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Welcome:t o thi el Col | egedlsePooenkati ve publicatiolf,
As sponsors ofThe Phoenixthe English Department, the English Club, and Sigma Tau Delta are pleased again to sijare
with you, in what has become an anticipated yearly tradition, some literary and artistic works of our students, facult
and al umni The variety of literary and artistic dpntri
an increasingly challenging and enjoyable process. This year, we had the privilege of reading and evaluating morejthan
120 submissions. I am especially grateful to this yjeards

of this issue was consistent and admirable. In the spirit of the motto of Sigma Tau D&&ncerity, Truth, and Desighn
we dedicate this issue to all of you whose interest in pursuing the liberal arts and sciences inspires you to refine, e
plore, question, and consider the significance of the written word and the artistic process in our daily lives.

In Egyptian mythology, the Phoenix was a beautiful, lone red bird that lived in the Arabian desert for 500 or 600 ye
and then consumed itself in fire, rising renewed from the ashes to start another long life. A symbol of regeneration,
immortality, and hope, it is an appropriate symbol of Thiel College and of a liberal arts education. Our publicaten
Phoenixtestifies to the courage of the Thiel community to use our intellects and imagination, and to share the pown
and wisdom of the creative process in the selections you are about to read and in the visual pieces you are about

behold.

We hope you enjoy the literary and artistic selections that follow. We invite you to contribut&he Phoenixy submit-
ting your own creative or artistic pieces to Dr. Hall (305 Greenville Hall) or any member of the Editorial Board.

Dr. Mary Theresa Hall
Chair and Professor of English;
Advisor of Sigma Tau Delta antihe Phoenix

qrs

A Thiel Rose Kendell Harrell

~Dedication~

We dedicate this issue of
The Phoenix to Dr. Chris Moinet ,
Professor of English. We would like
to thank you for your 25 years of
teaching and service at
Thiel College.

but

ed|



Beyond the Cover Clean Break

DJ Martino Stephanie Flask

Pages run black with ink. This was no clean break.

Characters run red with blood. Jaded, the jagged edges

Into the paper the pen does sink. slice deep into my fragile skin.

A city is then taken by a flood. Shedl |l eat you wup
and hurl you out like you were

Words run rampant, forming lines. nothing.

A great army approaches, uniform and stark. But you are something;

Off fresh ink the light starts to shine, someone that has calloused me

Even though the battl ean@refusddhRtinyachng mor e dsa
heart be.

The author pauses to formulate a thought. ] ]
Time stands still as though by a divine hand.  Climbing a Star
Immortalized on parchment, the action is caught.Miles Wilburn
At the same time, a war continues in a far away lggfight | leave to climb a star
| climb out my window onto the roof
Final chapter finished, the author takes his leaveand wait for a low one to soar by.
Within his story, a glorious Fruth Is given light. | cling onto the molten surface
Though for his char actgyginfoledpl&ive: NO OnNne v
Such tales are matched only by those who can write.
| admire its beauty and understand it

fully
or at least | believe | do

But,
I lose my grip on something unex-
pected and

fall to the roof again.

Frustrated, | declare | won't climb
stars anymore
But | find myself always climbing

Always aiming too high
Always aiming for you.

Ex Libris Hyun Woo Kim



The earth turns before and

beneath me
Duranna E. Fretts

So Real
Matt Hadden

Blood shot eyes and a lack of vision:

. Lo o (I am not whole)
This reality is stranger than fiction.

I

I

I

I

I

I

I

i . The earth turns
| hate to be togetheri | 0®ior@ahdbeRechtinet 0 be
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i al one
Boundaries are bleeding, and definitions are (I stand still) i
blurred. _ Snow melts, :
| never knew my mind was so obscure. The water trickles down ;
I 6d hate to admit thait | 0mMyoheRnanblsn 9 9r i pé
Nothing but pain with the taste of your lips. And falls. i

1
él want answers not a; def ithbaleires Befd :
€. 1 candot deal with tihis oWigeidiABard confusi on
ébeloved truths are hii de o Ufisdebthuheri 0Nns € i
émy worst dr eams neve:r seemed so real é !

i _ The sun dances :
| dm here, but 1 d&dm absient Mibevd®iR clouds ;
| 6d have to say that il dve wapgdss ti me. i
Days are flying seeing through clear eyes. ! Fades into the horizon. !
If 16m happy, can you tell 106m Iying? :
Letos see thing for whafamthdvhde, yeiEtd st i
Dig a |little deeper, I candt feel a thiing.
Eight more years apdy,Lol . b e gone, 7
Unless | catch up to myself sooner. Tn Mer‘horlantﬁ
DJ Martino

My worst dreams never seemed so real! o
Once the land of a great civilization,

Now, diluted descendants trample the remains.

Untitled
Stephanie Flask lts secrets once wrought gentlemen strong.
Its colors now fade, forgotten in darkness.

He ate my heart
In exchange for his soul.
He ate me up
And | hurled him out.
We were nothing to each
other,
And nothing we shall be.

A momentary lush,

An infatuation crushed.
Forget me, you tramp,
Il 61l never be

Here, branches once shaded playing children.
Stricken by war, its ashes cover the bones.

Once a shelter, a place of mental healing,
Now, condemned, entombing a chorus of screams.

lts | essons once spoke of h
Now, wreathed in flames, it speaks no more.

Once living, breathing, talking, loving.
Now, decaying, rigid, silent, and cold.

