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Throwing Stones

With the sun paused in its spill 
over the horizon, the summer hour 
when jays look like their own 
dashing shadows against the rays, 
we tramped over twisted field grass 
that seemed to rip the soil as stalks 
twined around our ankles, still gaunt 
and boyishly pink. This boy I called 
my friend staggering beside me as if 
he were stepping down a constant hole 
under his weaker side, something he says 
his parents passed on to him naturally, 
but tells me in confidence has to do 
with a tractor when he was only three. 
Something he supposes his family prays 
he’s forgotten. On top of one of those 
prairie hills sat an old Model-T left 
to rust, its frame ripped and torn with rot. 
Stopping over bare dirt picking stones, 
smooth and cool against our palms as 
we held them, this boy claimed the first throw. 
Aimed at the glass above the drum chest 
of the hood, he threw a miss, hitting the 
automobile’s hollow arch, stirring a rattle 
through our ears that ached in our teeth. 
I took a step back in the grass and dropped 
them from my hand one by one sending a 
dull beat through the mound of earth. 
But this boy in front of me threw his, 
face burning after every cast, arm circling 
his head, still leaning on that leg, 
the spent stones lying indifferent in the grass,
until one struck the frame sending a shiver 
in the clouded windshield and the boy held back, 
his chest heaving air from his lungs,
blood setting in his swollen cheeks, 
while the sun fell past the valley hills
cut from the skyline — finally out of reach 
from the countryside that we stood on.

WINNING POEM OF THE  
ACADEMY OF AMERICAN POETS

UNIVERSITY AND COLLEGE POETRY PRIZE
Throwing Stones by Rian Bosse, Senior
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This year’s preliminary judges for the contest were Dr. Michelle DeRose  
and Vicki McMillan.
The final judge was Mary Jo Firth Gillett whose poetry collection, Soluble Fish, won 
the Crab Orchard Series in Poetry First Book Award (Southern Illinois University Press, 
2007). Her three award-winning chapbooks are Chandeliers of Fish (Poetry West 
Press, 2004), Tiger in a Hairnet (Small Poetry Press, Select Poets Series, 1999), and 
Not One (The Writer’s Voice, 1998). Her poems have appeared in Harvard Review, 
Michigan Quarterly Review, The Southern Review, Gettysburg Review, Third Coast, 
Green Mountains Review, and other journals. She’s won the NY Open Voice Award, a 
Creative Artist Grant from ArtServe Michigan, and several Pushcart Prize nominations.

Mary Jo Firth Gillett’s comments about Rian Bosse’s poem follow.

The poem “Throwing Stones” is memorable not just for its vivid images and compel-
ling language but also for the courage and ambition of the poet, a poet who allows 
complexity into the poem, a poem rich in the quality Keats calls “negative capability.” 
This poem, this poet, explores the human condition with specificity and grace. We 
see how damage and its attendant anger and confusion become stones weighing us 
down, stones we wish to throw off. Bravo to this poet’s clear, unblinking eye.

The Academy of American Poets, founded in 1934, supports American poets at all stages of 
their careers and fosters an appreciation for American poetry.
The annual prizes for university and college students are funded by alumni interested in  
encouraging young writers. We are grateful to Aquinas alumni Dr. Tony Foster and Linda 
Nemec Foster for making the prize available for Aquinas College students.

Rian Bosse
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HONORABLE MENTION
Academy of American Poetry

Contest for Colleges and Universities

Sanibel Island
by Lori Verbrugge

Mary Jo Firth Gillett’s comments about Lori Verbrugge’s poem follow:

With sensory rich language, the poem “Sanibel Island” recreates the compelling 
and sometimes fragile life of surf and sea. Here “we bob in the impossible green of 
the Gulf ” in the company of starfish, urchin, periwinkle, and sand dollar. This poem 
asserts, enacts, how a particular place and moment in life, even the memory of that 
experience, can become a refuge, an oasis that renews and affirms us.

Here Comes the Sun, color photographs
Will Valentine, Sophomore
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Sanibel Island
Sanibel gold clings between toes,
But softly, gently,
 not the gritty bits of a northern beach.
Sprinkled shells--the treasured trophies
Of nature’s continued generosity--
Beg for a home in my wintery world,
 the one I’m loathe to reclaim too soon.

Starfish, star wishes;
Bliss captured in the calming balm
 of breeze-breath periwinkle. 
Dolphins defy the windswept waves, 
Arching in oft-calm, 
 oft white-capped water.
Jellied urchins retreat to safety;
We grin widely as we ginger-foot 
 over their shy bodies.
Weightless, we bob in the impossible green of the Gulf.
A precious prize, the sand dollar
Scurries its living self, hurrying,
 burying beneath our eager fingers. 
They yellow-ink us as they’re plucked from the muck,
 a nasty reward for our thievery. 
These dollars are nature’s very currency,
Priceless and valueless both; 
 it’s all a matter of perspective.

Renewal, sometimes slipping unbidden 
Through the fingers of my real life, 
 is found here—again.
The deepest piece of me is quietly reborn here
 in this perfect place, this perfect peace.
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The Covenant
Shelby Denhof, Sophomore

He once thought that melancholy sprung from some absence in life, as if as on
a childhood visit to the beach, digging deeper and deeper in the sand until the
cold beneath those yellow grains was released. This was sadness— a hole in the
sand, a hole in life. Perhaps it’s chutzpah to insinuate that life itself breeds sadness,
that somewhere deep within the corridors of time and space there exists the
burning bush whose smoke suffocates the world in an unbearable haze of melancholy.
But he thought it was true. Why? Why? He would ask himself a thousand
times over. Sadness seems to lurk behind every corner and down every alleyway,
leading to and away from the soul.

Squared away in some long forgotten coat pocket was a list of grievances and
deeds. Partaken by Yahweh some years before, the land quaked and spat up
its begotten ugliness for beauty and in return surrendered to the deep sadness
required of such a mistake.

This sadness he felt— that we all have felt in varying amounts— wasn’t due to an
absence but an excess. We are sad because of the unbearable beauty of life. We
are sad because no matter how hard we try to obscure its shining face, we only
manage to scar our own. Writers, painters, and poets try to capture this beauty
and find themselves tainted by its purity and downtrodden by its grandeur, by its
sovereign might. Each day hundreds go to the wall cursed by a mourning dread.
They mourn not the lack – nay, only the life that burns as Agrippa’s star in the winter
that is beauty. This hüzün is not meant to be denied or discarded, but to be
embraced. That is our covenant. That is our joy, our raison d’être, like ivory keys
on a piano: black, white, black, white, black.
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Dinner with Dad
Jennifer VanderSlik, Senior

