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1   The Ohio Wesleyan Literary Magazine 

Preface 
 

 It’s back. It’s bigger. It’s the eighty-third 

edition and it’s the best so far. It introduces 

literary journalism, a genre never-before fea-

tured in OWL, thirteen student authors, and 

three student artists. These eclectic pieces 

reflect the variety and uniqueness of the stu-

dent voices on our campus. Each has some-

thing to say, and each says it with a different 

form and style.  

 With a bigger staff, we have come to 

realize choosing the best art is subjective and 

defies the democratic process. At times, we 

wondered if our meetings weren’t masquer-

ading as political conventions. Yet in the end, 

each piece of writing in this magazine re-

ceived a unanimous stamp of approval from 

the staff.  

 This year, we consider ourselves lucky 

to have found so many student authors, given 

that each writer on campus is already busy  

 

with class and extracurricular responsibilities 

on OWU’s over-programmed campus 

(admittedly, a nice problem to have).  

 We were also lucky to have access to 

more alumni works. Writers often create their 

best works spring of senior year, which is too 

late to submit to OWL. Obtaining permission 

from alumni to publish work from their last 

semesters on campus boosted the quality of 

OWL’s content.  

 While this year’s fiction and non-fiction 

submissions were the strongest we’ve seen in 

our time on the staff, the poetry section went 

above and beyond our expectations. We 

chose to highlight the uniqueness of each 

genre by splitting the magazine into sections 

for each, with poetry in the middle. 

 The last thing we want to do here is take 

the time to express how grateful we are for 

the opportunity we’ve had to work on OWL. 

As graduating seniors, we feel this is the best 

OWL we’ve been a part of since coming to 
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OWU. It’s been a privilege to see so many 

fantastic pieces of writing and the experience 

has taught us there are so many different ways 

for literature to be good and successful. We 

are extremely proud of the staff members who 

put so much time and energy into making this 

magazine happen. We know we are leaving 

the magazine in very capable hands.  

 

Happy Reading! 

Mary & Maggie 
 



Literary Journalism 
  
 When Professor Melinda Rhodes assigned my fellow students and me a literary journalism 

piece for our first project in her Advanced Reporting class, I felt like my two majors, creative writ-

ing and journalism, had a love child. Our projects reported on a variety of topics: one depicted a 

minister who lost a son, another the inner workings of the Franklin County Democratic Party, and 

still another the morning routine of Delaware sanitation workers.  

 We gathered the answers to the six basic news questions—who, what, when, where, and why—

but then further tested our powers of observation and understanding. We were expected to say 

something about what the facts meant to us. Suddenly, we had an English department concern on 

our hands. Meaning (or for our postmodernist readers, lack of meaning) is more often the territory 

of fiction writers, poets, and essayists than news reporters.   

 My class accepted the challenge, if only because we needed passing grades, and we created 

news articles that were close cousins to creative non-fiction essays. The distinction between literary 

journalism and creative non-fiction is a murky one up for debate in academia, but most writers agree 

literary journalism is the most impersonal form of creative non-fiction.  

 The OWL staff chose “The Road to Chaplaincy” by Monique Cherry to formally introduce lit-

erary journalism to the Ohio Wesleyan community. Her reporting and command of narrative make 

her one of the best examples of this genre. It was built on several in-depth (and strikingly personal) 

interviews with one of our most influential campus community members, Chaplain Jon Powers.  

 

Literary Journalism Editor: 

Mary Slebodnik 
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MONIQUE CHERRY 
  

 His day begins a little after sunrise at 

seven in the morning. Before saying his daily 

prayers or opening the bible, Chaplain Jon 

Powers makes his wife breakfast. And after 

her eggs and toast are gone, he sends her off 

to start her day in Columbus as the executive 

editor at Zaner-Bloser Educational Publishers 

Inc.  

  With the house empty, he begins his 

meditation. He takes out his Bible and opens 

it to Psalms. On this particular day, Jon reads 

Psalm 49.  

 “The scripture says, it doesn't matter 

how much money you have on this earth, you 

can't take it with you,” Jon says. “No matter 

how wealthy or powerful you are, we're all 

going down to the same grave.” 

 It's a sort of somber Psalm, but Jon says 

it puts everything in perspective. Some  

 

 

 

Psalms are prayers, some are lamentations, 

and some are just confessional. “Out of the 

depths do I cry to thee O lord, hear my cry,” 

Jon reads. “If thou would consider my sins, 

how could thou abide it.”  

 When he is done reading the scripture, 

Jon closes his Bible and sits in silence, letting 

the words soak in. He uses the Psalms as a 

“diving board for listening to God's spirit.” 

He thinks to himself, what words pop out at 

me? How do they relate to my surroundings?  

After a little reflection, he sits on his large 

blue couch, with his Bible in his lap and his 

hand lifted in the air and begins a prayer.  

When his hour of meditation is done, he 

grabs his cup of Joe and heads upstairs to get 

dressed.  At around ten he'll arrive at Ohio 

Wesleyan University to begin what is sure to 

be at least a 12-hour day. Before he can put 

his bag down, Sarah the office administrative  

The Road to Chaplaincy 
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assistant greets Jon with his schedule. The 

two sit in his office, Jon at his desk and Sarah 

in the oversized green rocking chair.  She 

hands him his schedule, a calendar with blue 

and red markings all over them. Every hour 

for the next six hours is blocked out with 

meetings. 90 percent scheduled by Sarah and 

the other 10 by Jon.  

  Sarah returns to her desk to continue 

sending numerous emails. Jon begins check-

ing and responding to his. After the occasion-

al email conversation with Rock Jones over 

upcoming school events, Jon prepares for his 

scheduled conferences. When a student or 

faculty/ staff member walks into his office, 

Jon immediately shuts his door. He makes 

sure to keep the topics of the conversation 

private. Although people go to Jon for casual 

conversation, many also go for advice. One 

would think that only Ohio Wesleyan mem-

bers would seek Jon’s advice, but, on the 

contrary, people from around the Delaware 

community come in to ask for his help. Peo-

ple seek marriage advice; people need help to 

cope with being so far from home. No matter 

what the reason, Jon is there to give spiritual 

guidance to all in need.  

 Jon has been giving advice to people in 

the Delaware community for 23 years now, 

and although he has been the university chap-

lain for the past 23 years, the road to chap-

laincy was not an easy one. It was filled with 

heartbreak and discovery. Many do not know 

the story of how Jon Powers came to be 

Chaplain Powers.  

 When he ends his last conference for the 

hour, he begins telling his story. 

 As a young boy, or a “little bitty baby,” 

as he says, his grandmother Nina Campbell 

took him to black church in Idlewild, Michi-

gan. His grandmother was part a Chickasaw 

Indian and part African-American.  John re-

members his days in black church as being 

full of preaching and singing. He compares 

himself to a little boy from the movie the 

“Prophet,” because he was “the only white 
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child sitting in the front altar at a 

black church.” The things he 

learned in black church have 

stayed with him his whole life. 

Looking in his office, Jon has a 

book shelf of over 100 books on 

ethnicity and racial issues, most 

of which pertain to black histo-

ry. 

  When preaching a sermon, 

Jon relates to the black church’s 

ideals of celebrating God’s love 

in the midst of struggle. He 

closely relates to the messages 

of overcoming oppression. 

When people look at Chaplain 

Powers, they don't see a black 

theologian. Most see a jolly old 

man a lot like Santa Claus. But 

deep within the spirit of this 

man, is a civil rights activist, 

deeply educated and cultured in 

black studies.   
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 Jon’s parents were Swedish Lutherans.  

They would sometimes take him to church 

with them. But Jon didn't speak much Swe-

dish, so he only has confusing memories of 

that.  Jon's grandmother (being African-

American), had a cultural connection to black 

church, and because she helped raise Jon, he 

too has a cultural connection to black church. 

As a child, Jon used to read scriptures to his 

grandmother after school, because she was 

not as literate as he was. But church was not 

the only place Jon connected with black iden-

tity and culture. Jon grew up in Baldwin, 

Michigan, which was a black community 

from Chicago.  

 “The black community would come up 

from Chicago into Baldwin,” Jon explains. 

“So we were really the blood of those 

things.” 

 Along with his influences from his com-

munity, Jon was also greatly influenced by 

his neighbor. 

 “He was an old white-haired man. He 

played the piano, sang songs to us and gave 

us milk and cookies. He was very charming. 

Not ‘til a long time later did we realize he 

was famous. It was George Bernard, author 

of the Old Rugged Cross.” 

 George wrote hymns about suffering and 

shame. Jon, a lot like Bernard, related so 

closely to the suffering of races outside of 

their own, having grown up in a community 

surrounded by people who were suffering.  

Jon’s connection to black culture is still with 

him.  

 Although his parents did not attend 

black church, they also played a large role in 

shaping his connection to it. His parents sub-

scribed to Ebony magazine, and closely 

watched for information about Martin Luther 

King on the news, during the increasing fame 

of the Civil Rights Movement.  To this day, 

Jon surrounds himself with artifacts and 

books on black culture. Jon’s road to spiritual 

discovery was long and hard, but through the 

care and compassion of those who surround-
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ed him, Jon found his way back to the 

church. 

 Around noon, Jon makes his way down 

to the faculty cafeteria, where he is greeted 

by a handful of people, all wanting to sit by 

him and hear his insightful thoughts of the 

day.  But it isn’t long before Jon heads back 

upstairs to continue his typing and reading 

and preparing for his next conference.  

 Looking away from the five different 

windows open on his computer and the stack 

of papers on his desk, Jon turns and begins 

telling the story of his version of the Black 

Death. During his freshman year at Michigan 

State University, Jon's father committed sui-

cide.  His father had been injured during 

WWII while stopping a torpedo with his 

hand.  Not only did he lose a finger but his 

body was jerked violently with the impact. 

From then on, his father suffered chronic 

back pains, and in the last 10 years of his life, 

he underwent 12 different operations because 

of deteriorating disks in his back. He was 

slowly moving towards paralysis.  

 “I knew a year before he committed sui-

cide that he was becoming depressed,” Jon 

says. “During my senior year of high school, 

I came home one night, and he was waiting 

up for me. He told me that he was depressed 

and was worried about himself. I kept that to 

myself.”  

 And then the spring of his freshman 

year, his father took his own life. His friends 

in Lansing called him and urgently asked him 

to come over. He thought it was because 

something happened to their elderly grandfa-

ther. When he arrived, his friend told him, 

“Your dad is dead. He took his life in the 

backyard.” Immediately all the memories 

from the previous year flashed back into Jon's 

head. At the time, most of Jon's brothers still 

lived at home. The family income was not 

high, seeing as his mother was a school 

teacher. Jon's father had arranged all of the 

insurance papers in a row, and had them all 

set aside to take care of his mother and broth-
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times were still hard for Jon's family. The 

debt from his father's hospital bills had accu-

mulated over the years, and was wearing on 

the family. So, while Jon worked in the 

Michigan Legislature, he sent his salary 

home every week to help the family.  

 “We were a very poor family,” Jon says. 

 “I remember one time, my parents sent 

us up to the corner grocery store to get some 

bread and sugar. I remember standing in line 

with my food all lined up, and the clerk walk-

ing up to me and saying, ‘I'm sorry Jon I can't 

give you anymore food, until your parents 

pay their bill.’ I walked out and sat on the 

steps and sobbed. I was so embarrassed that 

the neighbors heard.” 

 That was one of the vivid memories 

from Jon's childhood. Going to college under 

those circumstances was especially tough for 

Jon. It's one of the reasons why he's so ada-

mant on helping students in need.  

 “When students need books, I don't even 

hesitate, I just say, let's go get it.” Financial 

aid, he argues, isn't enough. There are so 

many other financial obligations students 

face. 

 “I sympathize with those students,” Jon 

says. “I remember Christmastime, the church 

would bring us a box of food.  I would be 

embarrassed, but happy at the same time. 

There would be some years when we didn't 

get presents, so my brothers and I would 

wrap up our socks and give them to one an-

other.” 

 Jon says they were thankful for what 

they had, and made the most of it. That same 

year two of his role models, Dr. Martin Lu-

ther King and Bobby Kennedy, were assassi-

nated.  All of the important men in his life 

died tragic deaths.  As he folds his hands 

prayerfully, he thanks the chaplains at Michi-

gan State for helping him through his time of 

need. Jon holds a figure of Martin Luther 

King in his hand. He loved Dr. King. His re-

spect for Dr. King started when he was sent 

to Birmingham jail. The Kennedys had been 
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in communication with Dr. King during those 

times, so that set the tone for Jon’s growing 

respect for the Kennedy family.  

 Sarah walks into the office to inform Jon 

of a schedule change. He will have more time 

than he thought to finish writing his note for 

the faculty meeting that will take place later 

in the day.  

 “It’s amazing how you find the time 

throughout the day to do a million and one 

assignments,” she says jokingly.   

 “Ha-ha,” Jon replies, “Well, I have great 

time management thanks to my college 

years.” 

 In college, Jon was planning on becom-

ing a lawyer. He had been working in the 

Michigan legislature since he was 14 years-

old.  For the first year he worked as a page. 

Then the next year, the clerk of the House 

needed a new messenger and hired Jon.  He 

got to run errands for the clerk and speaker of 

the House. In his senior year of high school, 

Jon was promoted to be a journal clerk on the 

rostrum. He took all the minutes, and proof 

read the amendments. He also started reading 

bills into the record, so he got public speak-

ing experience. He continued to work in the 

Legislature while at Michigan State until he 

was about 19.  In his senior year of college, 

Jon was set to go to George Washington Uni-

versity in D.C., until his pastor nudged him to 

think about a career as a pastor or priest. 

  After the death of his father, Jon spent a 

lot of time with the chaplains at a Methodist 

church near his campus. They helped him 

spiritually, and emotional deal with the loss 

of his father. They gave him a pastoral care. 

Jon said the chaplain helped to strengthen his 

faith with the care he gave him.  

 “I went back to my home, and sat under 

the tree where my father shot himself and 

said, I know you want me to be a lawyer, but 

I really think I want to pursue being a minis-

ter.”   

  So by September of that year, Jon found 

himself at Boston University rather than  
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George Washington. He was enrolled in sem-

inary.  

 “But I was stubborn,” he proclaims, 

waving his finger in the air.   

 If he was going to be in seminary, it was 

so he could become a professor.  Instead of 

taking pastoral courses he took academic the-

ology. That way he would have a masters of 

theology degree rather than divinity.  

 “I didn't want to be divine; I wanted to 

be theological,” he says. 

 Thinking he'd be a teacher, Jon returned 

to Michigan to serve in the church before 

going on to get his doctorate. But another 

African-American man in his life, Bishop 

Edsel Ammons sent him to Michigan State 

instead of a little country church.  There, Jon 

said proudly, he served as the first chaplain to 

married housing of Michigan State Universi-

ty.  After seven “short” years at Michigan, 

Jon says, he served a couple of parishes. 

From there he went back to Adrian College 

and became chaplain. Somehow, he says jok-

ingly while scratching the top of his head, he 

found himself at Ohio Wesleyan in 1988. It's 

all a blur to him now.  

 The only other man to call himself 

Chaplain of Ohio Wesleyan University is 

James Leslie, who came in 1960. The two 

chaplains combined have served 51 years at 

Ohio Wesleyan.  