Yhérelsino trMeBgifreminder than a memorial.
6



OutSmarts
Leah Kook

The World Record for Solving a 6s Cub
teenyearold boy from Australia.

| threw the cube to the desk, smashing the intricately laid pieces into a pile of mig-
shapen blocks. | swore loudly and laid my eyes in my hands. Only a damned genius cqdjld
think of something so awful.

| rubbed my eyes to watch ripples form behind my lids. They were the same brigjpt,
solid colors of the Rubi kds cube, enj oy
silent moments, | opened my eyes again and pinched a single block in my fingers, tryinfj to
decide where the others should fit around it. | felt like a child, challenged to match shap ' and

holes.

After a few minutes of deep concentration, | retrieved a plastic sandwich bag frofjh a
kitchen cupboard and carefully dropped every piece inside. When | was sure | had not [fissed
a single block from the dismantled cube, | zipped the bag shut. | was slow and deliberaje, even
pressing the excess air out.

| closed a thumb and forefinger around a corner of the bag, and held it from mygglf as
if it spoiled the air. | then stepped around the corner and down a short flight of stairs.

Il was now in my fatherés workshop. snapp
the small room. In the orb of its illumination sat a heavy table.

| placed the bag and its contents in the very center of the table. Obsessively, | sfjfaight-
ened it and flattened the pilebds irregdgl ar sh
mer from its position on the wall and proceeded to smash the living daylights out of the|is-
mantl ed Rubi kds cube. The plastic snappfed and
white insides and warping into garbage.

ASolved it!o I c¢cried up the stairs.

| replaced the hammer on the wall and left, leaving the toy and baggie on the taljle, and
flicking out the light as | went.



Alone in the Brooklyn Lights Ringing

Amy Jane Matchett
Duranna E. Fretts

| guess this is how it feels to be all alone.

The rats, the mites, dirt crawling on my clothing Forget me, church bell chime,

The man across the street waiting for me to leave my spoterlg no more on thIS blttecold night.

Me knowingé that the minute al k

I 611 be forced to fist fi g-Flhf"n'ghﬁW%YOH@rthetnlghtffé’lfj another &k
2:01 a.m., and the song calls me home.

Maybe I shouldnot have [ etBgchtedbd the light, tipsy with the

She was the only one who made me feel whole

Took me away from this shattered place

Full of broken dreams and, cardboard, and trash Hours ago | drank to live; hours ago | drank

She knew this wasndét me, dg el te how it appeared on t#h

surface.

noise,

Forget me, church bell chime,

My life was supposed to consists of focus and rhyme Ring no more, on this bittecold night.
Spending my life swinging from the branches of serenity
Never did | think it would all turn out this way

| lost the people who meant the most to me.

In that apartment fire three years ago.

My mother and father caught in the entrapment of opule
Watching their faces fade away in the auburn light
Fighting to accept that there was nothing | could do

No hose on my back to put out the pending doom

Lost in that room was my sister and my brother too.

What did you expect me to do? | was already out.

Leg broken in half from the crash of the lobby desk
Saved by volunteers who had no reason to pick me first
I hope it was just my location that made me the pick
Little did they know | had nothing to offer.

My father was the man | always wanted to be.

My mother was a saint sent straight from Calcutta.
My sister was more beautiful than a summer night.
My brother was only three.

And yet they chose to save me.

What can | do to prove their name worthy?

Lost in this alley fighting drug dealers late at night
Just praying one never has a knife hidden in his pocket Irony
Ready to stab the next lazy bum trying to steal his last breath. Allen Morrill
This back street in Brooklyn has never been this dark.




Defy Window
Kayla Ohlin Abby Kusserow

Out of grasp, just beyond my reach you stand

Tall. A smile beams across your sweet face. Open the window to my heart,
She comes into view, hair dark and skin tanned. Wwaiting and yearning to be free,
| watch her meet your gaze. How can | chase
You with her presence? Tears well in my eyes,
Reflections of my past. Never loved by world,

One like you . Can | take you by surprise? Open it wide and full,

Hands are tremdbling as | choose to defy
My odds. | inch closer, commanding a Dondot be afraid,
Point in your line of vision and | dance. But until yo arendt
Step by step you watch me. She sees me draw
You in. Gasping, her acts only enhance

My mood. Majestically, he brings me close, For that window to open.
Sparking a love none other can oppose.

To flow my love through the

c

My heart will wait,

Macabre

Ciara Frain

Wings of burnt bone, feathered with ash.
Black, ebony, draped like a sash;

Ring atop a silvery head;

Glacier blue eyes, cold, frostbitten, dead.
Spirit is wilted

Decisions are tilted;

His soft soul so forlorn;

Body decrepit, cracked, and worn.

Soft silver kisses had once made him glow,

. T x OEAO EA NOEO EEO
I x EOGBO0 110 1 O6AE 111
He shivers as he feels death coming on.

The light begins to creep over the hill;

It shines in his burnt eyes as they fill. 3
The rays make him crumble, the wind makes hin®

fray, Founta N
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Black Ice and A&E
Matt Hadden

|l 6d I'i ke to think 1 édm an ordinary guy, but
webre ordinary in some sense of the word. | 6d
necessarily constitute the norm, and by that standard alone | could be considered ordinary. | live
alone in a damp apartment, ités not too comfy

sess probably wouldndét admit to being my frie
ticed. | have a bird in my apartment. Steve, the bird, stays in his cage that fits ever so conven-

iently on my television set. Yes, I have a TV
dow covered with black curtains that reek of
a |living room because this isnét really | ivin

ions on the couch, and | usually occupy the one on the left because it is there that | am closest to
my wooden coffee table and ashtray. There is a sofa across the room that reclines, but its hag-
gard conditions warrant no occupants. In the corner of my room is a large, mahogany book

shelf. It would take at least a hundred books to fill, but | only have eleven books that | read over
and over again. Characters that nobody really knows seem to offer more fulfillment than the
people | share drinks with.