I see not much has changed since the last time I was here. How long has it been? 
At least a month… maybe two? The dingy mocha paint on the building is still 
peeling and the rusty old car that hasn’t run since summer is still parked in the 
lot. I find a spot near my dad’s Ford F-150 and notice that someone left the light 
on and the door to the laundry room open again. Shaking my head, I take a deep 
breath to prepare for the ritualistic meal that lies ahead of me. Like the building 
and its surroundings, some things never change.
I knock and hear the metallic clunk of the lock being turned open. Immediately 
I notice the darkness. Although the fading light is streaming through the slider 
door and kitchen windows at the back of the small apartment, the rest of the 
blinds remain tightly closed and none of the lamps have been turned on yet. 
My dad and I say hello to each other and I notice that he is wearing the “Aquinas 
Dad” sweatshirt that I gave him for Christmas two years ago. I know he’s trying to 
show his approval in the only way he knows how; it makes me smile.
I look at him—something is different. He has definitely lost some weight. His 
dishwater blonde hair and beard are a little grayer too. Is that the same innocent-
looking mouth who screamed all those hurtful words when I was a child? Are 
those calloused, sun-spotted hands the ones which left bruises on my body that 
took weeks and months to heal? I want out! Suddenly trapped in the past, I’m sur-
rounded by the painful memories and furniture from several stages of my child-
hood that witnessed them being created: the cream-nubbed couch, the horrid 
goldenrod chairs that never should have been “in style,” the brown rockers with 
pockets on the sides, and even the stone table my parents received as a wedding 
gift. Why couldn’t he have replaced them already? I want to leave!
“So, where would you like to go to dinner?” I know the answer even before I ask, 
but it’s part of the routine we’ve established over the years.
“How about Wendy’s? I think I have some coupons.” He picks up the coupons 
already fanned out on the end-table as we walk out the door. I take a steadying 
breath as we climb into my Ford Taurus and drive across town with the music 
from B-93 the only sound to break the silence.
The silence continues at the restaurant. To some, this lack of conversation would 
be uncomfortable. It is what I’ve come to expect. One nice thing about fast food 
restaurants is the music they pipe in. This one is playing Thunder 94.5, a local 
country station. There’s nothing like listening to the problems of others in a song 
to help you momentarily forget your own.
“What are gas prices up there?” my dad asks as he drags his fry through his frosty.
“I think it was $3.28 when I left.” I reach for my Motorola PHOTON 4G as I con-
tinue, “I can check GasBuddy if you want me to.”
“No, that’s O.K. Do you have any new pictures of Kylee?”
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“I think I have a couple on my phone,” I say as I pull it out of my purse and maneu-
ver the touch screen to find pictures of my niece. Holding the phone awkwardly 
at an angle so he can see the screen, I scroll through the pictures because he does 
not know how to operate a smartphone.
Our conversation follows the prescripted path as we finish our junior bacon 
cheeseburgers and fries. Although it is what I’ve come to expect, I find myself 
wishing for something different. The questions never go deeper than the surface 
or touch upon anything personal. I want a Dad who asks, “How’s school going? 
When are you going to graduate?” or “How do you like your new job?” It’s only 
ever stilted conversation like that of strangers, posing the same questions he does 
every time we talk. Hearing the mumbled conversations of other diners, it hits 
me: we are strangers in many ways.
I bring him back to his apartment. I can tell that he’d like me to stay longer by the 
way he stands on the sidewalk in front of his building, reluctant to go in alone. 
I can see it in his eyes too… like he wants to say something but doesn’t have 
the courage. The tableau created as he stands in front of the aging building is 
depressing, pathetic even. In that instant, I make excuses about needing to get 
home because I have to work the next day. The reality is, there is only so long I 
can re-enact this script before I am mentally and emotionally drained. He seems 
to accept that I have to leave and gives me a one-armed hug, like he’s afraid to 
embrace me fully.
“When do you think you’ll come down again?”
“Probably Thanksgiving. No… I’ll be here for Kylee’s birthday party on the nine-
teenth,” I say, reaching for the door handle. “I’ll see you there. We can figure out 
Thanksgiving then. I’ll talk to you later.”
Climbing back into my car, I feel the urge to say “I love you.” I just can’t make my 
mouth and vocal cords work in tandem to get the words past my lips. He’s my 
father; of course I love him. He’s the only one who could make me stop crying and 
finally fall asleep as baby. He’s the one whose blue shorts I’m clutching around my 
waist and huge brown shoes I’m shuffling down the hall in—I still have that picture 
taken when I was three. He’s got my eyes. Why can’t I just say it? The bruises have 
long since healed but the words and rage behind them are not so easily erased. I 
long for the day I’ll be able to say “I love you daddy” again without hesitation.
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Fading with Dusk
When the sun is flying high
or the moon sits too heavy,
life suspends itself—
until black-eyed crooners awaken, 
until you return.

We have danced before—
on the lightest and darkest edges
of the spongy, swinging earth.
You showed me how to fall.

There are trumpets 
in the silhouette you cast,
there are snapping fingers
and cymbals in the streetlight.

I want to live and sleep
in your paradox.

But when your silhouette
turns to shadow,
all that I have left
is a faint memory
of your shivering salty howl.

– Sarah Branz, Junior

Untitled, silver gelatin print
Adam Kubiak, Senior
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Untitled, pen on paper
Sarah Buren

Untitled, mixed media
Jaymes Miller, Senior, BFA
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No Patience for Fate
I have listened for Fate before,

expecting him to invade my blood and
blow me toward the sky.

Instead he told me to settle,
wait for weather to change

before stepping barefoot in snow.

I cannot keep still for myself,
cannot help but visualize Time.

I want to be there when it ripens,
and gone before it wanes.

 I haven’t the patience to wait for Fate.

           --Sarah Branz, Junior

Untitled, ink wash
Mary Reyna, Junior
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Life Cycle of Sleep
Sarah Branz, Junior

 The beating was deep in my ear. I could hear it rumpling the hair caught 
between my ear and pillow. My head lay cemented in slumber, as if it could stop 
the rhythm from pulsing out my follicles. The strings in my neck swayed back and 
forth along my skull, plucked by some skilled finger. My eyes were shut against the 
stillness of my room. They had to keep the tempo in—save the notes and cradle 
them deeper into the score. Not shut tightly enough to keep the other sounds 
out, though. Their crescendo flowed into my body, in through any open crevices. 
The refrigerator’s hum resonated along my spin, the bass-line for my rhythm. 
The footsteps down the hall lent themselves to the percussion; a closing door 
synchronized with the crashing cymbal. But the real symphony was within me. It 
drew its legato along my wrists, smoothing the veins of the blankets I clutched, 
tucking them under my chin; and it tapped its way to my contorted legs, pulling 
them closer to my chest with each lub-dub. In my dreams I saw nothing, for the 
course was throughout my body, not just in my mind. Even when it seemed to 
reach its fate and penetrate my heart, there was no endpoint—it simply began 
anew. There is no break in the tempo, no cease in the rhythm of my blood.

Circle, print
Jason Tiedemann, Junior
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Forgiveness
Grudges like mud

stick to me, itch me,
fill my ears and my eyes,

see red.
I cannot breathe in this 

attack of blackness.
This vacuum.

 Yet slowly as I row along
the winding, churning river of time,

I discover deep in me
a calmness.

I let the mud dry.
I scrape off the flakes

and soak in the air, unhindered.
I open my hand, 

let them leave with the Breeze.
Gently they drift away

and dissipate.

A thousand blossoms
come undone

and caress this new flesh of mine.
Eyelids closed, I relish

the brush of their touch,
and at long last I feel

so clean, serene,
and free.

   --Ingrid Wolf, Senior

Untitled, print
Emilie VanDuinen, 

sophomore, &  
Jade Chavez, sophomore
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My Confession
Elisira Auchter, Sophomore

 Wednesdays at Catholic camp were always difficult. Wednesday was 
Confession day. Most of us only went once a year, here at camp. That was why we 
all cried. Tears of shame streamed down our dirt-streaked faces as we stood in 
line. Tears of relief poured down the faces of the people passing us on their way 
back to the outdoor chapel. God had made it all better.
 There was a weight in me so heavy that I could feel it. It pressed on 
my chest when I strained to breathe through the sobs. It made me lean against 
the railing like an old woman too weak to stand. I couldn’t stand. Not on my 
own. I needed God to do what He had done the past three years at camp. I was 
eighteen now, one of the elder campers. It was my duty to provide comfort and 
encouragement for the newcomers. But that didn’t mean I did not need help. I 
needed Him to take that weight away. When He did, I felt like I was floating. The 
tears would continue to pour, but I would be smiling underneath them. Yet there 
was something about this year that made me cautious to share. I had a secret. I 
knew it would never be let out, but I didn’t know if I could share it with the priest. 
It was something so dark and horrible that I had only just admitted it to myself. 
I didn’t have time to think about it. I was at the head of the line of crying high 
schoolers. It was my turn.
 The priest was young, no doubt fresh from the seminary. His smile was 
broad and genuine, promising comfort and relief. His height was comforting, as 
if a hug from him would be like a hug from on high. That was what I needed. I 
removed my sunglasses and looked right into his eyes.
 “We begin in the name of the Father, of the Son, and of the Holy Spirit,” 
he said, his eyes lighting with passion. “What’s your name?”
 I coughed, cursing the lump in my throat. It was always there at the worst 
of times. “Elisira. Um, Ellie is okay.”
 “Elisira?” he said, trying out the name on his tongue. “That’s beautiful. 
What would you like to confess today, Elisira?”
 I fiddled with my sunglasses, suddenly too afraid to talk. My moment had 
finally arrived. I didn’t have any alternate confessions tucked in the back of my 
mind, or problems to share that I hadn’t already resolved. And I didn’t have the 
wits to come up with any lies. I coughed again, opened my mouth, and Confessed.
 “I don’t think Jesus is the Son of God.”
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 The priest raised his eyebrows slightly, but he didn’t say anything. Was 
this a sign to continue? I did.
 “I…I like him and all. I think he had a lot of great ideas. I just don’t think 
he was the Son of God.”
 He nodded thoughtfully, as if trying to figure out what to say next. The 
wait was momentary, but it was unbearable. Here I was, admitting something I 
hadn’t even told my best friend, and all he could do was stand there. Smug bas-
tard, I thought before I could control myself. There he was, ordained and faithful, 
and he didn’t have any words of wisdom for a stupid little girl. Finally, he came up 
with something.
 “Well, I think that a lot of people go through stages like this. I think you 
should spend some time talking to your priest at home and reading the Bible. In 
the meantime, try to pray harder. How does that sound?”
 It was nothing more than what I had told myself over and over. I nodded 
as the lump reinstated itself in my throat.
 “Anything else you wish to Confess?”
 I shook my head. What more could I tell to a man like that?
The prayer of Absolution was recited. The priest beamed, delighted to have done 
his duty as a child of God. I gave a weak smile and walked away, trying to fake 
tears. If I cried, no one would know that the weight was still there.