 “Martin Luther King says, longevity has 

its place,” Jon says as he looks at his MLK 

statue. “And that's what I've experienced. I've 

never had the desire to leave OWU. I love the 

faculty, the students, the alumni, I love Ter-

ree (director of the Office of Minority Stu-

dent Affairs).” 

 To truly understand Jon's role at Ohio 

Wesleyan, one must understand the meaning 

of a chaplain. They all come out of Catholic 

tradition historically.  The Protestants that 

Jon most relates to are the Methodists. Origi-

nally they were called Method-ist, because 

their views were so methodical. Eventually 

that pejorative nickname stuck.  



 In terms of Jon's role in the church, by 

his ordination, he explains, he is a deacon, an 

elder, a reverend and a priest.  “Chaplaincy,” 

he says, “means you're related to an institu-

tion which bridges the church. I choose to be 

a particular type, which is a chaplain, alt-

hough I still have all the other titles.” As the 

history lesson continues, Jon goes on to the 

root of the word chaplain, which in Italian 

means cloak. Historically the Chaplain is the 

overseer.  

 “This means the most important thing I 

do is serve as the prayerful one over the souls 

of the university. Every day I pray for the 

well being of the students, faculty, trustees, 

officers, custodians and even Public Safety,” 

Jon says. 

  Had it not been for the pastors at his 

university helping him through his hard 

times, Jon most likely would not have been 

as successful as he was.  One of the things 

Jon remembers most from college is the 

counseling he received from his pastors. One 

of them had Jon do a gestalt experiment.  

 “(The pastor) said, ‘I want you to picture 

your farm house,’” Jon remembers. “‘Your 

father is coming down the stairs. He has a 

shot gun in one hand and the ammunition in 

the other. You can stop him or you can let 

him go. What do you do?” 

 Jon stepped aside and let his father pass.  

It was his father’s decision to make.  

 “I didn't need to forgive him as much as 

I needed to allow him,” Jon says. For those 

reasons, Jon decided to work with students 

and young people. Teachers and guidance 

counselors play a large role in impacting 

young people's lives. 

 “When I was in elementary school,” he 

begins, “I wrote a book report on Martin's 

book of sermons called ‘Strength to Love.’ 

My English teacher gave me a D because she 

said I was writing about a communist.” 

  That was in the 1960s.  While at Boston 

University, Jon would occasionally study at 

the same table Martin Luther King studied.  
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He recalls the table was worn down from the 

countless hours Martin spent there studying 

Gandhi.  

 “There are things that are symbolically 

powerful to me, that link me to black theolo-

gy, for instance: my time at Boston Universi-

ty, sitting at Martin’s table. There were times 

when I could feel his spirit all around me. 

There was a passion that ignited in my heart 

from knowing that my idol was there with 

me,” he says.  

 The pain Jon faced with the suicide of 

his father, and the assassination of his idols 

has gifted Jon with the ability to be calm dur-

ing times of crisis.  

 “When there is a death or suicide, I click 

in to an almost spiritual adrenaline, and I am 

focused and calm and tranquil,” he says. 

“I’ve had to sit with a mother and say, 'I'm 

glad you've finally arrived. We didn't want to 

tell you while you were driving, but now I 

need to tell you that your daughter is dead. 

I've just finished cleaning her body, we can 

go be with her now.’” 

 Jon says faculty all say the same thing 

about him in crisis: “I have never seen him 

with such calm power.” 

 At 9 p.m., Jon begins to pack his things 

to head home.  Jon closes out all emails, 

saves all his documents, and shuts off his 

computer. With his pea coat on and his bur-

gundy scarf around his neck, Jon shut his of-

fice door. Walking towards the elevator, the 

voices of students on the first floor of Hamil-

ton Williams Campus Center fill the air. 

 “Seeing students here excel and blossom 

is one of my favorite things,” he says. “I love 

to see freshmen who are depressed or lost, 

and over the course of four and sometimes 

five years, they change. It's like every student 

who comes here is weaved into a cocoon and 

by the end of their four years, they come out 

as butterflies. It's the best job in the world.”  

 As he steps onto the elevator, Jon begins 

to quote Confucius: “If you love what you 

do, you'll never work a day in your life, and 



for me this is not work.” 

 As he heads home with his ten pound 

grocery bag full of papers and folders for the 

next day work, he prepares to sit in his living 

room and finish writing the faculty prayer 

reading, edit a statement from a co-worker 

about the chaplain’s open stance on LGBT 

issues, prepare a prayer for the faculty invo-

cation, read emails, and kiss his wife good-

night, all while holding his grandson in one 

arm.  

Cherry 
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Fiction 

  
 The thread that binds the following works of fiction is a simple one, easy to overlook. 

These four pieces show everyday conversations between characters we can all identify with, 

using seemingly normal interactions as a way of really digging at life’s meaningful questions 

and curiosities—Why do I want to be a parent?  What makes a war story? How do you want to 

do this? Can my lover and I ever be intimate again?  The stories of the two featured women 

authors speak volumes in limited space, seizing the eyes and pleasing the ears with their witty, 

melodic prose.  Reading them, we get the sense that these stories are happening somewhere 

right now.  The characters we know and love are out there unraveling the dissatisfaction and 

profundity in their various experiences.  And here, right now, we readers are doing the same. 

 We hope you will enjoy the following selections. 

 

Fiction Editors: 

Abigail Dockter 

Ellie Feely 

Lauren Moore 

Christopher Marshall 
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War Story  

 

 

ALEX CRUMP 

Lying on my back in the yard under the 

ancient buckeye tree, listening to the train pass by, 

I close my eyes, barbeque and fresh cut grass. 

There is idle chatter in the yard and I can hear the 

little kids scream as they run through the sprin-

kler. I secretly wish that I wasn’t too old to join 

them, or, more importantly too proud. I hear 

someone approaching me; I crack my left eye 

open to see my oldest cousin standing over me, a 

plate of watermelon in hand.  

“Here,” he says, “from your mom.”  

He walks away before I get the chance 

to ask him to show me how to climb the tree 

again. I suck on the watermelon, spitting out 

the black seeds for fear of growing a melon 

in my stomach. When I’ve finished, I throw 

my plate away and go to sit on the chair 

swing hanging from the tree. Keeping my 

foot on the ground, I slowly rock myself  and 

observe the scene in front of me.  

 

 

My whole family populates my grand-

mother’s back yard, my big cousins are help-

ing out with the food while my little ones run 

around chasing each other. I have always 

been in the Clem over by the grape vines, 

smoking and picking the ripe bunches of 

deep purple grapes off the vine. He is a tall, 

thin man with graying hair and a mustache to 

match, his wire-rimmed glasses sit on his 

face with ease. He has always been a man of 

few words—everything I know about him, I 

know from stories my mom has told me. 

Somehow though, he found his way into be-

ing my favorite uncle. He sees me looking at 

him and walks over, taking a seat as he hands 

me a bunch of grapes.  

“Here ya go kid,” he says as he sits back 

and drapes his arm over back of the swing.  

“Thanks,” I say as I pop one into my mouth 

and feel it explode. I flatten it against my 

tongue, separating the flesh from the  



seeds and spit the seeds out.  

“Hey, you spit far. In the war we used to 

have spitting contests…I always won,” he 

says as he takes a long drag from his ciga-

rette. In the thirteen years that I have known 

him, I have never seen him smoke anything 

but Marlboro Reds. I mentioned this to my 

mom once and was met with a disapproving 

glare and a question of why I had even no-

ticed. I guess I have always been   

“Those grapes good? Should be, your 

grandmas’ been growing them long enough.”  

“I’m bored,” I say in response. “Tell me 

a story?” 

He looks down at the ground, scratching 

the back of his head as he searches for a story 

to tell. He digs his foot into the ground and 

sends us into a peaceful rock as he begins to 

speak.  

“There was this time when your grandfa-

ther was in the chicken coop—” 

“No no no,” I say. “I’ve heard that one a 

bazillion times.”  

He smiles as he pushes us off again. I 

look at him and see the Vietnam belt buckle 

that’s been around his waist since I can re-

member. The man in the middle standing 

with his gun at the ready, the American flag 

waving in the imaginary wind, and ‘Vietnam 

War’ printed at the top. I look at him and ask, 

“Tell me a war story?” 

He looks at me with an expression I 

have never seen; it contains emotions my 

brain cannot understand. Just then I hear my 

mom’s voice.  

“Clem, come and help.”  

With that he gets up, rubs my head and 

walks away.   

After dinner I have the privilege of sitting 

with the adults on the porch. They have al-

ways treated me like I was older than I am, so 

I have always acted accordingly. My Uncle 

Clem and Aunt Janet are smoking cigarettes 

as we talk, hers the same brand as his. The 

topic turns to marriage and we are all remind-

ed that Janet and Clem met during the  
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war.  

“Ah, yes, there’s a war story for you,” 

Uncle Clem says as he winks at me.  

“It’s not a war story,” Aunt Janet re-

sponds, “it’s a love story that happened to 

take place during the war.”  

He nods, taking a long drink from his 

Strohs and stubs out his cigarette. His eyes 

look distant, almost cloudy as he looks off to 

where his grandchildren are playing. At thir-

teen, I know war is not something to be light-

ly talked about, especially in our family—a 

family that has seen its fair share of battle-

fields, from World War II, to Vietnam, to 

Iraq. It is just something that is never spoken 

of in great detail.  

But I am curious about it. Perhaps it is 

because Uncle Clem is always so reserved; 

his demeanor is different from the rest of my 

family. He lights another cigarette, hands me 

a plate of pie, and motions for me to follow 

him. I slide off my chair and walk beside him 

off the porch and into the field behind my 

grandma’s house. 

 It was the farmland that my mom, my 

Uncle Clem, and Uncle Lou grew up working 

on, but now it is overgrown, and has been a 

reason for great dispute between my grandma 

and the city. The city wants to use it to build 

a mini-development but my grandma refuses 

to let it go. I hear my relatives try to convince 

her to sell it all the time, but I understand 

why she would want to keep it. It is where 

she raised her family, where she made every 

memory that has ever been important to her. 

It makes perfect sense to me. 

 We get to the middle of the field before 

my Uncle says anything to me. As we stop, 

he surveys the sight in front of him, taking 

out the pack he always carries in his front 

shirt pocket.  

“Never start smoking,” he says to me 

with the cigarette between his lips and the 

Zippo lighter at the ready. I simply nod and 

wait for him to say more.   

“I started smoking in the war, it was a  

Crump 

19   The Ohio Wesleyan Literary Magazine 



Crump 

The Ohio Wesleyan Literary Magazine   20    

way to pass the time.” I nod again.  

“You’re pretty young to be asking me to 

tell you a war story,” he begins as he starts to 

walk again, “but I guess you have always 

been pretty mature for your age,” he sighs. 

The grass is whipping at my ankles as we 

walk, but I fight the urge to complain. I have-

n’t said anything this whole time, afraid to 

break the magic of it all. I was going to hear a 

war story from the one person I looked up to 

and admired. My fear of breaking this spell 

was too great, so I waited as patiently as I 

could. He began.  

“People become fascinated with the idea 

of war stories like they hold some magic.” 

This was the most articulate I had ever heard 

him. “But really, anything is a war story.”  

“But there have to be guidelines right? 

Any story can’t be a war story,” I ask, cau-

tiously, afraid that if I seem like I don’t un-

derstand he will stop talking.  

“True” he says “But it doesn’t have to 

take place on the battlefield.”  

I nod. We are rounding the corner to the 

patch of soft grass, Uncle Clem looks down 

to my bright red ankles and gives me a side-

ways smile.  

 “You know,” he says, “I remember 

spending the night in a field like this in Vi-

etnam. I remember lying in the field there, 

but wanting to be here.”  

“Ok, here’s the story,” he says, stopping 

in the field to look at me. “I got back from 

the war. My first night in bed with your aunt 

Janet, I fall into this deep sleep, right, then,” 

he exhales, “I have this messed up dream. I 

start thrashing around, calling out all this . . . 

this stuff. Your aunt wakes me up telling me I 

was screaming. This happened every night 

for a month. Finally, I had to sleep on the 

couch.” He stops and looks at me. I try to 

process all that he has just said.  

“You still sometimes sleep on the couch 

though,” I say, more to convince myself than 

anything. He looks and me and nods.  

“So,” I close my eyes as my brain tries  
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to process. 

“This . . . is your war, even here?” I ask 

slowly, hoping that I understand what he is 

saying to me.  

“I always knew you were a smart one,” 

he chuckles.  

“Hey!” I laugh back. He nods at me 

“You’re right, I do sometimes sleep on 

the couch, but that’s only when I really need 

some space. See, when I started having these 

nightmares, your aunt would wake me up and 

just lay there with me until I calmed down. 

That helped, a lot. She wasn’t kidding when 

she said that when we met it was a love story, 

not a war story.”  

“Was what you saw during the war that 

horrible?” I ask.  

“I saw a body hanging from a tree for 

three days,” he exhales. “No one deserves to 

have the nightmares I have.” He walks away. 

I catch up with him, and he slows his pace.  

“Wasn’t what you were expecting, was 

it?” he asks.   

“No, I guess not.”  

“Well, to be honest, that is my war story. 

That’s what I play out every day, every night. 

It’s my war.”  

“That’s why anything can be a war sto-

ry,” I say 

“Yes, yes that’s why, and one day you’ll 

have one too. It won’t be from enemy lines, 

or at least I hope it won’t, but from some oth-

er experience. And then I will tell you that 

it’s your turn to share it with me.”  

After our talk, Uncle Clem goes back to 

sitting with the adults on the porch, smoking 

a Marlboro with his arm draped around my 

Aunt Janet. I find myself under the buckeye 

tree, cracking open the buckeye’s spiky outer 

shell to reveal the soft brown center inside. 

It’s like nothing ever happened, like this 

glimpse into the story of his past is a secret 

that only he and I share.  



 
  

 
 
KATE MACLAM 

  

Preparing cucumbers for the salad 

bar, peeling and cutting, Clement thought 

about pulling the fire alarm.  It was summer 

and it was hot in the restaurant’s kitchen—

industrial strength hot to match the metal 

glow of the room. Three fans blew the hot 

air around gently and ineffectively.  Time 

was lulling in between rushes, about three 

o’clock in the afternoon.   

Is it illegal to pull a fire alarm if there 

isn’t a fire?  Yes, probably.  Is it less or more 

illegal to start a small somewhat controllable 

fire and then pull one?  Clearly, the pull 

would appear uncalled for in the absence of 

a fire.  And a legitimate fire would negate 

the illegitimate fire alarm pulling.  Would he 

get caught for the purposeful creation of an 

accidental fire?   

 

 

Maybe, maybe he would get caught. 

“So I went on this date last night,” his 

coworker, Steve, began.  Clement wasn’t 

listening.  Steve tapped him with the back of 

his hand, “So I went on this date last night.” 

“Oh, oh yeah?” 

“Oh yeah.  I bought her dinner, if you 

know what I mean,” Steve said, pelvis 

thrusting. 

“You paid for her to eat food?” 

“Well, yeah.  But she paid me back, if 

you know what I mean,” Steve said, thrust-

ing more. 

“Do you think that counts as com-

munism?”  Clement had been hearing about 

Steve’s payment plans all summer, never 

interested.  When was it appropriate to tell 

your coworker every time he talks you want 

to put your head in the oven?  Probably nev-

er. 