My kitchen is the size of a normal bathroo
is stained with rust and old food. Next to the oven is an iron sink. Next to the iron sink is a cof-
fee pot. Followed by a toaster. Followed by bread. Followed by the end of the counter top. Fol-
lowed by an old, oliveolored refrigerator. There is a small tperson table in the center of
my kitchen. | would share coffee with Steve, if he could drink coffee. The floor is dirty, yellow
linoleum with some awful pattern, as if it matters what my kitchen floor looks like. My bed-
room and bathroom are basically the same, since my bathroom is basically a second closet in
my bedroom. My bed is probably big enough for two people, but the only person that usually
sleeps there is me. My walls are covered with posters of the people | wish | had the courage to
be, just |like everybody el sebs. My wardrobe i
khaki jeans and collared shirts. | figure the best way to feel good about a less than good situa-
tion is to look as good as you can, but that will only work for you if you believe that good is a
state of mind. Bright colors bring bright smiles, so | like to wear soft colors and keep a clean

face. I still have a full head of hair, so |
gone.

| donodot really have a job, but I do have s
ager, and | received about $100,000 in a settlement. Why do | have a dirty, small apartment?
Because the more expenses | obtain, the quick

real job, I like to walk around throughout the daytime trying to make myself look sophisticated.

| carry a folded newspaper under my left arm, and | keep a warm cup of coffee in my right

hand. | make sure | walk in and buy the coffee at the espresso shop on the corner. This is where

al | the fancy people hang out, and who woul dn

ltds starting to get cold out again, so |
10:00 a.m. The small increase in temperature makes a huge difference when it comes to the
wind brushing my face and making me uncomfor
feel |l i ke 1 6m being stabbed with a million ti

~+
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Il will walk around for a whil e. Maybe 1061l bu
library and research some obscene topics. For instance, Mein Kampf, because | always won-

dered what Hitler was trying to say, or Jim Morrison and his repetitive acts of indecency. | like

to Il earn about things that most people donot
tion and see the various results. One time, | told a woman that LSD was meant to be a spiritual

drug and people used to take it for religious purposes after the American government tested it

on people. She didnét believe me and she stor
that, and that the War on Drugs is the greatest thing to happen in America. | have trouble be-

lieving that she was a very learned woman. The government made something just so they could

take it away from the people. Imagine.

So ités about to be 10:00 a.m., and I b
was the first real snow of the winter, so my black cotfaeking beanie will have to come out
of the wardrobe. |l 6m not too sure what 1 s on

t hen who knowsé

Upon walking down the steps outside of my apartment, | must have slipped on some
black ice and hit my head pretty good. | woke up in this hospital with a sling on my arm and
some sort of nevflound numbness coursing my veins. The lights are bright here, and these hos-
pital clothes feel coarse against my pale skin. | must have been out for a while because my eyes
still feel heavy like they do after a long night of scotch and cards with Steve. The doctor had
said that he injected me with morphine for my arm and the massive laceration on the side of my

head. They say 1061l be out of here in no ti me
ment . Doc also said | 6d need to fill a prescr
healed. | guess | dondét mind, | mean theyore

|l td6s been a couple days since | took the s
head really changed me. 1tos all | can do to
l'ife |I can rely on to help me out | 6ve been
years, and | havenodot even had one real conver
makes my skin itchy and | 6ém beginning to get
room, and it sounds |i ke people are walking o
tion doesnét end until my arm heal s |l 6m gl ad
of solitude. |l 6m glad | seem to have found so

It was 2 weeks ago that | fell outside of my apartment building. It was 1 week ago that |
started to feel a little crazy. It is tonight that | am terrified to leave this room. | am itching my-

self raw, rendering myself Dbloody, and the no
of fer much protection, so | purchased myself
it beside my bed at night to ease the fear of being killed or robbed or sodomized. The way peo-

pl e have been | ooking at me on the street | at

a pudgy loner with a sling on his arm. | might as well be the punch line to every joke these peo-
ple crack when they laugh and mutter nonsense under their breathes. | am restless, and | need to
find some sort of fulfillment.

Almost a month now since the paranoia and reckless abandonment began. | have now
filled my prescription five times. It takes more and more to feel numb, and even then my mind
i sndt at rest. I am alone, and Steve is no | o

11



would be able to hear him, so | killed him. | wrapped a towel around his head, and | cut it off. |
figured that it would be better for him if he
now officially a fiend. I am now officially positive that | know what it will take to find fulfill-

ment.

When | was cutting Steveds head of f, I f el
ness that had been consuming me. |l dondt Kknow
was attained by killing an innocent bird. If euphoria was achieved by killing something as
meaningless as a bird, | wonder how high taking a real life would get me. Morphine and mur-
der, a deadly dose. | can feel myself smiling from ear to ear as | tickle my chin with the barrel
of a .44 Magnum. | can feel myself in the midst of devising some sick and twisted crimes.

