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Romero

 “La Tiendita,” located in a cramped impoverished village known as Cerritos about three 
hours from Mexico City, endures in my heart as the single place I can always call home.  This 
simple store has an appearance that’ll leave you astonished as soon as you enter its doors.  Nor-
mally, when you walk into a store in a poor village you get what you need, purchase it and get 
out.  “La Tiendita” reveals soul.  Its great wall murals paint a story in your mind and enthrall 
your imagination.  The mural’s brightly elegant image of New York City encourages every child 
who enters to visualize him- or herself in the future as someone successful, someone who start-
ed in poverty and made a way beyond the expectations of those who do not dream.  Children 
who have a few pennies hope merely for pieces of candy yet see beyond to a grand fantasy.  They 
taste the sweetness because they know that this vision is real en “El Norte”—the United States— 
where they might arrive one day and so bring pride to their parents and to every one of their vil-
lage.  The mural fills residents with hope, not with anger or greed.  To surprise you even further, 
the store owner also owns the most humble heart and cares for the entire village like no other.
 Every kid who walks into “La Tiendita” is treated as if they were Grandma’s own child.  
The store owner knows every resident in the village, but if she does not necessarily recognize you, 
she still asks you to write your name on the “La Pared de Los Nombres Magicos,” a wall that 
holds the names written in Sharpie of every human being who’s stepped into the store.  If you 
look at the wall’s shaded surface, you can picture each name being written, you can picture kids 
of all races, all backgrounds.  You can sense their smiles, their laughter, their arguing, even the 
depression they endure.  All different people, each with a distinct past, have crossed the threshold 
of “La Tiendita” and made this simple store, nestled within the village, feel like home.

La Tiendita

—Tonny Romero ‘17
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Mora

¿Qué le Pasa a Papá? 
Baba been a
barrel-chested,
bare savage.  Mates 
so often, his bones can’t 
get no real rest.  
  
My pops purloined 
Polish palace, 
he procreated 
on the hearth, downed Patrón 
from their chalice.  

Dad beats da’ bread, 
deals damned dollars 
‘til his eyes red,
foams like dog that demands 
a dog collar.

—Brian Mora ‘16

¿Ves las luces?
Hay tres veces
hasta que se 

quedan quietos,
luego oscuridad,

es celestial 
sobre techo.

Ha acabado,
regresado

 de trabajo.
Luces de faros,

de su Honda, ahora
por techo andan.
Sin divina causa

Me di cuenta
(su lonchera

no estaba
cuando levanté,

mi mama ya hizo
el arroz, a

las diez-doce):
Hombre quiere dormir,

pero tambien comer
el chilito mi ma
hizo antes de ir

porque también trabaja.

Apa ama y por
eso viene cubierto en sudor.  

Ma, ¿vas a tu cita?
Yas tarde, son las cinco-cuarenta.
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¿Qué le Pasa a Papá? 

What’s the Deal with Dad?
Baba been a
barrel-chested,
bare savage.  Mates 
so often, his bones can’t 
get no real rest.  
  
My pops purloined 
Polish palace, 
he procreated 
on the hearth, downed Patrón 
from their chalice.  

Dad beats da’ bread, 
deals damned dollars 
‘til his eyes red,
foams like dog that demands 
a dog collar.

—Brian Mora ‘16

You see the lights?
There’s three times

till they 
stand still,

then darkness,
it’s celestial

over the ceiling.

He’s now finished,
and has returned
from his work.

Lights from headlights,
of his Honda, are now

over ceiling.
Without divine reason 

I realized
(his lunch pail
was not there
when I woke,

my mom already made
the rice, at  

ten-thirteen):
Man desires his sleep,
but also wants to eat

the chilito my ma
made before leaving

because she also works.

My dad loves and because of
this returns with shirt still wet from sweat.

Ma, going to your meeting?
It’s late, it’s already five forty-five.
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Vazquez-Sanchez  

 I may be small, but my fighting ability surpasses that of even the deadliest predators.  I 
need no weapons, for I am the weapon.  I need no family, for the thrill of the hunt is my source 
of happiness.  The adrenaline-pumping life-or-death battles are what I look forward to every 
day.  I charge into battle without expecting to come out alive.  These narrow blood-filled tunnels 
where I was born will be my cemetery.  My first breath was drawn in these catacombs, and so I 
pledge to take my last breath here as well.  All I know is war.  All I know is pain.  All I know is 
death.  I am the white blood cell.
 Although being this grants me extreme pride, it also bombards me with hefty burdens.  
In the eyes of my creator, I am expendable.  Don’t get me wrong; the creator loves me, yet there is 
an inescapable reality that I am no more special than any of my fellow comrades.  We appear the 
same, act the same, and will die in the same way.  We are identical, yet this monotony amongst us 
is what makes us the deadliest hunters on earth.  
 We think the same thoughts and share the same motives.  We are many entities, yet our 
comradery displays us as a single organism, a single organism that offers death and destruction to 
any intruder who dares cross the skin barriers with illusions of conquest and pillaging.  
 Every entity within this organism exhibits an utter lack of self-worth, making us a 
formidable foe for any prey.  Death is not feared.  In fact, death is encouraged.  To die protecting 
the well-being of the creator is the utmost honor in my line of work.  Although we as individu-
als may fade into eternal darkness and be forgotten, an undying light will always illuminate our 
mission.  No matter how intimidating the prey appears, or how many soldiers we lose, we will die 
knowing that we drew our last breath today so that the creator may draw her next breath tomor-
row.  
 She becomes a more appealing target with every breath we guarantee her.  Her body is 
the manifestation of the ideal home.  Food is plentiful and none in the community have ever ex-
perienced the cold knife of unrelenting pain that hunger brings.  The community of enthusiastic 
and healthy cells have no need for the words “unfair” or “sloth” in their dialect.  Every individual 
works like a gear in a gear box, and without one of them, the gearbox would no longer function.  
The warmth the creator provides is worthy of envy.  It penetrates our cores and thoughts, mim-
icking a mother’s hug that provides us with a sense of security.  It flows through our bodies like a 
river flows through a generator at a damn, empowering us with the energy to do work.  Yes, the 
creator’s body is the textbook definition of Utopia; the intruders are eager to exploit it.  
 They have heard from their successful ancestors about the ripe fruit ready for the pick-
ing within these warm sanctuaries.  They silently burrow their way through our initial defenses, 
hoping to avoid detection as they creep their way through my home.  Nothing stays hidden in 
the creator’s body, though.  
 Within seconds of a breach confirmation, we are there; and by “We,” I mean “It.” The 

The Intruder



A
sh

le
y 

(M
ix

ed
 M

ed
ia

, 2
4”

 x
 1

8”
)

—
C

or
w

au
n 

C
la

rk
 ‘1

8



10

Signatures

Vazquez-Sanchez  

organism has already blocked all the exits, shutting down the section of infected flesh.  
Every nook and cranny is guarded by highly trained members of the suicidal organism.  There 
is nowhere to hide, nowhere to run, and nowhere to beg for one’s life.  Our orders are clear and 
concrete: enjoy the hunt, take no prisoners.
 The intruders never panic at first.  They know they have the upper hand.  They come 
equipped with an entire arsenal that has been perfected over millions of years of evolution.  Their 
knives are sharper, their teeth are armored, their motives are darker.  They exhibit an unfath-
omable rate of evolution, coming back every year bigger and stronger than the last.  Whatever 
worked to eradicate them last year may be completely useless this year.  The prey is unpredictable, 
and there is only one being deadlier than an unpredictable prey: its predator.
 War cries from both sides echo through the blood vessels.  The prey’s weapons are drawn.  
Our bodies fill with our prey-dissolving enzymes.  My cell heart beats faster than the hooves of 
a race horse during its last stride to the finish line.  The creator’s warmth is wrapped around me.  
The sense of security she blessed me with will be my second skin.  Kill is the only word on my 
mind as both sides collide.  What was once a quiet oxygen freeway has become a ruthless kill-all 
battlefield.  The metallic smell of death floods the newly created graveyard.
 Soon I encounter a prey item.  We barrel towards each other, neither side demonstrating 
signs of backing out.  We play chicken with a twist, the twist being that a collision is inevitable.  
The prey shoots itself right into my body as if it were fired out of the muzzle of a gun at point-
blank range.  The sudden tear of my flesh knocks the air out of me as I am jerked back by the in-
truder’s forceful introduction to my deadly enzymes.  A warm punch originates within me as the 
enzymes begin to attack the intruder.  It only lasts a minute, though, and soon the ice sensation 
of death fills my interior.  
 Never before has an enemy appeared to want to enter a white blood cell.  I was not too 
worried.  I had helped capture and eventually digest an intruder.  The creator will be so proud of 
me!  Now I wait and remind myself of my vows.
 I have pledged to give up my own meaningless existence for the well-being of my 
creator’s citizens.  I risk my life every time I swallow up an intruder.  If fate has it, the prisoner I 
have swallowed could end up disintegrating me from the inside out.  Many of my fellow brethren 
have been victim to these unpredictable intruders, yet with every death of our kind, we come 
closer to cracking the enemy’s defenses.  When one of us dies, our bodies release small fragments 
of information that help the remaining soldiers understand the enemy.  The army grows stronger 
with every death.  Eventually, enough is learned to allow us to effectively hunt down and con-
sume our prey.  Although our courageous brethren who died early on were prey, they help inform 
us of how to become the predator.
 Something is wrong, however.  It has only been a couple minutes since our war cries 
first started to circumvent the blood stream.  All hostile prey items are out of sight, stored in the 
belly of one of my fellow soldiers.  The world has just witnessed the fastest won battle in history.  
Victory cheers arise from my peers.  They congratulate each other, and the guards who protected 
the exits begin to leave their posts.  We begin to revel in the joyous idea that a battle was won and 
no casualties were inflicted on friendly soldiers.  As high-fives are exchanged, the warmth bubbles 
inside me once again.  This time, however, it is more of a nuclear explosion than a punch.  Mil-
lions of catastrophic events appear to be occurring within me at the same time, overwhelming my 
sense of pain and fear.
 This feeling never arose when I swallowed other intruders.  Usually there exists only a 
slight tickle as my enzymes work away at the prey’s flesh.  This is not a tickle, though.  There is 



11

2016

The Intruder

way too much excitement going on within me.  I pump my emergency enzymes into my body, 
but they only seem to aggravate my body even further.  Pressure begins to build up within me.   
The warmth spreads.  Tiny finger-looking structures begin to protrude from my once under-
control body.  I look around the blood vessel for help, yet what I see is the embodiment of every 
nightmare I have ever had.
 Left and right, up and down, any direction I look I see my childhood friends share 
the same experience.  Their bodies appear like overblown beach balls with millions of tiny glass 
shards just begging to rupture the skin from the inside out.  What is going on? Never before have 
cells swollen up at such a rapid rate.  Wait!  I cannot move my body anymore.  The sudden bursts 
of hot needles pressing against my sides have paralyzed me.
 This is it.  The moment I have been preparing for my entire life.  My time to die while 
protecting the creator will finally arrive.  Although I have gone over this inevitable occurrence a 
plethora of times within my visualizations, I never stopped to consider how I would feel.  For the 
first time in my life, I feel the security of my creator’s warmth leave me.  Confusing and unimag-
inable feelings add a layer of dread over my physical pain.  Doubt and unrelenting anxiety burn 
up my insides.  Fear takes over my motor systems, generating cold tears and ear-piercing screams 
for help.  Guilt, anger and sadness intermingle with the hot needles within me.  For the first time 
in my life, I feel vulnerable.
 Just as I begin to question where the creator’s warmth has gone, my back side ruptures.  
Hundreds of tiny entities embrace the blood stream.  The slow depressurizing of my insides 
grants me long-awaited relief.  I encourage the feeling, relishing it.  I want to remember how it 
felt to be alive when I’m in the eternal darkness.  I take one final look at my surroundings and 
see the hundreds of creatures that have been torn out of me.  That’s weird…they all look like the 
bogey I swallowed.  They come complete with the same weaponry as that bogey, too.  Huh.
 A small flap of my informative flesh flutters within my line of sight.  It contains three 
letters and the description of the enemy: HIV… No Information Available.    