“Dude, shut the fuck up.”  Steve 
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smirked.  

It’s only a temporary job.  That was 

Clement’s mantra.  He repeated it meditat-

ing, focusing.  He wasn’t any good at medi-

tating—his thoughts were too distracting, or 

he was too distracted by his thoughts, or 

maybe both.  But sometimes he tried any-

way. 

“What did you do last night, wise-

fuck?” Steve said. 

Clement thought about starting the 

somewhat controlled fire with his own head 

in the oven.  He realized it wouldn’t work 

because he wouldn’t get to pull the alarm 

himself and that was the whole point. 

“I hung out with a friend,” Clement 

said. 

“That sounds real exciting.” 

It was exciting and Clement was look-

ing forward several hours to the night to 

come—another reason not to kill himself out 

of the kitchen.  Everything else was more 

enjoyable than work, but he did have big 

plans.  He was going swimming.  And he 

was going swimming with the cutest little 

lady bartender he’d ever met. 

“It was.” 

“Mysterious, I like it.  Keeps me inter-

ested,” Steve said.  Steve had recently begun 

hitting on Clement.  Suggesting it as ambig-

uously as Steve was capable.  Clement was-

n’t sure if it was a transition or homophobia.  

He just played along. 

“You know me, I like to keep ‘em 

guessing,” Clement said. 

“You’re a regular multiple choice test.” 

“Do you think you’ll pass?” Clement 

said. 

Steve laughed; he wasn’t so bad.  The 

real problem was the job.  The glory of 

chopping vegetables was fading.  And it had.  

The first day felt glorious, glamorous.  They 

hired a replacement dishwasher—to replace 

him.  He was going places, four yards to the 

right, the prep cook station.    

“I got big plans for tonight.  You know 

MacLam 

23  The Ohio Wesleyan Literary Magazine 



Michelle?” Clement said. 

“Martini Michelle?” 

“Yeah.  We have a night swimming 

engagement.” 

“Swimming you say?  Clothed, suited, 

or nude?” Steve said. 

“Unspecified.” 

“What are your expectations?” 

“Also unspecified,” Clement said. 

“It’s night swimming man, she can’t not 

know.” 

“Know what?” 

“That you want to get her in her birth-

day suit.” 

“She knows,” Clement said. 

“You sure?  She could be denying it.  

They do that.  They know and then they de-

ny until they don’t know,” Steve said. 

“Yeah, women, sure,” Clement said. 

“Women.” 

“I gave her a ride home after work last 

night.” 

“I’m sure you did give her a ride, wink, 

wink.” 

“Are you not capable of winking?” 

Clement said. 

“No, not really.” Steve tried winking, 

the effort was clear throughout his body. 

“That’s probably for the best,” Clement 

said. 

“Probably.” 

“I finished the cucumbers, what next?” 

Clement said. 

“Tomatoes.” 

“Excellent.”  Clement didn’t like the 

sloppy insides of tomatoes.  Unless they 

were in season, which would be a few 

weeks, they weren’t worth the effort. 

“They’re for the gazpacho.” 

“Cold soup.  What next, wet bread?” 

“That’s bread pudding man, this isn’t 

England,” Steve said. 

Clement chuckled and walked to the 

refrigerator.  The gazpacho was popular and 

there were several stacked rows of tomatoes 

in shallow cardboard boxes.  He sat on some 
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empty crates and enjoyed the coolant.  For 

the last couple of weeks he’d been envision-

ing moving West.  He realized it would just 

be hotter there. 

Walking out of the refrigerated room 

the heat thumped him.  He placed the box of 

tomatoes on the metal table purposefully. 

“Smoke break,” Clement said to Steve. 

“Those tomatoes won’t slice themselves 

you know.” 

“If only we could talk them into it.”  

Clement grabbed his cigarettes and walked 

out the back door.  It was humid and cloudy.  

Would they still go swimming if it was rain-

ing?  As long as there wasn’t an electrical 

storm.  If there was?  They would watch a 

movie.  They would rent it together. 

Clement lit his cigarette absently, fail-

ing several times.  Regardless of years of 

experience, he was lousy at lighting smokes.  

Last night he gave Michelle a ride 

home.  It wasn’t romantic or sexy or forward 

but their conversation had been playful.  She 

was good at talking and it settled him.  She 

said things when she talked, her words had 

purpose.  She was meaningful.  Maybe that 

was the problem with his job.  Too much 

polite routine.  Too much talking without 

saying, without communicating. 

She couldn’t not know.  An invitation 

night swimming was a clear invitation.  Un-

less you have a predilection for swimming at 

night.  Do bar tenders do everything at 

night?  Is there no day time alternative for 

them?  Probably not.  The restaurant closed 

at midnight anyway.  That’s early enough to 

do day time things. 

He finished half the cigarette, left the 

rest tucked inside the cement block just out-

side the door, and headed to the bathroom.  

The sink had two different faucets, one for 

cold water and one for hot.  It made it hard 

to wash his hands well.  Could the restaurant 

get in trouble for that?  The sinks were old 

and authentic, maybe the germs were too. 

“How was your cigarette?” Steve said 
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when Clement reentered the kitchen. 

“Refreshing.” 

“The tomatoes missed you.” 

“I missed them too,” Clement said and 

began slicing them. 

 

It wasn’t raining yet and Clement 

parked his car in the parking lot beside the 

man-made lake in the rich part of town.  The 

town charged admission in the daytime, 

when the summer vacationers came to lie 

around on the artificial beach.  Michelle had 

never been there at night. 

“Is this legal?” she said. 

“Keeping track of legality is awful in-

criminating.  Don’t you think?” 

“Only if you get caught.” 

“I didn’t think you were that kind of 

woman,” he said. 

“What kind of woman?” she said. 

“The kind that gets caught.” 

“I’m all kinds of woman.  And I like to 

know when I’m breaking the rules.” 

“I prefer not to know when I’m break-

ing the rules, especially when the rules are 

laws,” he said. 

“Is the water very cold?” she said. 

“It depends on your constitution,” he 

said. 

“I’m resilient.  Like the USS Constitu-

tion.” 

“Old Ironsides?” 

“Only my closest friends call me that.”  

Michelle stepped out of the car and stretched 

her arms out over her head, incidentally ex-

posing her stomach. 

Clement joined her, “how do you want 

to do this?” he said. 

“How do you normally do it?” she said. 

“Disrobe at the car then run down to the 

water, towel in hand.”  He tried to sound 

confident, not exactly smooth.  Experienced. 

Michelle took off her shirt and threw it 

on the passenger seat.  Her pants were tight 

and she had to wriggle out of them, slowly 

guiding them over her calves.  She was 
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wearing a bikini.  Clement tried to glance 

subtly.  He was not wearing a bathing suit 

and striped down to his boxers.  It’s easier 

for women to wear bathing suits, to know 

the situation, to be prepared. 

“Are we going to try to be quiet?” she 

said. 

“We wouldn’t want to give our position 

away to the enemy,” he said. 

“I don’t have any enemies.” 

“Then I guess there’s no reason to be 

quiet.”  He shrugged agreeably.  Although 

there were reasons to be quiet, he found he 

didn’t care about them.  He wasn’t con-

cerned.  

They looked at each other with delight-

ed anticipation, eyebrows raised, almost 

smirking.  She broke eye contact.  After the 

pavement, it was a straight shot through the 

sand to the water.  They ran, yelling all the 

way. 

Clement didn’t normally yell.  In anger 

he whispered, keeping in passive aggressive 

control.  And when he did raise his voice it 

felt unnatural, forced.  But with Michelle it 

was effortless and freeing—their noise add-

ed to the experience, made him more com-

fortable, made them in sync. 

They splashed in until they were sub-

merged.  Clement was relieved they didn’t 

need pressuring conversation and bargaining 

to get underwater.  They were people who 

did what they wanted.  And they were peo-

ple who wanted to jump in, wanted to get 

wet, wanted to experience. 

“It’s not so cold,” Michelle said, tread-

ing water. 

“No it’s not, Ironsides.” 
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KATE MACLAM 
 

We took turns.  It was dark out and one 

of us needed to hold the flashlight while the 

other used the shovel to attend to the compost 

in the backyard.  It was colder than I thought 

it would be and I wasn’t wearing a jacket.  

There were goose bumps on my arms.  I 

should have known better but it had been un-

seasonably warm the past few days.  

“Jesus Christ, Dan, hold that thing 

straight,” she said.  I was moving the flash-

light again. 

“Why are we doing this now anyway?”  

I suspected she had just been carried away 

with the idea of doing it, right at this minute.  

The way she got—the way we all got some-

times.  That overwhelming now or never.  

Urgency. 

“I just wanted to.”  

 

 

“But it’s night time.” 

“At least it’s not warm out right now,” 

my girlfriend was wearing a sweatshirt. 

“It’s dark out.  I am holding a flash-

light,” I was trying to understand. 

“I finished this layer of leaves, let’s 

switch.” 

I broke up the pumpkins on the ground 

with the shovel.  I shoveled them into the 

compost, on top of the leaves.  She rear-

ranged them.  I thought they were even to 

begin with but it was her compost; she had 

the right to try for perfection.  

“We should talk about it,” I said. 

“Why?  What’s done is done.” 

“It’s not that simple.” 

“But isn’t it?” 

“No it’s not.” 

She started grabbing leaves out of the 

bags and throwing them on the pile.  “I re-

member when I was little,” she changed the 

Before and After 

29  The Ohio Wesleyan Literary Magazine 



subject, “my dad would rake the leaves into a 

pile.” 

“And you would jump in them?” 

“No, I was always afraid to jump in 

them; this was when I was really little.  My 

dad still teases me about it.” 

“Can we please talk?” I asked. 

“We are talking.”  We were not talking.   

I turned and walked away.  The wind 

felt refreshing on my face.  It was fall and the 

leaves on the ground and crunched under my 

feet.  The trees stood bare—strong and na-

ked.  I didn’t have a destination but my body 

warmed with my pace.  I could feel my 

cheeks flushing with the cold air.  My eyes 

felt clear, my vision fixed. 

The street lights were on.  I watched my 

shadow dissolve as I walked into darkness.  I 

watched it materialize as I moved forward.  

The street lights flickered and I felt they did 

it for me.  I was there and they were pleased 

to guide me but I should never forget to be 

thankful. 

I walked in a circle and when I got back 

to where I started it was midnight.  I was cold 

and I was trying to preoccupy myself with 

promises of tea.  Earl grey—the great distrac-

tion.  The kitchen light was on; she was 

awake. 

When I returned to the door I realized I 

didn’t have my key.  It made me nervous not 

having a clear cut invitation to enter in hand.  

It was her house.  I just lived there. 

I knocked lightly, sparingly.  Maybe she 

had noticed me coming up the drive.  Maybe 

she wanted me there.  Was she waiting for 

me? 

No.  I knocked louder this time.  She 

answered the door wearing her favorite pa-

jamas—the penguin ones.  The kettle was 

already on the stove.  Walking in was auto-

matic.  I realized hugging her was not.  She 

felt weak in my arms. 

“I’m sorry,” I said. 

She didn’t say anything but her body 

relaxed, comfortable against mine.  This was 
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where I felt the safest. 

“I’m sorry this happened,” I said. 

I felt the energy flow from her chest into 

her arms as she started to hug me back.  She 

pressed her face into my shoulder.  We 

rocked gently—side to side. 

The kettle whistled louder than usual, 

the room was so quiet.  She withdrew from 

me to take it off the burner.  She looked tired; 

I noticed you could still make out the bruises 

on her wrists. 

“What kind?” she asked. 

“Earl Grey.” 

She poured the water and I watched the 

steam float upwards.  The past few weeks 

had been hard.  She hadn’t talked much—

about the assault or anything else. 

“I’m so sorry this happened to you,” I 

said. 

“Me too,” she tried to smile but it looked 

like it hurt. 

“I love you and if I ever find him I’ll 

fucking kill him.” 

“You won’t find him and you won’t kill 

him.” 

“I will.” 

“That’s not how it works.  It was late at 

night; I couldn’t even identify him.” 

“You went to the hospital,” I said. 

“Oh God, it doesn’t even matter.”  It 

mattered a lot.  She handed me my tea a little 

too forcefully and some slopped over the 

side.  We both stared at the cup. 

“It’s like you barely exist,” I spoke soft-

ly.  I looked at her; she kept staring at the 

cup.  I set the cup down on the counter. 

“I’m sorry,” I stepped close to her and 

put my arms around her.  She put her cup 

down and kissed me.  It was a little to forced, 

a little too robotic.  I hugged her tighter. 

“I love you.”  It was true.  She kissed me 

again.  This time I kissed her back.  The idea 

that this had once been normal, routine, was 

less than a memory.  It had been weeks.  She 

was kissing me and I wasn’t sure what she 

was trying to accomplish. 
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I turned my head away, “The tea will get 

cold.”   

She took a sip, “Where did you go?” 

“When?” 

“When you walked off, where did you 

go?” 

“I just took a walk.  I needed to take a 

walk.” 

“Ah.  Do you want any honey?”  She 

always drank half her tea plain and half with 

honey. 

“Yeah, I’ll have a little.  We could both 

use a little sweet.” 

She smiled, a little more genuine than 

before, and put honey in both our cups.  She 

was precise as she stirred, watching it melt.  

She was beautiful. 

It struck me that I was dividing her into 

a timeline.  There was before.  And there was 

after.  Before when I took intimacy for grant-

ed.  After when I begged her to talk to me.  

Before when she was happy.  After when I 

tried to not try too hard to make her smile.  

Before when there was love.  After when 

there were “I love you’s.”  But five years 

ago, when we met, she had been beautiful 

and right then she was still beautiful—

constant. 

She was everything I could ask for in 

another human being.  She wasn’t perfect and 

I wouldn’t want to trick myself into thinking 

she was.  But she had every trait I could rea-

sonably desire.  She was soft and gentle and 

expressive and clever. 

I kissed her.  I tried to be gentle and 

firm—to guide her into habit.  She felt new 

and I tried to make it how it used to be.  We 

set our cups down. 

“That was certainly sweet.” 

“Yes,” I said. 

She kissed me.  It was like we were 

making an exchange.  She took my hand and 

led me to our bedroom.  She was walking 

very carefully on the balls of her feet.  I felt 

resistant.  There was pain here.  We had been 

sleeping in the same bed but neither of us had 
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been sleeping well.  There was holding and 

comforting and physical contact—but never 

this.   

She lay down on the bed.  I lay down 

next to her and I kissed her.  We were kiss-

ing.  She pulled at my shirt indicating I 

should remove it.  I complied.  I took her pa-

jama top off, slowly undoing the buttons.  As 

we progressed everything became more rou-

tine, a little more automatic.  Our passion led 

us to habit—took us away from ourselves. 

I tried to be gentle.  I asked her ques-

tions—permissions.  She dismissed me, “It’s 

okay; we’ve done this a thousand times.” 

“I just want to be sure,” I said. 

“I just want to feel normal.” 

“You’re too beautiful to be normal.” 

 

 

The next morning I woke up early but 

she was already out of bed.  It was the week-

end and I had been thinking about making 

pancakes.  We both loved maple syrup. 

The coffee in the kitchen was warm and 

I poured myself a cup.  I watched her com-

posting outside through the window above 

the sink.  She was blending the waste we had 

collected that week. 

