Mr. Hobo. Not so strong now. Mishka, do
a close up on his face: long, scarred, and sad with a dark yellow
complexion. Doesn’t that make you sick to your stomach?
Why am I doing this? Art, sir. Art. Don’t shoot? Oh, God,
don’t shoot? Please? Are those tears? Pshaw!
Mishka, do a quick pan from my gun to the hobo on three.
One. Two. Three.
It feels so good. Do you feel it, Mishka? To hell with him
and his leg. Keep it on me. I’ve got something important to say.
Come back to me. Hold it still. I got it written down, hold on, hold
on… okay, close up on my face.

I AM AN ARTIST. I HAVE ARRIVED. THE
DOUSING OF HOBOS WITH LIGHTER FLUID
IS THE PHYSICAL MANIFESTATION OF MY
ANGST TO CREATE ART. I, like Jackson Pollock before

me, play with chance, attempting to direct free-flowing liquids to
form a greater work. And the way I drop the match on a homeless
creature, that action is not some simple fling... it is a guided gesture
of hand, wrist, and arm.
If you are a Modern Art Enthusiast, Ms. Rothowitz, you
will understand. Next fall, NYU. And from there… stardom? Will my
brand of avant-garde elevate me as the East Coast’s most impressive
young artist? Will the Guggenheim make me the youngest fellowship
recipient in the foundation’s history? Who knows?
I can only hope that maybe, just maybe, you’ll see me
again, a young pioneer talking shop on the blissfully boring Charlie
Rose.
Take these… my lighter fluid and my lighter. I leave them
here for you. Do art, my dears. Be artists… CUT!
Now, let’s get the hell out of here, Mishka. I saw a
Starbucks down the road. I’m cold and I could use a latte. RW
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The Bee
Katherine Jerger, Senior

In the midst of morning
Climbs the small honey bee to his flower
He lights upon its petals gallantly
And buzzing softly, drinks
Never once does he think
About a universe greater than he
Indeed to stars he is oblivious
A rose, his galaxy

Sailesh Shrestha - Freshman
my foto
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Nathaniel Lundin, Senior
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Sunday in Vatican City

Antony Anderson - Senior

Probe Matrix 10
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Antony Anderson - Senior
Sonya

The Hummingbird Delivers an Invitation
Angela Jones, Alumnus

The baby in utero mimics the Northern Lights,
A scrap of which we folded up and took with us
From the glacial north, the austere backdrop to her conception.
Now, with rough grace, she draws inward and reaches out
Pushes up and drops down, trying to tame her own
Blues and greens and yellows that even so explode like silent, slow
Fireworks before freezing in mid-burst, crystallizing. I must catch my breath.
With a tiny foot or hand, she drums to a Cherokee morning song
Sung by Walela, a group named for both hummingbirds
And a meeting of women, like our grouping, though she’ll be a girl first
Who will only stretch with full-fledged wings in her own time,
With her own palette of color and fuel of light.
She’ll reach out to easy or ecstatic mornings, and they will extend to her,
And together they will pioneer airy songs out of ancient sketches and sounds.
Earlier that morning, before I grasped the native word, a fervent hummingbird
Removed itself from the blaze-orange flowering Crocosmia and lurked
In front of the screen, out of the cats’ greedy reach--its kinship extending
Over them to her, hidden, but a-flutter with dreams of sustenance from sweetest color,
All on a January morning, in this California, her feisty new home.
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KIDS!

Julia Oxenreider, Senior “get mommy another drink
a high ball of
somethingsomething
strong and clear
come on darlings
come here, come here.
I’ll tell you a story
then kiss you nightnight.
What’s the moral of the story?
you wanna know?
love your mommy.
B’cause mommy loves YOU very much.
Now be good,
do as I say,
freshen mommy’s drink.
More ice
and a splash of somethingsomething
to kill the pain.”
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Osaka

Brianna Brickweg, Sophomore
His name is Tao
Michael
and Miguel
His face changes,
yet he stays the same

He is a newspaper:
Black, white,
and red all over
He wears a red apron,
a tall red hat
His clean white shirt
Fariha Rahman - Freshman blinds everyone who walks by
Contrast and his black pants are always pleated
He carries a cherry tray
of tantalizing objects
He offers it to anyone he meets, but
when he sees me walk by
it’s all just for me
I know I shouldn’t
There’s no reason to take it
But I want it so much,
need him so much
Miguel/Michael/Tao sees me
He’s spotted me,
knows my face, my name
He can read right through me
The corners of his smile
tickle his hat
“Ma’am, would you like to try some Teriyaki chicken?”
But he knows.

6 o’clock

hold me

down
until 6 o’ clock
tomorrow morning.

Jesse Balzer, Sophomore

in the morning,
balancing

high
above

a busy city street
where underneath construction hides a fault.
putting one step

images

impressions
drawing
on the
brain,

in front of

the other,

ideas
they are all
pictures
of
interior walls

sides
my
the

like a projection.
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I forget

where I
am
where I

and the steel
is narrow
like

Jeffrey Opp - Senior
edinburgh citiscape

was
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your
hips.
as a matter of straight economics this will never ever work
down
down
down
down
down
down
a warm mash of colors,
streaming.
I’m thinking of what
appears to be,
and what appears to be
before me
is me,
a wing

flapping insistently

against

a
brick
gradeschool
wall.
here they come.