—Francisco Vazquez-Sanchez ‘17 
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Monsters, monsters everywhere
With crooked teeth and matted hair:
Lurking, jumping from behind,
Yet never dying in this mind.
Nothing feeling, nothing real,
But they’re there… hiding deep
Waiting just before you sleep…
Attack! Attack! Kill the joy:
Destroy! Destroy! 
A great green field, still alive?
Or a dark and dreary hell?
The place where the temple fell?
Yes, some here are still alive,
Thriving bees in a torn hive.
They struggle daily to survive,
Each day, the same as the last.
Now is future, never past.
Struggling, to see they care:
Monsters, monsters everywhere…

—Nick Hauman ‘16

Monsters
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Taylor

 “Adam?”
 “Yes.”
 “Your friend is ready to see you.”
 I saw Mitch lying in the hospital bed.  It looked to me like he made a full recovery—his 
face was full of color and his smile was glorious.  He looked almost golden.  The sunlight that 
came through shone on him.  Heaven was missing an angel.
 “How ya feelin’?”
 “Well, I’m alive…” Mitch always had a wry sense of humor.  I came over and sat on an 
empty space on his bed.  I looked out the window, admiring the sunlight.  It felt warm, hope-
ful…loving.  “Do you hate me?”
 I was startled by his question.  “Of course not.  Why would you say that?”  I noticed 
that he was looking down at the wrappings on his wrists.  Tears lined their way downward to the 
hospital pillow.  
 “I don’t blame you if you do…I lied to you, telling you everyday that I was okay when 
really I wasn’t.  I don’t know why I did.  I just didn’t want you to see that I was breaking.”
 I was trying not to cry myself, but I couldn’t help it.  I scooted closer to him and put my 
arm around him.  He began to sob even louder.  I rocked him in my arms.  He was big guy, six 
three and two hundred-thirty pounds.
 I just rocked him.  I closed my eyes and listened to him cry.  I wanted him to let it all 
out.  “I’m just happy that you’re alive, man.” He looked up and saw me smiling though I had 
tears in my eyes.  He smiled back and we both just held each other.  I thought that this was 
real.  I thought that Mitch was alive and well and that we would continue our high school years 
together…until I realized that I was dreaming.
 “Adam…”
 I opened my eyes and looked around the room.  No one else was there except…what? 
Mitch was gone! It was as though he vanished.  “Mitch!” I screamed his name, checking if this 
was some type of joke.
 “Adam!” The strange voice grew louder.  I was beginning to awaken to my reality.  I tried 
to fight it.  I closed my eyes, repeating to myself that this was real, but that only seemed to make 
it worse.

 “Adam?”
 I opened my eyes and realized I had fallen asleep.  I couldn’t believe it.  Any of it.  It 
seemed all just a dream.  The coffee that I had been drinking had spilled across the floor.  I 
must’ve dropped it when I nodded off.  I looked up at the nurse.  

Don't Wake Me Up
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Don’t Wake Me Up

 “Yes?” I answered back.
 “Could I talk to you in private?”
 “Umm… sure.” I got up from my chair and followed the nurse down the hallway, a 
much brighter scene compared to the waiting room.  I was glad to get out of there.  It made me 
feel uneasy…just waiting and waiting until I heard back from one of the doctors.  Too quiet.  
Nobody else was around…just me.  The only noise I heard was the sound of the clock above me.  
Its mesmerizing pulse had put me to sleep.
 Halfway down the hall, the nurse stopped and I stopped, too.  She turned back around 
to me and I looked at her eyes.  “I’m sorry, Adam, but...” She tried to keep it professional, but she 
choked on her words.  If it weren’t for her hair shifting out of place, I’d say she was about to cry.
 “What?”  I balled up my fists waiting for an answer.  A knot began to form in my stom-
ach.  I thought I was going to be sick.
 “Your friend…he was too far out of it…we did all we could to suture his cuts, but...I’m 
sorry, he didn’t make it.” I began to breathe heavily like I had just finished running a marathon.  I 
closed my eyes so the tears wouldn’t show, but they did.  The tears fell, unrelenting.  I looked at 
the floor, sobbing.  My best friend was gone.  I would never talk to him again.  The nurse tried to 
console me, but before she could I turned around and sped down the hallway again.  “I’m sorry!” 
The nurse cried after me but I was already out the door.

 It had been five weeks since I found out Mitch didn’t make it.  I didn’t do much.  Every 
day, I would lie on my bed, the hours melting away, and reminisce the good times.  In the nights 
I would wake up screaming.  I would have nightmares about Mitch, mostly about how I could’ve 
saved him if I had known.
 He did it because of his parents’ deaths.  That’s gotta be it.  I knew he was depressed, but 
I didn’t think he would go so far as this.  If only his parents hadn’t lost their lives that day, maybe 
Mitch would still be alive.  
 
 It was graduation day at our high school, Mitch was preparing for his Valedictorian 
speech.  He was a smart man.  He never procrastinated, turning in his assignments on a daily 
basis, which is more than I could say for myself.  I was the procrastinator, turning in half-com-
pleted work.  If it weren’t for Mitch tutoring me and helping me with my studies, I probably 
wouldn’t have graduated.
 Mitch’s parents were on their way.  They had called me beforehand and told me to save 
them a space at the front so that without obstacle they could see their son give his speech.  As 
promised, I saved them two seats up front.  Two hours later, I called Frank, Mitch’s dad, to let 
him know their seats were ready and waiting, but there was no answer.  I called Anita, his wife, 
but she didn’t answer, either.  Right away I began to worry.  They always answered.  I tried again, 
but before I could my mom called me.  “Adam, where’s Mitch?” I looked up at the stage and saw 
him organizing his speech.  
 “He’s here, why?” 
 She sounded sad.  There was a pause and, after a good ten seconds, she responded.  
“Mitch’s parents were in an accident.” 
 I began to feel sick.  “What kind of an accident?”
 I waited for her to answer.  “They’ve been in a car accident.  They’re…they’re gone, 
Adam.” I dropped my phone.  I didn’t want to believe it.  I began to feel bad for Mitch.  How 
was I supposed to tell him that his parents were dead? I decided to wait until after the ceremony 
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to tell him.  I had to avoid him until then.  
 After the ceremony, I found Mitch sitting on the stage, wondering why his parent hadn’t 
shown up.  I sat in the chair next to him and, looking out into the emptying room, told him 
what had happened.  I waited for him to start crying, but he didn’t.  He didn’t have any reaction, 
no signs of anger or remorse.  He just got up and left.  I didn’t go after him, I simply watched 
him walk out of the gym.
 My parents invited Mitch to stay at our house, but Mitch didn’t accept the offer.  He 
told us he’d rather stay at his house.  Why did he want to stay there alone when he could stay 
over here with people? I tried to convince him multiple times, but with no success.  I thought 
maybe it would be good for him to be alone.  Maybe if no one was around, he wouldn’t be em-
barrassed to let all of his emotions out.
 It was two o’clock in the morning when I got a call from Mitch.  “Hello?” I answered 
while rubbing my eyes.  “Adam?” Something was wrong.  It was Mitch, but at the same time it 
wasn’t.  His tone sounded dark and it scared me a little.  
 “What’s wrong?” I asked.  
 “I can’t do it.”
 I was confused. “What do you mean?” I waited for him to answer.  
 “I can’t do it.”
 I still didn’t understand.  “Do what?!” He hung up.  Immediately I told my parents what 
had happened.  They called 911, sending an ambulance to his house.  In the meantime, I rushed 
to Mitch’s house, hoping that he didn’t do what I was only beginning to imagine.
 
 The waiting room felt depressing—no signs of happiness anywhere.  The only noise I 
heard was the clock above me stupidly ticking.  I felt a knot in my stomach that wound tighter 
and tighter.  I felt like I was going to throw up.  I got up from my chair and headed towards the 
garbage can across the room.  Nothing came out.  Was it something I ate? No, couldn’t be.  I 
hadn’t eaten anything since Mitch’s call.
 To be honest, I was shocked.  Even after his parents died, he would tell me he was fine, 
even putting on a smile when he said so.  I believed him, being his best friend.  I should’ve 
thought twice, but he did a pretty good job of hiding his feelings.
 One of the nurses had given me a cup of coffee.  It tasted bitter in my mouth, but I liked 
it.  I didn’t want cream or sugar.  With each sip, I began to feel just like the coffee:  bitter.  I was 
angry with myself for not realizing how Mitch truly felt and deep down, I was angry with him for 
not telling me.  I placed my coffee on the floor.  The waiting room was eerily quiet.  All I heard 
was the ticking above from the clock.  Feeling empty, I leaned my head back against the wall and 
stared, mesmerized by the ticking.  It was then that I fell asleep and experienced the dream.  It 
was a pretty good dream.  If only the nurse hadn’t startled me up.

 I was putting on my best suit for the funeral service.  I looked in the mirror and noticed 
that my eyes were slightly red and had bags under them.  I guess that’s what happens when you 
stay up until noon crying your eyes out.  I looked a mess.  As I stood there watching myself, I 
couldn’t stop thinking about the dream I had.  It felt so real.  Is that how dreams are supposed to 
feel? All I knew is that in that brief dream, I was talking with Mitch and that I was happy to see 
him alive.  In that dream, I believed that he was going to be okay and that we were going to the 
same college.
 After a few minutes, I was ready to go.  I decided to ride with my parents.  I sat quietly 
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Don’t Wake Me Up

in the backseat.  “Do you want some coffee?” My mom saw my eyes and noticed that I didn’t get 
any sleep.  
 “No, thank you.” I looked out the window into the sky.  The warm sun felt soothing on 
my face.  I closed my eyes and fell asleep.

 He and I were two different people.  Mitch was a smart man.  Really smart.  You could 
say that he was a genius.  He got straight A’s and everyone liked him.  He put others before him-
self and was rarely the cause of any drama inside or out of school.  I remember how we met like 
it was yesterday.  I was sitting on the bench outside of school.  It was a nice day so I decided to 
make the bench into a bed and bathe in the sunlight.
 It was then that some guy walked up to me.  He was a big guy.
 “Do you mind if I sit here?”
 I opened my eyes and I inspected the kid.  He looked about six foot and weighed 230 
pounds.  He was wearing a blue-collared shirt with jeans.  He wore thick black glasses that made 
his eyes look twice as big.
 I decided to make room for him.  He seemed cool.
 “What’s your name?”
 “Adam.  What’s yours?”
 “Mitch.”