I stepped outside, “Would you like pan-

cakes?” I said. 

“No thanks.” 

“Why not?” 

“I’m not in the mood.  I think I’ll have 

some granola and yogurt.  Would you like 

granola and yogurt?” 

“So healthy, do you think you’ll want 

pancakes tomorrow?” 

“Maybe.” 

“How are you?” I said. 

“I’m okay, how are you?” 

“I’m okay.”  I wanted her to talk about 

last night.  I wanted her to tell me how great 

it was—just like she remembered, just what 

she needed.  But I knew she wouldn’t. 

“But how are you?” I said. 

“I’m fine.” 
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Mara taught her hands to make bread 

and so they did.  It was more than her 

hands—the whole of her senses—eyes, nose, 

mouth, ears—creating.  She used the palm of 

her hand to measure the yeast and the back to 

measure the temperature of the water.  She 

knew where the flour should come to in the 

bowl—the blue ceramic one she bought at a 

tag sale five years ago (a talented find at six 

dollars)—and, most importantly, knew how 

much force to exert to pour that amount.  The 

salt was, of course, just a dash and the sugar 

varied—depending on the occasion.  It was a 

day for sweet bread.  She kneaded without 

looking at the clock and set the dough in the 

window sill to rise in the heat. 

In college she met people who didn’t eat 

yeast because it was alive.  Even the other  

 

 

vegans thought they were crazy.  She mar-

veled at those people—willing to value life 

they couldn’t see.  Life without evidence of 

existence.  She imagined herself in opposi-

tion to them, pouring nutritional yeast on 

everything even remotely complimented by 

its flavor—pizza, pasta, salad, all tasteless 

without yeast.  The yeast was dead, deactivat-

ed, but she thought the sentiment counted.  

She and the dough had an hour to wait, 

and thinking about yeast became thinking 

about time became thinking about life.  She 

always thought life would happen on acci-

dent.  In her college days she was against the 

idea of creating it.  She told her parents she 

didn’t want to have children, “People have 

children because they’re bored with their 

lives.”  She said, “I’m not going to be bored 

with my life.” 

And they said, “People have children to 

love their lives, or because they love each 

God of Bread 



other, or on accident.”  Or at least that was 

what she remembered them saying. 

After she graduated she was convinced it 

would happen on accident.  A few too many 

drinks unaccompanied by a pill.  An untimely 

dose of cold medicine.  A round of antibiotics 

without a reminder to use a back-up method.  

That two percent chance.  She thought people 

got careless with years of medication use, 

they forgot the rules—they messed up.  But 

somehow she didn’t. 

She spent years waiting for that acci-

dent.  Anxious fear turned into anxious hope.  

For concerned days with no trace of blood; 

paired with some tell-tale vomiting.  There 

were anxious days—sometimes she was even 

able to convince herself she was nauseous.  

But she always had been irregular when it 

came to such things and the tests were always 

negative.  She always took a test too—it was-

n’t worth the 13 dollars to wait it out. 

But in those years, ten, it never hap-

pened.  There were boyfriends, lovers, con-

fused (perhaps misled) friends, one night 

stands, and now a husband—all in comforta-

ble amounts—and still no life.  And all this 

brought her somewhere she was more appre-

hensive about than accidents: intent. 

She wanted to have a baby.  She wanted 

a person to feed and hold.  She wanted to 

read to someone and dispense unsolicited 

advice.  She wanted to continue her spirit, her 

love, her empathy, her humor.  She wanted to 

grow.   

And she had to tell her husband she 

wanted to have a baby. 

As she thought about it, pacing, the situ-

ations varied.  A formal confrontation at din-

ner.  A quiet serious whisper in bed.  A pass-

ing thought while reading the Sunday news-

paper.  But the introduction was always the 

same, “Adam, I have this horrible problem.”  

Followed by other mitigating statements, 

“Biology has gotten the better of me.”  “My 

uterus has a mind of its own; it’s practically 

as intelligent as the cat.”  She would be 

MacLam 
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amusing and her argument would seem ef-

fortless, as though there could be no opposi-

tion to her desires.    

She decides on dinner.  The fresh bread 

is accompanied by fresh flowers.  Salad and 

veggie burgers—the meal won’t take over the 

conversation.  She lays out the forks and nap-

kins while Adam builds a salad.  

The avocado is Adam’s favorite ingredi-

ent.  He cuts it in half and then scoops out the 

sides with a spoon.  He likes the gentle slop-

ing noise it makes and the ease with which 

the optimally ripe fruit leaves its skin.  He 

can tell how it will taste by pressure it takes 

to slice. 

“This avocado is a little raw,” Adam 

says, placing the salad on the table.  It is in 

the same ceramic bowl she made the bread in 

earlier.  She feels her lips and throat tighten 

up.  It feels like her eyes might never focus 

contently again. 

“I used that bowl to make the bread,” 

she says. 

“You always use this bowl to make 

bread, that’s why I call it your bread bowl.” 

“I’ve never heard you call it my bread 

bowl.” 

“I don’t call it that to your face,” he 

says. 

“We use it for more than just bread; it 

might be offended by your inaccurate assess-

ment of its versatility,” she says. 

“I doubt it would take offence.  The 

bowl dabbles in other foods but its true call-

ing is bread,” he eats a piece to offer proof.  

“It’s sweet,” he seems surprised. 

“It is.  I decided today was a day for 

sweet bread.” 

“Oh?” he said. 

“Yes, I am the bread maker.  The sweet-

ness decider.” 

“Yes, thank you for this our daily 

bread.” 

“I am God of bread,” she says, not sure 

how to get back to seriousness. 

“And I a mere mortal,” he says. 

MacLam 
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The kitchen timer rings.  The burgers are 

cooked.  She returns to the kitchen faster than 

she needs to.  She thinks of the timer as the 

end of round one—their conversation a box-

ing match.  It’s a metaphor she doesn’t un-

derstand entirely but thinks in terms of none-

theless. 

“Do we have any bread for the burgers?” 

Adam says. 

“Just the stuff on the table.” 

“Too sweet for burgers, we should save 

that to eat by itself.” 

“With butter,” she says. 

“Agreed.” 

“Adam, I have this horrible problem,” 

she says. 

“With the bread?” 

“No, be serious.  We’re being serious 

now.” 

“What’s going on?” Adam says. 

“I want to have a baby,” she says. 

She could tell he was forming the words 

in his head before speaking.  “I thought we 

didn’t want to have children,” he says. 

“It’s a horrible problem.” 

“You said that.” 

“Biology has gotten the better of me.  I 

can’t be blamed,” she says. 

“You can fight biology.” 

“I have no will to.” 

“You don’t want to,” he says. 

“Should I want to?” 

“I guess you shouldn’t want to fight it if 

it’s gotten the better of you.” 

“My uterus has a mind of its own; it’s 

practically as intelligent as the cat,” she says. 

“We don’t have a cat.” 

“If we did.” 

“What if we got a cat?  What would 

your uterus think of that?” he says. 

“It would be jealous, I think.” 

“That seems petty.” 

“It’s biological.  Genetic.  Written in my 

genes,” she says. 

“Why now?” 

“Why ever?” she says. 

MacLam 
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“Why?” he says. 

“I want to give unsolicited advice.  I 

want to read children’s stories out loud.  I 

want to catch kids smoking pot in the base-

ment and then embarrass them by asking a lot 

of technical questions I know the answers to.  

I want to teach a love of puns—good, bad, 

and most importantly clever.  I want some-

thing more than everything.” 

“I don’t know if children are something 

more than everything,” he says. 

“Child—just one.” 

“What if we have a niece or nephew in-

stead?” 

“Don’t be silly.  We already have a 

nephew,” she says. 

“Are you?  How do you feel about this?” 

“Apprehensive, nervous, sweaty.  Say 

you’ll think about it.” 

“It’ll keep me up at night.” 

“What does that mean?” she says. 

“I’ll think about it.” 

“With an open mind?” 

“No, I’ll think about it the way my 

thoughts come out.  Open or closed.  I’ll 

write lists.  I won’t; I’ll compare and con-

trast,” he says. 

“Please consider it.” 

They eat their meal in rough, unprac-

ticed silence.  No one eats any more of the, 

now too sweet, bread. 

 

 

That night Mara stays up reading, trying 

to outlast Adam’s wakefulness.  He’s a night 

owl—an accomplished insomniac.  Tired, she 

knows going to bed only means lying in bed 

waiting for him to join her, her mind a tumul-

tuous sea of possible conversations.  Staring 

at her book softens her imagination, dampens 

her nervous energy, but it does not negate it 

and she does not read the words on the page. 

When she loses her competition, she 

climbs the stairs to their bedroom.  Each step 

is labored—her body apprehensive after their 

conversation.  She thought the conversation 
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would move, flow, develop.  It was nearsight-

ed but she thought it would finish, find an 

ending point, a compromise.  At the top of 

the stairs she hears Adam brushing his teeth 

in the bathroom.  

“Can I come in?” she says pushing the 

unclosed door further open. 

“Of course,” he says trying to keep his 

tooth brushing fluids in his mouth. 

She shuffles past him to the cabinet to 

get her own toothbrush, “you know I’m not 

thrilled I want this, but I want this.” 

“I know,” he says. 

“Why is nothing ever simple?” 

“It’s not that they aren’t simple.  It’s that 

we trick ourselves into thinking someday 

things will be simpler.  Like we think some 

day in November we’ll wake up reborn.  Re-

solved,” he says. 

“Everything just gets heavier.  It’s the 

same feeling we always had, but we grow to 

feel entitled.” 

“Would you want it to be easy?” 

“Are simple and easy the same thing?” 

she says. 

“Simple is hard.” 

“Easy is hard,” she says, “and these 

things just are.  This just is.” 

“It will be?” 

“I’m not sure it’s avoidable.” 

“An inevitable child,” he says. 

“It least I’m not a cat; I would meow 

incessantly.” 

“I don’t like cats,” he says. 

“No one likes cats,” she says. 

“I don’t like babies.” 

“But if it was your baby.” 

“I don’t know.  I’ve never had a baby.  

I’ve never wanted one.  Not even in the ab-

stract future oriented sense of wanting,” he 

says. 

“A time traveling baby?” 

“A crime fighting, time traveling baby.  

Goddamnit Mara.” 

“Let’s not get carried away,” she says. 

“We are carried away,” he says, “what 
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happens if I say no?” 

“Then you say no.” 

“What will you say if I say no?” he says.  

“I’ll say,” she searches, “okay.  And 

you’ll say, ‘Okay, are you okay?’  And I’ll 

say, ‘It’s okay, everything’s okay, we’re 

okay.’”  

“Okay.  Is saying no solving a problem 

or creating one?” 

“Both.  But I don’t think it’ll be created.  

I think it’s the same problem,” she says. 

“It’s a problem no matter what.” 

“A horrible problem.” 

“Our problem.  Our horrible problem.” 

  

 

MacLam 
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Poetry 
 

This year’s poems’ diversities of tone, 

style, and subject matter reflect   

as much the diversity of writers 

as the contemporary poetry scene— 

and there is one, despite what you may hear 

about poetry being dead, we even say 

that it’s hyper-active. Out of the many, 

we chose these poems for their imagination, 

evocative themes, and the words— 

because at the end of the day, it’s all about 

good words that get you from one line 

to the next. Words like cekaj, lunchbox, elf, 

and murmur, Riesling, tangibles, Bangalore. 

That being said, we know we’re standing 

between you and these poems, poems 

that we are proud to publish, that let us know 

poetry is not dead. 

 

Your poetry editors, 

Brit Graham, Jordan Ahmed, and Anni Liu 
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DANIELLE MUZINA 
 
Weak yellow shadows swathe two forlorn cans, 

Their bodies bent, a centerpiece for the room. 

They wait a month in constant noon, with one 

Bulb, shaking in the bass-laden dirge of the war. 

 

And Cekaj! Nona spits as Mama cries, 

When Nona draws with chalk on floor, eyes 

glazed, 

Like sarma, bad with age and newly drowned, 

In vibrant flowers, kitsch of the unsound. 

 

That month, only cekaj spoken, since wait, 

And wait, my Mama does. The lightbulb hangs, 

An ersatz sun that poses above her head. 

She wishes the fragile glass would burst. 

 

The yellow light was never quite so golden 

To flatter Nona’s fingers, bare, ungloved, 

No longer flesh, they seem like prayerful wires 

As Cekaj, cekaj, Mama is forced to pray 

 

 

 

 

 

With Nona’s hands, chalked grey as death 

Around her own, as strange as the cans, 

Two contours twisted under waiting’s weight, 

Unseen specters in hours the bulb relents. 

 

Before I knew the tale, all cekaj meant 

To me was this: A sore, hushed moment just 

Before Mama must weep, and my father 

Changed a broken bulb, weak as glass. 

Cekaj 
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To Polka  

 

 

DANIELLE MUZINA 
      

     That old accordion belongs to my grandfather. 

     Bits of the wooden body have started to wear, 

     And, up close, you can see cracks in the bellows-- 

     Cloth dried with age, stained in shades of sepia-- 

     Which have breathed only the bounce of our polka, 

     The one smelling of Cleveland rain on clammy skin. 

 

     On those long Sundays my sister and I would skin 

     Potatoes in the kitchen with Grandfather, 

     Dancing to the jangle of pots, pans, and the polka. 

     And as the vigor of the squeezebox would wear, 

     We would catch our breaths sifting through sepia 

     Photos, the house resounding with our bellows. 

 

     The relics, some taken with old cameras with bellows 

     Moved us, somehow they changed the quality of skin, 

     Changed the cigarette ashes to a more sepia 

     Toned warmth, strangely making them one with Grandfather 

     In the monochrome vignettes. Their gloss wears 

     Further each time our accordion played the polka 
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     We somehow breathed, seeped our Cleveland polka 

     As if it were ancient ritual, our bellows 

     Rich with feeble longing for the chance to wear 

     Far-off, old-world gazes and laughs, to carry skins 

     For wine. We wanted to slip into Grandfather’s 

     Accent, to feel the world solely in sepia. 

 

     Some Sundays, I conjure those sepia 

     Toned stills and close my eyes as I polka.  

     Sometimes I pray my tastes could be grandfathered 

     In to the modern, but I’ve settled in the bellows 

     Of this old accordion, expiring like the skin 

     On our photos, sleepy, forgetting our wear. 

 

     One memory that will never wear 

     Is grandfather’s charring the one sepia 

     Photo of Nona, buried in his wallet’s skin. 

     He smiled, and in seconds the folds in her polka 

     Dot dress were ash, so we feigned laughs for Dr. Bellows 

     As Jeannie zipped to her lamp, trusting Grandfather. 