colors
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RR

emembering Home
Deb Dawson, Alumnus

Do you remember the village where you were born? You
lived in Sudan, but you didn’t know that Sudan was a country. You
didn’t know there were any other countries, or that the government
of the North wanted to destroy your people.
You remember your mother and how she held you. Do
you remember when she taught you to pound the sorghum, and you
were so proud to help with this difficult work? You don’t remember
your older sister helping with the baby. You don’t even remember
the baby. If you didn’t have the scars, you wouldn’t remember falling
into the fire.
You remember your father who was so very tall and how
he taught you to care for the cattle. He wanted you to go to school,
but you wanted to go to cattle camp with the other boys, the way he
had. You wanted to be just like him. You looked forward to the day
your forehead would be scarred in the traditional Dinka fashion.
You wished to prove yourself in the traditional ways—perhaps you
would be a champion wrestler by now.
And then the Janjaweed came, and the villages began to
burn. You saw your first airplane, which was exciting until the bombs
dropped and you watched the cattle die. And people, too. You re member, but you wish you didn’t. You remember fear. You remember
when your father and the village elders gathered and told you to
walk to safety. They feared the soldiers would kill you to keep you
from joining the rebel army when you were older, or kidnap you to
sell as a slave to the Muslims in the North.
You were only ten. It was 1987, though you didn’t know
that because you didn’t know about years or days or months or
birthdays. People remembered the year of the great flood, the year
of the cattle sickness, the year of drought, but you don’t remember
which was which because you never saw your father again and the
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elders weren’t there to tell you the stories.
And so you walked. And walked. And the walk you
thought would last only a few days took four months. You watched
the little ones—the boys who were only five or six—wander away,
imagining they might return home, or sit or lie down, too tired and
hungry and dehydrated and young to understand that they must go
on. You thought your parents made a big mistake in sending you
away.
You didn’t fear dying from a bullet or a bomb. You feared
dying in the mouth of a wild animal as it attacked and mutilated
your body, because you saw this happen to so many other boys.
One boy was walking with you. He was only seven. You heard him
scream when the lion attacked, and you remember that you ran like
all the other boys as your friend cried out for help. You still feel sad
about this, guilty for leaving him. But when the boy called out, “The
lion is gone. Please help me,” you and the other boys went back.
Blood covered him and pumped from his wounds. He waved his
handless arms and asked, “Brothers, can you see my hands?” You
sobbed, and no one had the courage to tell him that the lion had
eaten his hands. The boy said, “Wait for me, I will go with you,”
and tried to rise. But he was missing one of his legs. You didn’t know
that a boy could talk and cry when his body leaked blood that way.
It took more than ten minutes for him to die.
Thousands of you made it to Ethiopia, naked, nothing but
skin to hold your bones together. Vultures circled the trees where
you rested. There was no food. Weak as you were, every day you
helped drag the bodies of the boys who died as far as you could.
The smell was so bad and the flies were everywhere. You didn’t
bother to brush them off.
You remember your fear when the white woman arrived
in a Jeep. You had never seen a white woman before. You thought
she might kill you. Instead, she cried. She had a camera but took no
pictures. A few days later, food dropped from the sky.
Four years later, when the government was overthrown,
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you fled once again as Ethiopian soldiers fired at you from
behind. In front of you was the Gila River and Sudan. You will
never forget this river. Thousands of you jumped in to escape the
guns—many couldn’t swim. The river flashed with crocodile teeth.
Somehow, you swam across this river of blood. They say that three
thousand of you died that day.
You dreamed of returning to your village, but there was
war and it wasn’t safe anywhere and no one would help, so again
you walked. When you were stopped at the border to Kenya, you
didn’t know that there were UN officials begging the Kenyan government to let you cross. The airplanes were coming to drop bombs.
Finally, more than twenty thousand of you crossed the border.
The UN opened a refugee camp, and Kakuma became
your home. You built huts. You remember learning to read and write
and speak English. This was not the school your father had hoped for,
but here you and your friends each kept a garden of words. You found
a spot in the bush, cleared the brush, and used a stick to write the words
you learned. You remember learning the word “construction” from a
man working at the camp. You asked what he was doing. This word
was long and difficult, but he wrote it for you, and you planted it in
your garden, proud to share this beautiful word with your friends.
In 1997, when you were twenty, people from your village
arrived at Kakuma. You went to the registration center to seek news
of your parents. You learned that they were dead, but you didn’t
have time to grieve. You were introduced to your three young sisters
and your toddling nephew who’d been separated from his mother.
Though you didn’t know them, didn’t even remember the oldest who
was a baby when you left, you became brother, mother, father to
them all.
In 2001, the U.S. accepted you as a refugee, but you
didn’t have permission to bring your siblings. Your sisters and your
nephew wouldn’t be safe if you left them behind. The girls would be
forced to marry young. It took two years to get permission for them
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all. Though most of you were assigned a birthday of January
first of whichever year seemed logical, you chose the day you
received this news as your birthday.
You arrived in Fargo, North Dakota, in September 2003.
When your nephew woke you one morning, alarmed at the white
substance falling from the sky, you feared it was a nuclear bomb.
You feared the war had followed you. You had never heard of snow.
Some days you aren’t sure which is worse—war and the dehydration that comes in the desert, or snow and sub-zero temperatures.
Fargo is your home now. You are safe here. You have
plenty of food, but this has not always seemed like a blessing. In
Sudan, men don’t cook, though you did, because you had to feed
yourself and your family. You think your father would be ashamed to
see you cook. You learned how to cook rice and ugali, a dish made
with cornmeal, but little else. Even after five years in the country that
adopted you, you are still trying not to be afraid to taste unfamiliar
foods: you who once drank your own urine are uncomfortable with
the feel of broccoli in your mouth.
Though your memory reminds you that danger lurks behind
the trees, along the roads, and in the water, you have learned that
this is not absolute. Before you arrived in America, you were warned
that every American woman carries a handbag, and in this bag they
carry a gun, and if you displease them, they may shoot you. When
you arrived, you saw that this was true: every woman carried a
handbag. Do you remember how long before you realized that they
did not carry guns and would not shoot you?
Now you have a bed to sleep in, a car to drive, a college
degree, and children of your own. You wrote a book about your
journey. Yet no matter what you do—no matter that you are not
a lion, that your grin is no crocodile smile, and that you carry no
weapon—sometimes people here are afraid of you. You know that a
very dark black man walking down a lonely hall, strolling through a
neighborhood, or knocking on a door where he is not expected, is
feared. Thus, you are still afraid—afraid to approach people who
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don’t know you—because you fear that they will fear you.
Though there is now peace in your country, you cannot forget the people you left behind. Your tribesmen are returning to their
homeland to find their huts burned, their wells contaminated, their
cattle gone, their way of life destroyed. And there are thousands of
orphans who live with little hope for the future. You remember what
that feels like.
So four years after you arrived in America, you returned to
your village, bringing with you people who would make a documentary to help you help the orphans there. And now you are raising
money to build an orphanage in your village.
If your father could see the man that you have become, he
would say, “Son, you have surpassed my dreams.”
You can’t wait to go home again.
RW

Author’s Note: This story parallels the real-life journey of Joseph
Akol Makeer, whose book, From Africa to America; The Journey of
a Lost Boy of Sudan, was released by Tate Publishing & Enterprises
in 2008.
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Concrete

Kendra Lewellyn, Sophomore
So there I am again,
White sheets, concrete floor
And the best cherry Jell-O
An underpaid, disgruntled cook could make.
Tubes and wires, and needles and pens,
We’ve got everything just about labeled down in here
We won’t lose ANYTHING, anything I tell you!
Except for that thing,
lying in the bed,
That thing,
mumbling to itself,
We’ll mend and mate,
And marry and get it a nice good job,
Perfect for in between those vacations of
Paranoia and Insanity.
And “ma’am, yes, I know it hurts,”
“But we really won’t be able to help you without insurance”
And the doors open, and out again onto another concrete floor.

Lesson

Jamee Larson, Junior

I thought I could step
into the same river twice
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and the Buddha laughed.