—Donovan Taylor ‘16
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 Roughly half an hour before the first pitch, Hal trudged down the empty aisle to meet 
his father.  A game program and a bottle of cola sat beneath the nearly dry seat where his father 
should have been sleeping or filling in the starting lineups on a scorecard.  That rainy and over-
cast weather which had defined early season in the little leagues had returned today.  As he wiped 
off the water from his seat, he looked through the batting cage webbing to the quaint advertise-
ments for local pizza restaurants and the zoo.  The silver of foul-line bleachers was slowly dissolv-
ing beneath the masses of entering fans.  For a Sunday, Hal thought, 2,000 would be enough so 
that he wouldn’t have to pity the team, but he noticed the words “FAMILY DAY” printed on his 
ticket.  This brought on a whole new set of concerns.  
 “Oh, hey, Hal, there ya are, ya made it,” a voice rumbled up the aisle up from the visiting 
team dugout.  “I wanted to go see Pete before the game.”
 Hal got out a “hey” before his father embraced him, and the two finally sat down togeth-
er.  He slightly envied his father’s leather jacket compared to his thin windbreaker for the sole 
reason that he was at a baseball game, and baseball games managed to combine the worst of the 
local weather with mind-numbing tedium.  He at least wanted to be comfortable in his suffering.  
Dad readjusted his Buffalo Bolts cap and reached for his soda.
 “Want one? How ‘bout a hot dog, Cracker Jack, anything? I know those bus rides are 
brutal,” offered Dad.  
 “No thanks, I grabbed some stuff at work before I left.”
 “I’ve said this before, but just watch out, alright? I’ve worked at fast food places before, 
and it can go downhill real fast.”
 Hal’s teenage years were technically a thing of the past, but that didn’t mean Dad’s 
preaching would stop.  Hal prepared himself for the redundancy and twisted logic that was soon 
to follow.  The awkward pregame recognitions echoed through the PA system and Hal reached 
for the game program.  He was able to scroll through the first few pages before Dad snatched it 
out of his hands and flipped to the rosters.
 “There he is, there’s our guy! Second baseman for the Buffalo Bolts, number twenty-four, 
Peter Knight.  I drove seven hours to see my two boys and our hometown team.  This is gonna be 
great.”
 Hal excused himself and prolonged his bathroom break until the national anthem was 
over and the Providence Harbormen were rushing to their defensive positions.  Dad was preoc-
cupied with a sports app on his phone.  By now the crowd around him and his father had filled 
the stadium with a sea of muted coat colors.  Right on cue, a child started kicking the back of 
Hal’s seat and eating chips quite audibly.  A shot of freezing air whipped through the park as the 
pitcher wound up.  

Buffalo at Providence
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 “So, school’s still comin’ along alright? You makin’ enough coffee and doughnuts to pay 
for your, uh, graduate degree?  In…” Dad didn’t like to waste time in conversation.
 “Education.  I’m trying, it’s going okay.”
 “How’s the new school? I don’t know what it’s like to be removed from an Ivy League 
school, but your new place is across the river from it, right?”
 “It’s a community college, and it’s still nice and close to downtown.  You know, it’s not 
that I didn’t get the grades to stay—”
 “Well, ya probably couldn’t afford that place anymore anyways.  You’ve already got 
enough debt from that place.” Dad’s eyes were fixed on the field.  Hal hated knowing that his 
father wasn’t wrong.  
 Hal knew that his brother was low in the batting order—second baseman was not exactly 
the power position, at least for the Bolts—so he would have some time to relax before his father 
started his clearly audible cheering for number twenty-four.  There was something to admire 
about the intimacy of minor league baseball.  The Harbormen’s starter picked up a couple of 
outs from the first two Bolts batters on an infield pop-up and three devilish fastballs, but a series 
of line drives and a walk led to a bases-loaded crisis.  Now, the young second baseman, Peter 
Knight, stepped up to the plate.  Dad was beside himself.  
 The first pitch was a low change-up of remarkable quality for a pitcher under stress.  
Peter’s swing was high, ferocious and embarrassing enough for him to hear a few groans from 
the front rows.  Hal grinned as he watched his father rub his eyebrows.  Peter decided to watch 
the next pitch.  A speculation crossed his mind a second before the pitch crossed the plate that 
it might hit the edge of the strike zone.  It did.  Down in the count and with trembling fingers, 
Peter tightened his gloves from outside the batter’s box.  He tried a few deep breaths, but his 
heartbeat was too rapid to ignore.  The crowd was now on their feet, and Hal only stood up once 
he heard a crack.  
 Peter hit a grounder which smacked the pitcher’s foot and raced toward the foul line.  
The pitcher threw to first but Peter improbably beat the throw with a mad dash.  Buffalo now 
held a one-run lead.  
 “That’s a great play, that’s a great play! Look what your brother’s doing out there, Hal.  
That’s what we’ve been working so hard for.  Attaboy, Pete!” Providence fans told Dad in various 
levels of family-friendliness to sit down and shut up.  For Hal, that was the most enjoyable part 
of the game so far.  
 “He’s gonna be great.  He can really get it done, Hal.”
 Hal could no longer bite his tongue.  “What a bunch of crap.  That was an accident.  
The pitcher should have gotten that grounder easily.  The call that he’s safe is even debatable.”
 “What about that hustle to first base?”
 “So being good at running makes you a great baseball player?”
 “He gave effort.  That’s the point.  He’s trying his best out there because he recognizes 
that he has a great opportunity.  Now he’s got his first run batted in and you’re criticizing him.  
What the hell’s the matter with you? Do you want me to go buy you a Providence cap?”
 “Okay, what’s going on here? What, you don’t think I’m—”
 The crowd started cheering as the final out of the half inning was recorded, a fly out to 
left center field.  Hal and his father used this moment to look away from each other.  Hal then 
stood up and started moving towards the aisle stairs.  
 “Hey, where are you goin’,” asked Dad.
 “I just need to walk around for a little bit,” replied Hal.
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 Dad looked at his son with confusion.  “It’s only the first inning.” Once again, Dad’s 
blunt truth stung Hal.  There was a pause, but he soon returned to his seat.  While Peter was jog-
ging out to second base, Dad called his name.  Peter turned back and quickly waved at him.  Hal, 
slumped over and resting his feet on the empty seats in front of him, limply raised his hand to his 
chest and waved.  After all, it was just a dumb children’s game.

—Patrick Crowley ‘16

 The radio issues an ominous warning—ice on the roads starting at half past six.  The ice 
will create treacherous road conditions until 3 pm tomorrow crackles over the airwaves.  Like 
the time you slid into the ditch, you think.  When your brakes failed and the car worked inde-
pendent of any tire movement or direction.  The Screech.  The Slide.  The Crunch.  The mo-
notonous ring of a warning bell, signaling your airbags had deployed.  Blackness.  Then Light: 
a single flare burning red against falling snow and illuminating the wreck of twisted metal.  The 
air is cold, your hands colder yet.  Your walk to the main road is short, but feels to be longest of 
your life.  Wind howls and the sky is dark: the new moon.  Nothing stirs except for you and the 
wind, locked in mortal combat for heat.  Moving one step at a time, guided only by the light of 
your flare, crunching the snow down into neat imprints of boots whisked by wind almost as soon 
as you leave them.  Then headlights appear over a hill.  A car, both a Samaritan and a god out 
of the dark, arrives to extricate you.  Reality snaps back.  Remain cautious and make sure your 
car is stocked with water and warm clothing the radio finishes.  The test pattern sounds and the 
airwaves go dark but for a low hiss of static.  

Ice Warning

— Charles Jaskolski ‘16



Growing Pains 

—Joey McBride '16
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  You / I
      cradle / am
           your / so
                  youth / scared
                      while / but
                           the / the  
                                 night / spinning
                                        encroaches / refuses
                                             engulfing / to 
                                                    stealthily / stop
 Idyllic / Solar
     laughter / flares
          resonates / soften
                  Children / Stillness
                           in the / lingers
                                field / at the
                                    sing at / edges of
                                        sundown / uncertainty
 The / This     
       inevitable / foreign    
              fated / temple
                    pulling / once  
   draws / was
                                you / consumed 
                                      forward / by
                                           relentlessly / quicksand
 The / I
      world / will 
          does not / never 
                stop / forget
                     when / your
                           you / wide
                              fall // eyes
                                  You / They
                                     must / were 
                                         become / so
                                                your / beautiful
                                                     own / like
                                                         haven / heaven



Real or Not? (Watercolor, 13.5” x 11”) 
—Oscar Quinto-Zamudio ‘16
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Dos Fridas por nombre
Sentadas mano en mano.
La del derecho piensa en su hombre,
La otra, herida, en vestido blanco.
Contesa, campesina, las dos de belleza
Exponiendo el poder feminino.  
Frida moderna, Frida indígena, 
Sangre el color de vino.
Europea y mexicana,
Herencia en dos frentes.  
Tormenta en lejana, 
Guerra civil de la mente.  
Dos corazones conectados por vena,
Una Frida sin pena.  

Two Fridas by name
Sitting hand in hand.

The one on the right thinks of her man,
The other, wounded, in a white dress.

A countess and a peasant, both of beauty
Displaying the feminine power.

Modern Frida, Indigenous Frida,
Blood the color of wine.
European and Mexican,
Heritage on two fronts.

Storm in the distance,
Civil war of the mind.  

Two hearts connected by vein,
One Frida left without shame.

Variation on Las Dos Fridas

—Ricky Bravo ‘17



Guilty Conscience
I close the chest and secure the padlocks
Emissaries of the past return to my mind
Pieces of dirt in my nails stained red
The look on the face on the palm of my hand hungers
Layers of calluses on the surface of my knuckles solidify
I forgot to wash my hands today

—Jacob Webb ‘16

Live Equality
Structure ceases —as it grows

people, flourishing

—Blake Ziolkowski ‘16

flowers elegant
macro-nature micro-human

vibrant, heartily

—Blake Ziolkowski ‘16

Days Before Fall ‘97
The world is
Unaffected by
                  My absence

—Guillermo Palacios ‘16



Nature, brilliant.
The physical earth changes,

Our psyche, static.

—Greg Reesman ‘16

Sweet pine trees kiss air,
Life reproduces, life dies.
Sweet pine trees kiss air.

—Greg Reesman ‘16

Live Equality
Structure ceases —as it grows

people, flourishing

—Blake Ziolkowski ‘16
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 The sun was just beginning to set over the hills of the Badlands as I sat down to talk 
with the storyteller at the dining pavilion, isolated from the other buildings.  My friends had 
bustled around us, all heading back to their bunks, until only another high school student and 
I remained.  The storyteller, an old wizened Lakota man, sat serenely on a bench.  He wore 
dark glasses over his blinded eyes, a faded filthy baseball cap pulled low.  He shifted his weight 
as we sat down at the picnic table where he had set out his wares.  Beautiful trinkets and pieces 
of jewelry were laid out, little carvings of bone and bead.  I greeted him, and gazed at all of the 
remaining goods.  Earlier in the day, a simple bone carving of an eagle had caught my eye.  To my 
vocalized dismay, one of my companions had snatched it up.  Hearing this, the old man simply 
smiled.  
 “Give us an hour, and I’ll have my wife carve another one for you.” I was overjoyed, for 
my heart was set on procuring a necklace.  I agreed to sit and talk while his wife began to work.
  At the time, I did not know what I was getting into.  I stared out over the majestic land-
scape.  “It’s so beautiful out here.”
 “Yeah.  The Land is everything to the Lakota.  It’s very important to us.” We continued 
to sit in silence, gazing at the tendrils of color reaching out across the sky.  Even though he was 
without vision, I like to believe that Jimmy envisioned the majestic sunset.  Then, as the three 
of us sat there, Jimmy began to tell about his life on the reservation: his tiny trailer, his broken-
down cars, and his collections of trinkets.  He spoke of about the hardships the Lakota faced, the 
sadness and anger that had destroyed many of his people, tearing apart their lives.  Finally, he 
began to tell us the creation myths of his people, and what they meant to him.  He spoke of great 
warriors and clever tricksters, of brave chiefs and powerful spirits.  I was thoroughly entranced as 
he launched into his final story, “How the Turtle Found Land.”
  “Ok, man.  The Great Creator wanted to make a place for all of His creatures to rest.  He 
hovered over the endless sea, and chose several animals to dive far beneath the surface and bring 
up a lump of mud, in order for Him to form the Land.  One by one, each of the swiftest and 
strongest creatures failed.  Big problem, right? But the Creator turned to one of his final cre-
ations, the Turtle.  The other animals doubted that the Turtle would be able accomplish the great 
task.  This Turtle dove underwater, and stayed for a long time.  Everyone, including the Creator, 
thought that he must have drowned.  Then suddenly, the Turtle broke through the surface, his 
shell and toes covered in the soft mud of the bottoms.  The Creator used this mud to shape all of 
the Land on Earth.  See, this Turtle is like my people.  We have been insulted and broken, yet we 
persevere and keep a steady pace.  We continue to hope, and that lifts us up.  Because of this, I 
know that we can overcome our problems.”
  I was shocked by his optimism.  This man had nothing compared to me, yet he did not 
require wealth to be rich.  His faith and hope had become his treasures, his vision.  At the time 