 

     I wish I could wear his courage, squeeze the bellows 

     Into the embers’ slow polka, letting Grandfather 

     Curl, as potato skin, into the light, pure sepia 

Muzina 



 
RACHEL ROMAN 
 
I taped down the mosquito bites 

 

You’re a girl, they told me 

I didn’t understand 

Until the tape no longer did its job 

Even with my baggiest clothes 

 

Walking home after school 

With Mike and the two Dans 

We played by football rules 

Using my bright orange 

 

Lunchbox as the ball 

I competed with them, 

Hands groping, arms wrapped around 

We wrestled to the ground 

 

I was torn to bits 

I stared at myself naked 

Nipples protruding, reddening 

Like oversized pimples ready to burst 

 

 

 

 

 

I hoped they would 

 

I put on my blouse 

but they bled through 

AA cup hanging on my doorknob 

Tears falling 

 

My clothes got tighter 

Hair fell down, hair everywhere 

AA, A, B, not even duct tape 

Could hold them back 

Tomboy 
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BRYANT DILL 
 
hey do you remember that time—it was sometime last year I think 

you fell and hit your head and couldn’t remember my name 

and you thought you were an elf or some such thing 

but then you grew pointy ears and we all freaked out—except for me 

and that’s because I’ll always love you 

but then you grew pointy teeth too and even more everyone else freaked out 

except for me—I still didn’t freak out 

but that’s because I’ll always love you 

and then your temper pretty much exploded and you grew hair all over 

and everyone who hadn’t freaked out yet finally freaked out 

but I didn’t—no not me 

but like I said, that’s because I’ll always love you 

but then you ate my dog and I had to think things through for a bit 

but it’s okay because she was pretty damn old anyhow 

and I love you too much to be angry at you anyway 

you could eat my grandma and everything would still be fine 

so long as you don’t eat me 

but then you took a nibble at my left foot and I didn’t like that all that much 

but it’s okay because my feet do look pretty tasty. 

This Is How Much I Love You 
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NICOLE LOURETTE 
 
My first taste of your kind resembled 

A White Zinfandel. 

I was struck by the rouge he brought to my 

Face, the heat he struck 

In my heart 

And the smiles I could 

Not abandon save for sleep. 

Who knew how long it would be 

Before I found the real thing— 

The true Zinfandel, 

Not bogged down by 

Cheap prices and white perfumes. 

 

I must admit I have a taste for Riesling. 

It runs in the family I’m told. 

He came in strong with a 

Full-bodied gulp followed 

By a very dry laughter. 

A few sips turned into 

Bottles as I was entranced 

By his New York flare. 

The True Zinfandel 
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Mysterious though he was, 

I was never a simple woman. 

I loved to explore and he was my journey. 

Who needs a map when you 

Know exactly where you’re going? 

It runs in the family I’m told. 

 

I wanted to spit out Merlot when I first saw him. 

His false pretenses were charming 

And beauty deceiving— 

I should have read the label first. 

He wasn’t the kind to hang on 

For awhile—he’d been around 

The block a few times. 

If he’s ever in your neighborhood 

I suggest a good steak 

To pair with his good looks 

Because at least you’ll be 

Full when you’re done. 

Without it, you’re sure to be stuck 

With a lingering bitterness—both in heart and 

mouth. 

 

Time and again I’d run back to Pinot Grigio. 

A safety net I could never throw out. 

He was good to me— 

A gentleman. A Momma’s Boy 

Who treated his girl right. 

But there were some things he 

Lacked that he never could find 

And needless to say, 

I never got very excited. 

They say not to eat the same thing 

Every day, even if it is your favorite meal; 

It could make you sick, 

No matter how delicious it was. 

My body was satisfied 

But my appetite was never pleased. 

 

When I met Gewürztaminer 

I was studying abroad. 

I thought what a handsome, foreign boy— 

Until I found out he was local. 

We laughed and we played 

But when it came time to dance 

There was nothing so awkward, 

Tall, clumsy and desperate. 

Not at all what I had expected. 

He was a really nice guy, 

Just not the one for me. 

Any girl should go ahead 

And give him a try— 
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Just know that he’s an acquired taste. 

Maybe we’ll just stick to being friends. 

 

Now Sangria my love 

How could I forget him? 

He was the exotic flare 

That I craved; 

A love affair that spiced up my cold 

Autumn nights with his harvest of fruits. 

I introduced him to 

So many friends and they’ve 

All told me he’s a heartbreaker— 

I of course was the one who 

Taught him all the tricks. 

I wish he could have been 

My first—then all the others 

Would have been a disappointment. 

 

My last was a sweet Moscato 

Who tantalized my tongue 

With richness and 

Full fruit flavors. 

I drank him down before others could— 

But I needed not worry 

As he was too sweet for them anyway. 

He dazzled me with charm, 

Romanced me with a smooth pour 

And decadent taste. 

He was the only thing I wanted 

In my glass, never mind what people 

Said about me only loving him for his looks. 

There was more to him than that— 

Right? 

 

Now that true Zinfandel 

Has yet to be found. 

I’m told he’s waiting for me 

On the opposite side of the globe. 

But why should I have to travel? 

He’s probably too expensive 

For me anyway. 

They say not to waste my time 

On cheap bottles of wine, 

But it’s gotten the job done 

So far, 

What’s so different now? 

 

What’s different is that I have 

 A more sophisticated palate. 

A greater desire for precious things, 

Instead of just a satisfying glass 

Full of love. 

Lourette 
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How long must I look? 

Or should I just finish off what’s in there now 

Only to pop open the next cheap bottle. 

Intoxicate me with words 

And I’ll drink them down. 

If not, I will let them 

Sit in the cupboard for awhile. 

I hope they’ll get better with age. 

Lourette 
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GUS WOOD 
 
Fatherland has been foreign country for too long, 

with no guidebook. 

Belligerent sweat and sightseeing, 

every lunch is safari. 

I am tired of cartography from memory, 

mapping a country, lost to frantic emigration 

and growing up. 

I have built you a self-portrait  

of fear and expectation.   
This is love letter and apology. 

I have crafted you 

into a Golem of shoddy masonry, 

and picked you with every word spoken. 

You are border-fence and beyond, 

your handshakes and hugs are still photos. 

Mom has been correspondent and unwitting pundit, 

every quiet crying jag was headline, letter perfect. 

Absentee business-man you became so easy to 

blame, 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

with your true-crime map 

of push-pinned places you had to go 

instead of home.   

Fatherland 

B
ee

 C
a

re
fu

l 
b

y
 A

le
ja

n
d
ra

 C
as

te
le

ro
 

51  The Ohio Wesleyan Literary Magazine 



And now, with a simple 6:45 phone call, 

Mom teleprompted me into tears and collapse.   

Breaking News. 

A rental car you hated driving in the last rattles 

of your marriage. 

A duffel bag slumped careless in your trunk. 

A duffel bag full of women’s clothes and an excuse 

too specific to be far from truth. 

You and me, Pop. 

Apparently costumes and crumbled houses 

are hereditary. 

  

We both grew up with building blocks 

of None Of Your Business. 

My father in my mother’s dress, 

an Alice In Wonderland nosedive 

into an attempt to make sense of a catatonic marriage. 

I’ve been dressing up like my old man all along. 

How didn’t I know who my Superman was? 

The way every pen-stroke sweats to bring you back. 

My every poem is an olive branch, 

and invitation to trade. 

My way of talking to you, without talking to you. 

My melancholy is not a nuclear threat. 

I am tired of our Cuban Missile Crisis. 

You are just off-shore. 

 

Dad, every poem I’ve written is for you, 

in its own quiet way, 

each one is a prayer in my new nation's language, 

each one begs my Fatherland, 

for diplomacy.  
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GUS WOOD 
 
You will drive out of Columbus, 

the air caked with ice, awkward goodbyes, and car 

exhaust. 

Your car will shrink with you in it 

and you will question what is making you so small. 

Size is relative to distance, this is logic at its best. 

When you step out of the car, 

you will astronaut your way into a bed not your own. 

 

Everything here will have the tainted familiarity 

of every abandoned place. 

The slight changes will scare you, 

your clumsy recognition, 

like a song you used to know how to dance to, 

this will pass. 

You will go native again soon enough, 

you will grass skirt and ritual 

with the best of them. 

You will slip back into the old customs 

and hang your homebody lonesome up 

wedding-dress special, not for future use, 

 

 

but as Post-It note. 
 
You will see people,  

they will ask you how you’ve been 

and you will not be prepared 

for the Swiss Cheese of your small talk. 

Your mouth will violent foreign language at them, 

this is to be expected. 

Some will worry, 

this is to be expected, 

so do your best to charade your way 

out of the tragicomedy of your absence 

and into an easy answer. 

They will only try to care about you. 

Your small answers will spare them the trouble. 

You will Odysseus them and be anonymous 

as humanly possible. 

Save authenticity for the morning, 

tonight you will put on the show. 

Stare in the mirror and convince your scene partner 

to smile without conscious effort, 

laugh at an invisible joke until it Tangibles in your 

stomach. 

Remind yourself, if you funny face for long enough, 

it’ll stay that way.  

On Re-Entry 
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MEGAN PINTO 
 
That summer, I made my bed in a blanket 

of pine straw and ants. Ants at my toes,  

welts in the flesh of my thighs: 

 

Blood is what it means to be alive. 

 

Your hands quickly darting 

into your pockets. To grasp  

the safety of your own two pockets. 

 

I did not have the luxury  

of such pockets, no graceful way  

to excuse my hands -                                                          

taming the navy blue fringe 

of my white cotton dress, 

 

Uncovering the brail which reads “Only the  

sentimentalist thinks that things will last.” 

 

 

 

 

Like this blood on the cusp of eruption,  

pulsing and pushing inside me, tiny  

mounds of flesh upon flesh - 

 

And then my hands, itching to carve out 

the hollows neck, clutching at my elbows, 

a familiar pressure ripping into my skin, 

 

the last of your ant like hands, your silence.  

Touch 
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MEGAN PINTO 
 
Something soft about this silence 

and warm flesh, chest touching chest.  

My fingertips trace the outline  

of your eyes, the veins running  

rivers through your arms. 

 

We swim backstrokes in jade sheets  

and I pray that these sheets  

will not strangle me.  

 

There is a man in the corner, I know him  

from dreams, his green jacket, his face  

with no form. I stare. Feel your arms  

tighten around me, you murmuring 

tell me, you can tell me.  

 

In my mind we are high above this bed,  

elevated, by your breath on my chest, 

lips trailing against my stomach, air exhaled  

 

 

 

after some gasp. Was it yours or mine? 

 

My vision is blurred by the man in the room.  

his jacket - I feel it over my face, suffocating  

me, hiding my body away in its folds. 

 

I don’t want to be held anymore.  

Don’t want to hear that man murmur he needs  

to feel me, feel every bone in my body. 

 

Skin against bones -  

the last bit of dust 

clinging to the bed post. 

After the Dream 
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Chicken Tikka  

 

 
 
MEGAN PINTO 
 
They thought I was in bed 

but I would watch them 

from the top of the stairs, 

my toes curling 

into the carpet. 

 

Can you soak the hundies? 

My mother asked. The spices 

will not leave otherwise. 

 

My father before of the sink: 

cotton pajama pants, 

and a white, v neck tee. 

He used the toes of his left foot 

to itch the back of his right calf, 

shifting his weight 

from one side 

to the other. Rubbing 

the back of his wrist 

 

 

 

against his forehead— 

staring at the mound of vessels. 

 

While my mother lay 

on the couch, brown, 

almond eyes fluttering close 

then open, as if she has heard 

the clang of a plate 

against a dish, 

a fork caught whirling 

in the drain. 

 

Each night she would cook 

hot, hot, garum, garum 

chapatis, fresh okra, 

Uncle Ben’s rice. 

We would sit at the small 

kitchen table, my mother 

rotating her ankle under 

her chair, while my father 
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Two Lines  

 

 
 
ADITHYA MANOHAR 
 
Her fingertips seemed to dance for me, 
Tracing the contours of my face-— 
Cheek, jaw—and, finding space 
On my neck, slowly, skillfully, 
 
She stroked my skin with an icy razor, 
As gentle as ever—a touch of my chin 
Raising my eyes to hers, reflected in 
The large, silver mirror 
 
Opposite me—unassuming, 
Blue and yellow, like a simple sari- 
clad heroine taken directly 
From the Tamil screen, the loving, 
 
Homely (like they say in every 
Matrimonial ad), tender 
Wife---a complementing anchor 
To a heroic protagonist, Rajini- 
 
-kanth*, or the like—tending to 
My battle wounds in the final scene, 
Instead of giving me a thirteen 
Dollar haircut long overdue. 
 
It seems so long ago, my Bangalore 

 
 
 
 
 
 
Barber cutting my hair—with a sure 
Scissor in his knotted hands (his own hair 
A terrible ad)—that were I there 
 
I'd sit wide-eyed, and watch the outside 
From the inside, too much pride 
To admit to wondering like an outsider 
At streets that should have been wider; 
 
Or linger at the spice-grinder next door 
That never got a second look before; 
I'd walk out onto uneven pavements— 
Listening, clawing at the fragments 
 
Of a once-familiar vocabulary 
Eroded by disuse—down tree- 
lined 5th Main, to Four-Three-Eight, 
Home, veedu, a strange weight 
 
On a foreign tongue used to the routine 
Of “Have a nice day” and thirteen 
Dollars for a breath of nostalgic disrepair 
To take into the evening Ohio air. 
 

*Rajinikanth: A Tamil Chuck Norris of sorts.  
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Creative Non-Fiction 
 

 This year’s creative non-fiction is some of the strongest we’ve seen in OWL. The writers 

have taken every day topics and each has provided our pages with exceptionally fresh insights. 

In some there exists personal struggles and challenges that are explored, their experiences 

transcends onto the page in a way that is accessible to those on the outside. In others there is a 

lightheartedness regarding simple every day phenomena and events that are taken under new 

consideration. This section is one of self-discovery and enlightenment where the writers care-

fully guide readers through their thoughts and perspectives. 

 

 

 

 

 

Creative Non-Fiction Editors: 

Carla Fager 

Gabriela Melgar 

Maggie Sullivan 
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KATE MACLAM 
 

 1. Hands 
  

 I’m retreating into texture. My mittens have a soft fleece lining and I flop them around my balled-up, 

fist clenched, hands like they’re yellow woolen fish, the rough exterior scales. My fists warm in uncom-

fortable fish-heat, the gradually building heat of a living thing—desired at first and then too hot, too 

sweaty, too noticed. Cautious, I tore the hole fingers first, my hand gently sliding in after, the fish liquid 

providing a gentle coating. It didn’t even feel wet; it felt soft. But the fish are uncomfortable, nervous, and 

they flop, struggle, shake—their scales carefully scratching me. I watch because it’s something to look at. 

Inside my hands are building warmth, the fishes’ escape efforts generating heat, sweat. I miss the initial 

smooth accepting glide of my hands before this abrupt heat. I mourn the loss of the perfect temperature—

the glowing soft warmth, a hope against the outside cold. So I tear the fish off my left hand, then my right 

hand, and force them into my coat pockets before they can wriggle out of my hands, out of my possession. 
  
 2. Feet 
 

 Walking outside, the cold temperature of the air makes me miss cobblestone streets. I miss the feel-

ing of them under my feet, wearing away the heels of my boots with uneven keel, making my feet feel 

sorer than they would have anyway. I miss hearing the echoing sound, the clip-clop, each step an an-

nouncement, “I am here.” I miss racing the brisk pace to the grocery store and winding slow and steady 

back from the bar. I miss feeling sneaky and relieved by my hand in his—walking together. All the things I 

miss are verbs and it feels like I’m living the way I always wanted to, experiencing. 

Hands and Feet 
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STEFFANY KING 
 

A quiet mind, silenced to the spoken word, is all but peaceful. Worse so when deafened more 

and more until     . The sound of silence—a long-lasting, all-but-refreshing    

. A blank. Nothing or that which was never heard, never asked about, never repeated. All that 

was lost in transmission. A lot, more and more, is lost in transmission. 