Morning arrives, and | need to crush up and ingest my morning dose of freedom. | pol-
ished my handgun last night before bed, and now | am tucking it into my sling with the barrel

facing out. |l am | eaving the apartment to fin
street, lrunintoamiddlaeged man. Heds wearing a nice suit
guestion. AHey man, my armbés broken. Do you t

trunk of my car?0o
ASure thing, o6 he replied. AWhere are you p

| led the way to my trashy, yet dignified, 1994 Chevy Cavalier. | opened the trunk for
the stranger, and when he bent over to grab the box | had placed in my trunk | approached him
so that my sling was pushed firmly against his back. Before he could ask me what | was doing, |
pulled the trigger. Blood trickled down the back of his suit, and | felt a rush like never before.
His lifeless body was slung halfway into my trunk, so | used my free arm to lift his legs into the
makeshift coffin. Chalk down the first notch on my belt.

The next day, | pulled the same stunt on a number of victims. Three times | pulled the
trigger. Three times | killed innocent people. Three times | fulfilled the void that had become
my misery. | waited until very late at night until | lugged the bodies into my second story apart-
ment bathtub. | tied the garbage bags tightly at the top and drug them into the elevator and
down the hall until | reached my door with the strangers, one at a time. | had four lifeless,
bloody bodies piled up in my bathtub, and | felt no signs of slowing down.

| had no trouble falling asleep anymore, and my mind was at ease. Full of morphine
with a trail of blood on my hands, | was a new man. The same eleven books never seemed so
exciting. For days, | would walk down the streets scoping the innocent faces, searching for new
bl ood. By the time |I had fit twelve bodies in
filled my apartment, but apparently my neighbors did. It is now about 12:00 a.m. on a Thursday
evening in mid December. The date is unclear to me because my mind has been in such a mur-
derous frenzy | ately, but | feel at ease. | ¢
body | know. And | know that it is somebody unwelcome to my dungeon. And | know that the
heavy beating at my door carries more weight than the beating of my cold, black heart.

Four police officers are now barreling through my doorway demanding that | place my
hands behind my head. Four police officers are pointing their government issued weapons at my
numb body. | candét see myself going to prison

12



down all four of these stiffs in uniform, or should | do their job for them. | slowly pull the .44

Magnum from my sling and place it ever so gently against the underside of my chin. Overtop of
the screaming officers, | can hear my heart b
from every pore in my skin. My hands trembling as | slowly pull the trigger back. Bang. My

brains, my blood, my miserable life now splattered and scattered all over my TV room wall. |
know that | wono6t be missed, but damn what a
the next thing | know is that I 6ve got a bath
my apartment, and half a bottle of morphine o
of the serial killers that makes the A&E netw
nothing more. | dondt even know who is going
put something corny from the Bible on my tomb
himself responsible for the heinous crimes | had committed willingly. They should just make

my epitaph say fABlack I ce and A&E. 0 At | east
° )
The Curse of Prometheus
Leah Kook

Curséd Prometheus, called the Giver,
Brought forth the wrath of
The sacrifice of his bloody liver
Was devoured by the great black Raven-Eagle.
And every day did Father Time
Draw back the unfortunate sands again
Without erasing that of Pr
Which captivated his endless pain.
With blazing Apoll ods fir
The RavenEagle would tear and sever
Until fair Lunads final
The chained Prometheusd f|

Plainfield Gothic Richard Dickinson

Manifesto
Tim Taylor

My beliefs are limited, while my ability to believe is not.
My courage is an ongoing disclosure of who | am.
| do stumble | am easily confused and misunderstood.
| barely know what is right. | find that each moment is a testament to eternity.
| am not upset by my moaning wonders, nor satisfied with my life.
| remain truly grateful for every person; asking for the opportunity to show my gratitude.
| am lucky that tomorrow will come, but not so lucky that today will leave.
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A Narcotic Dream

Aaron Daufala

Auburn Light

Amy Jane Matchett

I am possessed by the hold of a narcotic dream.
| am on a higher plain, in an unnatural state.

I am out of my mind, jacked up, ripped to shreds. The

fl ames are rising, |l 6m s h

The smoke of this drug fills my lungs,
Its liquid ecstasy fills my veins,
Its powdered form drips down my throat.
To this feeling | am completely addicted.
| desire it ever more,
And in ever more quantity.
But my lust for it is ever unsatisfied,
For its sweet embrace my body screams
€. And fiends.
This drug of which | speak,
Cannot be bought or sold,
Cannot be weighed out in grams or ounces,
Cannot be packed in a pipe,
Melted in a spoon, popped, or blown.

The color of my skin is beginning to match

The burning thunder in my bloodshot eyes.

My body being crushed by the falling wood.

Each piece so heavy, so powerful, so strong
I wish this wasnot
Could stop the devil from incinerating this place.

Could stop the skin from melting down my face.

happeni ng,

n

In a material state it cannot be seen, The moments flying by, my mi
Tasted, felt, or smelt. | feel the wings of an angel gently lift me up.
Its vapors swell around and within us.
We try to clasp it, only to grab empty air.
Does it exist at all, Through a wall of amber rain,
Or is it simply an acid hallucination? . .
X He takes me out, releasing my pain.
It fills every story, tale, and song,
But is it only a myth shared by all humanity?
Perhaps this question we are meant to answer, \yjthout saying a word, he sets my body down.
By our lives journeys and struggles? _ _
The quest for this drug is never ending. I would ask him his name, but
What is this drug, buté | ove.
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Losing Hope In What is Already [White walls with no writing

Ciara Frain Matt Hadden
Feet fall flat on Running on fumes that a
Eyes set low, but do not panic.

crumbling ground .
) ) ltdés all a phase so the
screaming desperate cries for hearts f§Raibr die> come what may,

yet no heads bare the strength to turwnat denotes such status anyway?
| Ove been pushed

from the very top of the mood target, | have lived , what have you done?