Jeffrey Opp - Senior
boats at monterose
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My Childhood Hernia
Derrick Paulson, MFA Candidate

Walking barefoot in beach sand toward my calling mother and her sunbathing
girlfriends, I picked up a snail and pulled its leathery operculum until the organs
spilled slimy into my palm. The pooled goo reminded me of the jelly lumps I often
found floating, like organic icebergs, toward shore. As I squeezed, it ruptured up
and oozed over my skin.
A few of the already red faces, especially those of women without children, flushed
further as I held open my swim shorts; smiling widely, I wanted to show everyone
my wound. The younger girls giggled, and the other boys on the beach scuttled
away from sandcastles with frog kings and minnow moats to gape enviously.
The black stitching itched across my abdomen when the wind blew sand inside;
but my mother just laughed along with the other ladies—all privy to a joke I was
unaware of for some time.
Wild blueberries burst,
balled between sticky fingers
still pruned from swimming.

Anna George - Junior
untitled
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Commies
Gum Disease
Disease
Commies and Andrew
Olson, MFA Candidate
Matthias applies paste to a derelict toothbrush and
starts buffing his teeth with tight cyclical motions under the flickering fluorescent light. He stops. What the fuck? Matthias’ face
contorts as he leans towards the mirror. His teeth are a yellowed
paper hue––chipped, jagged, and rooted in dark browns and
blacks. Blood seeps from his now aggravated gum line. He looks
at the toothbrush, bewildered. He turns it in his hands, notices
lettering on the backside: Dr. Lenin 758-1917. He looks up from
the brush to his reflection and draws his lips back to inspect his
mouth again.
His father had warned him about this: Communism.
Matthias exits the bathroom and takes a seat on the couch. In
the curtained daylight, an infomercial washes from the TV and
over the carpeted floor. He looks for the remote and sees it lying
alongside a glass pipe. He reaches for the pipe, sticking his
pinkie finger into the bowl like a dipstick to gauge how much

crystal remains. FINDING HIS MODIFIED BUTANE
LIGHTER, HE FLICKS IT TO LIFE. IT’S A PURE
BLUE, SEARING, TEAR-SHAPED FLAME. The smell

of burning plastic reaches Matthias’ nostrils, and he comes out
of his trance to wave the burning toothbrush out. He grabs the
bowl, holds the lighter to its bottom, waits, inhales the succulent
and heavy smoke deeply, like ether on the tongue. A purely
chemical aftertaste, with no lingering earthy tones. It’s clean and
bright––a metallic, surgical plating of the palate.
Matthias feels the effect instantly, his head rising up an
escalator his body cannot follow. His arms fall to his sides and
his neck relaxes. He moves to put the bowl down onto the coffee
table, but instead brings it to his lips and takes another deep hit.
It billows within his head; he nods off, the burnt toothbrush set
soundly within his fist.
He awakes, his mouth aching with blood crusted to the
corners. Wiping at it furiously, panicking, he scratches himself
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with the toothbrush. He looks at the brush; the now bald
bristled end droops into a pointed hook. Dr. Lenin 758-1917.
Matthias fumbles through his mental inventory. His father had
lectured him on the dangerous nature of Communists for years,
their sly operations, terrorist actions, and deadly ideologies. Lenin
1917. Lenin 1917. Matthias stares at the gold lettering. He sets the
toothbrush down—it now resembles an impotent shank more than
an oral hygiene tool—and takes another hit from the pipe.
It comes to him as he paces the room: the October Rebellion, the Soviet Revolution of 1917, the rise of the Communist
regime. What was the significance of the toothbrush? What was
going on? Matthias’ synapses fire, crossing and jumping, connections flaring then sputtering out in the meth fog. He feels on the
verge of a horrific discovery, of a modern Bolshevik revolution. The
Commies, those blood-red Commie bastards. Have they infiltrated
American society? Were they integrating into the populus, becoming doctors and dentists, teachers and carpenters?
Matthias paces between the bathroom and hallway, in–
out, his profile reflected in the mirror. He hears a loud knock at his
front door. He drops, crawls hands and knees through the living
room, toothbrush clenched in his right hand. He inches his head to
the peephole lodged in the door—nobody. Matthais crouches and
sidles to the window, draws a corner of the curtain and looks into
the vacant front yard. He scans the neighborhood, eyes shifting as
if watching a tennis match. Remaining stationary, listening, straining, his body tensed, muscles twitching, eyebrows furrowing and
arching—searching. No one is outside. What if they know I’ve
discovered them? What if I was a subject? What if I was under
surveillance? Matthias looks at the toothbrush in his hand. They’ve
been watching me, watching me for years maybe.
Matthias hears another knock at the door and runs to
the stairs leading to the basement. He stops, hearing the guttural
spew of the Russian language. He runs back to retrieve his pipe,
but another loud knock locks his joints in place. Like a small child
straining to reach a water fountain, Matthias leans over the coffee
table, neck outstretched, inhaling the last remnants of crystal. As he
bounds down the steps to the basement, the exhaled smoke follows
him as if his hair is on fire. He hears something solidly strike the
front door. Matthias climbs on top of the dryer and unhinges the
ground-level window. He hears the front door fall to the floor with
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the snap of wind knocked from the diaphragm. Lunging through
the window frame, Matthias pulls at the grass with his left hand,
his right still holding the toothbrush as he wiggles his way out.
He stands and immediately runs to the fence and crouches.
Where the hell did they come from? They must have an advanced
cell operation, but what could they be planning? How can they be
stopped? Lenin. Lenin led the Revolution. Matthias remembers the
Bolshevik secret police, those mercenaries sent out to cull counterrevolutionaries. The Red Terror, they called it. They’re after me.
Matthias sits crouched against the fence, sweating, thinking. He
knows what he has to do. He has to reach Lenin; it’s the only way
to prevent a Communist uprising. Matthias knows he has to assassinate Lenin.
He shuffles his way along the fence, eyes flicking left and
right, scanning for secret police. He reaches the edge of the fence
and reaffirms his grip on the toothbrush before running manically
down the street, barefoot.
Matthias slows at the city park and slides up to a tall oak.
His heart raps loudly within his chest with untested force. Veins
stand above his skin, webbing and converging and diving away.
Matthias tries to quiet his breathing so as not to give away his location or raise suspicion to the secret police that may be on surveillance. He looks to the right, then left, noticing a woman on a bench
with a baby stroller beside her. A walking path runs in front of the
bench. Matthias rubs his hands on his shorts and calmly walks toward the path. Although he feels discrete, his hands are trembling,
his face is pale, and his eyes twitch in convulsive tics.
As he approaches the bench, the woman’s cell phone
rings. She brings it to her ear as Matthias inches closer.
“Really?...You don’t say…Well, why was he drinking
White Russians?”
Matthias stands erect behind the woman, looks quickly
around the open park.
“I mean, he’s lactose intolerant. What did he…”
Matthias bolts from behind the bench, grabbing the cell
phone from the woman’s hand and throwing it as far as he can
before taking off down the path. The secret police are on to me.
White Russian must be a code word, those Commie bastards.
Matthias can hear the woman in the background: “Jesus!
What the hell?!”
I have to get to Lenin before anything happens. He
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quickens his pace, the slap-rasp, slap-rasp of his bare feet
against asphalt continues as he makes his way through the park,
downtown looming ahead.
Matthias enters an alleyway from behind a downtown
building. His heart is coursing blood, adrenaline, and amphet-