Figure, photograph
Michaela Farley, Senior BFA
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Please Fix Me
Biofeedback, hypnotism, conditioning.
Psych makes my head spin.
You gave too many options.
Where the hell do I begin?

I don’t know what I want.
Why don’t you understand?
You’ve never had to live like this.
You all assume I can.

Zoloft, Prozac, Xanax.
You gave too many choices.
Advice whirls in my broken brain
with loud, impatient voices.

I don’t know what I want.
Why don’t you understand?
I beg and cry and scream for help.
And you don’t know if you can.

 – Elisira Auchter, Sophomore

Back, charcoal on paper
Michaela Farley, Senior BFA
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Pride, it is pride
that inhales and exhales in them.
Pride lays thosewhowereoncechildren in the field, tucking them in to rest, while
Pride clutches the weaponry.
Pride is a slayer. But
Pride is a saint.
Pride, it is 
Pride that inhales and exhales in them.
Pride may forget thosewhowereoncechildren in the field, because 
Pride is an operation to master.
Pride remains the cantankerous one, enlisting itself to violence, but
Pride is good.
Pride, it is 
Pride that breathes in us now.

   – Rebecca Ryan, Sophomore

Untitled, mixed media
Karen Mannino, Senior



19

Pray Facing East
Between the Salvation Army
and the Farmers’ Market
I see a woman kneeling,
 facing east.
Driving past in my own fog
of momentary speculation
 I try to figure her out.

Kneeling, amid plastic grocery bags
and bags of cheap canvas
 life filled,
 belonging stuffed,
this woman flings her hands to the heavens.

Her zeal spits through
 the empty spaces
where teeth should be
as her yelling,
 maybe praying,
bounces off hubcaps, hoods,
and rolled up window glass
of rush hour cars.

When I was six, looking up
at the place where the rooftops kissed
the clouds, a marriage of edges and mist,
 I believed
I could see the world unspin.

Today, I look again
for the woman on her corner of earth,
empty now it seems
 some end has come.
    – Laura Hartness, Senior
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Untitled, print
Leah Kellie, Senior

Untitled, silver gelatin print
Yashowanto Ghosh, Continuing Education
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Still Life
Laura Hartness, Senior

 My sister and I divided our mom’s china, six place settings each. The 
oval, gold rimmed serving pieces would be mine, the round ones, hers. We split 
the engraved silverware our mom had inherited from our great grandmother. 
Polishing the charcoal tarnish from the scrolling “S” on each handle before family 
holiday dinners was a job we used to share. The heavy, velvet-lined wooden sil-
verware storage box in which the silver had always been stored, the one my dog 
once chewed the corner of, would go with me. In his dining room, my brother still 
has my parents’ teak china cabinet, the same cabinet that held all the china and 
silver my sister and I now have.
 The important items—the valuable or sentimental—were divvied up; 
we had a garage sale for the rest. Strangers dug through and bargained over the 
things of our lives, our leftovers. My older brother and sister had both lived in 
their own homes for years at that point; I had just moved out, into my first apart-
ment. My mom and dad decided to move onto their sailboat. A thirty-five foot 
sailboat can only hold so much stuff. For my brother and sister and me, it was like 
receiving an inheritance without the grief of death. Because I liked photography, I 
became the keeper of all our family photographs.
 Since then, I have moved three times, gained a husband, purchased a 
house, and now have three kids of my own. At some point in the middle of all 
that, my parents got divorced. My dad still lives on the boat. My mom has remar-
ried. I still have the boxes of my old family photographs.
 Occasionally, I’ll open up one of the boxes to look through pictures 
of myself as a baby. At three, my youngest daughter had the same fine blond 
hair and wide cheeky smile I had at the same age. My kids laugh at the silly way 
I grinned in front of a camera, at the rainbow suspenders I loved to wear when I 
was six. During one of their snow days from school, I told them about the snowi-
est day I barely remember: the blizzard of ’79. I did more than tell them. Buried 
deep in one of the boxes, I found the photos my dad took after the snowfall. 
One of them shows me standing on our newly shoveled front walk, snow up to 
my shoulders on both sides. My kids wouldn’t have believed me if I’d told them. 
Pictures don’t exaggerate.
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 Because I am the youngest in my family, many of the memories collected 
in those boxes happened before I was born. In one picture, my tow-headed 
toddler brother and sister splash in a wading pool, behind a house I never lived 
in. Other stories, are simply pictures, with me too young to remember. I rely on 
my siblings to fill in the blanks. For me, the stories are often less important than 
the pictures themselves. My dad was our family photographer. Those old, boxed 
up photos account for our lives, seen through my dad’s eyes. He took pictures 
of the things he thought were important. When I smiled towards the camera in a 
picture, I was smiling at my dad.
 Contained within one of the boxes, rarely opened, are all the pho-
tographs from my parents’ wedding. My parents and grandparents all look so 
young. In the pictures, frozen in time, they are all so young. My dad’s hair is blond, 
not gray. My mom, beautiful, wears the same ivory dress I later wore in my wed-
ding. Life hadn’t even begun for them yet. No house to snap pictures of. No kids. 
No dog. No sailboat. Weather forecasters had no way of predicting the blizzard 
that would, in just over a decade, bury Chicago.
 One of the wedding pictures shows a table of gifts, piles of boxes tied 
with white satin bows, boxes that hold the ivory, gold-rimmed china serving 
pieces and place settings my mother had chosen. In another photograph, my par-
ents are running through a shower of rice together, laughing, and holding hands.

 Untitled Figure Study, gesso on board
Elizabeth Maxian, senior
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It’s Not About You
but a woman who,
as a child, ate only words
for breakfast: hope, dream, love—
boiled-soft, covered with sweet. Milk
and honey manna. This was before

she discovered ingenuity of force
at lunch, applied just-so
would render persuasive need
into peanut-butter—viscid thick,
industrial, waste no time

in getting what I want, she thought,
until late in her day, aged
steak, grilled dinner required words
with bite, pointed-sharp: spite,
hate, fight—nice no longer cut it—

but suddenly, she became afraid
of losing something, so she
honed fraught into wit, whet
feel to steel, sharpened intellect
into elegance—she laughed then,

at her craft, at the way moonlight winked
on the blade engraved with every word
her tongue had ever tasted—tip to hilt,
laughter split her side

she threw her head back,
and swallowed the sword whole.
    – Laura Hartness, Senior
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Character Sketch
(In response to Tweed by Chris LaPorte)

Mr. Invaluable Silver-man,
just-washed eye dimes,
I think your pinched right ear 
is a sign, a sign that you are
a sharp-tongued tender man.

Those steady lips don’t match your eyes
which look like they’ve left a recent lover,
the reasoning somewhere 
in the melting moustache.