 Chortling, chuckling,  , snickering, giggling—hushed laughter dies first. I will miss giggling. 

Once the laughter fades, signs of confidence soon gravely follow. Whispering, gossiping, mumbling, 

murmuring,       , muttering,   , breathing. At night, whenever a lover rests beside me, I mistaken 

unheard breathing for the lack of breathing; my eyes frantically scan torsos, and all hope is lost, until 

my fingers test the airwaves under nostrils. No fatalities yet. Nearly muted affirmative moans. The spe-

cific quiet moan, when freed from the ribcage, climbs from the center, crawls up the throat like the ex-

hales of a misguided scuba diver that lead to safety, until finally, it escapes from parted lips. At least as I 

nibble on necks I can feel this moan’s ascent, from a fluttering heart up a vibrating neck. Humming, 

singing,         , hissing, , ,  purring, gurgling. Every song sounds of varying music with lyrics so 

indeterminable as to sound like Kurt Cobain’s singing or Ozzy Osbourne’s speaking. With a childish 

optimism that survives my growing cynicism, I hope concerts and musicals someday provide captions—

to aid in understanding over-amplification. Because once songs seem distorted, things really start to 

disappear after that. Babbling, ,jabbering,  rattling, chattering,        , clattering, ,        ,                        

, buzzing,              , creaking, droning. As with most losses, sounds vanish gradually and then very sud-

denly. An onset, gradual symptoms, then a serious diagnosis.  

 In ten years   or so, I will be deaf or so close as to require very fancy hearing aids.  

Falling On Deaf Ears 
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Even German genes couldn’t save my mother’s side of the family from a hereditary hearing defect. My 

mother, the youngest of eight children, won   place in the race for hearing aids; she was thirty-

six. Seven of the eight siblings required hearing aids prior to purchasing a pair in their thirties; given my 

love of ear-buds, I have   less time than I imagined.  

 Some sounds already challenge me to recall them. I can’t scale this kind of pain. Does it hurt more 

to have known and lost or to have never known? At times, I imagine that nothing hurts worse than never 

having had and never being able to know firsthand tenderly  whispered sweet-nothings, practically 

breathed into my ear, not words at all but really airy feeling, emotion humid with love, lust, whichever 

applicable. But remembering whispers and their subjects agonizes me each time I see someone cup her 

mouth to shield her gossip from potential eavesdroppers. I can first remember informing a friend I no 

longer heard whispers during science class in sixth grade; afterwards, she attempted to signal to me mid-

lecture from across the room. Sweet girl to be so loyal as to risk such a feat then; too bad for her my 

vision had not yet been fixed with glasses and I then had to tell her I couldn’t see how her fingers mo-

tioned nor how many she ragingly held up.  

 Conquering whispered peaces—BANG! BOOM! BLARING! BURSTING! CRASHING! EX-

PLODING! KABAM! ROAR! THUNDER! WOOF! YELLING! SHOUTING! SCREAMING! 

SHRIEKING! WAILING!—loud actions don’t require subtitles. The thunder shocks me with its vol-

ume, yet I hardly hear the patter of rain, unless it be the result of torrential downpours. To be heard, 

everyone must speak with urgency! Command! Own your words! Everything is imperative! Shout, 

shout, let it all out! Everything I am capable of hearing is an agent of stress. Only explosive, deafening 

noises reach my eardrums. My mind wanders in silence, frantically searching for input, feedback, until 

being roused by ear-piercing sounds that trigger my involuntarily exaggerated gasps—an operatic inhale 

that sounds like a Tschuuuuuuuuh!!! of   shock. Silence or noise. 

 Upon learning of my education in the German language, those who know of my impairment will 

often jokingly tease that if I had been smarter, I would have learned sign language. Reminders and 

acknowledgements of my disability are the conversational-equivalent to dropping a piano on my soul.  

King 
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Despite being physically disabled, I am embarrassed because I can’t hear. Not hearing is a weakness, an 

Achilles ear. If only I had learned sign language! 

 I read lips, though I possess little talent in that act. I create dialogue based on facial expressions, 

based on how one has previously acted, based on who I imagine one to be. Everyday interactions have 

changed to constant sign language. Either I translate body language into English and hope for accuracy, 

or I can understand someone   and hope for accuracy. Were they slumping out of disinterest or 

scoliosis? Did I mishear something? Already saying, “What?” more than I converse, I can’t request the 

repetition of every passing comment, but how else do you know if you missed something? 

 To the hearing impaired, every word possesses importance. Never does one lose only a word or 

two; we don’t hear in sentences, often losing entire conversations due to the incomprehension of one 

sentence, which can be altered by one word. Entire sentences slip away from me as I linger on one mis-

understood word. One  derails everything. Devotedly, I follow conversations with the determination 

of the Little Engine That Could, but falter once, a midway and even chanting, “I think I can!” won’t 

set me back on track. 

 When my mother bought her hearing aids, I was only twelve. I understood nothing. My only 

awareness of her disability stemmed from anger. I despised having to repeat myself. My words were 

precious, invaluable   nuggets of wisdom appraised at well-over a penny, and she paid an insuffi-

cient amount of attention to me. So I denied her. I withdrew my comments, yelled at her for neglecting 

me, or sulked away to my room, ignoring her for the rest of the day. This is the most common reaction. 

Unlike my patient mother, my rage and disgust overwhelms me, and I angrily inform the criminal of her 

or his wrongdoing.  

 What my poor mummy must have felt when I brattily refused to clarify my words horrifies me! 

The paramount guilt I feel overwhelms me, though she exacts equal revenge. For the eight years now of 

her having worn hearing aids, she has practiced and mastered her technique. My mother turns  off her  
 

King 
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hearing aids whenever she tires of listening to someone. How many times since have I rambled on, ex-

citedly chatting for hours, only to discover she hadn’t heard a word of it—through choice! (Karma pun-

ished her for this over the summer: she rescued Maggie, a six-month-old yellow-lab-greyhound mix, 

who within the first month, snuck up behind my mom, bit her hearing aid, and commended to chew it to 

scraps. That’ll teach you to waste the magic, mom.)  

 Despite my mother’s offers of “lending me her ears,” as she thrusts a hearing aid at me, my audi-

tion deteriorates rapidly. Zehn. I can count on my hands the years until I need help to hear everyday 

communications. Neun. Sometimes      forget the fate that     awaits. Acht, sieben, sechs. On 

 days, I can only try to  . Fünf, vier, drei. Even  your , my head is only half-full of emp-

tiness.  Zwei. Sometimes         can’t stop about my   hearing. I          turn   off. 

The less I  , the more I think about                      not capable of   . Knowing my            will         

haunts me daily  . Eins.      What? 
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DEMITRA BROWN 
 

…that communicable disease which infects at least partially college-educated individuals 

usually within the ages of 18 to 26. It is known for its relatively high rate of infectiousness. 

Transmission occurs predominantly after the primary host has already begun to manifest 

symptoms. Symptoms include a detachment from reality, questions without answers, a disin-

terest in maintaining responsibility, a perception of sameness moment to moment, a general 

preoccupation with meaning and significance or lack thereof, and an ultimate sense of aban-

donment from the world as it is known. Isolation is the only conceived method of contain-

ment, though potentially fatal for the afflicted. Identifying the direct source has proven near 

impossible; however this may be shown to be a result of the apathetic nature of the sick. 

Though infection may be culturally stigmatized, youth and a propensity for philosophic in-

quiry are the only common risk factors. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

*This piece was excerpted from a longer essay entitled “An Alphabet for the Ghost Generation.” 

E is for Existential Funk 
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On Seeds 
DEMITRA BROWN 
 

*** 

 In thinking of myself as characterized by 

any particular fruit, I am led to thoughts on wom-

anhood and thus end up at avocados: plump, sen-

suous avocados, with heavy curves, tough skins, 

and vibrant inner color. Women have a higher 

percentage of body fat than men. Men are tough 

and sinewy while women are creamy and deca-

dent. If men are long, muscly cats, then women 

are the rippling, melting purr. In eating avocados, 

I feel as though I’m dissolving when I smear the 

fatty meat between my tongue and the roof of my 

mouth. It doesn’t need to be digested, because I 

can just press it into my palate and it joins the soft 

skin there. I could never eat avocados as a child. 

My mother would slip them into salads and I 

would cringe at their bruised texture. But now 

their pregnant shape seduces me. I imagine the 

heavy seeds within, gestating under the leathery 

skin. She is a mother fruit. 

 I save the seeds. When I first remove the 

skin and meat, the seed is plump and wet. It has a 

rich auburn color with veins like a leaf running 

over it—though it’s perfectly smooth to the touch. 

But as much as I collect them and try to preserve 

them, they dry up. The outer layer fades from 

auburn to grey and flakes off like dry skin. They 

shrivel to half their original size, and eventually 

crack in half revealing that most of the “seed” is 

another layer of soft meat, yellow in color, pro-

tecting a very small embryonic inner seed. After a 

few more days the halves will shrink to their final 

dehydrated size, becoming hard and deep red. I 

try to cherish them even in the shriveled state, but 

it’s only in memory of their youthful, plump 

beauty. 

*** 

 When carving pumpkins, I have always me-

ticulously collected every seed, from all of the 

other children’s pumpkins. I believe I’ve devel-

oped a perfect method for rinsing away the globs 

of pulp until I have released all of the seeds. 
Growing up, I would rush to carve my own pump-

kin first, in order to be vigilant enough to extract  
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every seed from the rest. I became anxious if any 

were carelessly dropped on the ground by the oth-

er children. I have trouble remembering any of the 

carvings I did, though I recall being commended 

on my skill with the plastic-handled bright orange 

tools. It was in my desire for expediency that I 

developed the most efficient carving method. 

 I remember the seeds most, particularly their 

slimy feel as I squished fistfuls of them in a pot of 

water. . I took time to let each white seed pop 

from between my fingers and leap back down to 

the others. This is the best way to release them 

from the pulp. My satisfaction came from clean-

ing the seeds—I was never particularly interested 

in eating them. Once they are baked and salted, 

they lose their sleek fish-like quality. Associating 

their inanimate dryness with death, I failed to rec-

ognize them as food. My stepfather told me if you 

ate the pumpkin seeds without baking them that 

they might sprout in your stomach. I was horrified 

by the thought of the children around me devour-

ing fistfuls, perhaps one being undercooked. One 

slimy seed and they would wake up impregnated 

with pumpkin-belly. 

*** 

 My mother once told me that apple seeds 

have trace amounts of poison in them. But being 

disgusted by waste, she would eat the entire apple, 

never leaving the core. I asked “Why don’t other 

people eat the core?” and she said “People don’t 

like to eat seeds. And they especially don’t like 

apple seeds because they’re poisonous.” I gave a 

nod indicating my feigned agreement. She knew 

better and warned me “Don’t be foolish and waste 

a perfectly good apple core. You can eat the 

whole thing.” I was eight years old. Having seen 

Snow White too many times, I thought it was es-

pecially clever of apples to conceal such a power-

ful weapon under their appealing red sheen. Ac-

cording to the tale it was a child’s duty to protect 

themselves from murderous parents. I knew what 

my mother was up to. She had found a way to eat 

apples without poisoning herself in order to trick 

me into believing them to be safe. I let my four 

year old brother in on the secret plot to destroy us, 

and we devised a plan to strike back. 

 For weeks we ate entire apples, pretending 

to swallow the seeds, always sneaking off to a 

corner to spit them out and slip them into our 

pockets. I had by then a habit of collecting things, 

including boxes and jars of various sizes to keep   

Brown 
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my other collections in. On the bottom of one 

box, I drew the best skull and cross bones I could 

manage, in which my brother and I stored all of 

our apple seeds. Once full, the box became Pan-

dora’s—concealing immense power and frighten-

ing us to abandon our plan. We took the box out 

to a field near our house and scattered them over 

the ground. That night I dreamed that one hundred 

little sparrows flew in on the apple seeds, feasting 

at once, and then dropped dead on the spot. I re-

fused to play in the field until I could be certain I 

wouldn’t find a sparrow massacre. 

*** 

 For many years I was determined to catch a 

wild finch. Late in the summer before my final 

year in college I learned that songbirds prefer this-

tle seed. It was then that I finally saved a baby 

Goldfinch from certain death. He was caught on 

the lawn, too petrified to fly, and surely unable to 

make it all the way up to his nest had he tried. I 

watched him for an hour as he chirped away: 

“Peep. Peep. Peep. Peep. Peep.” Around the same 

time the previous year, I became fascinated with 

bird cages. Most of the beautiful ones are too ex-

pensive for me to collect, but I was sure if I ever 

found an abandoned one I could hang collected 

trinkets inside of it. Or I could just get a few tiny 

birds. I played with the idea of using a large spool 

of wire I had found to construct a cage of my own 

design. It would have the shape of a woman’s 

torso, like a dresser’s mannequin without the cloth 

covering. The door would be in the stomach. 

When I eventually decided to pick the baby Gold-

finch up, I was upset that I hadn’t already found a 

cage. He climbed onto my finger willingly, and I 

brought him into my room. I gave him drops of 

water off of my finger for awhile, then put him 

into an empty wire spice rack. The rack had two 

drawers, but by inverting the top drawer I created 

one continuous space. Eventually I wedged sticks 

in the side for him to perch on and dangled ear-

rings from the top for him to look at—luxuries 

I’m sure he appreciated. I found worms and 

caught crickets for him. A birder told me that the 

protein was good for him now while he was grow-

ing and developing adult feathers, but in the fu-

ture he would prefer thistle seed. 

 I got a friend to drive me to a few pet stores, 

in search of thistle. The best I found were two 

different mixes meant for finches, with only a 

“high percentage” of thistle. The rest was proba-

bly filler, like they put into cat and dog food, that  

Brown 
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doesn’t give them any nutrients and makes them 

produce excess amounts of waste. I bought one of 

each, though I would have preferred to have found 

the best. Then, I went to the antique stores in 

town, hoping to find a real birdcage magnificent 

enough to spend my money on, though I found 

none, which was fine because I was rather proud 

of my impromptu construction. My friend, who 

had been nice enough to drive me around, told me 

I was wasting my money anyway. He said the bird 

would die in a few days. I argued with him that 

the birder told me I was doing a good job, but I 

knew why he was so certain of the little bird’s 

fate. A few weeks before, in a particular height of 

finch fever, I had had a dream that my brother and 

I found a bird and kept it in a box. I was afraid the 

bird would escape, so I covered the box in tape. 

Soon afterwards I found the dream bird suffocat-

ed. My friend thought that to be solid evidence of 

my inability to save the small bird. He didn’t even 

know the half of it. 