amine. His brain still allows dopamine through its transmitting floodgates. He peers around the corner, looking at the upscale downtown district. It’s bright and busy; SUVs line the streets, people rove
the sidewalks. Be cool, just be cool. He emerges from the alleyway.
I must get to Lenin to prevent the Communists from overtaking us.
Watch out for secret police, they’re everywhere. Be cool, be cool.
With sores surrounding his mouth like leprosy and a toothbrush in
his hand, Matthias walks through the crowd, trying to blend in. He
watches the ground, not wanting to make eye contact with potential
undercover secret police. He steps over breaks in the concrete for
good luck. Passersby eye him warily. Parents tug children out of his
path, forcing them to spill ice cream. Matthias slows to assess an
upcoming congestion; it could be a trap. A little girl and father exit
a shop just in front of him. The father looks at Matthias and puts a
hand on the child’s shoulder. Matthias looks at the child, who holds
a nesting doll.
“Thanks, Daddy, it’s beautiful,” she says.
Matthias looks at the doll with wide eyes and a slack jaw.
No no no. The child opens the first doll, then the second. No no no.
Matthias takes a few steps toward the child as she opens another
doll. He knows something horrible will happen when the last doll is
reached, although he is unsure of what. As the girl begins to open
the fourth doll, Matthias runs up and grabs it from her hands and
snakes his way through the crowd as fast as he can.
“Hey! Hey, you asshole! Come back here!” The father runs
after Matthias, but his crying daughter makes him pull up. Matthias
lifts the toothbrush and nesting doll above his head as he weaves
and bobs through the crowd. A man bumps into him and Matthias
menacingly wags the melted toothbrush in front of the man’s face.
He reaches the end of the block and throws the nesting doll into
a garbage receptacle, turns and cowers as if expecting an explosion. Nothing happens. Matthias rises. Sweat blankets him, falling
in urinal drops to the ground. His sides clench and his chest swells
and collapses as he crosses the street.
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He walks by a window, gold lettering catching his eye. He
recognizes it and shifts to the balls of his feet, planting his palms
against the bottom of the pane. His face is contorted, rabid, and
grinning freakishly. His right hand paws at the pane, tapping the
toothbrush against the glass. A child plays with building blocks inside. The child holds a red block above a growing, teetering tower,

but drops it at the sight of Matthias. The tower crashes down. Matthias Army-crawls along the sidewalk to the door. Bing. The receptionist swivels around in her chair to greet the incoming customer, but
no one is there. Matthias continues to crawl toward the reception
desk along the wall, toothbrush in hand. The child slowly retreats to
its mother, whose face remains behind a magazine. The child stares
at Matthias, his hand slowly clutching and releasing the mother’s
skirt.

Matthias reaches the front desk and shuffles, ape-like,
around the end of the desk, moveing toward the receptionist.

HE REARS UP AND PUTS HIS HAND OVER HER
MOUTH, THE DULL EDGE OF THE TOOTHBRUSH
HANDLE TO HER THROAT. The receptionist gives a
muffled yip. The child pulls wildly at his mother’s skirt.
“Where is he?” Matthias shouts. “Where is that Commie
bastard? Where is Lenin?” Matthias yanks the receptionist’s head.
The mother jolts to life, grabs her child, dialing 911 as she flees.
The child is a ragged marionette bouncing behind her.
“Where the fuck is he? Where?” The receptionist taps at
Matthias’ hand, and he finally releases it to let her speak.
“He’s with a patient. Please, please don’t hurt me.”
“Where?”
The receptionist points to the back then scrambles under the desk.
Matthias wheels around and runs down the corridor. He stops to
fling open sliding doors. Behind them, people lie in chairs; bloodied
metallic tools lay on trays above their chests. It’s a detainment and
torture center. Lenin must oversee the operation. He has to be here.
I have to find him. Matthias jumps to the next room.
“Hey, you can’t be in here,” a masked man shouts at Matthias. A nurse takes a step forward to usher Matthias out. He clocks
the nurse with a wide right hook, toothbrush blurring in motion. The
nurse pitches backward, spread-eagle over the patient. The patient
in the chair giggles behind the nitrous oxide mask while raising his
hands in defense. Matthias rips the gas mask off the patient’s face.
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“What the hell are you doing?”
Matthias turns towards the dentist. “Dr. Lenin” is stitched

above his breast pocket. Matthias wildly swoops at the dentist with
the toothbrush. The dentist steps back, cornered. Matthias stabs at
him fiercely, but the toothbrush doesn’t break skin. Matthias slashes
at Lenin’s throat. The melted hook of the brush catches the dentist’s
cheek and rips through it. The dentist screams and collapses, his
hand pressed against his cheek. It startles Matthias and he bounds
from the room, sprinting down the corridor.
As Matthias rounds the corner, a policeman’s nightstick
connects to his brow, laying him out. The toothbrush flies from his
hand, spinning lengthwise in aerial pirouettes, and lands on the
carpet. RW
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The Collector
Jenny Christen, Junior

Knick-knacks and fabric
Second-hand maverick
Stowing, stuffing,
Cramming and jamming
Pack rat and hero,
Junk-stricken and maddening
I’ll gladly take you home.

I’m a trash-amasser,
Trash-compactor,
Collector, inspector,
Garbage harasser
Digging my way
Through your unwanted disasters
I’ll gladly take you home.

Passé and misused
I’ll dust off the abuse
The unfit, the ugly
The undeniably crude
You’ll be beautiful, I promise
I’ll improve and renew
I’ll gladly take you home.

Paper, shaped plastic
Photos fantastic
Boxing and tags
Newspapers, classics
Magazine women, designs and, oh!
You’re abandoned?
I’ll gladly take you home.

We’re in this together,
Each day, the collector
Sifting, re-gifting
Recycling her matter
Scissors and fingers
Transform, make it better
I’ll gladly make you better.

You’re textured, you’re bright
Patterned and blithe
Inspiring and ripped
Stained, unrefined
You know I’ll love you
Your troubles are mine
I’ll gladly take you home.