. . h .
trying frantical IS.”ci“gBmy?fZS’?i‘téo o5 me on
CHin up, eyes opemdyou mightfind

kamikaze arrow in deSpair- _ _ The onI_y constant in life is time.
There was good cause for this actionohpainsun may not come, b
His mind is blotted with sweet and sour stains

dripped by angels and demons. 'L 6 'h_' Ih'|at);1 on my back and
Maybe my heart is breaking, maeug ing while the Earth caves in on

r_naybe his heart is too, Smiling wide because we always knew

like the pomegranate seeds; ltés only time until yo

the delicate, thin solubility of the mentbyan&t worry about me, b
revealing a sweet or sour purse.

Just like my blood, creating stains, _ then/now

from one simple leap to that crumbling earth,; ;' \yv 1. Nairn 6709
falling with each drop of crimson,

mixing with crystalline pools swirling out r(;%%g%gmggﬁz <mall things
Now fate shall try this earths strength. a joke ’
a play

a reason/no reason to phone
missing the sounds
the verbal
the guttural
a need/no need to get in touch
mourning comes in unexpected ways
a scent
a penny
a feeling/no feeling like home

Anemone
Stephanie Flask




Fraternal Metamorphosis
DJ Martino
ANo one could tell me where my soul mi ght be.

The sun began to set, and the trees of the forest cast eerie shadows as the crickets began
to play a funeral dirge. The lone traveler hoisted his pack on his shoulder and braced himself
for the coming night. A cold breeze whisked past the man, piercing clothing and skin, chilling
him to the core. He had not managed to find a welcoming shelter in the town that now melted
into the coming darkness behind him. Cold and alone, he trudged onward, thinking only of his
destination.

He hailed from a land of oppression, where friends were commodities based on the size
of oneds wallet. Murder, thievery, and betra
This man, however, was not like his countrymen. While others were content to fight for tenu-
ous luxury, he was equally content to dream. Every day, the very moment that the sun began to
peek over the horizon, he awoke with pen in hand to make a note of his dreams. Ever since he
was a youth, his dreams had seemed to hold particular significance. They also represented free-
dom from this destructive society in which he lived. A plethora of wondrous fantasies had
played in his mind over the years, but, as of late, one dream supplanted all others. In fact, it
was that very dream that spurred him on this pilgrimage. He always found himself flying, not
that it was an unuswual sensation. Hedd dr eam

il searched for God, but he eluded meébod

He was flying over a foreign land, indiscernible at first, but slowly coming into view.
The countryside was somewhat familiar, as though he had been there before. As he flew, he
saw shadows moving on the ground below. They moved quickly, but the dreamer sensed a dark
purpose in the darkness. As he flew onward, there was a terrified scream from below, and the
shadows converged on an unseen victim. The dreamer willed himself onward, attempting to
leave the grisly sounds behind him. However, the gnashing of teeth, the tearing of flesh, the
cracking of bones, all followed him despite the distance from the attack. Images began to fill
the sky, haunting echoes of his homeland. To his left, a bandit stalked a frail maiden, his knife
drawn and his eyes on her purse. To his right, a gluttonous lord whipped a poor servant, whose
minor discretion did not warrant such a punishment.

As he watched, gold coins began to rain from the night sky. The clouds parted, allowing
a small amount of moonlight to come through. The air was filled with the screams of innocents
and the dominating laughter of tyrants, and the rain of coins began to liquefy. The dreamer
watched as the coins transformed into a crimson rain of blood. Terrified screams and trium-
phant laughter combined with the dreadful rain created a cacophonous symphony of gore. The
dreamer found himself unable to hold back tears as he was surrounded by the evils of the world.
Just as he thought he could not possibly resist the encroaching evil any longer, a brilliant light
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pierced the clouds. The dreamer watched as the evil filling the air began to dissipate. The ty-
rants recoiled in fear and shame, staring at a golden purity that could never fit in their shriveled
souls. The murderers and thieves fell to their knees in awe of the ultimate treasure that could
never be stolen. In the coming light, the dreamer beheld a wondrous city. Two towers stood
out, one slightly | eaning, and a single word
passed the entirety of his field of vision, he awoke.

Al sought my brother out and found all threeé

Yes, his pilgrimage was to the ACity of L
imagined. In Bologna, he heard whispers of a secret society, one that offered protection from
the walking corruptions that dared call themselves men. He sought out this society, and the rea-
sons for his trials became clear. His entire life led to this one moment of clarity. In this society,

he found protectorséfriendsébrothers. No | on
These wandering personas were lost in the brilliance of the light he once thought only to see in
his dreams. In the | ight of this secret soc

man. As he emerged from initiation, forever changed for the better, he looked upon his new
brothers and was proud to be a Kappa Sigma.