The Lakota Storyteller
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of this visit, I had only been at MUHS for one year, and the idea of “finding God in all things” 
still seemed strange, even foreign to me.  Jimmy didn’t intend to teach me anything that night.  
Looking back, I understand his stories were his prayers; they brought him peace.  Inadvertently, 
he brought me peace.  I had approached him for something material, a simple trinket.  I walked 
away having gained more than that.
 Before I knew it, an entire hour had passed.  During that time, his wife had carved a 
beautifully intricate eagle pendant out of bone and had affixed it to a necklace beaded with the 
colors of the Lakota.  It was breathtaking, and I was excited to make this trinket mine.  I pulled a 
twenty dollar bill out of my wallet and offered it to Jimmy.  
 He smiled.  “No, just take it.”
  “I couldn’t do that!” I protested.  
  “Look, man.  Take it as a thank you for listening.  It’s been awhile since I’ve told so many 
stories.” He smiled and pressed the pendant into my open palm.  The people of the reservation 
were obviously poor, their shops being the only means of supporting themselves.  This tiny gift 
carried unimaginable weight.  
 Miranda and I walked back to the bunkhouse, speechlessly contemplating what had just 
occurred.  Millions of individual stars danced in the brilliant sky stretched over this wasteland.  
Jimmy had added his stories to the gift, tales that the eagle pendant will embody.  

—Ross Johnson ‘17
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The city that never sleeps
Looks awfully glum

And could be any city
For all now bear the curse.

Alas, in this quenchless quagmire,
The stone faces of the stonier people

With the stoniest hearts
Look down at the cracks of the sidewalk.

The God who cursed them
Looks down upon them

And cries.
His deluge slows them but they do not stop.

My city glitters on
The shower of their Maker melts

Their stony hearts
Of gold.

De Lacrimas Dei

—John Lilek ‘17

(About the Tears of God)



Heart of Darkness (Charcoal, 8.5” x 11”) 
— Oliver Bestul ‘16
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Dawn looks never Gold at the break of day
While your dark dreary face inhabits a Room.
What purpose, Light, if your World is Gray?

A life full of Failure leads you astray;
Hope only disgraces a man who won’t bloom.
Dawn looks never Gold at the break of day.

The Light mocks you, still you trust in Hope.
You starve for your child, though he only consumes.
What purpose, Light, if your World is Gray?

“We’ll move somewhere else,” your desperate trade;
Your Hope becomes the Night devoid of the moon.
Dawn looks never Gold at the break of day.

Your tormented mind then begins to decay.
You press on, yet your child, like Darkness, looms.
What purpose, Light, if your World is Gray?

You will never know warmth from the sun’s golden rays.
Your child devours Light; you lay in your tomb.
Dawn looks never Gold at the break of day.
What purpose, Light, if your World is Gray?

Dawn Looks Never Gold

—Conner Fowler ‘17
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 A cold Friday night in New York City.  Wind-driven snow obscures the streetlights.  Jay 
Gallo trudges through ankle-deep fluff to his girlfriend’s, Emma’s apartment, in Lower Manhat-
tan for their dinner date.  His short, dark-brown hair and deep blue eyes are buried beneath a 
stocking cap and turned-up collar of a brown winter coat.  Jay really likes Emma but isn’t sure 
she feels the same way.  Emma also has dark brown hair, though hers is longer, about a quarter of 
the way down her back.  Sometimes he would call or text and she seemed uninterested as if she 
didn’t want to talk.  Other times, though, she was excited to hear Jay’s voice and would talk about 
wanting to meet somewhere.
 Well, tonight was a result of one of those “other times”—a congenial plan to eat at a cozy 
Italian place a couple blocks down from Emma’s.  Arriving at the front entrance of Emma’s apart-
ment building, Jay pressed the intercom button.  He let his head fall backwards to look up at the 
particularly tall brownstone which appeared to stretch 45 to 50 floors.  Emma heard her phone 
ringing in the kitchen. “Hello.”
 “Hey, Emma, it’s Jay.  I’m downstairs right now.  Could you buzz me in?”
 “Oh, sure, come on up, Jay.” He heard the bolt unlocking and pushed the door inward.  
Greeting Eileen, the lobby receptionist, he entered the elevator and clicked the “27” button.  
When the doors parted, Jay turned down the hall until he reached 2707, then knocked.  Emma 
tilted on her toes for a hug, then offered him coffee.
 “Yeah, that’d be nice.  It’s really snowing hard out there...and it’s not getting any warm-
er,” Jay responded.
 Emma chuckled.  “You could’ve just taken a cab over here, you know.”
 “Well, I could’ve, but why would I? There’s no need to waste money on a five-block taxi 
ride.  I could use that money for other things.”
 “Oh yeah?  Like what?” Emma contested.
 Jay laughed.  “For one, I could use it on our dinner tonight.  I mean, there’s no way 
that’s going to be cheap.”
 “Speaking of which, we should probably get going.  Our reservation is in twenty min-
utes.”
 Jay raised his eyebrows.  “Really?  I thought we still had more time.  Now that I look, 
though, it’s 7:10, so, yeah, we probably should.” Emma grabbed her faux fur coat from the closet, 
pulled its collar snugly tight, and hunched her shoulders in anticipation of the cold.
 When Emma and Jay arrived at the restaurant, the hostess showed them to a table lit 
with a bright candle and tucked in the corner next to a window.  She handed them menus and 
walked away.
 “I heard this place has pretty good pizza.  Do you want to share one?”
 “To be honest, I’m really not in the mood for pizza.  I’d rather have pasta,” Emma re-
sponded.

Madness in Manhattan 
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 “Um...alright.  I guess I’ll be eating a pizza by myself.”
 The waiter came to take their order—Jay his pizza and Emma her pasta.  Jay crossed his 
arms and put them on the table.  He looked straight into Emma’s eyes. “Can I ask you a ques-
tion, Emma?”
 “Sure, go ahead.”
 “Really, why don’t you care about me?” he blurted.
 “I do care about you.  What are you talking about?”
 “You’ve sure got a funny way of showing it.”
 “Excuse me!”
 “You never even try to get in contact with me.  The only time you ever talk to me is 
when I call you or text you first.  I don’t know about you, but I feel like people read us as you 
not being interested in me.  Most of the time when you do talk to me, it’s no real conversational 
matter, it’s only responding to something I’ve asked.”
 “That’s so not true!  I called you last week.”
 “Yeah, because you wanted me to get some groceries for you.  I mean, you never show 
any affection for me or my wellbeing, whatsoever.”
 “Has it ever crossed your mind that I might be busy a lot, that maybe I’m so over-
whelmed with work that I don’t have time to talk to anyone unrelated to work?” Jay sat silently; 
he had no idea how to respond.  It had never crossed his mind that she might be busy with work.  
“Believe it or not, I moved to New York City so I could be with you, not for some job,” Emma 
said.  “New York is full of great opportunities, sure, but I moved here for you...now I’m starting 
to regret it.” Refusing to make eye contact, Emma threw on her coat, grabbed her purse and 
moved quickly toward the exit.
 “Wait, where are you going?” Jay called out to her from his seat.
 “Away from you,” Emma responded without looking his way.  Jay collapsed in his chair 
and hung his head.  The waiter arrived with orders of pizza and pasta, tapping softly to notify Jay 
that his food had arrived.
 “Sir, your pizza.” Jay raised his head.
 “Oh, thank you.  If you wouldn’t mind just taking the pasta back? There won’t be anyone 
here to eat it,” Jay said in a mellowed voice.
 “Of course, sir.  I’m sorry to hear that,” the waiter replied, nodding, his glance down-
ward.  Jay balanced a couple of slices to his plate.  He ate at a rate so slow, a sloth might have 
finished before him.  He gnawed at the slices, Emma’s words filling his mind and consuming his 
thoughts for the next hour and a half.  Finally he signaled the waiter for his check and watched 
him breathe a sigh of relief as Jay lifted the money from his wallet.  
 Jay left, hands in his coat pockets, keeping his head down as he kicked through the snow 
back to his apartment.  He slowly maneuvered his key into the keyhole, then left his shoes by 
the door.  He moped to his bed and let out a long groan into his pillow and stayed motionless, 
frozen, wondering how he would handle this situation, wondering how Emma would react if he 
would try to talk to her.  Unmoving, he didn’t wake until 8:30 Saturday morning.