The moustache that still wishes
to sweep dust off the lover’s back,
the tongue that still desires quenching:
one sweet dewdrop
from the belly-button cup.
The nose roots around for something:
the earth of your lover’s armpit,
warm patch on a petal-skinned woman,
divested of her buzzing-wasp corset.
You miss her, don’t you—
banished to the bitter parlor chair?
Tsk.  No substitute.

Just know,
your tie speaks to me, 
your nose winks at me,
and you should give her a call soon.
    – Anna Matthews, Junior
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Untitled #3, charcoal on paper
Mary Reyna, Junior
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Untitled, charcoal
Courtney Mertel, Senior
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A Girl Who Writes
Regan Levitte, Freshman

Date a girl who writes, a girl who will sit for hours, plotting out the next move 
of her main character, a girl who spends ages finding just the right word for her 
poem. Date a girl who writes straight from her heart. 

See her, sitting over there, a notebook perched on her lap? Buy a cup of coffee 
and ask her what her plans for November are, because you’re planning an epic 
historical fantasy novel for your NaNoWriMo for that month. She’ll probably smile 
and explain the concept behind her novel, which will reveal everything you need 
to know about her.

She’s the girl who gets angry reading terrible prose, and even worse, terrible po-
etry. She’s the girl who spends hours talking about conjugating verbs, connotation 
versus denotation, and using simile or metaphor. She’s the girl who is probably a 
proud member of the grammar police.

Buy her a cup of coffee.

She’ll probably ask you about plot devices, and to listen to a sentence for its 
musicality. She might even use your eyes in a metaphor. She’ll definitely write 
poems about you, but she’ll say, “Sure, they’re about you, but they’re not for you.” 
At least, not yet. She probably wants to perfect them a bit. In case you go rifling 
through her journal, just in case. 

I’m not advising you to go through her journal, but it might lead you to find some 
amazing things. 

But if you make a mistake, don’t worry; she knows that the actions of the charac-
ters affect the plot, sometimes for the better, sometimes for the worse. But she 
knows, and understands that you can’t control everything. Characters almost 
always will take on a life of their own. 

If she comes to you, late at night, her eyes wide and wet from sitting in front of a 
computer screen, hold her as she cries. Understand that she probably just killed 
someone in her novel, either to advance the plot or for a dramatic point. Let her 
let it out, and let her go finish her last chapter. Hold her hand when she comes to 
bed. Leave a romantic or silly haiku on the counter for her before you leave for 
work in the morning. 
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Ask her to marry you through sestina or sonnet. Write a prose poem about 
watching her walk up the aisle; she’ll infer what you mean, and probably think it’s 
romantic. Prepare to have wedding vows using long words. Have a line from one 
of her poems about you engraved on the inside of your ring. Write a verse for 
her engagement and wedding rings to put on the inside. Know that it’s cheesy, 
but that it will mean a lot to her. 

Have kids with the names of favorite authors or book characters. Encourage her 
confessional poetry, but don’t try to read into it too deeply. She’ll teach your 
children to read and write early. They’ll write little poems and paragraphs about 
rain and grass and trees, and cookies, snow, you, and your writer wife with her 
encouragement. 

Date this girl, because you can be her lighting rod, the thing that captures her 
inspiration. You can offer her a new world, with new words, new poems, new char-
acters, new stories. If you can’t do that, if you’re only going to tether her, let her 
go, because she deserves to be free. If you want her, understand her flightiness, 
the pencils in her hair, the fact that she understand your every move, and that her 
extended family constantly sends her notebooks, then date her. Love her. Cherish 
her. Be her muse.

Untitled, ink on paper
David Besteman, Junior
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Sidewalk Chalk

Sidewalk chalk in the summer days,
Glides over the concrete,
Leaving its colored mark.
Forming with others, it shows the power of
The line.
Creativity bleeds through,
Letting out emotion of a hurtful past,
Grinding over and over again until
The piece is almost finished.
Stick growing short,
Like a bad memory on cold concrete,
Stands out as different from the norm.
Burden the memory of happiness,
Winds of change come,
Blowing it all anew.
   – Ben DeGarmo, Senior

Untitled Triangle, print
Emilie VanDuinen, Sophomore, & and Jade Chavez, Sophomore
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Cookie Cutters
Lauren Carlson, Senior

 I keep going back to the cookie cutters. My mother still has them. Tucked 
neatly in protective plastic, beneath twice shined non-stick pots and pans, she 
holds the memories. The shapes are easy to recall: the simple maple leaf, the  
flattened Christmas tree, the faithful heart, the little bear, the big bear, the striped 
perfect candy cane. Some in bold red scratched plastic, the rest in stamped  
aluminum, scrubbed clean of persistent dough remnants and bleach white flour 
grains.

 Each Christmas season, she would unearth the familiar characters from 
their hiding place as my sister and I excitedly emptied her carefully measured  
ingredients into the communal mixing bowl–flour lightly dusting the apples of our 
cheeks and tips of our noses, brown sugar crinkling in the spaces beneath soft, un-
worn feet where we stood on tip-toe with greedy fingers. The recipe was always 
the same, but I never remembered it. I focused on the penultimate step–when 
fourth cups and half teaspoons of flavor became sweet, sugar smooth dough to 
be rolled on cold countertop between flour and wooden pin. My mother would 
look on and smile, washing dishes with petite practiced hands as we stretched too 
thin our canvas, and were forced to begin again. “That’s alright,” she would tell us, 
“just start over,” refusing to count the accidents as missteps, the rips and tears as 
mistakes.
 And when the cookies would eventually emerge, little heart conjoined 
to tree spade, big bear missing his left foot, candy cane bent at an awkward L  
beneath a bloated star, she insisted that they would still taste the same–the  
effort, butter, sugar, and heat rendering a perfect morsel as she passed us  
homemade frosting in green and pink to conceal the imperfections.

 Even now, as I bake from recipe and strive to impress with the precision 
demanded from adulthood, I remember the cookie cutters. Each winding, metal 
arm or perfect, sharp corner an integral piece of the predictable shape. Knowing 
now that the result hardly matters, I always return to their familiar forms, to see 
in them what she saw in me: a working outline for an evolving recipe, a series of 
experiments without mistake.
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Untitled, pastel on paper
Mary Reyna, Junior
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Fizz
 So angry he rode on a separate train car. All the way to the suburbs–for-
ty minutes in total–on a separate train car. Separate from his children. From what 
they remind him he never was. From the respect he demands even after received. 
So angry that he’s fighting for this new woman. Exotic. Always laughing at what’s 
not funny. Young and pretty. Pretty like skinny. He’s angry–about something I can’t 
remember while writing–but that almost made them miss the train altogether that 
night–slamming down a bottle of Dr. Pepper on the cement just to watch it fizz 
and explode. So angry on the train they did catch–he sits on a separate train car. 
All the way. He’s still sitting there. Steaming. Angry at something he can’t quite 
name. Separate from them all. So angry. 
      – Lauren Carlson, Senior

Mary, photograph
Michaela Farley, Senior BFA
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Morning
I was trying
to pick out an outfit 
for today.

I couldn’t.
(Nothing matches tears.)
Nothing was right.

And you wouldn’t approve
of black on black on black.

Boring, you would have said to me,
Too boring for someone
as colorful as you.

But that purple shirt
you bought me
because you loved that 
(horribleawfulbeautiful)
color
is much too
purple.

It’s not appropriate
for this occasion
( just say funeral)
anyway.

I know.
I can almost hear you
laughing at the idea.

But it’s true.
Purple is queenly,
rich, warm, deep,
confident, beautiful.
Everything you were.

So it’s perfect, really,
but I can’t.
You’re gone, and I’m
not you.

You would have worn
gold 
if it was me
(my funeral just say funeral)
because you knew
how I was drawn to 
leaves, coins, wedding rings,
and your hair.

But I can’t wear 
purple
for you.
It’s the color
of my bruised 
plum heart
and I don’t think
I can even stand 
the sight of
purple
anymore.

– Stephanie Giluk, Sophomore

Untitled Design, print
Emilie VanDuinen, Sophomore
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Daffodils and Words
Thoughts flit by

Swift as a hummingbird’s pattering wings
Through my mind,

Running in rapid waves
Off my lips, teeth, tip of the tongue.

I am as flighty as a butterfly,
My attention barely sated with

One blossom of an idea.
I, a distraction.