I Paper Poem I
Ken Klemens

" Scribbled on by careless kids, passed back & forth between silent lovers "
Sometimes your plain pale white, sometimes you are colored or have lines
I You have a variety of forms I
Sometimes your engraved with ignorance, other times wisdom
I cdzli Ftf 6K2 YI1S GKSANI YFN) &adF NG Gk arvs
" You, always there, blank born bare "
Labeled differently by thoughts, images, hate and love
I Sometimes scarred with a dotted line that seals fates I
You display Art and showcase Creativity,
| . 2dzQNB GKS T2dzyRI GA2Yy -@ificizimySei®rhidy fdedoyh that aidsmng|| 2 LISy
imagination in coming alive,
I 2d; Reyot AydSNNHZJE 2N) OKFy3ass ez2dz adre Obyadryi
" that gives birth to ideas and emotioffiesh fetuses of fantasy, fiction and non, abstract and realiﬁm
You host pure and evil but never judge people by race or age
I Instead you greet them like all your brothers, banded together I
You give endless support for invention and creation
[ You play a role in being my savior [
I ,2dzOQNB GKS 2dzifSG F2NJ FEf GKIFAQ GKNJ\(ZSLF\ g AGKA
From beginning to finish you never diminish my wishes and pain, bleeding in ink like vein
|. 2dz I NE GKSNB dzyiiat L OFyQld GKAY]l Fye&Y2NB ||-y|§ £ f
with what is before my eyes and yours



A Bad Penny

Aaron Daufala

One year of misery have | endured,

Pain and sadness were my close companions.
A year ago my hopes were dashed,

And still my love | could not let go.

Despite her scorn | could not turn away,
My devotion only grew day by day.
Every word was a call to her,

To save me from the pain | felt.

Her words led me on to believe,
That a sliver of her heart | owned.
But her actions spoke a painful truth,
That | was farthest from her mind.

And when | could not bear this inconsistency,
| cast her from my life so far.

But as the old adage goes,

like a bad penny she had to return.

By her words she wanted friendship,
And friendship was all | tried to give.
It was not long before | began to slip,
To desire nothing more than her love.

Friendship | would happily give,
Expecting nothing more.

But even that was too much,

Her love, her friend, | could not be.

So | turned my back on the lies and pain,
And once again went as far as | could.
Every day was a trying struggle,

I thought | wouldnot

But now, the holes she left in my heart,
Have become tough scare tissue.

| am stronger and wiser,

One bad penny richer than | was before.

Sun chasers
Duranna E. Fretts

Tireless, we chase after the sun that rises each day

|l ast .

Voices
Amber Williams

All those thoughts and images,

The words that describe those

And put them into sentences.
Those dreams that our minds form
As we sleep each night in our beds.
We hear so many sounds and noises
Each day and in many crowds,

We hear voices and words,

But yours is the only voice

That reaches my ears.

Yours is the only one |

Wish to hear at the start

Of my day and each night

Before | close my eyes,

And hearing your voice as

| drift into a deep sleep,

Each breath rhythmically

Parallel to yours,

Matching breath for breath.

Out of all the voices in the world,
Yours is the only one | wish to hear.

Monday Mourning
Stephanie Flask

Half a woman.
Half alive.
Barely breathing at all inside.

Half a mother.
Half a wife.
My misery | cannot hide.

My sorrow-filled
And grief-stricken body
Loathes me.

| am hollow.
Empty.
An abandoned cave.

| am dilapidated.
Useless.
The empty vestibule | call my womb.

to find that the sun cannot be brought down to our hands, to our souls;
to our fingertips stretching out to touch the raysot to be held, fickle as gold.
But we will not end in defeaso we continue, 'til dark's domain.
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Silent

Jamie Mung

Swept Away

(A tribute to a great friend, Alyssa Emrich)
Leanna Yeager

It was such a day from Hell,
Anyone who knew and saw me could definitely tell
Something in my life was missing
Someone in my life was missing.
The day you were swept away, | felt a piece of me disappearing.

My biggest fears came; you were swept away at seventeen years,
Thinking of all the memories causes laughter and a waterfall of tears.
For a long while, | searched for the reason,

Why He would take you during your least favorite season,

Oh how you hated the winter season.

There is so much that needs to be said,
To tell you everything that runs through my head.
31 T ATU OO1T OEAO O1 OAI 1 xEOE DAI
And you telling me they are all just hideous flies
You were swept away, one of my greatest allies.

'T UOOGAh ) AAT 380 AATI EAOA Uil 66 0A AAAI
But you are always still there to help me face my fears.
)y 1TOA ATA TEOGO Ul O O h OAI Al AAO Ul
And now my guardian angel, our connection will never end.

&1 OAOGAO AT A AOAOh , UOOEAR EOG&I|

When | need strength, | just bow my h
|

ad to pray
“AKABOA ) ETI x Ui 658l

ea
0611 AA OEAOA

Imprisoned

Lindsay Love

Lost and alone
Bound by these cruel chains
| long to see you

R S S | wish | could escape

R i Y g Spread my wings and fly from this
® S Wy A
§ A - place

With you at my side
Together as one
Braving the journey that is life
Come away with me, love,
We'll create a world that's all our own...
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Forgotten Dust )y 611 &1 OCAO 91 O

Amy Jane Matchett Mat Hadden
Sea foam green and a blanket of dust Underneath the moonlit sky, fixated on her
Finding who you really were in that broken box. eyes,
Full of secrets, mysteries, and lies, W e red in her ear o B
ltds a wonder | thougLetherh% r?itvélcovﬁlrge you wer eé’
A wonder that this is such a surprise. 9 ' .
Youdl !l forget me in the mor