 This must have been enough time for Emma to have calmed down from the night be-
fore.  Jay dialed Emma’s number and waited for her to answer.  She never did.  He left a message: 
“Hey, Emma, it’s Jay.  I’m really sorry about how things went down last night.  It’s certainly not 
how I wanted the night to go.  I hope it doesn’t affect our long-term relationship.  Anyways, 
please give me a call back when you get this.  Thanks.  Bye.” He thought Emma would call him 
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back within twenty minutes or so, but she didn’t.  Jay waited another twenty minutes.  His phone 
never rang.  Something must be wrong.  He tore his coat from the closet, pushed the toe of each 
shoe into the baseboard as he jammed his heels downward, then rushed out—down the long 
hallway, into the elevator downward and toward the street entrance.  He made his way to Emma’s 
building within ten minutes.  No answer.  Instead, he buzzed the receptionist.  
 Jay leaned on the receptionist’s counter. “Hi, Eileen.  Have you seen Emma at all today?”
 “I have, actually.  She left the building earlier this morning with three suitcases and said 
I might not see her for a while.  I tried to stop her but she was in no mood.  She just rushed on 
outta the doors that way.”
 Jay paced across the lobby.  “You’re kidding me.  Oh, you’ve got to be kidding me.”
 “I wish I was.”
 “She’s probably trying to catch a train back to D.C.  Do you remember how long ago she 
left the building?”
 “Yes, about forty-five minutes ago, probably heading to Penn Station.”
 “How far is Penn Station from here?”
 “In this traffic, about twenty-five minutes, most likely.  If I were you, I’d try to catch a cab 
there ASAP.”
 “Right, thanks, Eileen.  I’ll catch up with you later,” Jay called to her as he ran off.
 Jay stood out on the street corner trying to wave down a taxi with no luck despite the 
flailing of his arms and constant whistling.  He was out on the corner for about five minutes trying 
to get a cab, too long by Jay’s standards, especially in this situation.  Finally, one stopped.  “Penn 
Station, fast as you can.” The cab driver wordlessly sped off toward the station.  “Is there any way I 
could pay you now,” Jay asked.
 “Sure, why not.  It’ll be about a twenty-five minute ride so your total will come to twen-
ty-three dollars.” Jay pulled his wallet out of his back pocket and handed the driver the $23.  
“Thank you very much.  Usually the rider pays at the end of the ride, but I’m making an exception 
for you.  I can tell you’re in a rush and stressed by something.”
 “It’s that obvious, huh? I don’t really want to tell you the details; I don’t want to bring 
anyone else into this.”
 “It’s alright, I understand.  You just think about every step you’re going to take once you 
get out of this taxi.  You should have every possible move planned out.”
 “Wow, that’s really smart.  Thanks for your help.  Maybe you should start trying to be a 
counselor or something instead of a cab driver.”
 The driver laughed.  “I think I’ll stick to being a taxi driver; I like driving.” Jay sat back 
and tried to picture what might unfold once he arrives at Penn Station.  He recalled being there 
in the past so he knew he would have to go down a flight of stairs to arrive at the different termi-
nals.  The big board in the center of the station listed all train departures, what gate it would be 
at, and the departure time.  By this point things would start becoming more multifactorial.  The 
train might leave shortly and he might have to jump onto the train.  Or the train was yet to depart, 
which meant that Jay would have to search Penn Station until he hopefully found Emma.  The 
final possibility—the one he did not want to happen—would be that the train already left for 
Washington, D.C.  and he was just too late.  What could he do by that point besides trying to call 
Emma?
 “We’re here.  Penn Station.”
 “Thanks for the ride,” Jay said, half out of the cab.  Jay ran through the entrance and down 
the hallway to its center, just as he had planned.  He looked up at the departure board and saw 
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that the train for Washington, D.C.  did not leave for another forty-five minutes.  Jay sighed with 
relief.
 Now was the time for Jay to start searching—first among the crowds of people, a wait-
ing area, up and down every aisle, inside every little store and restaurant in Penn Station.  Still, 
no Emma.  How could this be? Why hadn’t he have seen her yet?  The station isn’t that massive.  
Could she be hiding? Jay had looked in every area of the station.  No Emma.  He decided to do 
laps around the perimeter in the hope that he would see her somewhere.  Only fifteen minutes 
now until the train left for D.C. and boarding started in five.  Emma could manage to slip onto 
the train without his noticing.
 Five minutes had gone by and Jay had lost all hope.  He watched people hand in their 
tickets to board the train, but no Emma.  Only five minutes until the train departed Suddenly, he 
saw a woman running down the hall with three suitcases.  It was Emma.  She gave her ticket to 
the gate agent and went down an escalator to board the train.
 Jay sprung from his seat and ran as fast as he could, but the gate agent stood in his way.  
“Ticket, please,” the lady said to Jay.
 “Please, you’ve got to let me onto that train.  My girlfriend is mistakenly about to move 
back to D.C.  and I’ve got to stop her,” Jay said rapidly to her.
 “Look, I’m sorry, sir, but if you don’t have a ticket for this train, I’m afraid I can’t let you 
on.”
 Pointing off to his right, he said, “Hey, what’s going on over there?”
 The lady looked in that direction and Jay took off down the escalator.  He couldn’t be-
lieve that worked.  He never thought anyone was still that gullible.
 Unfortunately for Jay, he heard from behind him, “Stop, get back here!” Two security 
guards were running after him, seemingly closing the gap on Jay’s freedom.
 Jay said to himself, “Oh boy, that’s not good.” He looked out in front of him and could 
see Emma boarding.
 Jay tried to run a little faster, hopping onto Emma’s car about thirty seconds later.  He 
got a pretty good look at the security guards and didn’t think they would be able to run as fast as 
they were before.
 Emma was sitting in the second row of the train car.  “Emma!” Jay called out.  He then 
sprang into the seat next to her.  “Emma, please don’t do this.  You’re going to regret it.  
I know I haven’t always been the most considerate person to you, but I can change that.  I will 
change that.” Jay knelt down in front of her and begged, “Please don’t leave me here all alone.  
I need you in my life; just don’t go back to D.C.  Please, please, please...stay in New York.”
 “Jay, this is really sweet of you to try and get me off this train, but I’ve already made up 
my mind.  I’m going back to D.C.”
 “Why?  Aren’t you happy here?  I’ll do anything to make you stay.  Emma, please, I love 
you.”
 Emma sat speechless, but before she had the chance to speak, the two security guards 
came onto the train, looking for Jay.  “There he is!” one of them shouted.  One grabbed Jay by his 
right arm and the other by his left.
 “Emma, please listen to what I said.  I mean it.  You were meant to be here in New York.  
I just don’t want to say goodbye to you.” He was escorted off the train.
 A moment passed.
 “Wait, stop!” Emma exclaimed as she stormed off the train.  “Put him down!” The secu-
rity guards did as she said.  Emma looked Jay in the eyes.  “You were right.  I can’t even imagine 
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living anywhere else than New York.  I realized, though, that…I need you in my life…way more 
than you need me.”
 “I’m just so happy that you decided to stay here with me.”
 “I love you, too.” The two began to kiss.  The security guards broke them up and brought 
them back to the gate.
 The gate agent said to Jay, “I see you were successful in your endeavor.  On the other 
hand, because you entered the train without a ticket, we can’t let you leave unpunished.  Since 
you didn’t cause any real harm, however, we have decided not to press charges against you and 
you’ll only have to pay a fifty dollar fine.”
 “Thank you so much.” Jay breathed a sigh of relief.  “Could I give you that now?”
 “If you have it.”
 Jay got his wallet from his back pocket again and got fifty dollars out of it, which 
happened to be all that was left in there.  He then handed the lady the fifty dollars.  She thanked 
him and said, “You’re free to go.”
 Jay let out yet another sigh of relief and embraced Emma.  “Come on,” he said to her, 
“let’s go home.”

—Anthony Merrill ‘17
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The Constant Observer

—Nick Kallman ‘16

I have been frozen, heated, cracked, and mended by others.  Sixty-three years 
here—I have observed the wonders of nature, people and my neighborhood.  Sea-
sons never fail to intrigue me—their changes in color, changes from rain to sleet 
to snow, their droughts, fog, heat waves, blizzards.  I have experienced them all, 
but each carries its flaw.  The 

street is a the- ater that presents 
the destruc- tion and spine 

tingling crunch of metal cages 
moving precar- iously along the 
snow-covered, grey path.  Sadly, 

I have front row seating.  The 
icicles help, since aside from 

the occasional bird or squirrel, 
they become my only company.  

Life inside—if there is a movie, 
or new people move in—is not 

too bad, but the outside is unpre-
dictable, which is incredibly 

more appealing.  Sixty-three years 
can weary those most patient of 

the same old cycles of birth, 
growth and death which are 

all comforting and depressing.  
Lately, more depressing, which is why this uncommon cold brings hope to me.  
Maybe I will crack; then they will have to replace me.  My shattered self will be 
moved somewhere else, somewhere where I can experience new sights and new 

people.  Then and there I will be surrounded by an unimaginable fantasyland and 
regain the lost curiosity of a young child.
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  There were bullet holes everywhere.  Hundreds of them, maybe thousands.  We could 
never count them all.  All different shapes and sizes made by at least five different types of guns.  
There seemed to be more holes than metal.  How was it still even standing?  We figured it must 
have been the chariot Bonnie and Clyde rode to their deaths, the only logical conclusion.  We 
knew that that was how they were killed, but how did their car get here, to a small suburb in 
Wisconsin? 
  Earlier that day we ate our popsicle and soda lunch on Kurth’s Papa’s stairs leading up to 
his house.  Kurth, a year older, my best friend, was my idol.  Someday I could be as awesome as 
Kurth, I would stick with him until I learned how.  Earlier that day we had captured and elim-
inated our first gopher with the help of Papa’s .22, a rusty old thing held together mostly with 
duct tape.  We grabbed the .22 after finding that Kurth’s BB gun did nothing to huge gophers; 
this shocked us after so much success against the evil birds that inhabited the barn.   Papa had 
enlisted our help earlier that year to eliminate the gophers on his eight-acre sheep farm to stop 
them from busting open the huge sheep feed bags for a snack.  With our first gopher trapped 
and killed, we were ready for a break from silent hunting and the battle of wits between two 
nine-year olds and the collective gopher population of the farm.  Kurth started telling me about 
the forest across the street from Papa’s farm; it used to be part of Papa’s property before he sold 
it over to the neighborhood contractors.  He said that he had only been over there once or twice 
and wasn’t supposed to go there alone.  He told little impressionable me about the huge rusted 
metal monsters he had seen there.  His voice fell into a bit of a hush and he leaned closer to me 
after checking Papa was nowhere to be seen.  “We could go over there now, you know.  I’m not 
allowed to go alone, but I’m with you, so that means that we can go!” This logic seemed perfectly 
acceptable to me.  None of our parents were at the farm, only us and Papa.  He wouldn’t miss 
us for a couple of hours, we were often gone on exploits dangerous and fun.  We grabbed a few 
more popsicles and sodas for the road and headed out to find what secrets the dark forest that 
fronted the farm held.  
 We walked to the end of the farm and looked at the busy multi-lane road in front of 
us.  This would be the first challenge of our quest.  How do we cross a busy road without getting 
caught?  It never occurred to us to use the crosswalk half a mile down the road.  So, of course, we 
took turns sprinting across the road.  Luckily, we made it.  Hearts beating like cannons from the 
adrenaline rush we had just received, we stopped and lay in the grass on the road’s shoulder.  
 “Where to now,” I asked.