And beautiful…

But Hera’s wrath surmounted.
Her patience gone,

Like sand through a bottomless hourglass.
With a flick of her wrist,

She took away my silky words.
My babbling creek abruptly stopped.

Not even a croak of speech,
No words freshly grown

In the spring of conversation.
Always repeating, never creating.

My candle of power, extinguished.

So now I stand,
waiting

For you to break the silence
Please…

Hello?
—Helloooo?
Who’s there?

—Who’s there? There? There?
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I appeared, next to the waterside,
Draping myself about a willow,

My singing soul weeping in silence
Daffodils at my feet,

whispering in the soft breeze,
Starbursts of sunlight,

Illuminating the hope in my heart
That you could restore words to my life.

You, the One
To whom I gave my heart,

Like a petal
Taken by the raging current of a river

Never seen again.
My heart, yours.

But my love was unrequited;
No repetition, rhythm, or rhyme

Would make you listen to
The hidden song in my words.

You broke my heart.

I don’t love you!
—I dooo n’t love you! You, you!

I, shattered, broken.
Daffodils withered with my last hope.

Brown, dead bodies,
no hope and no newly spoken words.

I ran away to everywhere,
To be all that was left of me. An

Echo.
     – Kathleen Hinkle, Sophomore
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Untitled Sculpture, mixed media
Jaymes Miller, Senior, BFA
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The Barn Swallow
Trapped ‘tween bars and window

No escape in sight
I found you there

Beating your wings in fright
Longing to be free from the dank

Lower part of my barn
I could hear you calling to your mate

I couldn’t let the barn window decide your fate
I reached between the bars and cupped you in my hand

You calmed right down, my feathered little friend
You were such a miracle to behold
Each feather iridescent perfection

My reflection in your little black eye
Looked distorted and out of shape

No doubt you were frightened
I carried you outside

And showed you to my dad 
We marveled at this amazing thing I had

Right in the palm of my hand
Your mate called to you

You whipped your head around
I smiled and then I gently placed you on the ground

You chirped once and then took to wing
You joined your little sweet heart

And oh how joyfully you both did sing
I smiled and waved a cheerful goodbye

And away you both flew
My heart sang for you that you and your sweet heart

Were not forever apart

     – Molly Robertson, Freshman
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Memory Installation, mixed media
Michaela Farley, Senior BFA
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As Far as Fonts are Concerned:
A Writer’s Response to the Sampler XXIV Guidelines for Submission

Chris Calcagno, Senior

 All submissions to The Sampler must be in Times New Roman, but I 
really like the font Constantia. Let me say, though, that I don’t wish to cause a big 
fuss about it. Nor am I seeking a venue to complain that the guidelines impinge 
on my creativity, or any of that nonsense; there’s just as much creativity typing in 
a Times as writing in finger paint. No, I simply wish to take a moment to explain 
what and why I feel about a font that has been excluded. Excluded not just from 
The Sampler, but from most academic, and scholarly-type writings. A font that is 
far more interesting than it is given credit for.
 Times and Courier are considered “academic fonts,” so I guess I consider 
them, I don’t know, a little snobby. Not for aesthetic reasons. I mean, just look at 
it: Times. Seriously, look at these letters right here in whatever this is. I have no 
problem with the way it looks. Snobby comes to mind because Times and other 
fonts, like Courier, are preferred by the upper-class, so to speak, of academic so-
ciety. Constantia ( just the name is fun: con-STAN-tia) is similar to the classy fonts, 
but more fun somehow. Maybe a little rounder, less refined. You know, not taking 
itself too seriously. 
 Something about Constantia reminds me of an incredibly rich guy that 
“belongs” in high society—only because he could buy high and sell low the other 
elites fifteen times before it put even the tiniest dent in his checkbook—but, to 
the dismay of everyone else, doesn’t act the part. At a fancy cocktail party—with 
tuxedos, long beautiful gowns, and light but upbeat jazz playing in the back-
ground—one might overhear Sir Times of New Roman, while sipping brandy 
from a fat glass, say, “Hello, old sport. How have you been?”  
 “Oh, just fine, dear fellow,” replies the Duke of Courier. “The stocks are 
up and my yacht is just out of dry-dock!”
 “Excellent!”
 The two men—in accents that are not quite American or British—con-
verse, debating the pros and cons of antique French bidets versus rare and 
expensive toilets that open, close, flush, and clean themselves automatically. 
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 Courier’s posture, high and upright just a moment ago, has suddenly 
deflated as his attention is drawn to the loudmouthed man who just walked in, 
asking anyone within earshot for a domestic can of beer. Times, without looking, 
recognizes the voice and says, “Oh dear. He was invited.”
 Both men wince as Constantia looks around, hands in his pockets, wear-
ing an untucked shirt, cotton tie, white socks, a three-thousand dollar pair of 
shoes, and slightly wrinkled khakis. A server brings a tray with a beer can and an 
empty glass. Constantia takes the can and puts a bill in the glass. The server, not 
sure what just happened, watches Constantia stride over to the two men in con-
versation. Passing through the crowd of old money, Constantia returns the smiles 
and nods of the guests, not noticing (or caring about) the looks of constipation 
they give when he’s not looking. Without any formal greeting, Constantia looks at 
Times and Courier and says, “Holy crap, I’ve never seen such a clean bathroom.” 
Then in a quieter, but less subtle voice, “I almost felt bad for accidentally peeing a 
little on the floor.” He elbows Times’ side, subsequently spilling his brandy. Back at 
full volume again, Constantia adds, “You know what I’m saying?”
 They didn’t know what he was saying, nor did they want to. But Constan-
tia couldn’t care less. So, keep your head up Constantia and all you other reject 
fonts; even though you weren’t invited here, you’re still my favorite—other writ-
ers’ too. If it wasn’t for you, many of these words wouldn’t have even come to this 
party.
Cheers!

Untitled, ceramic
Rebekah Reese, Junior
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 Gommie
Chris Calcagno, Senior