So much it won’t fit
This collection of bits
Relishing, attaching
Feelings to irrelevance
Don’t know when I’ll need you
But you’ll always need me
I’m glad I took you home.
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Barmaid
Andrew Olson, MFA Candidate

She stands
I wallow
In heels
In booze
Would you like another?
I would
Percolating bubbles float
to the head
beer admonishes
all reservations which
I didn’t need–
a regular here.
Stilettos snap
passing like time
tick-tick-tick-tick
timelessly watching
the slender legs circle
from this wasted face.
Hair ponied
Arabian dark
Her tenuous hand
guilefully grasps

Would you like another?
I would

my

glass.

Jesus to the Geeks
Adam Bursack, Junior

Wanting everything leaves the urge to do nothing
Standing above the crowd was a scientist in a white lab coat
I went to the comic book store to play Jesus to the geeks
He told us the future
But their savior wasn't Elvis, he was Superman
And it was too much, too quickly
And love now crawls on all fours
Too much
The geeks, they were all sluts
Too quickly
They had orgies every month
Too much stimulation
But they absolved themselves because they wore tails
Too much stimulation
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What happens at the meeting stays at the meeting, they said
Some fell to their knees and wept
But it never left my head
Some screamed in agony and gouged out their own eyes
If memories were meant to fade, I wasn't meant to exist
Some vomited until they died, then vomited more
They say the violent bear it away
Too much stimulation
But all my violence is gone
Too much stimulation
When I heard their false apologies I knew that no remorse is the worst crime
Too much, too quickly
They can't tell a stardog champion from a dog man star tonight
Too much, too quickly
I awoke amongst the anorexia freaks, playing folk-rock and dead in the streets
The scientist was right
And God lay bleeding by the side of the road
The truth lay in the eye of a horse
God told me there was one good thing left I could do
In a slaughterhouse
Skin the furries
In western North Dakota

Julia Oxenreider, Senior
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origin

angry young men in a café
clad in red rubber boots
glare with pickled eyes
gazing
at girls in sweaters
and scarves
below
the blue winter sky
slick wet streets
coil
around city blocks
of blood-clot
red brick buildings
cast iron lamps
glow
over low
crouching cats
highflying signs
like flags claiming foreign lands
rub against
the blue winter sky
the river coos under thinning ice
church bells clap
like a one-man show
against the DayGlo
blue winter sky
bony-faced dropouts hiding under
hoods
huddle in garbage littered
corners
craving and snarling
carving
initials
into each other’s arms
skinny women
and fat men
stand in puddles
waiting around to see
who will give them
money
bald trees harbor at the tar shore
while bickering
black birds
vibrate
telephone lines
sending signals into
the blue winter sky
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The Puffy Red Snowsuit
Heidi Christen, Sophomore

Turtles, trains, the puffy red snowsuit
Little you
You adventured anywhere
With hair curly, hands curious and cheeks round.
Little you
Youngest of three girls, two boys
Sweetest of all five kids
And the bravest of the tough group.
Then you talked just a little
Through the baby nicknames and chubby jokes
Moms leg became your best friend.
Then you weren’t so little
Milk did your body good
A growth spurt shut your older siblings up.
There was football, wrestling, and track
Camps and your 17th birthday.
Little you
With a few signature looks
The witty smirk
The athletic strut
Your curly brown locks thankfully stuck.
Little you
Before the Xbox, the phone, the girls
Now you’re mature, muscular, and manly
My friends tell me you’re handsome
Good thing I don’t let you date.
Little you
Bigger than me now
You’re stronger than me now
Now to you I am little.
But to me you’ll always be
My little brother
In the puffy red snowsuit.

Jenny Christen - Junior
starting over house
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The Koi Fish
Derrick Paulson, MFA Candidate

It was a hot, dry summer, and the noon sun burned
through the blinds into the living room. Luo’s alarm clock went
off as though an ambulance had parked itself in his fourth-story
window. The beeping blared over the déjà vu forecast of the
weatherwoman on the television, over the high hum of the tower
fan next to Luo’s face. Waking, he bolted upright on the couch,
ran across the hardwood floor to his room, and pulled the plug
from the wall.
Guzzling a glass of orange juice, Luo crunched some
dry marshmallows from the rim of his cereal bowl. Looking for
some fruit as he put the milk away, he noticed the note on his
mother’s white board on the fridge: I left early. Taking pictures

I ATE
THE PLUMS YOU WERE PROBABLY SAVING
FOR BREAKFAST. FORGIVE ME, THEY WERE
DELICIOUS. SO SWEET!1 There’s a TV dinner in the
of the baby panda at the San Diego Zoo for a column.

freezer and your jeans need to be put in the wash.
Finished with his breakfast, Luo headed back to the
living room. Picking up a videogame controller and his cell from
the coffee table, he saw he had a text message from his mom: I
got u a job @ the fenghuang 7 blocks over. I told them u’d stop
by @ 1:)
A Job? Luo closed the text to check the time. He wasn’t
even in high school yet, he wouldn’t be until fall. Why can’t she
ever call me? He slipped on a t-shirt and a pair of pants from a
hamper in the laundry room. Stepping into his flip-flops by the
door, Luo walked down the hallway to the elevator.
Seven blocks over, the old restaurant sat on the edge of
Chinatown. Crossing the last busy intersection, Luo passed between the red pillars, under dormant paper lanterns, and around
customers as he made his way inside. At the front counter, he
stopped and waited as the hostess made change for a touristy
looking family of five. Fidgeting with a jade bird necklace on a
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souvenir rack on the counter, Luo gazed at the fountain.
The fountain was centered to divide the walkways that
led to the main seating area behind it in the restaurant. Beyond
the seating area were the buffet lines, soda and soft serve
machines, tea and coffee pots. To the sides were pocketed rows
of green, fake leather booths. The floors were a short, red scruff
carpet, except near the entryway and fountain where the floor
was tiled in plastic pearl and jade.
The fountain itself was a single tier, tiled to match the
flooring; at the center, an orange and white koi swam under the
spray of the jets. Looking around at the other fish, Luo nearly
jumped as he beheld the biggest koi he’d ever seen; it was the
biggest fish in the fountain. Even resting on the bottom as it was,
the koi’s dorsal fin and part of its back stuck out above the water
between the fake lily pads. Its long barbels trailed as it nudged
its gold bulk against the front of the rectangular pool; its eyes,
big and black, looked up from just below the surface.
A bubble popped.
“You the new boy?” someone asked.
Luo turned away from the water. Behind the counter,
another woman stood near the hostess. She was thin and tall;
her older age gave her crow’s feet to match the black plumes
she wore in the bun of her hair, her face stuck in a constant
scowl that warred with her fake smile.
“Speak up!”
“My mother…”
“Ho-oh! Good. You can start by bussing dishes from the
booths.”
Luo worked hard for the rest of the day: bus, wash,
repeat. All the staff at The Fenghuang worked hard, and though
it was Luo’s first day, he found himself mopping the tile floor
well after the last customer had left under the glow of the paper
lanterns outside. It was okay with him, though. Since San Diego
was an eight-hour drive each way, his mom wouldn’t be back
until past midnight.
Mopping the mist from the fountain off the jade and
pearl floor, Luo heard a sound like Jacuzzi jets on low coming
from the water. Looking over, he saw the ancient koi in the same
position as before. It was blowing bubble after bubble after bubble.
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“It’s a special fish. Everyone is fond of it,” one of the
waitresses said on her way out for the night as she carefully