Bonnie and Clyde's 
Last Stand
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 “We need to find the swamp.  It should be somewhere in front of us.  From there we’ll 
follow the railroad tracks to a certain point.  Then we will be there.”
 Kurth shouldered his BB gun, which he had been holding since the sprint across the 
road, and we headed out to find the swamp.  Seemed simple enough.  After wandering the woods 
for half an hour, we found a narrow muddy trail.  Trails always lead somewhere.  The swamp was 
definitely somewhere.  That means the trail leads to the swamp.  We decided to follow it until we 
reached the somewhere that must be the swamp.  After a mile or so following the tiny trail down-
hill, the air became dense with humidity.  We were close.  Big puddles covered the right side of 
the trail.  Swamps had water, so we would follow the puddles until we got to the swamp.  Well, it 
worked.  Within an hour, we had reached what Kurth had called “The Swamp.”  It was really just 
a pond that was more mud than grass, but I wasn’t disappointed by this; it meant that we were 
getting closer to the spot Kurth had been talking about when we first set off.  
 We walked the perimeter of the swamp toward a slight hill on one side.  We climbed it 
and found railroad tracks.  Closer with every step now.  Our popsicles had melted and our sodas 
had been empty for hours.  Kurth had grown tired of carrying his, so I was tired of it too.  That’s 
when Kurth’s face lit up with another moment of his self-serving logic.  “We should just put 
them on the railroad tracks.  That way if a train comes we will have a flattened soda can and pop-
sicle wrapper, like guys do with pennies.”
 “Yeah, I want a flat soda can!” I agreed eagerly.  
 “And this way, when we are coming back we will know we’re going the right way if we 
find these.  Like what Hansel and Gretel did!”
 This opportunity was too perfect to miss out on.  So I set my popsicle wrapper and soda 
can down on the tracks, across from where Kurth had put his.  With a smirk of approval, we set 
off to discover the forest’s secrets.  I followed as Kurth walked confidently down the middle of 
the tracks.  I kept checking my back, afraid a train could sneak up and flatten us as it had already 
flattened like the pennies everyone carried as brag material.  
 Suddenly Kurth stopped on the tracks.  He pointed to his left and told me to look as he 
unshouldered his BB gun.  Just in case.  My searching eyes found only one thing, a huge metal jar 
with only the top half visible and the rest buried under the mud we had been walking in all day.  
I had no way of knowing how big it was.  We descended the embankment that held the tracks 
and rushed to the jar.  
 “We are here.” Kurth stated.
 “What is it?” 
 “That’s some sort of container, I bet it was used by bootleggers hundreds of years ago.”
 “I bet it was.  I wonder if it was one of Al Capone’s bootleggers.”
  “It must be,” Kurth confirmed.
 Over our excitement from the container, the dark forest in front of us waited to reveal 
everything.  I stepped into it and entered a whole new world of piled rock blockades for the cop-
pers to hide behind, waiting in anticipation for notorious criminals.  A world where nature had 
been defeated by bullets, only to grow back stronger than ever over the course of generations of 
Kurth’s family.  Anyone else would have called it a dump, but that’s not how I saw it.  I knew that 
we were the first people to walk here in years.  No one else, besides the two of us, even knew it 
was here.  We spent the rest of the afternoon picking up every dirty, rusty, moldy object we could 
find, speculating on its origin.  There were dozens more of those rusty containers.  They were 
absolutely everywhere.
 Picking up a green piece of flexible plastic tubing with a flat copper tip, I called for 
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Kurth to ask him what it was.  
  “Well, it’s a shotgun shell,” he told me.  
  “There must have been a battle here, then.  Why else would it be here?”
 I couldn’t remember learning about any great battles in Hartland, Wisconsin, but Kurth 
was right, why else would it be here? The shotgun shells were littered all over the muddy ground, 
many of them buried, but many more exposed fully.  I stuck a few in my pockets, as souvenirs, 
like my soon to be crushed bottle.  That’s when we found it, the centuries-old automobile.  We 
examined it from afar, both too afraid to approach and look inside.  What happened to Bonnie 
and Clyde after they were shot so many times?  Did anyone bother to bury them? Were they still 
together in that car for the last hundred years? 
  “You think they’re still…?”
 We sprinted out of those woods and didn’t stop running until we both fell exhausted in 
the middle of the tracks.  After a quickened silent break, we headed back to the farm with the sun 
set behind us.  
 Turns out we had missed dinner.  In Kurth’s huge family, we knew there would not be any 
left for us.  
 “You went where?!?!” Kurth’s dad asked as the scolding began.
  “Just across the street, Dad! We wanted to see all the cool treasures back there!”
 “What treasures?”
 “There’s tons of stuff back there, Dad! Bootlegger’s gear everywhere.  There was a battle 
back there once, between Bonnie and Clyde and the cops!! We even found the car they died in 
Dad!!!”
 I stood silently behind Kurth, hoping his dad wouldn’t even notice I was there.
 “Kurth, there aren’t any bootlegger gear back there.  Only old 10-gallon milk cans from 
when the farm only had cows.  That land was never used to build on because Papa used it as a 
dump for everything that broke around here.”
 “You mean there were never any gangsters back there?” Kurth was crushed.
 “Kurth.  Everything that’s back there, your family put there ‘cause it’s trash.”
 “What about the car? All the bullet holes? All the shotgun shells? There was a big battle 
back there once, right Dad?”
  “Your uncle used to use that car as target practice with his friends, Kurth.  That car was 
Papa’s dad’s once, until it broke down and got dragged back there.”
  Since we had missed dinner, we each grabbed a soda and headed out to our usual spot on 
the stairs leading up to Papa’s house.  We contemplated our adventure.  Apparently traveling along 
the railroad tracks, playing with rusted metal and leaving the farm for a whole day without telling 
anyone was a no no.
 My idol sat next to me, shattered and demoralized.
 “I can actually see the railroad tracks from here.  I never noticed that before,” he stated.
 “Yeah, neither have I.  And we forgot to check on our cans, ya know.”
 “They’re probably gone by now, anyways.”
 “Think the train crushed them?” I had not heard a train the whole time.
 “Yeah, but we would never have been able to find them anyway.  Disintegrated, probably.”

—Harrison Snyder ‘16
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Getting more and still not happy.
Rage outside, never happy.
Exclaiming why they need more.
Envious of those who have more.
Yesterday’s desire led to today’s fire.

Giving to those who are grateful.  
Freed by happiness that kept them graceful.
Thinking of each single blessing.
Thankful for everything, even a penny.
Understanding of each sacrifice made.
Determined to repay thankless heroes one day.

Christmas

—Ivan Uhan ‘19



Modern-Day Greek God (Graphite, 13.5” x 16.5”) 
— Andrew Walter ‘16
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Pickup Truck

—Will Macheel ‘16

 Rusty, slightly musty, the four-wheeler rolls to a stop on a city street, its momentary 
home the intersection of Hawley and Vliet.  It belches exhaust, loud incense for those who care 
to wonder, then gawk at the vehicle’s rare street crusade.  The vessel’s choir is louder than its 
captain, a mere silhouette who stops for no man, only for red lights, regardless of criticism or en-
thusiasm.  These stop signs are the only humanly contrived institution he adheres to.  Some may 
call his Sunday practice a fabrication made possible only by theory and thanatophobia.  He does 
not believe in this mortal heresy.  
 The pickup truck is shy.  Through experience it has become wary of the open, judgmen-
tal plains of the city.  It prefers the secluded leafy cover of dusty rural roads and the driveways 
of comfortable, ranch-style suburban living.  When crossing the plains, however, it never strays 
from the streets, stubbornly avoiding speedy highways.  It is bashful, yet bold.  The truck’s broad 
rear hatch screams, “Jesus Lord God.” The driver remains silent.  Painted white letters—worn, 
smeared, jagged, ill-proportioned—cling to the subdued green metal like Scotch tape on plaster.  
White, the colorless counterpart to Cana’s red wine, is the pigment of choice.  It is the blood of 
the ancestors, running deep in their veins.  This urban land is foreign to them.  Their truck, the 
vessel of their message, was birthed by blacksmiths born of fecund fire and brimstone.  It rumbles 
on, searching to till the fertile soil of virgin lands.  
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—Nick Hauman ‘16

The fox, shadowed in a dark wood, was surrounded
By the hunter who did all he could
To catch and console this surreptitious prey—
All happened the day I debated going away.
 The imagery of you burns in my mind,
 Disturbing thoughts are all I find.
 Who is he? Who are you?
My thoughts burn as I create a new
Explanation—all my thoughts aligned,
Leaving my old self far behind
To discover a new definition, another way
To enjoy the comforts of that fox again someday:
 The hunter takes his shot, beneath his scuppered hood!
 The fox disappears into the shadowed, dark wood.

The Fox
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Farm of the Red River

—Leo Ehrlich ‘16

Welcome to the Farm of the Red River
Step inside and take a tour
See how we prepare tomorrow’s meal
What an abundance!
Pigs on pigs on top of pigs
They share one bed and one breath
A hash of tails, snouts, ears, and hooves
It’s the lair of our modern rat king
Across the flowering meadow of dreams 
Your steak moaning instead of roaming
Knee-deep in their own shitty slurry
Mud and straw clogging their pores
and cracks with each toxic breath
The air festers with the content of a suspended sandbox
Shredding the throat of each animal on its way to their lungs
If you’re a fan of a chick filllet open your ears
In the chicken coup hear the snapping of bones
A minor side effect of growth hormones
The grand finale is finally here
Into the grinder go the pigs
“The more the merrier!” cries the bacon eater
For your ground beef burger
In come the cows 
Out pours their blood
Ripping flesh shredded skin
The blood gushes forth
But it’s all for the love
Of steak, hot dogs, and liver
Down the drain the red stream flows
Out of sight it doesn’t matter when you’re eating what you love
Screams so loud this could be Hell
Just look around it might as well
Screams so loud this might as well
Be nothing more than Earth in Hell

2016
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“Circumstances define us; they force us onto one road or another, and then they punish us for it.” 
                                                                                                     —Ivan Turgenev

 There was a chill in the air, and as the final moments of darkness clung to the sloping 
countryside, an unfamiliar cold crept deeper and deeper into the soil, causing worms to wriggle 
and roots to stiffen.  As Alyosha Dernov prepared to leave the bunkhouse, he looked out the 
window near his bed and observed autumn descending upon the farm.  The man welcomed the 
coolness, but it presented him with a problem.  He had to dig out a wool sweater from his trunk 
while trying to preserve the relative silence of the bunkhouse.  The other men with whom Alyo-
sha shared the cramped shack were irritable and would become fiercely annoyed if their cherished 
slumber was cut short by a young man looking for a sweater.  Alyosha tread softly to his trunk 
and began to search.  Once the sweater was found, the man slipped out of the bunkhouse and 
headed towards the main barn where the farmers’ tools were stored.  This walk always seemed to 
remind Alyosha of a similar stroll he had made morning after morning during his childhood.
 His father would wake him before the sun had risen over the prairie and tell Alyosha 
either to go feed the swine or replace the horses’ bedding, since the horses had the tendency to 
wander into the pasture before daybreak.  As a young boy, the walk from the house towards the 
livestock barn was seen as more of an adventurous exploit than a chore.  Alyosha would occasion-
ally pick up a stick from the ground and wield it, pretending to be a high ranking officer in the 
Tsar’s army.  These early mornings left the boy immensely tired, but they also instilled in him a 
sense of pride towards the land his family cultivated and towards his father who worked tirelessly 
from the wee hours of the morning until nightfall.  But that was all a distant memory to Alyosha.  
The farm of his childhood no longer existed, and his mother and father had been buried for five 
years.  It still seemed inconceivable, how quickly everything had changed, how all those he loved 
had been shot down like animals, how he had been shipped thousands of miles from his home, 
and how he had been thrust into this perpetual darkness.  
 Alyosha entered the barn and as he reached for his sickle, the memory of the day Fate 
had stripped the man of all of his happiness crept back into his mind.  That pleasant August 
morning in 1919 when Alyosha, who at the time was approaching the age of sixteen, was in his 
mother’s garden.  The boy was inspecting the leaves of the turnips and making sure that rodents 
were not nibbling at the vegetables.  Although that morning seemed peaceful, Alyosha and his 
family knew otherwise.  In their region an army, led by revolutionaries, was claiming land and 
promising to right the abhorrent wrongs that had befallen the masses under the earlier regime of 
aristocrats.  Yet the collectivized system these Bolsheviks chose to instill usurped farmland from 
families that had been working the same piece of pasture for generations.  Once Alyosha had 
reached the conclusion that rabbits were in fact eating some of his family’s turnips, he decided 
to head for the house and report the finding to his mother.  He opened the back door, and upon 