Your words are so distant in my ear.
A new photograph with each shedding tear.  Nothing is beautiful without the pain.
Wat er damaged cardboalkd Wouds ammdd mihsuerst frog, megeuor
A chance to learn, a chance to see. This is the end of our prediction,

Our elaborate plan ends with good reason.
Sight brought to me in this musty attic.
A place of hidden dreams and wishes; | f
Tossed to the side like broken dishes,
The last place | thought it would be
When | learned why you really walked out on m

| 6ve been heard, then |
Go, forget your reasons why.
ou look at me with an ordinary stare,

‘ut I 6m worth more than yol
Heart stopped, out of breath The world wi 'l hear me, anc
|l dm vanishing now; | bBhheswothids widsl ahearstme, anc

Could I really last without you now?
Knowing you had no choiceé

Knowi ng why you couldnét tell é

Undying Love
DJ Martino

An arrangement of flowers:
Given with love,
Vibrant and fresh,
Fragrant and pleasing,
Given with remorse,
Faded and wilting,
Odorous and fleeting,

Placed on a grave.

Flower
Stephanie Flask




The Love of Loss Light That Will Never Glow

DJ Martino (this was written for my
friend who committed suicide)

i lia Brookhart
Your loving embrace, shelter from the cold, Julia Brookhar

The cold of loneliness, the billowing snow of 0ss. | once knew a girl
When in your arms, it is Elysium, With not a care in the world
Fruitful vales and sukissed fields. Her pretty bright smile

And blue eyes swirled

. She was a happ young thmg
Youodve al ways been t heigfpeoplhdhefled my heart,

Making me forget the bordering cold. And saw what the future would bring
| thought | was lovéocked in perpetual summer,  But she opened them too late
But my warmth was absconded with in a sudden And couldn't prevent pain
dark She's crying out
' Because she now feels rain

. . She hurts herself
The fruit fell from the shriveled trees. With cuts so deep
The fields grew limp, then rigid with frost. A blade in her hand
| was greeted by cold in your abrupt departure. ~ To feel relief

| thought | knew that girl
My heart grew cold, and my work began. Until she broke down

] ] Tears in her eyes
| erected a fortress of icy seclusion, She wears the misery crown
Imprisoned your memory in the tallest tower. | saw her just the other day
While my beauty sleeps, ever shall | stand guard. She looked up at me

: A ; rs
\é\gedth no true | oveods kléelrlooksrﬁ]esat?nghls | ost | ove &

Their words, they cut.

| cry out to them

Deat hdos stoic embrace, Buthedobrisstut. fr om t he war mt
The warmth of vulnerability, flowing waters of trust!'m alone in this world

Broken, Defeated, Destroyed.

To see me down

Rockstar meets his Beautiful Girl They feel overjoyed.
I'm sure they never meant for me
Matt Hadden To feel like this.
) Their whispered words
' dm stuck in a dreamy st asychadeadlkiss.
After a night that time will never negate. I'm invisible now

| asked, fACan 12?206 and y o uAndd suffoepte, | davg

. . And with my own blood
Then our lips did all the rest. | will surround

Our fingers clenched so tight, a perfect measure Myself and my pain

To say our lips fit perfectly together And all things hurtful.

Looks so stunning, yet so down to Earth, mg ﬁai’: :rr: ::ei; words, they'll never know

I n tot al honesty, [ dono W||Ilf\3\]/e9a"é';/m|§/vat | fell for fi
One question, do your wings work in any weather? She touched me then

If not, we could lie together forever. And | realized The pain words cause

| promise to never let go of your hand, ‘?ﬁglr;vas l”Oft surprised. |

And |1 611l al ways have yourYoubs(fraoIP'SS}?%'SSImpeband.

| guess time was not an issue for this lust, The words you say

Therebs no better feel i ngCanbtouiteDehdlyvi ng out your th
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A Thiel Carol: A Folk Tale
Kelsey Robertson

A very long time ago, in a place not so very far away, a new student named Sarah wand
to Thields campus. She had been through a
parents got divorced. She stopped doing her homework, quit her activities, and even lost her fri
She was a cold and uncaring person. Everyone she met wanted to be her friend, but, sadly, shé
longer believed in love.

The December snow blanketed the campus as Sarah walked to her new dorm. She met
mate, Cindy, at the door. The exgreery Cindy attempted to create a friendship, with no luck. As

bred on

ot i n
bnds.

no

her room-
De-

cember continued to freeze Thiel, Sarah and Cindy did not grow closer. Cindy, however, still helld hope

for her roommate. Unfortunately, Cindy was sick. Thiel held a benefit for her, and as her roomm
Sarah was asked to organize the event. In response, Sarah replied that maybe without Cindy, S
have peace in her room at last.

hte,
he could

On Christmas Eve, Cindy was rushed to the hospital. Instead of checking on her only acquaint-

ance, Sarah wanted to remain at Thiel to get some rest. As soon as she drifted off, however, th

bre was a

knock at the door. Annoyed, she coldly ansmered t
f

Sarah was alone. Unexpectedly, she began to cry. No one had cared for Sarah since she had |
ents years ago. She had to make this right. Sarah flew open the door, ran down the stairs, and
looking for the first person she could find.

t her par-
pegan

To her dismay, no one was there. As she slumped up the stairs, she found a strange man:/in the

other room. She began to sob through her story when the man explained he already knew and
to help. He explained that she would have three days to relive with Cindy. If she was not able tg
the ultimate gift of friendship, Cindy would again be gone. Confused and pained, Sarah went to
her dreams, she saw the girl that Cindy was as a child: her parents had died, she found out shg
and she still dedicated her time to her school and community.