walked across the mopped tile. “Everyone except the boss, that
is—she doesn’t like anyone going near it.” She looked around
and, stooping down, cupped some water, releaseding it over the
dry scales on the koi’s golden back. “It likes to blow bubbles!”
In the lamplights on his way home, Luo checked his
phone. No messages. His mom hadn’t called all day. He tried to
call her, no answer. In the apartment, he checked his email: just
an invite to a soccer game on Sunday.
His cell rang over the sound of the microwave.
“Luo!” It was his stepmother. “How was your first day
of work? Your mom texted me and your dad that she got a job
for you…”
They talked for quite a while as Luo told her about the
feather-plumed owner, bussing and washing and mopping, and
of course, the koi fish.
“Wow! Sounds humongous!” His stepmother was
always excited to hear what was going on, whether it was win
ning a soccer match, losing a soccer match, or even, to Luo’s
halfhearted reluctance, his crushes in class. “You should take a
picture of that thing and email it to us! I’m sure your dad would
like it. Try to get some of those bubbles, but not too many—we
want to see the fish!”
The next night after closing time, Luo found himself
mopping by the fountain again. Taking a camera from his
pocket—one of his mother’s many small digitals—he decided to
try his hand at photography. Zooming in and out, he adjusted
the focus as he bent over the water. The big koi stared up at him,
blowing bubbles at an even faster pace than the night before.
Standing atop the wet lip of the fountain, Luo tried to get the
whole gold fish inside the viewfinder.
He slipped.
Falling, the flash went off as Luo landed with his body
half over the edge. His ear hit the water.
“Free. Me.” The two distinct words floated up and
popped wet against the side of his head.
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Luo sputtered as a hand clamped onto his shoulder and
heaved him to his feet.
“What do you think you’re doing?” the tall, plumed
lady demanded as she snatched the camera from him with long,
painted fingernails.
Bewildered, Luo panted for a moment, his black hair
dripping.
“Don’t go near the fountain,” she continued as she put
the camera in her handbag. “Ho-oh! That fish…” she paused.
“I’ll fire you if this happens again.”
“I don’t know what to think,” Luo’s stepmother said
when Luo finally stopped to breathe. His hair was still damp as
he took the stairs to the fourth floor to maintain his cell reception.
“I don’t think you should mess with the fountain again.”
Luo had harbored a vain hope that she, of all people,
would believe him about the talking koi—if he had actually
heard something. He wasn’t surprised that she changed the
subject. After all, fish don’t talk.
“Sorry about the camera, it’s my fault for wanting a
picture. But I’m sure your mom will get it back…”
The next day at the restaurant, Luo worked harder
than ever. The black-plumed owner seemed to watch his every
move, constantly inspecting his work. If even one dish came
out of the washer with a spot on it, she would be there, saying,
“Ho-oh! This will not do! Put them all through again.” And, when
they finally did come out clean, she would burst into the kitchen
yelling. “Ho-oh! What’s taking you so long? The buffet needs
plates and silverware!” If the egg rolls, fruit, or wontons on the
buffet were unevenly displayed, or the fried rice simply uneven,
again, “Ho-oh!” But at the end of the night, Luo realized he was
mopping the tile in front of the fountain despite her warning the
night before.
Because he had been so busy all day, the koi hadn’t
even crossed Lou’s mind, but having the fountain right before
him, with all the wait staff gone, the cooks brick-cleaning the
grills, and the black-plumed owner nowhere to be found…
Luo mopped nonchalantly toward the falling water. He
knew he had heard the fish speak—he just had to convince him-
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self. Setting the mop handle quietly on the floor, Luo pretended
to tie his lace-less flip-flops as he looked over the rim and into

the water.
The big, gold koi looked straight up at him; one bulbous black eye winked as it blew a single bubble. Luo closed his
eyes tight, held his breath, and put his cheek against the water.
“Hi. Again.” Two bubbles burst into his ear. A smile lit
up Luo’s face as he exhaled.
“Aren’t. You. Afraid. I’ll. Bite. You?”
Luo pulled his head away fast and fell to the tile; he
hadn’t thought of that. Standing and looking for signs that his fall
had been heard but finding none, he edged once more toward
the fountain.
The old koi winked again.
On his way home that night, Luo thought about his
conversation with the fish. He had tried at first to talk as it did,
through the water, but the old koi had only laughed a cloud of
bubbles back and told him he could talk normally. But that was
not all the big fish said. It told Luo that it was a prisoner in the
restaurant, that it would soon die unless it was released. The
ancient golden koi told Luo he would be rewarded if he helped,
and together they made a plan.
The sun made Luo’s neck and back wet with sweat as
he walked the few blocks to the soccer field that Sunday.
Though his mother’s fridge-note had said she would get there,
she sent him a text to the contrary: Sorry. I g2g take pix of
another wildfire. I’ll make it 2 the next 1!
She didn’t promise. She couldn’t, because something
was always bound to come up: a trolley car accident, a mudslide, a beached whale rescue operation…
Though Luo played well and his side won (to the joy of
his stepmother, who he knew would have been there if she and
his dad didn’t live in the middle of Minnesota), Luo still lost his
concentration occasionally. As his eyes scanned the bleachers,
he imagined his mother sitting among the other parents, cheering, with a foam hand flapping in excitement.
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On Monday, the black-plumed owner acted as if it was
the same day Luo had worked last. “Ho-oh! This will not do! Put
them all through again,” she said when a plate came out dirty.
“Ho-oh! What’s taking you so long! The buffet needs plates and
silverware!” she yelled if the dishes did all manage to come out
clean. “Ho-oh! Ho-oh! Ho-oh!” Although Luo worked hard, he
had decided to quit, so her constant crowing didn’t bother him
as much as it had before. Besides, after what he was going to
do, he couldn’t possibly hope to still have a job.
At closing time, Luo put his plan into action. When nobody was looking, he poured all the dish soap into the machine
at once, closed the doors, and waited.
Seconds later, the bubbles came.
Pink soap foamed out the sides with such intense
resolve that it began to pour over the countertop and plop across
the floor. The cooks started to laugh, but soon shouted for the