 As children my brother and I had found a 

number of animals that we kept in boxes, and they 

all eventually died from whichever disease had 

already crippled them enough to allow being 

caught: a Cardinal our cat had swooped out of the 

air with its claws, or a malnourished infant rac-

coon whose mother had abandoned it. My friend 

was right. Within a week, the Goldfinch began to 

refuse food and fall off his perch. One morning I 

found him shaking in a little ball at the bottom of 

his cage. I picked him up and held him under my 

chin for warmth. I fed him water and he ate half 

of a cricket. He chirped for a while, but eventually 

started lolling to the side. In his final dramatic 

moment, he popped both wings out and tipped 

backwards. I held him for a few moments before I 

became frightened of the diseases he might be 

carrying, but I couldn’t put him down, as I be-

came more distraught and less able to tell for cer-

tain whether he was really dead. I was so uncon-

vinced that I refused to throw him out or even 

bury him. In the midst of a rainstorm I placed him 

on a branch of the tree directly behind my bed-

room, safely tucked away from the rain. I checked 

on his little body every day, hoping to watch him 

waste away. He stayed the same for two days, 

then was gone, and all that remained was a tiny 

grey down feather. I placed a thistle seed feeder 

outside of my window just in case. It was fall, and 

squirrels eventually knocked the feeder down to 

harvest. 

Brown 
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*** 

 My mother showed me how to eat pome-

granate seeds, when the fruit is available for a 

short time in the fall. She cut the difficult fruit in 

half, and I discovered that it is mostly tough skin 

and dry pulp. Embedded in the pulp are the lus-

cious little red sacks of juice surrounding the 

small, hard seeds. This was the same time that I 

was known for carrying a large picture book of 

Greek mythology with me everywhere. I knew the 

story of my namesake Demeter and her daughter 

Persephone well. I knew that pomegranate was 

what Hades tricked Persephone into consuming so 

she would be bound to him in the Underworld. In 

college I learned the more ancient of the ancient 

Greeks believed marriage to be a sort of abduc-

tion, or rape, of a maiden from her family by a 

man. Therefore some cities ironically worship 

Persephone, hoping the goddess will bless their 

marriages in pity. Although, for me now, her story 

doesn’t seem that far from the truth of aging and 

experiencing love. I can imagine her, drawn by 

this dark man into the pit of the earth, thrilled by 

the horrors around her. Being swallowed up by 

the dark reality of the world—that everything 

born must also die—in this shadow place she be-

comes a whole being, leaving her childhood far 

behind. She, the daughter of Demeter who is the 

earth itself, the personification of her mother’s 

fertile power, finds wholeness in uniting with 

death and accepting to her belly the seeds of her 

husband. 

 The older depictions of Persephone label her 

the Queen of the Underworld, quite without men-

tion of Hades. Hades came about later when dei-

ties began to be masculinized, and the Queen had 

to be given a King. Husband or no, there is some-

thing inseparable about the two goddesses: life/

earth/Demeter and death/underworld/Persephone. 

They are two halves of one truth: the inseparable 

nature of life and death. Perhaps even farther into 

the depths of time, Persephone and Demeter were 

one goddess. I think of this as I recall the moment 

my mother handed me a tiny fistful of pomegran-

ate seeds. I see the infinite cycle pass between us. 

I see her: who bore me into this world; who is far 

older and nearer to death; who knows suffering; 

who gave half of herself to bear and raise children 

and the other half to endure the love of a dark 

man; who embodies both goddesses and one truth. 

When I see myself eating those little seeds, surely 

grinning about the treasure I was certain only she  
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and I knew, I see it now as the moment I began to 

grow into my own name. I know that in accepting 

all of my mother’s offerings, and in being taken 

away from her by the growth of aging and eventu-

ally by my own dark man, I have become the 

same woman as she. I too will age, love men, per-

haps bear children, and suffer. Unendingly suffer, 

for I am Demeter and I am Persephone. Like all 

women, I am a true embodiment of life and 

death.  

*** 

 I have always been growing away from her, 

but it was when I left for college and began study-

ing philosophy (things which she guided me to-

wards, but could never follow) that she and I had 

little more to share than the similarities of our 

bodies and fate. There is still so much I wish she 

knew with me, so much ancient shared knowledge 

I want to tell her in stories connecting the natural 

science of dead men in antiquity with the living 

cord between her and I and the world. 

 The ancient Greek philosopher Anaxagoras 

survives only in fragments of his writings. Two of 

his thoughts are profoundly imagistic for me: the 

original state of the cosmos as elementary parti-

cles that he called seeds and said were composed 

of all things, and the Mind which knows and con-

trols all and set the original motion of the uni-

verse. He presumably came to his conclusions 

quite apart from teleological biases, for the pre-

Socratic thinkers concerned themselves with natu-

ral philosophy and sought to learn about the uni-

verse in terms of “what” it is, and “how” it is. His 

predecessors were famous for reducing the world 

to finite original substances, for example: earth, 

water, wind, and fire. Empedocles, before him, 

argued that all fundamental materials sorted them-

selves into dualistic pairs, and the forces of 

change in the world were Love and Strife, which 

brought things into harmony only to later repel 

them. 

 Anaxagoras was a bit more absurd, and 

could not accept that the infinitely diverse world 

around him could be reduced to a finite number of 

foundational bits that he couldn’t even perceive. 

Furthermore, he couldn’t conceptualize the mo-

tion of all things as a simple ebb and flow, like 

Empedocles. He saw it as a vast and unfathoma-

ble vortex, set in motion by something he could 

only conceive of as “Mind.” Anaxagoras’ seeds 

are infinitely small, and infinitely diverse. The 

absurdity in his “discovery” is that it says nothing  
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at all: if everything is everything, then it’s all really 

nothing. There’s no way to differentiate, and it’s all 

moving in a vortex. 

 Though this would be unacceptable to think-

ers from later philosophers to contemporary logi-

cians, there’s something seductive about where a 

conceptualization like this comes from. It appeals 

to bizarre sensations I’ve had since childhood, 

which are admittedly entirely nonsensical. If I al-

lowed myself to drift away from alert conscious-

ness I would experience a sense—not a vision or 

hallucination, but a vivid and imagistic thought—of 

an infinitely expanding and contracting mass. With-

in that mass were an infinite number of knowable 

things, for example: if I tried to concentrate on any 

of it in particular, thoughts of faces, sounds, things, 

or textures, it would be the momentary “object” of 

my attention. Although, focusing too intently on the 

thought would cause me to lose it and again I 

would be reminded of the expanding and contract-

ing of thought, a sort of pulse of my mind. Anaxag-

oras may have been attempting to answer the ques-

tions of natural philosophy, but as far as I under-

stand him, he was really only conceptualizing the 

mind—consciousness, memory, and sub-

consciousness. The Mind, Anaxagoras’ ultimate 

motivator, is the abstracted image of thought itself. 

 The seeds are not physical or tangible atoms 

of the material world, but the totipotent first objects 

of our cognition. He described how the seeds at 

first resembled that of which they contained the 

most. The seeds that compose flesh cause us to 

think “flesh” because they are mostly bits of flesh. 

Upon further consideration, he claims that the seeds 

of flesh also contain bits of cabbage, and bits of 

hair, and bits of fire. If I consider any of the objects 

about me, I first recognize the seeds as what they 

are mostly— the material it is made from, and more 

importantly the context of what it is. And in consid-

ering that, the object expands infinitely to reveal all 

things. I remember where it was found and the ob-

jects near it, I recall other things of a similar color, 

I associate a value with it…among all the infinite 

thoughts I can associate with one object. 

 When I was young and having those odd im-

age experiences, Anaxagoras would have told me I 

was being aware of the original state of all things, 

which anyone may do if they allow their minds 

enough abstraction. I might have told him that the 

sensation of the outward expansion was  
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always the most unsettling, that it was associated 

with a kind of fear of all things breaking free once 

and for all. I would have described to him that I 

exercised my consciousness in gathering up all the 

bits of everything in my mind and compacting it 

into a tiny seed, before letting it exhale gently. 

Again he would have told me I was being aware of 

the original work of the Mind. He would have en-

joyed the story of my habit of collecting and storing 

things, especially my physical self. As a child I 

would crawl to the farthest corner of the deepest 

closet, assuming a fetal position and covering my-

self with clothes and boxes. I would imagine I was 

small and manageable, and weighted down safely 

from fearful expansion by my self- burial. Certainly 

my pleasure with seeds is knowing their potency, 

their power: that they are such small things, able to 

conceal themselves in the smallest places, with an 

infinite potential for outward expansion. In the seed 

state, all things—an infinite concept—become man-

ageable. If I meditate well enough, I can still make 

the infinite contractions of my mind gather into one 

seed. 
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Me, Moses, and Helen Keller   

 

 

DIANE BIZZARRO  
 

 The first commercial I saw for Baby Ein-

stein DVDs was about five years ago while I was 

babysitting for my neighbors. It was 12:30 a.m. I 

was sitting on their couch, with their 24 month old 

daughter asleep on my stomach, watching my 5th 

consecutive hour of the Sprout network, a PBS 

kids station, that their website describes as “a 24-

hour preschool channel parents and kids share to-

gether.” Hooray for me and my eventful Saturday 

evening.  

 As I sat there contemplating the creepiness of 

the flamboyant middle-aged men who star in the 

popular show “The Wiggles,” a Baby Einstein 

commercial came on. Images of babies filled the 

screen, some floating on the backs of dolphins, 

others wearing safari hats and romping around a 

cartoon jungle.  

 Weird as these images were, it was the name 

that struck me the most: Baby Einstein. I thought it 

was creepy. Questions began to topple in my  

 

 

 

 

head like a row of dominos: “What the fuck is 

this? Do these videos actually ‘work?’ Is this series 

of videos legitimately making the claim that they 

can improve the IQ of your infant? Is this company 

suggesting that they can form your baby into a 

mini Einstein replica? Is it necessary to start a for-

mal type of education this early on for an infant?”  

 I looked down at Avery, finally asleep, lying 

precariously on the right side of stomach. She 

questioned the world enough. She played, ob-

served, and interacted with me all evening, not to 

mention every day when I babysat her. “Don’t all 

infants explore and take information in at, like, a 

billion meters per second?” I wondered.  

My train of thought was interrupted by the eternal-

ly anticipated sound of parental arrival: the rumble 

of the garage door opening. By the time I sprinted 

across the street, counted my evening’s earnings in 

the secrecy of my own driveway, and opened the 

door to my house, I had decided that these Baby 

Einstein DVDs were a bunch of bullshit.  
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 I have heard much from the Baby Einstein 

Company since then. From the instant the Walt 

Disney Company bought the company in 2001, 

Baby Einstein has been heavily advertised and has 

expanded to include books, CDs, toys, and more. 

Not only does the Baby Einstein line exist, but 

Baby Shakespeare, Baby Mozart, Baby Bach, 

Baby Galileo, Baby Monet and Baby Van Gogh 

lines as well. As of 2009, the company was esti-

mated to be worth 400 million dollars 

(wikipedia.com).  

 Whether or not such videos help infants is 

irrelevant. The idea behind the company remains 

disturbing: the impulse to improve our children as 

soon as they leave the womb, and even before. I 

suppose this is a natural parental impulse, to want 

the best for your child, but American upper-

middle class culture seems particularly fixated on 

perfection and competition among children. In my 

opinion, the desire to rush a child’s growth seems 

counterintuitive and potentially harmful. 

 God forbid your child isn’t at the top of their 

preschool classroom, reading and composing son-

nets by age 4. What if your child isn’t walking by 

12 months? Then they must be destined to skip 

college, work at McDonalds for a few years, and 

then kill the neighbors and serve them over lingui-

ne and marinara sauce.  

 I can’t help but ask: What about those “late 

bloomers”? (Insert gasping noises here). Don’t 

they have a chance? 

     --- 

 Growing up, I fell under the euphemistic 

category of those who bloom, albeit a bit late. I 

didn’t walk until I was two. Even though I knew 

how to walk, I refused, and ran around the house 

on my knees instead. My parents bought me knee-

pads because I tore up all of my pants. I was ex-

tremely shy and non-communicative until I was 

around 12 years old. I didn’t read proficiently 

until age nine. I finally shed my training wheels at 

14, after many stubborn arguments with my sister. 

I had my first kiss at the disconcerting old age of 

16. I got my period when I was 17—the last of my 

friends to hit puberty. My inability to complete 

developmental tasks at a “normal” pace classifies 

me as a member of the few, the proud: the late 

bloomers.  

Ever since I can remember, my father has called 

me “the sleeper,” sort of his own definition of a 

late bloomer. In the Oxford English Dictionary, 

one of the definitions of the word “sleeper” is: “a  
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film, book, play, etc. that eventually achieves un-

expected success after initially attracting very 

little attention. 4. An antique whose true value 

goes unrecognized for some time” (OED online). 

I suppose my dad got my nickname from one of 

these meanings of the word, or from the 1973 

Woody Allen movie Sleeper. Regardless, my fa-

ther has never written me off. A late bloomer him-

self, he has always believed in my ability as “his 

sleeper child.” 

 I first surprised my parents when I was 14 

months old. I was an extremely well behaved 

child who rarely cried or threw tantrums. Alt-

hough I spared my parents a few sleepless nights, 

I was obedient to the point of concern. Grandpar-

ents insisted that I was “too good.” Despite our 

pediatrician, Dr. Clair’s, assurances that I seemed 

physically and mentally on target with other ba-

bies my age, my mother remained worried about 

my development.  

 The underhanded comments from family and 

friends prompted my mother, the fatalist of our 

family, to obsess over my progress. Her thoughts 

quickly morphed from viewing me as an easy 

baby to thinking of me as a possible risk; a child 

with a defect. Dr. Clair suggested that I get a MRI 

exam done that would test me for cerebral palsy. 

My tiny body went through a series of tests as my 

parents waited anxiously; they were expecting to 

get the results around Easter time.  

 My mother was the most nervous. In a fran-

tic attempt to conceal any hints of possible trou-

bles in our family, she bought me and my sister 

beautiful matching yellow Easter dresses and 

white bonnets to wear to church. “I didn’t care 

how expensive they were,” she later told me, “I 

wanted you two to look beautiful that day.” My 

dad thought her stress was unwarranted all along 

so he asked her the day before Easter: “Will you 

love her any less if she does, in fact, have cerebral 

palsy?” She said no.  

 The results came back normal. Nothing was 

“wrong” with me.  

 The Easter egg hunts, church services, and 

other festivities continued as planned; a picture of 

Annie and me in front of our square-cut hedges, in 

our pale yellow silk dresses is framed on our man-

tle.   

    ---  

I always looked nice for school. Whether I was 

wearing a pair of classic 90’s floral spandex and 

turtleneck or a plaid kilt in the winter—mom  
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dressed me well. Even though I looked like a 

model student, I struggled in school. It took my 

first grade teacher months to realize that I was 

memorizing the sentences in the “learn-to-read” 

books when they were read aloud to me instead of 

reading them myself.  

 Once my secret was discovered, I was as-

signed a special reading specialist who took me 

out of class everyday to help improve my reading 

skills. Despite the tutors, phonics computer 

games, special alphabet cards, and instructional 

tapes, I still could not read. I was quickly falling 

behind, and classmates teased me when they real-

ized the reason behind my silence during popcorn 

read aloud sessions. For the first time in my life I 

was embarrassed; I desperately wanted to fit in, to 

understand, to read.  

 One of my most vivid memories: I’m sitting 

at our kitchen table after an unsatisfying dinner of 

meatloaf and Green Giant broccoli florets. Mom 

and Annie have gone upstairs; Dad and I remain 

in the kitchen. He asks me why I’m having so 

much trouble in school. I stare at the indentations 

in the wooden table, picking at the light colored 

patch of fresh wood—a task I secretly work on 

every night after dinner.  