Of Flesh or Freedom
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reaching the kitchen could hear angry voices coming from the front porch.  Alyosha was sure 
one of them was his father.  The boy headed towards the front door, where he found his mother 
anxiously peering through one of the house’s windows.  “Who is father talking to out there? And 
why do you look so frightened? Is something wrong?” 
 His mother turned to him, “Aly, please go up to your room and only come down once I 
tell you to, now hurry!” 
 The boy headed for the stairs and as he began to ascend towards the second floor, he 
could hear the voices rise in tone until both were at the brink of yelling.  Then a momentary 
silence and, finally, a sudden ear-splitting shot.  A number of men in tattered military uniforms 
came through the door and dragged Alyosha’s screaming mother from the house and into the 
front yard.  The boy remained motionless on the steps, the gunshot echoing further and further 
into his mind.  Alyosha knew he should run out after his mother and throw himself between her 
and the revolutionaries, yet his legs remained unmoving.  The throaty bellow of a man rang in 
the boy’s ears.  “The wife of a traitor becomes herself a traitor!” Alyosha could hear the desperate 
whimpers of his mother as she clambered over the lifeless body of her husband.  The woman’s 
sobbing grew in sound until the boy could hear her begging for her own life to be spared.  There 
was another roar of igniting gunpowder and then silence.
 The revolutionaries forced Alyosha to board a train that would take him to a collectivized 
farm in central Siberia.  On the train Alyosha was packed in with countless other youth.  It was 
obvious why the Bolsheviks had spared them; the new government needed a strong and healthy 
agrarian class to help feed the rapidly growing Western provinces.  As the steam engine left the 
station, Alyosha was forced to confront the despair known only to those who have been exiled 
from their beloved homeland.  No longer was he to walk carelessly down the dirt roads of the 
town with his father.  No longer was he to help his mother care for the family’s livestock.  The 
boy felt part of himself disappearing as the melodic hum of the train’s engine increased in pitch.  
 It had now been five years since his arrival and the scars within the young man’s heart 
had come close to healing.  Alyosha no longer shed tears over his existence in the lonesome 
expanse of Siberia.  The pain of his parents’ murders had also begun to fade.  There was too 
much work to entertain such thoughts.  He woke before the sun rose and went to sleep long after 
Orion, wielding his sword and shield, entered the sky.  Sadness ceased to dwell in the man’s heart, 
yet he was not joyful.  This eradication of sentiment was the ambition of the ruling party.  With-
out emotion one fails to exist as a person and instead endures each day as a mechanism, nothing 
more.  Yet, those in charge of this grand dehumanization failed to perceive the intrinsic flaw in 
their gloriously proclaimed economic project.  The passion within man’s heart might be reignited 
by the most simple and primal tendency: falling in love.  And that is precisely what happened to 
Alyosha Dernov.
 Fetching his sickle, Alyosha started for the portion of field he had been assigned to 
harvest.  The man’s toil began, and throughout the morning hours, men from the bunkhouses 
started to trickle into the fields.  The collective group of harvesters had an immense task ahead of 
them, and the only way to make the time pass was to yell to each other over the swaying stalks of 
wheat.  The words among the laboring men could consist of stories about sexual exploits, jokes, 
or even gossip about the communists and the farm they were on.  Usually, Alyosha paid no atten-
tion to the conversations, but this morning his ear had been pricked by one recurring phrase: the 
arrival of women.  As he worked, Alyosha listened attentively to the exchange among a number of 
the other men.  One said that the previous night as he had been falling asleep, two Soviet offi-
cers walked past his bunkhouse conversing about the arrival of women to the farm.  For a reason 
unknown to Alyosha, this news caused something inside him to stir briefly.  The beat of his heart 
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quickened.  
 Once the sun had dropped behind the sloping hills, a horn was blown to announce the 
end of labor and the beginning of supper.  Men returned their tools to the barn and then headed 
into the dining quarters.  To the harvesters’ surprise, they were all ordered to sit down immediate-
ly rather than form a line to receive food and drink.  Alyosha followed the orders and settled on 
a seat towards the front of the room.  Once all of the men had been seated, a government official 
walked to the front of the chalet.  The official, with his creased grey uniform and clean-cut-hair, 
looked distastefully over the harvesters.  There was no introduction.  Instead, the man proceeded 
to simply announce the news he had brought with him.  “Tomorrow at noon, a group of fifteen 
women laborers from a nearby farm will arrive at this grain plantation.  They will begin work im-
mediately and do as you do.  They will all stay in the unused bunkhouse near the barn that holds 
your tools.  We expect no complications with this new addition of laborers, as it should increase 
the output of grain from this farm.”
 The Soviet glanced once more at the group of men in front of him and then departed for 
the back of the room.  From there he would take a carriage fifteen miles to the nearest train sta-
tion and leave Siberia for Petrograd.  The official hoped to get home and quickly forget the stench 
of the agrarian class.  With the news of women becoming definitive, the men ate their bread and 
pork excitedly.  Following supper, many headed for the bunkhouses, but a few of the more daring 
men risked receiving a lashing by sneaking down to the river.  They wanted to wash themselves 
before being confronted with members of the opposite sex.  All of the men fell asleep with vivid 
memories of past lovers floating through their minds.  All of them except for Alyosha, who, de-
spite his brief excitement earlier, had quickly fallen back into his state of habitual dispassion.
 At noon the following day, a caravan arrived at the farm carrying fifteen women.  They 
stepped down from the horse-drawn wagon as nearly all of the men in the fields strained the 
muscles of their necks to catch a glimpse.  Alyosha only glanced up as the last woman descended.  
She cautiously walked down the steps of the wagon and upon reaching the dusty ground, moved 
in with the rest of the group.  Two officers announced that they would be showing the new ar-
rivals their sleeping quarters.  Even from a distance, Alyosha was struck by the beauty of this last 
woman.  Unlike the day before when he had felt a temporary thrill, the man was now confronted 
with a prolonged fiery sensation within his breast.  It was flowing through his veins and arteries, 
like sediment in a river.  The man’s fingers started to twitch and the act of standing began to seem 
arduous.  The woman followed the officers and came closer to Alyosha.  With each step she took 
he saw new details of the woman that propelled him into an even deeper fervor.  It was her gently 
curved body, pale freckled face, and flowing brown hair that did these things to Alyosha.  Nev-
er before had he felt so strongly about something or someone.  It was more profound than the 
love he had had for his mother and of a higher intensity than the hate he had felt towards those 
who killed her.  By the time Alyosha regained control over his thoughts, the group of women 
had already made it to their bunkhouse and were unpacking their things.  That afternoon, the 
man decided that he would introduce himself to this brown-haired woman as soon as he got the 
chance.  
 With the approaching arrival of the sun, one of the farm’s roosters waded through a sea 
of dew-brushed grass.  Upon reaching a bunkhouse, the bird spread its wings and fluttered to the 
roof where it released a throaty squawk into the morning air.  The men underneath awoke to this 
sound nearly every morning and would have killed the bird long ago if it were not for the strict 
rules of the farm.  But this morning was different.  There was a sense of excitement on the morn-
ing breeze, and even Alyosha could do nothing but breathe it in.  The sight of the woman the 



U
ns

te
ad

y 
Ye

ti
, T

oo
 (P

ho
to

gr
ap

hy
) 