THE BUBBLES SHOWED NO SIGNS OF
LETTING UP, INCHING TOWARD THE GRILL
SPACE LIKE THE BLOB. High heels clacking from the
owner as

back office, the black-plumed lady’s eyes and mouth widened as
she hurried across the kitchen with the cooks close behind.
“Ho-oh! Get a mop you foolish boy,” she shouted as
she made her way toward the machine, molting black feathers.
Slipping, she grabbed a startled cook’s coat and the countertop
for support. “Hurry up!”
Everything was going as planned.
“I left it out front,” Luo shouted as he darted through the
swinging door. The wait staff had already left and the mop was
propped against the fountain where Luo had left it.
Luo ran down the sidewalk carrying the big koi. It was
near dusk, and the palm tree shadows stretched far out over
them into the street. Strangely, the sky was becoming overcast
with graying clouds for the first time in months.
Like a living jewel, Luo held the heavy, gold fish with
reverence in his arms. Through his wet t-shirt he felt its scaled
sides heaving—they were drying quickly; he needed to reach
the pier soon. Barbels twitching like an old man’s whiskers, the
ancient fish gulped and choked as it tried to breathe in the briny,
ocean air.
“You sure you’ll be okay in saltwater?” Luo panted as
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he looked down into the bulbous eyes of his ward.
The koi closed its mouth and furrowed its brow in a

very sentient way.
“Oh, right,” Luo said as he hefted the fish and sprinted
on. “You can’t talk without bubbles.”
In the street, cars slowed and people pointed from
behind sunglasses. A police car, a convertible, a tinted-window
limousine, a suburb of SUVs all passed him like he was an accident at an intersection. Leaving the busier traffic behind, Luo
hung a heavy left toward the pier and dock districts.
The wind picked up, and the salty ocean smell increased as Luo carried the koi through an opening in a fence
and onto the sand beach. Kicking off his flip-flops out of habit,
his toes pricked on broken seashells as he waded out into the
surf. It was nearly dark now, and the beach was closed for
the night. Luo wondered what people would have thought if
the beach had been full and he’d come lugging this wheez-

ing monster. THE LITTLE KIDDIES WOULD HAVE
FREAKED, YELLING, “SHARK! SHARK!” They would
have fallen over bikinied sunbathers and beach-bum surfers, and
everyone would have been staring again.
With the water around his waist, Luo stopped and
set the koi gently into the ocean. Leaning over, he heard two
bubbles pop: “Stand. Back.”
Moving backward toward shore, Luo watched the old
koi in the moonlight as the water around it began to glow and
roil. Its body stretched and contorted, and it grew limbs that
splashed the water in all directions as they kicked. In a flash
of rolling light, the koi fish was gone and the water was overshadowed by a massive hovering dragon: a Chinese dragon of
legend. His head, like that of a great, bearded horse with horns,
rested atop a powerful serpentine body, and the whole being
shimmered in golden scales.
Luo’s eyes grew wide and his jaw dropped as he
beheld the creature. Scared and stunned, he stood still as the
dragon came closer. It circled him in the air, like a python
around a mouse, and bent its head low until their eyes were
even.
“Aren’t you afraid I’ll bite you now?” the voice rumbled. Before Luo could respond, or faint and drown, the dragon
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laughed heartily, uncoiled itself, and dived below the water.
With a great spray, it rocketed into the air and fell with a
mighty boom like a breaching whale. Luo relaxed and breathed
as he watched it toss again and again in the waves.
As it came back toward shore, Luo noticed that the koifish-turned-dragon had only one claw on each foot.
“The others will grow on my way home,” the dragon
said, noticing his gaze. “I have far to travel,” it continued, as if
realizing this for the first time, and away it flew skyward on the
briny breeze. Looking back once, it winked with a great black
eye before bursting into the clouds.
On his way home, Luo’s cell phone rang and he fished
it out of his damp jeans.
“Are you okay? Where are you? The owner of the restaurant called…” To his surprise, Luo was not in trouble. For the
first time in a long time, his mother sounded worried. “I stopped
at The Fenghuang and she gave me my camera and said you’d
quit.” Okay, so his mom was mad, but she was still worried.
“I’ll see you at home,” he said.
Entering the apartment, Luo expected a barrage of
accusations. What he saw instead was his mother at the kitchen
table, staring into the display of her camera. “The lady told me
you stole a big fish,” she managed to say. She looked up at
him as he edged toward the table. “I think it was a little more
than that.” Handing him the camera, Luo saw his one picture:
a golden dragon in a fountain, surrounded by tiny orange and
white koi. “You know,” his mother continued, “since you no
longer have a job, I could use an apprentice.”
Sitting down beside his mother, Luo shared his side of
the story. As it rained for the first time in that hot, dry summer,
they went online. Fenghuang: a mythological Chinese bird,
female counterpart to the Chinese dragon. RW
1) Paraphrased from William Carlos Williams’ “This is Just to Say”
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Fariha Rahman - Freshman
Golden Fiber Artifacts

Tyuonyi

Ben Patrie, Senior

I walked with my family down the adobe streets of Santa Fe. It was winter and colder
than I expected,the sun a faded disc in the sky. We toured the Pueblo ruins that day.
The storage bins, the Cliffside towers, the past seeping from the sandstone as we climbed
the pine ladders to a temple. The cave mouth made a circular frame through which we all
looked out on the world. Los Alamos was out there somewhere in the beautiful distance—
a boys' school they bought where they made weapons that would unlock the sun. They
took bets in kilotons, the weight of its destruction. Could the people of these pueblos
have imagined the warm wave, the atom flash of a second sun? The explosion was
beautiful, framed from an airplane window, like the valley from the mouth of that cave.
It breathes in the clouds
Like the cold winter air does—
This Terrible Bomb.

Two Lessons From My Favorite Dead Drunk
Nicholas Boushee, Senior

Bukowski taught me to never envy the rich.
Because although they have financial security
they never get out of infancy.
Always attracted to
the shiny,
the flashy,
the fast
. . .filling their lives with
what is ultimately empty.
Bukowski taught me to never be afraid of speaking my mind.
Because those who said
“better to be thought a fool than to speak and remove all doubt”
never put the thought to fruition that
it was once considered “foolish” to say:
that the sun was the center,
the earth was not flat,
witchcraft was not fact,
that great people come in black
and why yes,
that Jesus is never coming back.
Bukowski taught me.