 Every day might be the best ever, so every night is a struggle to sleep, 
and something great waits around every corner when you’re a child. I remem-
bered that while I was going through the house of Gommie—my maternal 
grandmother—for the first time since she died. Seeing her house on that visit was 
like seeing the Mona Lisa in real life: no different than the image you’ve carried 
around your whole life, but now unsettlingly ordinary. With this perspective, I 
viewed her house in a new way, seeing all her things as pieces of her. Books of 
poetry by Walt Whitman and Emily Dickinson, and so many more books—on 
shelves and tables, in closets and drawers, and by every bed and table. The chairs 
and couches, which could pass for new despite being decades old, seemed to 
be in exactly the right place in each room, and the pictures of fruit, children, and 
a suspiciously European-looking Jesus were spread evenly and hung level. The 
silence in the house, now more perceptible than ever, reminded me how Gommie 
moved through the house with purpose and without sound from one room to the 
next—folding clothes, wiping surfaces, using her push-bristle carpet sweeper—
before moving to the yard to water the explosively bright flowers and trim the 
moat of shrubbery surrounding the porch.
 My recent memories were of Gommie living her last few years in a nurs-
ing home. In that time, however, she would not allow her house to be sold. The 
pictures, books, and furniture gathered dust, and the garden sprouted weeds. 
Likewise, Gommie—once gentle and caring—sunk deeper into confusion, forget-
ting things and becoming loud and derisive.
 In the garage, I thought about the time when she sent me in here to fix a 
busted radio, and how upset I was that I couldn’t make that radio sing to her like 
she sang to me. “I was pretty sure this thing was beyond repair,” she reassured me, 
“but I knew if anyone could fix it, you could.” Then she gave me a smile that was 
brighter and warmer than the sun, and all my disappointment melted away.
 Weeks after leaving her house for the last time, I still found myself crying. 
At strange times, too—in the grocery store, driving my car, brushing my teeth. A 
dull ache had crept into my chest and prepared itself to stay awhile. This parasitic 
emotion deprived me of sleep and all focus. But when sleep—by way of mere 
exhaustion—did come, so did something else.
 I was back in Gommie’s house, standing by the dining room table, look-
ing out the window. The weeds were gone; the beautiful flowers of red, yellow and 
orange restored and shining like candles. Through the window I couldn’t see past a 
bright and heavy fog that lined the perimeter of the backyard. It was like looking out 
an airplane window while passing through a cloud.
 At first the emotions stirred by the fog and the house were overwhelm-
ing, but I quickly felt my fear and stress flush from my body. I had the strange, yet 
comforting feeling I wasn’t alone. Then, tears of sadness and joy welled up in my 
eyes and down on my cheeks. I turned to the kitchen and there, standing with her 
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hands in the sink, was Gommie. She was focusing on something in the sink with a 
calm intensity for a moment before pausing to look out the window. Steadying her 
face a moment, she turned to me. She ignored my sense of wonder and looked at 
me calmly, as if about to resume a prior conversation. We stood looking at each 
other. Neither of us said anything, but the silence wasn’t awkward. She finally broke 
the silence.
 “Well, hey there, Chris,” she said jovially.
 Quick sobs and laughs simultaneously jumped out of me along with a “Hi.” 
She was looking at me, but her hands were still in the sink. Expressing a graceful 
patience she asked, “Was there something else you wanted to say?” Of course there 
was, but, sensing that our time together was going to be short, I couldn’t think what 
was important enough to. . .
 “What is God like?”
 The question, as made obvious by how quickly it came out of my mouth, 
came out of nowhere. Gommie laughed softly but genuinely. 
 “You jump right in to the deep stuff, don’t you,” she said.
 She looked back into the sink, her face contemplative and studious. She 
pulled her hand up, about chest high, and held it out to me. I looked hard, with 
contracted eyebrows, at a single pine cone. Gommie seemed to get a little kick out of 
my confusion. Her playful smile drew a childish giggle out of me. Seeing that I didn’t 
understand what she was showing me, she spoke again. “All you can see is pine 
cone. It’s all anyone can see.”
 Then Gommie looked out the window again, staring euphorically at some-
thing. I looked out the window too, but could only see the fog. I had wished I could 
see whatever she saw. “But,” Gommie said slowly, regaining my attention, “God is an 
entire forest. Does that make sense?”
 I nodded that it did. Then everything—Gommie, the house, and all my 
emotions—started to fade into fog. I fixed my eyes on Gommie who was looking 
out the window now with a small smile, containing a supply of unlimited happiness. 
Everything morphed into bright fog. I blinked my eyes a few times, until I was awake 
and lying in my bedroom.
 It was early morning and my 3 year old was walking around the kitchen, 
helping herself to yogurt and juice boxes. I was back in real life but all the stress 
and grief from the last few weeks vanished, and I wasn’t sad about Gommie 
anymore. I don’t know if I was in the waiting room for heaven, or if I met her at the 
gate to see her off, or some other dumb cliché. But it was real, and seeing Gom-
mie one last time made me feel like a child again, like something great constantly 
waits just moments away. And now whenever I get upset or overstressed, Gom-
mie’s words reassure me.
All I can see is the pine cone.
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A Rainfall’s Journey
Continuously falling
among century-old rocks,
Shaping land into 
sloping hillsides.
Sheep graze next to me. 

With my ominous presence,
I aided in the Potato Blight,
rushing down mountains and
soaking into rotten soil,
causing havoc among the masses.  

Flowing under intricate 
stone bridges,
cars drift over me
while I rush through underneath.

Gliding from
place to place,
turf farmers take my land 
while cattle and sheep
keep me company along my way.

Never will I grow tired.
   – Sarah Robinson, Senior

Decisions, color photographs
Danna Dingman, Senior
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Stitches
Writing is a sewing
of wounds.
Open gashes
black and bleeding ink
adorn my body,
dripping ideas, words, and stories
over my white parchment skin
into the ground at my feet,
disappearing forever.
Writing is
a slow pulling of tough dark thread
and sword sharp needle
in and out, in and out, in and out, 
through paper thin skin,
piercing and healing.
My deathly 
inked wounds seal  
as I weave the needle,
stitching ideas, words, and stories
safely inside my
patchwork body. 
Life returns,
threading through my heart before
spooling out my hand.
   – Stephanie Giluk, Sophomore

Untitled Portrait, ink on paper
David Besteman, Junior
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Stranger
The first time it’s cold.

Your question is casual but your need—visceral.
Frozen fingertips,
warmed by cigarettes
glowing bright in the 
dark. Desperation 
tinges the whites of your eyes red;
everything looks better through the haze.

You drink Forgetting to learn their language. 
It burns your throat 
but you find warmth at the bottom 
of the bottle.
You speak in cutting curse words and suddenly understand
the adrenaline 
of this drunk passion.
It burns your blood in spinning colors, 
so you don’t care 
that you’re living in the dark and all this
wrong. 

You’ll forget regret and live inside
back alleyways and strangers’ beds.
Everything is 
masochistic
hints; you want to keep playing your Russian roulette. 
Racing—falling—letting go—

Just. 
Get.
Lit. 

Wake up.
Feel dirty.
Don’t know where you are.
Somewhere lost and found. 

Mouth tastes like grimy hollow.
Tastes like a stranger.

Tastes like you. 
    – Erin Lodes, Junior



46

Reclining Figure, charcoal on paper
Michaela Farley, Senior BFA

Untitled, print
Jade Chavez, Sophomore
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Toothpaste

Dream-drenched, drowsy, 

I sulk to the sink.

Responsibility

     (always heavy this early)

Waits soundlessly in the drawer,

Crowned in a cap of congealed green gel.

My tongue startles at the

Almost-painful freshness,

A shivery chill that brings yearning

For dark-roast Folger’s, but

First things first.

I’ve always hated this hygienic ritual,

That which–with a thwap and a squeeze–

Rudely reduces me to the 

Forced obedience of a child.

In the lustered letters

     (“ADA Approved!”)

I hear the

Whining sassiness of five-year-old me:

“Yes, Mother, I’ve brushed my teeth!”

     (This only under my breath, of course.)

Swift punishment awaits 

Fresh little girls who do not comply:

The dreaded toothbrush 

Deeply dipped in baking soda,

So bitter and gritty and foamily foul that 

I’d gag in protest at the mere sight.
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“See what can happen?” Mama would say,

Pointing sternly to Grandpa’s teeth, 

Stored at night in a chipped water glass.

“Yours will rot out, too, if you’re not careful.” 

And, oh, the dentist!

His sterile white coat

Lingered in my head, ghost-like,

The zhhirr of drills and

Talk of cavities, plaque, and fluoride

Never tucked fully out of mind’s reach.

A quick swish and spit

And the memories are at rest.

I’m not cowering or intimidated.

I am, mercifully, an adult, 

Powerful, sometimes responsible, but always

   (for the next four hours, anyway)

Minty fresh.
    – Lori Verbrugge, Senior
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The Stone

A kaleidoscope sky

and a flat pebble

round and grey

memories flood

of our childhood park

your smooth stone 

 skips

          across the  

       glass-like surface

     of a clear lake—

each 

one 

of 

mine

sinks.

    –Emilie VanDuinen, Sophomore
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Untitled, print
Courtney Smith, Junior

Untitled, charcoal on paper
Courtney Mertel, Senior
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John Milton Blues
This lonely evening, I’m readin’ Paradise Lost.
Get it read for Dr. Chesley, no matter what the cost.
This lonely evening, I’m in Paradise Lost.
Get it read for Dr. Chesley, no matter what it cost.

They say John Milton was the lion of his time.
Yeah, John Milton was the blind old lion of his time.
But all this monster poem’s ten-dollar words ain’t worth a dime.

I got the blues, the bone-crushing John Milton blues.
I got the blues, the soul-strangling John Milton blues.
And the only thing to do is sit down and pay my dues.

I ain’t seen the light of day in over twenty-eight hours
‘cause that’s how much time this poem devours.
No no no, haven’t stepped outside once in twenty-eight hours.
That’s how much of my life John Milton devours.

Paradise Lost tried to top ancient Rome.
Yes, John Milton tried beating Dante, Greece, and Rome
‘cause his ego was already twice the size of his poem.

I got the blues, the high-strung John Milton blues.
Oh, I got the blues, the stir-crazy John Milton blues.
And the only thing to do is sit down and pay my dues.