—
 P

at
ri

ck
 F

in
uc

an
e 

‘1
6



54

Signatures

Gregory

previous day had burned itself deep within the man’s mind, and this memory prodded him to get 
out of bed and go to the field.  Alyosha hastily threw his clothes on and departed for the meadow, 
but to his disappointment, the woman was nowhere to be found.  The man reassured himself with 
the knowledge that it was still early.  The woman was perhaps just getting ready for her first day of 
harvesting.  Despite his present sentiment of wistfulness, Alyosha knew that he should get to work 
instead of looking around dejectedly for the entire morning.  Although his thoughts remained 
on the woman, Alyosha began to sweep his sickle over the wheat.  The man worked tirelessly, and 
after an hour of toil the temperature became warm enough that he began to sweat.  As the muscles 
of his right arm clenched and loosened, beads of perspiration accumulated on his brow.  Eventual-
ly, the sweat began to run down the man’s face and into his eyes, inducing him to take the bottom 
hem of his shirt and wipe at his face.  As Alyosha pulled the cloth up to his eyes, he noticed a 
silhouette walking near the edge of the meadow.  Without hesitation, he knew it to be the brown-
haired woman.  The man continued to work, but in a manner that the Soviet officers would have 
deemed unsatisfactory.  Every minute he would glance up above the golden heads of wheat to see 
the woman.  She was wearing a patterned piece of white cloth upon her head and a frayed blue 
dress that was stained with dirt.  The woman had evidently been assigned to work the same piece 
of field as Alyosha, since the two were no more than thirty yards apart.  The man felt frozen in 
place.  He was more intimidated by her presence than even the monstrous hunting shepherds the 
Soviets kept on the farm.  Every time he looked up over the field and saw the woman and her 
graceful movements, Alyosha imagined himself walking over to her and becoming so anxious that 
he would forget how to speak and instead utter gibberish.  He knew this daydream was absurd, yet 
it still managed to keep him from approaching the woman.  As the day wore on and morning gave 
way to afternoon, the man became upset with himself for stalling.  It was clear that the woman 
had no intention of introducing herself.  Alyosha would have to initiate introductions if he 
wanted to meet her.  After hours of languishing in self-doubt, the man finally elected to walk over 
to the woman and introduce himself.  She did not glance up until he was within a few feet of her.  
 “Well i-it looks as if the two of us will be working the same piece of meadow,” stammered 
the man.  The woman looked up with an expressionless face.  
 “That appears to be so.” As the woman spoke, Alyosha became fixated on her blue eyes.  
When the woman finished speaking, the man realized he had not actually introduced himself by 
name.  
 “My name is Alyosha Dernov, I…I…forgot to mention that at first.  What’s your 
name?” 
 “I’m Karina.”
 “And what is your family name?”
 “Sobolevsky,” The woman replied unenthusiastically.  
 “Karina Sobolevsky, that’s a pleasant name.  What town do you hail from?” Alyosha in-
quired, hoping to get something out of the woman besides indifference.  
 “My family was originally from Vilya, but they’re all gone now.”
 “We lived close to each other before the revolution, I’m from Saransk!” the man said 
excitedly.  This caused the woman to smile briefly.  
 “One of my uncles lived in that town.  I wonder if we ever passed each other on the road 
when my family came to visit him.”
 “Oh, I’m sure we must have!” exclaimed Alyosha.  Immediately after the man finished 
speaking, the horn blew, signaling supper.  Karina picked up her sickle and turned to Alyosha. 
“You should come talk to me tomorrow at this same time.  It was a nice relief from the work.”
 With that final statement, the woman turned her back to the man and headed towards 
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the barn to put her tool away.  She walked out of the field through the hazy dusk light, and a 
grin, the likes of which had not been seen since Alyosha’s childhood, spread across the man’s face.  
The following day, Alyosha did as Karina had asked.  A few minutes before the dinner horn blew, 
he waded through the meadow of wheat to speak with the woman.  Unlike the previous day, 
Karina welcomed Alyosha with a thin smile.  The two harvesters spoke for a number of minutes, 
and Alyosha was even able to invoke laughter from the woman with a story about one of his 
family’s pigs.  The two continued these little meetings for weeks.  Karina warmed up to Alyosha, 
and eventually began to tell the man about her life before and after the revolution.  The fact that 
they had shared many of the same horrific experiences drew them closer together.  Karina had 
heard the gunshots that had taken the lives of her parents, and she, like Alyosha, had become 
deeply detached from her own existence.  She told the man about her time on a collectivized 
cotton plantation in Kazakhstan.  However, because of an unending drought, the Soviets decided 
to abandon the farm and ship the laborers into nearby lands.  That was how Karina had arrived in 
Siberia.
 As the relationship between the man and woman grew, Alyosha could not help but 
imagine Karina Sobolevsky as his lover and wife.  Each night before bed the man would imagine 
laying next to her.  He would be running his fingers over the woman’s smooth skin.  Alyosha 
prayed that she longed for him as he did for her.  Their meetings continued and the man tried 
to decipher Karina’s attitude towards him.  Was it that she simply wanted a friend to seek com-
fort in, or did she want something more? He decided that the only way to find out the woman’s 
sentiment towards him was to confront her about it.  But Alyosha needed more time than the 
fleeting moments they spent together before supper.  So the man decided to invite Karina to 
sneak out with him at night and head for a place where they could speak to each other at length 
without being interrupted.  The woman, although hesitant at first, agreed to silently creep out 
of her bunkhouse at midnight once all the officers had gone to bed.  The two would meet up 
at the barn, and then head for a hillside just north of the plantation.  Alyosha got to the barn 
nearly twenty minutes before midnight.  The man wanted to consider what he was going to say 
to Karina, knowing full well that this could be his only chance to properly express how he felt.  
A few minutes past midnight, Alyosha heard faint footsteps approaching him.  The moon was 
full, but presently tucked behind a solitary cloud.  The darkness made it impossible for the man 
to determine whether the person approaching was Karina or a Soviet officer.  Thankfully, just as 
panic began to rise in the man’s chest, the cloud shrouding the moon moved off, illuminating the 
sinuous beauty of Karina’s figure.  The man and woman quietly remarked at their luck of having 
the full moon to guide them towards the hill, and then set off.  Once at the top of the hill, the 
man sat down, and motioned Karina to come sit near him.  
 “Are you warm enough, Karina? I’m comfortable, so if you need an extra garment tell 
me.”
 “Oh, I’m fine; I made sure to wear the wool sweater my grandmother knitted for me.”  
Looking at the woman’s curving cheekbones, Alyosha decided that he could wait no longer.  The 
feelings he had within his heart for this woman were simply too much to contain.  
 “Karina, these past weeks have been more than I could have dreamt of.” Alyosha paused, 
trying to extract any cues from the woman’s face.  Her expression had not changed.  
 “Before you arrived at this farm I was like a machine.  Years went by and all I felt was the 
soreness of my tendons and the sweat on my back.  But then you entered my life, and I have ex-
perienced nothing but exhilaration.  Each night I fall asleep to the thought of running my hands 
over your body and through your hair.  I love you, Karina, and I pray you feel the same way.”
  The man’s words drifted through the night air and into the ears of Karina.  At first, she 
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did not recognize the true meaning of the confession.  But as his utterance swirled about in her 
head, the woman felt the beat of her heart quicken.  She had told Alyosha her darkest memories and 
he had done nothing but comfort her.  She looked into his eyes and knew that she had fallen in love 
with Alyosha Dernov.  Karina moved closer to the man and then lifted her thin pink lips to his.  The 
two began to kiss.  Alyosha put his hands on the woman’s hips and pulled her closer, all the while 
pressing his lips against Karina’s.  After a few moments, the man felt another sensation take hold of 
him.  It induced Alyosha to grab Karina’s hand and dash through the night towards the barn.  Once 
inside, the two gazed upon each other, their faces clearly illuminated in the moonlight.  Karina, 
now feeling the same bodily yearning that Alyosha had sensed on the hill, untied the back of her 
dress and let it fall to the hay-covered floor.  As the man beheld the unblemished body of Karina, an 
invisible force urged him towards the naked woman.  That night, intertwining, the two sealed their 
newfound love in carnal passion.
 Alyosha and Karina continued these night-time excursions until the first snow of the 
season.  They would sometimes walk through the darkened countryside, and other times spend an 
entire night lying with each other in the barn.  
 It was after one such night-time excursion that Alyosha was confronted with a torturous 
decision.  The man had just returned to his bunkhouse after a midnight walk with Karina.  He 
opened the door as quietly as he could and then proceeded to creep silently towards his bed.  Once 
undressed and into his night clothes, the man slid underneath his covers.  Immediately after shut-
ting his eyes, a hoarse voice from the other side of the room whispered out.  
 “What you are doing with that brown-haired woman is a mistake.” Alyosha, at first think-
ing he must have imagined the words, rolled over and tried to get some rest.  But the voice spoke up 
again.  
 “You’re tethering yourself to this plantation by carrying on with that woman.”
Alyosha, becoming annoyed, angrily whispered out.  “Do not speak as if you know me, what I do is 
not of your concern.  You sound jealous of my relations with Karina Sobolevsky.”
 There was a brief silence and then the voice responded.  “I am not jealous of you fornicat-
ing with that woman.  I’m jealous of your legs.  Do you not realize that by coupling with her you’re 
ruining your opportunity to escape? Women are a fickle pleasure.  One moment they are young 
lovers, and the next they are nothing but old wrinkly hags.  The euphoria you are experiencing will 
fade.”
 Alyosha, furious now, sat up in his bed and looked out into the darkened room.  He 
thought he could make out the familiar silhouette of one of the older men of the bunkhouse.   
Again the voice muttered.  “Freedom is the only inexhaustible source of happiness for man.  By ly-
ing with the woman, you’ll become attached and then shackled to this mundane life forever.  Leave 
now, while you still have the health!”
 “The officers keep hunting dogs at the ready for when a laborer escapes.  Even if I wanted 
to, I’d be sniffed out by the dogs and then flogged by the communists!” Alyosha countered.
 “If you were to slip away quietly right after supper and run hastily to the south you would 
come to train tracks.  A locomotive travels westward on those tracks every night at eleven.  You’d 
easily be able hop into one of the railcars and ride it all the way to Petrograd or Moscow.  From 
there, all you would have to do is sneak onto another train going into Europe.  That would be the 
start of a free life.”
 “Why should I trust you and your supposed knowledge of the railroad?” Alyosha remarked.
 “I used to be a railway operator in this part of the empire before the revolution, and I know 
the communists have kept the train schedule the same.  Some nights I’ll head outside and put my 
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ear to the ground.  I can still hear the faint vibrations of a locomotive running off to the south.”
 No more was said that night between the two men.  But the words resonated in Alyo-
sha’s conscience, and compelled him to decide what he thought happiness in life consisted of.  
Was it a partner or was it freedom? When he spoke with Karina now, he sometimes imagined 
what she would look like in thirty or forty years.  Would he still be enthralled by her beau-
ty? Sometimes when he was alone, the man would look out into the forest on the edge of the 
plantation and imagine himself running through it, hurtling towards a liberated existence.  With 
the onset of spring, Alyosha began to obsess over his two potential futures.  He could stay on 
the farm and request that the communists allow him to marry Karina, or he could pack a canvas 
bag with supplies and head for the train tracks.  Alyosha’s mind was made up one warm night 
in late April.  He awoke from a nightmare in which Karina had been sitting in front of him, but 
then began to scream as her hair turned from brown to gray and her smooth pale skin became 
wrinkly and blotched.  
 The following day, the man asked Karina if she would want to go for a late-night 
walk around the plantation.  The woman readily agreed.  As they walked, Alyosha occasionally 
glanced over at his lover.  He wanted to remember her as she was in that moment.  But the man 
could not look for very long.  He carried a formidable sense of guilt along with him that night.  
If all were to go as planned and he left the next day, he would never see Karina again.  The 
thought stabbed at him like a bayonet, yet the pain did not elicit a change in the man’s plot of 
escape.  Alyosha was set on reaching the train tracks.  After he said goodnight to Karina the man 
watched the woman walk towards her bunkhouse.  As her form was swallowed by the blackness 
of the night a lone tear escaped from Alyosha’s left eye.  
 The following day was one of anxious preparation for the man.  He quietly grabbed a 
canvas bag from the barn and began packing which items of his would be crucial for the escape.  
Underneath his bed he found a note that Karina had written to him, and he stuffed it into his 
pocket.  When all was ready, Alyosha waited for the precise moment when supper was let out 
and then dashed for the southern treeline.  Before entering the forest, Alyosha looked back to 
see Karina leaving the dining quarters.  She was talking with one of the older women.  To avoid 
being seen, the man crouched down at the edge of the woods and continued to watch.  Abruptly 
an image of Karina in a wedding dress flashed through Alyosha’s mind.  He saw himself lifting 
the woman’s veil and glimpsing upon her thin smile.  The image then changed to Karina carry-
ing a small child in her arms.  It was undoubtedly his son.  The child uttered a cry, and then the 
image changed one final time.  Karina and Alyosha were now in their final moments together, 
each breathing slowly and smiling at each other.  As the image faded from the man’s mind, it oc-
curred to him that perhaps Karina’s love was the means to true happiness.  Yet he felt something 
behind him tugging.  It was of no tangible essence, but Alyosha knew he could no longer ignore 
the lure of emancipation.  The man carefully rose from the ground. Before turning towards the 
forest he whispered out: “Goodbye, Karina Sobolevsky.”

—Malcolm Gregory ‘16
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 “Vas te coucher; tu frequentes demain.” Tomorrow never came.  The sun never rose.
 My innocent country woke up to the sounds of guns as a group of teenagers attempted 
to reconcile their lost hopes with violence.  Riots started in my hometown of Douala and pervad-
ed my entire country of Cameroon.  Trenches replaced soccer fields; inflation, violence, unem-
ployment, and oppression reigned.  My unadulterated hometown was transformed by the cries of 
innocent bystanders, stains of blood, and doomed standoffs with the army, resulting in curfews 
and school closures.  The violence eventually ceased, but the damage was irreversible.  My inno-
cent image of peaceful Cameroon was shattered.  Robbed of hope and opportunity, my family 
emigrated to America two years later.
  The reality of my departure started to settle in after I played my last soccer game on the 
abandoned, arid, doomed field located in our neighborhood.  Warm tears rolled down my face as 
I realized the unfairness of my departure; I was afforded the opportunity to chase after a dream, 
while my friends were involuntarily cemented to live in an inescapable nightmare.  On November 
21, 2009, we boarded the plane.  As I embarked, I sensed a burden to represent my family, my 
country, and my continent.  I also realized, however that a brighter future lay ahead of me.
 My future then rested in the West.  Our first house, a second story apartment, had no 
furniture; its beauty lay in the white walls exuding a scent of fresh paint that often reminded us 
of our solitude.  These early difficulties provoked me to believe that it was never too late to return 
to Cameroon, but that idea was just another illusion to escape the gravity of the situation.  I 
realized that the American language barriers, harsh climate and modest apartment were all part of 
the journey.  
 The realities of the American Dream were a slap to the face, exposing my father to the 
economic and physical oppressions of factory work.  My mother, the rock of our family, lost her 
humanity in this economy, constantly working two jobs to keep our family afloat.  I was only 
eleven, so I could not get a job.  At first, I felt useless, but I soon realized that I actually had a 
job: school.  The job was difficult, mainly because I did not know English.  I was fluent in French 
and two tribal dialects, but that blessing soon became a curse as I tried to learn a fourth language.  
The occasional “Je pense que,” instead of “I think that,” or a simple “oui” instead of “yes,” exacer-
bated insecurities in my ability to learn yet another language.  I started to associate English with 
the imagery of a confinement cell, underscoring the fact that I was unable to express myself and 
make friends.  I felt the temptation to open my fists and give up, but how could I do that when 
my family was working so hard? I closed my fists and committed myself to school.  I refused to 
allow English to be a prison door.  
 Recently, I had the chance to reconnect with one of my childhood friends on Facebook.  
During our first conversation, an imbalance in our expressed optimism was evident as he 
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reiterated that migration to Europe or America was his only hope.  While I am questing for the 
American Dream, he is stuck in a Cameroonian Nightmare.  I intend to use my education to 
work toward the African Dream, ensuring that young Africans like us do not have to emigrate to 
fulfill our destinies.  I am dedicated to assure that young girls like my sister can continue their 
education, and women like my mother can achieve equality.  Africa needs new leaders, and I 
strive to be one.  

—Guy Chinang ‘16

A small town lies where the freeway bends;
Where the railroad turns, and the river ends.
Pungent petrol blights the air,
As downcast truckers sadly stare
At the beautiful absence of motion.
The sunlight fades beneath a darkened dome,
As the weary townsfolk trundle home.
Near nine, the grocer leaves his store,
And marvels, hearing the freeway’s roar,
At the sonorous freedom of motion.

I-94

—Ted Chisholm ‘16
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Stop killing
Stop shooting
Stop robbing
Stop the violence

Stop smoking
Stop drinking
Stop stealing
Stop the crimes

Stop bombing churches 
Stop shooting up schools
Stop sending threats
Stop institutionalizing us while whites walk unscathed

Stop racial profiling
Stop the Black-on-Black crime
Stop the White-on-Black crime
Stop feeding the news with something to talk about

Stop equating the bad with the good 
Stop killing us, police
Stop and think
Stop before you pull the trigger and let me grow up

Stop being a statistic in our society.

Stop

—Breon Nash ‘19
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