60

Morea Steinhauer - Alumnus
existential pondering
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Stash Hempeck - Alumnus
genesis

In the street
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Anna George, Junior
we walked to his car
he gripped my hand
tightly
as if he didn’t want to lose me
i leaned my back
against the glossy red paint
his arms
wrapped
tightly around me
i could feel the pounding of his heart
on my chest
mine raced
my stomach fluttered
with his arms
wrapped
tightly around me
he leaned back
his eyes were kind
Ocean Blue
glistening
in the street lights
then he spoke
he spoke three words
three
three words i’ve always wanted to hear
three
time
stopped
then in one swift movement
i kissed his lips sweetly
and walked away
smaller he became
standing in my rearview mirror
he spoke three words giving me his heart
and i took it
with silence
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Fariha Rahman - Freshman

Smoke of Life

Skinning the Fish

Chrystal Gibbins, Alumnus
As a girl I stood at the washbasin,
wiping scales and salt
from my skin and stared
at the water in my cupped hands.
How they feel, years later,
sandy like a cat’s tongue,
chewed and callused around
each nail, tiny scars hidden
in odd places—some scars mine,
one made by a knife
while skinning a fish.
Its body laid
unconscious and mute
when I sliced the blade
under the frayed gills. Steadying
my hand steadies the wave
which that fish was plucked from.
Other scars were made by a man.
His mouth kissed my fingertips and palms—
felt like a scalpel across flesh.
I haven’t thought of him in years,
but today I was that memory
scrubbing mud from potatoes—
my knuckles chaffed and bleeding,
the sink beautifully lined
with dirt and peelings.
I left my hand there under icy
gray water until the cold
burned—became unbearable.
So I am twelve again, removing skins
like old life from a notebook—
the smell stays on my hands
days after the cleaning. The leftovers
thrown into the freezer
now long outlive the fish.

Little Bird
Logan Herold, Sophomore

Little bird blood red,
you can rest your head
beneath my windowsill,
if the winds do rage
and the walls begin to fall,
bloodshot brick by broken heart,
to crush those who cry for grace
from far below our turn-blind eyes.
My sad sparrow, my sorrow at sea,
if you sing to me, then I will let you in
and we may watch salvation at work,
as the worker dies slow,
bashing his bone against a rock,
encasing his heart in steel,
the only thing he can afford to keep.
The sirens sing louder than you
little bird, falling from her perch
one leg bloodied, another muddied,
all hope lost in hopeless surrender
keep your eyes open
and watch the cannons point
into your heart, target your lungs
only one shaking finger away
from judgment.
Please tell me little bird,
when the souls fly faster than you can
and the shells bomb your home
if you can still fly,
because maybe then, only then,
could they give a damn about you.
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Breezy Callens - Sophomore
Alice
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about a poet

Jesse Balzer, Sophomore

he said,
“history died of a heroin overdose,
like a brilliant junkie.”
he said,
“in order to disconnect
find calm thighs
words with green eyes.”
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the head painted obsessively,
the hair a convict.
next the eyes
would apply
paranoia, music,
television,
music television.
In the end
(the end erupted a surface of plague)
he was like people
from
reference books:
thin spleen, out
of suit.
a future primitive.
walk not for
he said,
“skin betrayed the world.”

This melting sky
these tiny drops
a curtain that you can't push aside.
A usual sanctuary found
in these lines we draw
where drapes fall over bedposts
a canopy.
Till the warping and the warping.
Till the separation of wood from wood.
A forgotten church, in a forgotten town
holding only a few small pieces.
Cut to: A man doing the only thing he knows.
A man painting a picture
only for a year.
Only to hang in a shadowy church cove.
Only to sit next to battery powered candles.
Maybe he would be remembered then.
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And I saw a river run through
a painting that hung longer than
most people I've met have been breathing.
Lydia Gilbertson, Junior

This melting sky
these tiny drops
drops of drops of
candle wax
fall all
through the cracks
to fade
to wane
all the poor man's work
faster than he had thought.
It wasn't a bomb, or a revolution.
only rain.
Buckets are set underneath
to catch the angst of the earth
as it drips down
onto someone's achievements.

Stash Hempeck - Alumnus
entrance to fanghorn forest
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Heather Steinmann - Alumnus
aran island taxi

Widowers

Rob Neuteboom, Alumnus
The women in my family die
while the men grow old.
We form a somber line along another church pew
for the second funeral in two months,
saggy-eyed and hunched with grief.
It was my aunt first in summer
buried beneath laurels in Austin,
sister sufferer to my mother’s cancer,
and now Grandma, whose unhinged mind
finally forgot how to feed her,
too quickly lowered beneath this Ogden grove.
Widowers with nervous hands
and no hand to touch
mourn as men do—in silence—
cram their losses deep into bones.
At the cemetery, my father,
gimpy with arthritis,
wheels his father across a crooked road.
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Why I Write
Joey Amdahl, MFA Candidate

To
To
To
To
To
To
To
To
To
To
To
To
To
To
To
To
To
To
To
To
To
To
To
To
To
To
To
To
To
To

dismantle the Borg.
pull off my face.
put on a new face.
peel. To peel some more.
define the bruise.
get long, wide, to get small.
be blatant. To be more blatant.
channel surf.
suck out the mind. To pump the art.
kill the cat.
kill the neighbor.
kill the police.
kill the constitution.
kill myself.
make a better random.
make a better Hawaii.
forget the path. To forget myself. To forget waffles. To forget toast.
lose the memory. To give up the memory. To watch the memory die.
be alive. To blow up. To grow up. To grow down. To grow sideways.
harness the sunlight.
forgive.
your health.
say thanks.
say, “I don’t give a fuck.”
the chopper!
the water. To the water at dawn.
the moon!
old acquaintances.
the sunrise. To the sunset.
the end.

Adam Zavalney - Alumnus
details, details 2
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An Open Letter to the Occupants of a House
on the Nintendo Game “Paperboy”
Austin Fay, Senior

Dear Sir/Madam:
I am writing to apologize for causing damage to your
property on Tuesday when attempting to deliver the newspaper. I accidentally broke two of your windows,
overturned your garbage cans, and unearthed a gravestone
in your front lawn. The extremely hazardous and fast-paced
sidewalk of the street you live on made my adrenaline jolt,
and I had no choice but to pedal away, narrowly avoiding
a tornado, the Grim Reaper, and that dangerous break
dancer who hangs around your house. I do not know the
strength of my newspaper toss.
Please feel free to write back if reimbursement is in order or
if you need any other assistance. Also, if you see me
pedaling by during my route tomorrow morning, please
resist the urge to run out of your front door brandishing a
butcher knife. It would really help me out. Perhaps sometime
in the future I will manage to deliver the paper to every
subscriber on the block, and you might consider
re-subscribing to our outstanding publication. Once again, I
deeply apologize.
Sincerely,
Austin Fay, Grade 11, Century High School
P.S. Please chain up your dog.
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Vietnamese Prostitute: all causalities of war born at the source
Julie Walnum, MFA Candidate
For A.A.
skin still steaming with bathwater
the ritual begins and ends
a pale pink silk negligee over
perfume lingering
a brief stranger in a beautiful land
mingling with salt sweat
dampening the small of her back
and between her upper thighs
where lace stocking meets
careful buttonhole and fingertip
*
each razorblade makes a click
as it hits the mirrored table
pawns waiting to move
*
like Lot’s wife,
she turns back
toward the room
for one last moment
then signaling
the American G.I.
lifting up her skirt
ever so slightly
before turning to salt