There ain’t no man alive to make sense of this book
and Lord, how it scared me—yeah, I quaked and I shook.
But just how can I start making sense of this book?
Made me rethink my major, give math a second look.

Milton called himself a prophet who learned all the Lord’s ways.
Yes, Milton thought himself a prophet, who knew all God’s ways.
But he never spilled—just left behind this goddamn maze.

I got the blues, the maddening John Milton blues.
Hey, I got the blues, ostentatious John Milton blues.
But the only thing to do is tell Milton, Kiss my shoe.
     – Jarrod Irwin, Junior
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Love It to Death
Brian Rabourn, Senior

 In January, when I am eleven years old, a seed sprouts which is destined 

to strike a destructive blow to the continuity of my childhood. It is 1971, and Al-

ice Cooper releases his album, “Love It To Death.” With it, Cooper claims to have 

driven “a stake through the heart of the love generation.” My highly sheltered 

brothers and I have no idea that a love generation even exists; we have no refer-

ence for what The Coop is talking about. We are aware, however, that the freaky 

looking singer is not a product of our parents’ generation. He is different; he is 

our future.

 My younger brother, Dan, is the first to push my family forward with the 

purchase of this same Alice Cooper album. Dan immediately begins to set up his 

sub-culture behavior in the home. He doesn’t attempt to play Alice Cooper on 

the family stereo. He takes to the basement, or barricades himself in his bedroom 

with pillows and his electric football game. He owns a portable AM/FM/record 

player, about the size of my history book. The single speaker is the diameter of a 

pop can. The important thing is that it’s Dan’s property, his own personal posses-

sion. No one tells him what to do with it, so long as he doesn’t get in the way. He 

doesn’t. He chooses the path of minimal resistance. He begins to fade from view. 

When I go to see what he is doing, I find him hunched over his little record player, 

like some pagan with a stone idol. He calls me over to it.

 As I come closer, I sense a change in the air; Dan has done something 

momentous. I don’t grasp what he has done. He has gone outside of our home, 

outside of our parents’ sphere of influence, and like some adventuring tomb 

raider, has brought back a relic of the wider world. The relic is unfamiliar and 

frightening. It is not a token of stability and order. It is strange. Dark and danger-

ous, it brings a revelation that the outside world is not safe and good. It is appar-

ently a place of monsters and morbidly dangerous agents of evil. If there is purity 

in the world we will soon be entering, we do not discern it from the Alice Cooper 

album.
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 “The Ballad of Dwight Frye” is play-

ing. Until this very moment, my conception of 

music has been formed from a range of bright 

and hopeful strains, from church hymns to 

movie themes, popular classics, and the easy 

tunes of the country and western radio my 

dad plays. The sounds emanating from the 

miniature record player are alien, with pon-

derous rhythm patterns and vocals which imi-

tate an insane captive of an asylum. It seems 

wrong. Dan beams with delight, despite the 

deeply melancholy song. He instinctively 

senses he has made a valuable discovery. He 

compels me to listen further, while he puts on 

a song called “Black Juju.” I am not prepared 

for it. It seems to be the product of dark 

magic, mesmerizing as it is frightening. I can-

not discern the hidden meaning and eventu-

ally leave the room before it is finished. I do 

not understand, but it is too late. In spite 

of Mom’s best efforts to shield us from the 

outside, successfully obstructing our view of 

the love generation, drugs, issues of racism 

and equal rights, the changing role of women 

in society, war and peace in the Vietnam era, 

and sexuality, we have at last discovered our 

own culture. Dan has opened a window that 

can never be shut. A Growing Talent, color prints
Benjamin Stoner, Sophomore
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Grandma Was a Hipster
Brian Rabourn, Senior

 “Ha, look at the hipster!”

 I entered our apartment. I saw that my son Ted was entertaining a half 

dozen of his friends with a game of Halo in our living room. 

 “What? I was very nearly the least cool guy out of my entire graduating class.”

 “ No, Dad, Hipsters are definitely not cool, except to themselves. They

go around acting like they don’t care about anything, and every stupid thing  

they do is ironic.”

 “You mean like the Goths we were talking about?”

 “Oh no, not like the Goths at all.”

 “Then, like the other ones…the Emos?”

 “No, not like the Emos.”

 Ted’s friend Luis spoke up, “Hey pops, it’s like this: All the Hipsters are 

walking around all the time wearing skinny jeans and a t-shirt, sometimes a flannel 

shirt, even in the summer, and drinking PBR, and always saying they already saw 

the movie you’re talking about, even if they didn’t.”

 “Oh, it’s the beer, then.” 

 I had just come from the store. Making a quick stop at a D&W we used 

to go to when the kids were small, I discovered that this store had beer in singles. 

It had been a long hot day, and when I spied an ice cold, twenty-four ounce Pabst 

Blue Ribbon on the top shelf, I snatched one.

 “Yeah, Hipsters drink PBR and pretend it’s better than all the other kinds.”

 “What’s wrong with PBR? It smells like my grandmother!”

 I was startled by the explosion of laughter in the living room. Luis actu-

ally rolled over on the floor. Ted had his head tilted back, laughing at the ceiling.
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  “What? What’s wrong with that? Whenever I went over to my mom’s 

mom’s house, there was the blue air from the cigarettes, The National Enquirer on 

the coffee table, “Big Time Wrestling” on the television, and Pabst Blue Ribbon 

bottles all over in the kitchen. That’s where they did all their talking when my 

mom visited. They’d just sit at the table and talk about everything in the world 

they didn’t like, or about relatives; there were a lot of interesting stories about the 

old days.”

 My voice trailed off as I made a little mental visit to the “blue air” at my 

Grandma’s house. I hadn’t seen her since she moved to Florida to get warm. In our 

apartment, everyone was only half listening, as they played their game. The laugh-

ing died down, but they were making side comments to each other and smiling at 

me. Luis said, “Well, Pops, it looks like your Grandma was a real Hipster.”

Untitled, print
Emily Theroux, Senior
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Write

reeds growing in blistering heat along a fading brown river

cut at an angle and pressed into soft clay, make wedge-shaped impressions;

rows and columns record bushels and measures of the day’s harvest.

thin brushes dipped in soot-based ink spread carefully on papyrus

make pictograph characters filling forty-foot scrolls of real paper,

noting the assets and liabilities of landowners.

bamboo fountain pens spell out imperial decrees on paper and parchment

while letters of love and devotion, to be delivered in secret, travel with

geometry, history, rhetoric and the inspired words of God.

quill pens forming slanting letters and emerging cursive

mark out dramatic plays and comedies, and maps of new lands,

while kings and lords express words or encouragement or threat.

pencil lead, metal points, steel nibs with iridium tips

draw specifications for locomotives, incite populations to revolt

and arrange solemn words meant to be intoned over bloodied battlefields.

ball points, plastic, cheap and accessible tools

made by the million to record a phone message while you were out

and scrawled lists of vegetables, canned goods, and toiletries to be picked up.

electronic pads, poked at by thumbs skewed by steering wheels,

flash coded abbreviations of the elegant English language

and share updated social calendars of the illiterati.

    – Brian Rabourn, Senior
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Untitled, mixed media
Emilie VanDuinen, Sophomore



58

Dandelions
She gave me 
a handful of dandelions,
so I tied them with a ribbon
to make her smile.

Cheerful circles
of undesirable sunshine
shedding  yellow residue.
Hollow stems sticky and crushed
by an eager fist.

She doesn’t understand
that they are weeds.
She knows only that they are flowers.
And that,
of all people,
she wants to give them
to me.
    – Stephanie Clark, Senior

Untitled, oil on canvas
Lara Farley,  Sophomore
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Had I Eyes of Time and Space
I was in love once, with an apparition from my dreams.
Hauntingly, even after bursting from sleep,
she clutched at my heart, creeping across the surface
as if frost in the sweet grass.

Emotive echoes rang through my body,
the empty notes of love coursing my veins
as fast as the memories escaped my mind.
Her face vanished from thought, as love bereft of reason
turned to heartache.

The pain of it blossomed a lotus,
petals of fire unfurling, revealing the heat core,
center of searing agony.