She awoke the next morning to the sound
plain, she was filled with joy. She immediately engrossed Cindy in a hug. The rest of the day, tH
tranged roommates seemed inseparable. However, when Cindy wanted Sarah to open up abmi
Sarah retreated and went to bed. This time, she dreamed of Cindy earlier that day. Cindy was t
and yet still prayed for Sarah and their friendship.

The following day proceeded as the last. Again, when Cindy asked for openness, Sarah

Sarah was beside herself. Every day, Sarah had to face Thiel alone. She was scared and want

as there
give
pbed. In
was sick,

of Cir
b es-

her life,

ed, ill,

efused.

d her

That night, Sarah dreamed of something very different. She dreamed of the future. Cindy was Tne and

friendship back. As she awoke, she realized that it was her third and final day. She knew she h
Cindy.

Sarah attended the benefit and donated all of her Christmas money. Nonetheless, Cindyj
went to the hospital that night. When Sarah arrived, she prayed to God to take her instead. Sheg
the doctors she would accept all medical bills as her own. She wanted to take on the troubles of
friend. Waiting for the worst, she wandered around. Surprisingly, she stumbled upon the same

d to save

still

even told
her only
tranger

from her dorm. He applauded her for her selfless acts. Sarah had found the ultimate gift that cofild be

given for friendship: she was willing to give her life up for her friend.

Al at once, the stranger disappeared a
much better and would be home for Christma
covered campus.

A year | ater , after attending alll of he
Cindy had received a clean bill of health. Sarah has never gone a day without thanking Cindy f
great friendship that she has given her. She would never have survived her first year at Thiel w
her roommate Cindy. Cindy would not have survived either.

hd Cind
5 . The

docto
r the
hout
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If Only She Knew

Rochelle Adalia Terhune

A girl lies alone in her bed,
Tears slowly soaking the pillow,
She clings to a blanket,
Wrapped tight around her,
Trying to block out the pain,

If only she knew,
That with
If only she knew,
That for her You made it all,

If only she knew,

That to find You she need just call,

You she

A girl is with a cunning boy,
Thereds an empty
He wants to lie with her,
Hed6l |l get his
She just wants him to love her,

way

If only she knew,

Your Love would fill that empty space,
If only she knew,

You will Love her either way,

If only she knew,

You are all she could ever need,

A girl stands alone in the tracks,
She doesndt have
She looks to the bright light,
Coming quickly towards her,
She lets the snake take her life,

If only she knew,

In You there is safety and peace,
If only she knew,

With her every time, You cried,

If only she knew,

She is what You want most of all,

Dead Bird Blues
Chris Pouliot |

d oFnally

A girl sits in the last church pew,
Hiding the new life inside her,
She hears of forgiveness,

A tear falls from her eyes,

She puts her heart in Your hands,

Finally she knows,
That with
Finally she knows,
That for her You made it all,
HeKNWS 6 4 wal | s,
That to find You she need just call,
Finally she knows,

You are all she will ever need,

Finally she knows,

With her every time, You cried,
Finally she knows,

You she

p | aS0&is What You want most of all

b eI éit&]ﬁr% %Ione but with You,

Giving Your Love to those in need,
Hoping my words flow out,

The way You send them in,

Loving You with all my heart,

Because | know,

In You there is safety and peace,
Because | know,

You Love me no matter what,
Because | know,

a n yYOY shoy otgers|Yqug Love through me.
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Supernatural
DJ Martino

The roar of the Wendigo pierces the night air.

The vampire unleashes his hypnotic glare.

The rusalka stalks with her foul, dripping hair.

Call it supernatural, only if you dare.

The zombies rise moaning from the grave.
The witches cackle in their dreadful enclave.
The poltergeist stirs, to rant and to rave.
Supernatural, still? You truly are brave.

The skinwalker prowls in its sinister guise.
The scarecrow stares with its hollow eyes.
The acheri appears with childlike cries.
Supernatural, you say? Very unwise.

These creatures | speak of are are no fairy tale.

Their mere presence

Gold Ring

Caroline N. Karlson

The perfume on your neck

Could make a grown man dizzy;
As we danced out on the deck,
Our movements rather busy

We danced until the moon

Slid from the evening sky;

Il wish it hadnot
When | held you and said goodbye
The hand so delicate in my palm
A gold ring upon your finger;

The end of the song

Was | i ke an al arm
Back to reality as the music ends;
Lights turn on as you trail away;

My heart soguickly Bendsy i n ¢ o

| do not share these stories simply from an excess of afsS you leave me here to decay.
Oh, my. Do you feel the pressure of that incoming gale?

It is the wind of the damned, and it comes with all speed.

An embodiment of sins, such as hatred and greed.

Those in its gust donot
Supernatural ? No, |
need.

To Write

Miles Wilburn

_ Dresden
age, dignyjalMatchel €€ d -

demonséand your soul

| followed a trail of letters and then | reached some words
those words opened a door which | cautiously entered.
It opened to me a place full of life, and beautiful entwined.
A beautiful world with symbols, and phrases designed

A melody of syllables | hop across and find

,but punctuation makes me stop and | start another line.
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