Even had I eyes of time and space,
seeing future as clear as day and past in perfection,
omniscient of all goings-on in all the planes of existence,
I could not tell you whom I loved 
and what I lost.
    – Ken Logan, Senior

Figure Drawing, charcoal on paper
Michaela Farley, Senior BFA
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Le Pere Goriot, color photographs
Hannah Marko, Senior
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What can be learnt by English Literature
(To those who wonder and doubt)

To be self-reliant
and disprove the second law of heat.
That Truth will blind— if not Slant
and yellow walls defeat.

Excited by past participial phrase,
poets are spontaneous history.
Since society defines our gaze,
heart-telling tales remain mysteries.

Blot out those dangling modifiers!
People, places, and events have meaning,
just like diction, meter, and quantifiers 
are the much ado of not(h)ing.

To not wait beside some dead tree
for the circus to rescue our util-ologies,
but internalize sublime beauty
and realize tragic flaws after 300 pages.

To dare frame the burning tyger,
To punctually cry in sympathy,
To wrestle devils of desire,
and check prejudice ‘gainst all Darcys.

To learn to fly on strong wing,
To play warbling violins on D.C. streets
with strings of gene, dream, age, and eve,
“generating melody” by what we see.
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I Remember
Emily Oleniczak, Senior

 I remember you in pictures with your Sunday best of woolen skirts etched 
with daisies and great flowered hats–mini gardens on top of your head thriving 
in the sunlight. Perhaps they inspired your living gardens: clusters of daffodils, 
black-eyed susans, sharp-tongued roses and geraniums in urns of honor, overtaking 
your life and backyard. I remember my favorite snap-shot scene: your white legs 
and arms tangled in dark limbs and branches, wrapped in a scandalous two-piece 
ruffled bikini and a smirk of a smile. Short and striking, you glided on twig-like legs 
and stylish plum pumps. I have the same wavy hair, curls and straight bits mixed and 
matched together in a pile of craziness. Yours was calmer, constrained in a bun, only 
a few strands escaping, constantly pushed out of your face. I remember discover-
ing your real name–hearing you called “Jean” by my doting grandfather and “Jean” 
politely and quietly by friends, along with a swift lipstick-stained kiss on the cheek. 
One day I watched you write Carolyn Jean Battige slowly with ease on a thirty-dollar 
check, your C and y curling into themselves. Why would anyone want to hide such a 
beautiful name such as Carolyn? I envy your unused name whenever I enter a room 
with fifteen other overused Emilys. I will remember the image of you hunched over 
your sprawling garden, in a worn-out sweater and frayed straw hat, soaking up the 
sun along with the flowers you tended. 

Untitled, print
Jason Tiedemann, Junior
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The Last Visible Saint

This is a poem to Jonathan Edwards,

Saintly Puritan minister

Whose grand faith penned

“Sinners in the Hands of an Angry God.” 

Wishing for conversion

For your saint-less flock,

Wishing for flashing lights,

Glorious faints, explosions,

And everlasting assurance

That one is saved.

Wishing for a howling in the stomach,

Dancing flames upon a thin roof,

Blood-thirsty Indians at the back door–

All afflictions that send

People back to their pews.

Did images of pits over Hell,

Arrows drunk with blood,

And spiders dangled over a fire 

Turn your congregation around?

Or did you greet the heavenly gates

In awe of God’s glorious glore alone?

    – Emily Oleniczak, Senior
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I, the Fly
Tossing copper
To be a fly.
Viewing from the pulsing lining– 
Seeking silver haunts,
Forth rushing flesh,
Oddities of heart.

Reality being,
I am a fly
Beneath veiled orbs.
Kaleidoscopes
Shifting the real me
In dream. 

    – Christina Larson, Sophomore

Untitled Design, print
Courtney Smith, Junior
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Rocks
Monica Rischiotto, Senior

I sneak out the back door; I need to go for a ride. My sequined Dorothy shoes 
sparkle in the sun as I tiptoe out the front door, hushing the knob as I gently pull 
it closed. I know I should call out to say “goodbye, I’ll be back soon!” but the real-
ity is I’m not quite sure how soon will be soon. I do not want to be constrained 
by time, I want to be free, and am hungry for an exploration. Cruising down the 
driveway, I weave between my parents’ parked cars, and head for the hill. As I 
turn the corner at lightning speed, my pink and purple tassels fly in the air, and 
I come to the steep hill with buried rocks awaiting me below. My momentum 
zooms, no longer sitting on the seat, but with legs straight as I stand with my feet 
flat on the pedals, back hunched over, allowing the wind to take me in as my 
body soars. I open my mouth as wide as I can, filling my cheeks with air, as if I were 
Tarzan swinging from tree to tree. 

When I get to the bottom of the hill, I park my bike on the side of the gravel road 
and search for a spot. One that is uneven, full of hidden rocks. Using sticks I find 
nearby, I begin to dig. Treasures of pebbles, scoria, marble, and slate, coated in 
purples and silvers, and soft, smooth greys are revealed. Other times, dark blues 
and patches of black like winter Easter eggs. Many are cracked, but these are my 
favorite. Their inner crystals are exposed, and when held at just the right angle, 
they shine humbly in the sun. I sit there alone in the quiet with my rocks for what 
seems to be hours, until my fingernails have filled with dirt. Sometimes I even fall 
asleep, and wake up to a growling stomach and dirt smudged across my face. I 
wake up to a blinding sun, my face warm from the heat. I feel as though my short 
adventure has taken me away not for an hour, but weeks, months, years. The steep 
hill above awaits me for a slow ride up. I store my newfound treasures deep into 
my overall pockets and hop on my bike. 

As I reach the top of the hill, sweat trickling down my face, I make my way up the 
driveway, and park my bike along the side of the wooden fence. The front door I 
had closed earlier now stands wide open; my mom’s favorite Ella Fitzgerald record 
plays feverishly in the background. I can see her singing through the living room 
window as she washes dishes, while my dad sits at the table, seemingly undistract-
ed, flipping through the daily paper. For but a moment, I forget about my rocks, 
my new treasures that I am eager to present, bulging at the seams of my pockets. 
I stare through the window, a picture of part of my world revealed. A world that 
is cracked, and yet it shines in the beauty of the sun. Before going inside I place 
my small fingertips against the window, and letting out sigh of relief, I whisper to 
myself, “I’m home.”
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A Change
Air from the bowling bay and fresh storm,
dark blue emptying air fills
the valley road as if water in the breeze,

and raises the red flow of my mother’s 
new curtains as they had the many afternoons, 
spilling from the hum of her sewing machine,

her thinning fingers running lines 
and folds of fabric back in her 
porch workroom, the long tails and spools

hovering, pulled and set
from the scuttle mess on the table
to the straight finished cloth on the floor below.

Hanging now, my hand like a mixer 
churns the wrinkles out from the
turning and popping, the open panes snap, pushed

from the constant breath of a late
afternoon storm. Against the hardwood floor
frays of thread tear and separate,

the withering that brought, this last time, a change.
    – Rian Bosse, Senior

Untitled, ink on paper
Samantha DeStefano, Senior
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The Burn

Driving out the stretch of dust roads
and prairie you look towards but 
never come to — until we were standing 
on it, embers widening their eyes with 
the wind over the tree line. Hours before 
we would have seen it, flames turning 
like cloth out the windows as the warm 
prairie air moved in bursts, wood cracking
before it buckled and fell. We caught dust 
rising from the ash with our shirts loose in a cup 
of our hands and asked one another what 
we would have done? This abandoned home 
with rot at the boards. You said it picking up 
a slender piece of charcoaled timber that looked
like a bone in your hand, as if you were going 
to deliver this heap to the dead yourself 
— What do you do for an old farmhouse
but let it burn? Walking over the char, boots turning 
ash against leather, we both picked a share 
of bones forgotten long before those flames 
ever came, letting each one drop back to the pile, 
wondering if they’d  rattle like in the riddles we told 
as children. Brushing our dusty hands, trying to rid 
ourselves of every speck in the crevices of our palms 
and boot soles, we walked away from a pile 
still burning underneath and all that time 
it never crossed our minds to ask
how it had come to that. 
    – Rian Bosse, Senior

Untitled, bronze
Samantha De Stefano, Senior
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Untitled,  oil on canvas
Mary Reyna, Junior


	Sampler cover
	sampler 2012