“Stop that,” dad says. Sensing the rare grave tone 

of his voice, I immediately look into his dark 

chocolate eyes, a larger version of my own. I’m 

sitting and he’s standing. We stare at each other. 

Our eyes are mirror images, both expressing 

shame, anger, and frustration.  

 I have no answer for him. All I can do is sit 

on my prickly knees, and pick at the rubber polka 

dots on my socks. He leaves the room and returns 

with two learn-to-read books. One is about Mo-

ses; the other is about Helen Keller.  

 My back straightens. I look up at my dad 

with an expression of pure helplessness. Please, 

don’t make me do this. I plead in my head. Be-

cause I can’t do it. I say nothing aloud. I know he 

can see that I’m terrified and I wait, trying to 

gauge the severity of his emotions. One glance, 

one word could change his mind. I can get out of 

this. What should I do?  

 The look in his eyes hardens and I know my 

moment is gone. “You aren’t leaving the table 

until you read one of these books,” he says robot-

ically. “I’ll be back in an hour.” He walks away.  

 I’m stuck. Me and Moses and Helen Keller. 

A gaggle of symbols I don’t understand. A mil-

lion ideas I can’t reach. Stories to be told remain  
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flatly on the page, jeering back at me.  

 I remember staring at the first page of the 

Helen Keller book for what seemed like hours. 

The cartoon drawing of a young girl in a basinet 

provided few clues for what the words on the 

page said. No one had read this book to me be-

fore. There were no teachers or friends around. 

There was no possible way I could decode the 

book’s meaning using my usual tricks. I could 

recognize Helen’s name as the title of the book, 

but that was it.  

 I flipped through the pages, breaking in the 2 

cm. spine. At the time, I had no idea who Helen 

Keller was, and I was clueless to the adversities 

she faced in her lifetime. Sitting there, staring at 

the neon green numbers on the microwave clock, 

all I cared about was my own struggle, my own 

shame, and my own sense of failure.   

 In slow motion, the green numbers changed. 

They seemed to be the only thing in the room that 

was progressing. Even time could move, yet I 

remained staring at page one, staring at the car-

toon baby image of Helen Keller and the symbols 

on the opposing page.  

 11:32 p.m. my digital friend read. I couldn’t 

remember when I had started “reading,” but I 

knew that it was late and I was tired.  

 Dad walked in and found me still on my 

knees, perched on the edge of my wooden dinner 

chair, leaning over the books—right where he had 

left me. I looked up, my face tear-stained and ex-

hausted. I was defeated and he saw that.  

 “I really did try dad,” I said. I could see the 

feeling of remorse manipulate his face. We looked 

at each other. Our eyes were no longer a mirror of 

one another. Mine were bloodshot and ashamed; 

his were white, clear, and compassionate.  

 His theories on the reasons why I could not 

read were dispelled that evening, whatever they 

may have been. From that night on, I knew my 

father understood my struggle. He realized that 

his sleeper child would learn in time, at her own 

pace—when she was ready. 

 Sure enough, by third grade, symbols as 

words as parts of sentences made sense to me. I 

became an avid reader, and eventually, the top of 

my class in language arts, scoring the highest on 

verbal sections of standardized tests. Although 

they may have helped a bit, I truly believe that I 

didn’t need the specialists, the games, and the new

-age phonetic techniques. All I needed was more 

time.  
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    --- 

 With my own history in mind, my initial 

outrage at the Baby Einstein commercial I saw 

back in 2007 makes sense. I suppose I felt person-

ally attacked by this company. Who is Julie Clark 

to tell me I won’t succeed unless I listen to Baby 

Mozart CDs and learn to read, not just on time, 

but early?  

 Interestingly enough, a group of researchers 

at University of Washington performed a study in 

2007 that looked at the links between language 

development and television and video watching.  

The study shows that among infants aged 8 to 16 

months, exposure to "baby DVDs/videos" — such 

as Baby Einstein and Brainy Baby — was strong-

ly associated with lower scores on a standard lan-

guage development test. One of the researchers, 

Frederick Zimmerman, said that “there is no clear 

evidence of a benefit coming from baby DVDs 

and videos and there is some suggestion of 

harm” (Psychology Today).  

 Even though studies show that these devel-

opmental DVDs aren’t helpful to infants develop-

ment, people continue to buy these kinds of prod-

ucts. The Baby Einstein Company is booming, 

despite lawsuits from both the FTC and the estate 

of the deceased Albert Einstein.  

 What does this say about our society? How 

will this affect our children? Turn off the Sprout 

Network, Put the Baby Galileo DVD back on the 

rack, leave this month’s edition of Parenting To-

day at the checkout counter, and save that $500 

you were about to spend on an SAT course.  

 Late bloomer or not, we all have something 

to offer, but only when we are ready. I learned 

this recently, solely because I have people in my 

life who gave me the time I needed.  
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The Lithium Coma  
DIANE BIZZARRO  
 

 “Lithium is a soft, silver-white metal that 

belongs to the alkali metal group of chemical ele-

ments… Under standard conditions it is the lightest 

metal. Like all alkali metals, lithium is highly reac-

tive and flammable. When cut open, lithium exhib-

its a metallic luster, but contact with moist air cor-

rodes the surface quickly to a dull silvery gray, then 

black, tarnish. Because of its high reactivity, lithium 

never occurs free in nature, and instead, only ap-

pears in compounds, which are usually ionic1.” 

Brand names: Eskalith CR, Eskalith, Lithobid.  

 “Lithium is used to treat and prevent episodes 

of mania (frenzied, abnormally excited mood) in 

people with bipolar disorder (manic-depressive dis-

order; a disease that causes episodes of depression, 

episodes of mania, and other abnormal moods). 

Lithium is in a class of medications called anti-

manic agents.  

———————————— 
1 Information from www.drugs.com 

 

 

It works by decreasing abnormal activity in the 

brain2.”  

In case of emergency/overdose: 

Call your local poison control center at 1-800-222-

1222. If the victim has collapsed or is not breathing, 

call local emergency services at 911. 

Symptoms of overdose may include: 

     diarrhea/ vomiting 

     seizures  

     slurring of speech 

      blackouts 

      hallucinations 

      nausea 

      drowsiness 

      muscle weakness 

      loss of coordination 

      excessive thirst 

 U.S. National Library of Medicine doesn’t 

mention possible death on this list.  

My mother is diagnosed manic-depressive. Her  

————————————— 
2 Information from US National Library of Medicine, 55.  
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psychiatrist at the time accidentally wrote down 

the wrong dosage of lithium on her prescription 

tablet—twice her normal dosage. Coming from 

the old fashioned state of mind that “doctors know 

best,” she never questioned his recommendation, 

even when she was feeling abnormally tired, 

loopy, and depressed. This went on for 3 months. 

One day she slipped on the stairs and decided to 

go to the doctor to double-check that everything 

was okay. Shortly after this visit, she spent 5 

nights in the E.R, as doctors furiously cleansed 

her decaying kidneys. My mother almost died 

because she was overdosed on Lithium. None of 

us noticed.  

 I was a senior in high school. I was busy 

filling out college applications, taking AP exams, 

and consuming myself in mindless high school 

extracurricular activities like organizing home-

coming festivities and painting the school field 

house. Duh, I didn’t notice. I figured she was just 

getting older.  

 My sister, Annie, was in college. Having 

recently been laid-off, my dad was stressed about 

finding a new job. My mom’s three sisters were 

too busy redecorating their living rooms and hav-

ing brunch dates to notice any significant change 

in her behavior. We were all too busy. Too con-

sumed in our own lives to realize her medication 

was slowly poisoning her. Too busy to realize this 

metallic element, this silvery tarnish was killing 

her.  

 A few years later, after having survived the 

drug-induced incident, my mom has a humorously 

fatalistic outlook on the whole situation, calling it 

her “lithium coma.” Even though I tell her not to, 

she will start stories with, “Well, when I was poi-

soned…” It’s funny to us, but seriously freaks 

people out.  It makes strangers doubt the validity 

of their doctor, double-check their prescriptions 

using WebMD.  

 Though my parents insist “we’re not the 

suing kind of people,” I know they looked into it. 

One doctor’s fight with his wife, late night spent 

on the couch, missed morning coffee almost killed 

my mother. And none of us noticed, not even him. 

       

“Protector” 

 As a child, I insisted my mother’s mother, 

my mom-mom, never liked me as much as she 

liked the other grandkids. I only expressed this 

insecurity to my mother.  

 To me, the reasons were obvious: I looked  
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different than mom-mom, who was an Ingrid 

Bergman look-a-like. I was dark: deep-set, dark 

brown eyes, olive skin, and chocolate brown hair. 

All of my cousins were fair and freckly. In ap-

pearance, I was my dad’s child—an Italian, a Biz-

zarro.  

 Mom-mom thought I was weird because I 

didn’t like cantaloupe, her favorite fruit. My 

cousin Caroline loved cantaloupe. I liked my pea-

nut butter and jelly sandwiches with the crusts 

intact. Mom-mom loved cutting Caroline’s crust 

off for her. My straight hair was always in my 

face, and mom-mom never liked that. Translation: 

my grandmother didn’t like me as much as she 

liked everyone else.  

 My mother and mom-mom fought a lot. 

They were opposites. Mom-mom was a subservi-

ent wife—quiet, calm, and appeasing. She gave 

birth to a boisterous, opinionated, unpredictable 

individual. Up until the day my grandmother died, 

they battled, whether it was silently, with side 

glances across the mahogany dinner table, or pub-

licly, with my mom throwing her clothes off in 

the middle of the kitchen to prove her point.  

 A reserved child, I watched.  

 Growing up, I never thought that the con-

stant fighting I saw between my mother and my 

grandmother had a significant influence on my 

perception of my grandmother. Now I realize 

where my slight disdain for my mom-mom truly 

comes from.  

 I wanted to protect my mother, the strong-

willed yet equally fragile woman. Just like every-

one else, my mother needed people on her side. 

She needed me to validate her opinions, her ac-

tions, and her sanity.  

 My father, sister, and I—we all protect my 

mother, still. We know that watching the interna-

tional news for too long makes her extremely up-

set sp we switch the channel to local, 15 minute 

news segments. We know that we can’t ask too 

much of her in one day. We accommodate our 

schedules to suit her. My dad reads the paper out-

side of a local department store for hours, waiting 

in the car for mom to pick out a pair of shoes, 

because driving on the highway overwhelms her. 

We never question when she re-routes us on the 

way to the closest grocery store, adding an extra 6 

minutes onto the ride, all to avoid making a left-

hand turn. We know not to question her in public, 

when white lies unexpectedly fly out of her 

mouth.  
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 One time, one of our neighbors insisted they 

saw her walking around the nearby town of 

Wayne. I guess she must have looked especially 

haggard that day and was embarrassed about her 

appearance. “No, you must have seen my twin,” 

she replied. Of course, my sister and I knew it was 

bullshit. Once it was out of her mouth, it was in-

erasable. Dad, Annie, and I were left grappling 

with the twin lie for five years, finally able to re-

lieve ourselves of having to accommodate for this 

ridiculous lie after the neighbor moved away.  

 As children, my sister and I always knew not 

to question mom, especially in public. She had her 

own agenda, her own insecurities, and her own 

ways to cope with the world. We simply learned 

to help her.  

   

“Secrets, Secrets are no Fun” 

 My mother is unique. She is quirky. She is 

different. She is creative. She is eccentric. These 

words were kosher in our home growing up. Cra-

zy, mentally ill, off the wall, manic-depressive, 

bipolar, psychologist, medication, therapy. These 

words were blacklisted from our public vocabu-

lary. We didn’t have to be told, we just knew what 

was okay to say and what was not. If veering to-

wards the inappropriate, one glare of mom’s 

hawkish green eyes was enough to make us pee 

our pants and shut our mouths.  

 To this day, my sister and I aren’t allowed to 

divulge the secret. Of course we have told close 

friends and significant others, but we’ve never 

told mom or dad that we have. In their minds, our 

friends will think our mother’s a serial killer if 

they find out that she’s bipolar. In their genera-

tion, that was the fatal stigma.  

    

“Mental Illness” 

One Flew Over the Cuckoo’s Nest, Sybil, A 

Streetcar Named Desire, Girl, Interrupted, A 

Beautiful Mind, Hamlet. These are the types of 

movies, plays, and literature that people associate 

with mental illness. Whether it be schizophrenia, 

bipolar disorder, multiple personality disorder, or 

post-partum depression. The list goes on. Under-

standably, the representations of these illnesses 

are over-dramatized in films, for Hollywood’s 

sake. You see images of women tearing their hair 

out, men in hospital gowns at psychiatric wards, 

the cold linoleum floors of a solitary confinement 

room. These scenes are dramatic and oddly capti-

vating; they make for good drama and box-office  
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satiation.  

Yet the risk of most mainstream depictions of 

mental illness is that these images of crazed pa-

tients and suicidal mothers is what people come to 

associate with all degrees of mental illness. People 

who have nothing to compare let their mind wan-

der from the word “manic-depressive” to scenes of 

violent manic behavior and debilitating spouts of 

depression. Bipolar is equal to plates crashing 

against kitchen cabinets, weeks spent lying in bed 

with the lights off, insane asylums, rebellious chil-

dren, murderers, and bad mothers. The average 

person doesn’t account for the word spectrum 

when they think about these spectrum disorders.  

 In the media’s defense, bipolar disorder and 

other forms of mental illness are gaining more at-

tention. Celebrities “coming out” on The Oprah 

Winfrey Show, admitting their mental illness has 

done more for the de-stigmatization of certain dis-

orders than years of psychiatrist and psychological 

work. I remember sitting on the couch after school 

one day watching as Brooke Shields discussed her 

post-partum depression on Oprah. My mother and 

I were touched by her candid account of her trau-

matic, post-childbirth experience. Mom and 

Brooke Shields cried; I empathized and under-

stood.  

 Virgina Woolf, Vincent VanGogh, Ernest 

Hemingway, Mel Gibson, Edgar Allan Poe, Amy 

Winehouse. All of these people are diagnosed or 

hypothesized to be manic-depressive. All of these 

people are also highly creative, productive individ-

uals who have made significant contributions in 

the areas of the arts. The link between mental ill-

ness and creativity is undeniable. Yet, look what 

remains in our minds when we think of bipolar, 

multiple personality, severe depression, obsessive 

compulsive disorder: utterly crazy people who 

need to be medicated, restrained, tamed, numbed.  

    

“Mood Swings” 

 I have a few vivid memories of my mother’s 

mood swings. I mainly remember her in a manic 

state rather than periods of severe depression. 

Luckily for us, her “downs” only lasted for a few 

days at a time, at the most. Unfortunately, we were 

all prisoners to her fits of mania, which were long-

winded, loud, and abrasive. Once she got started 

there was no stopping her. She only calmed down 

when she decided it was time to calm down. You 

either got out of the house before the mania hit, or 

you were trapped in a kitchen full of manipulative  
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trimmings and Cutco knife-like insults.  

 She never saw boundaries during a manic 

outburst. That “line,” the one that varies with eve-

ry person, that line that you don’t dare cross, was 

imaginary. In her world of mania, all territory was 

free reign, unchartered land for her dragon-like 

wrath to trample across. All elves, fairies, cen-

taurs, and children were left to deal with the 

wreckage of their land. Left to rebuild their gin-

gerbread houses and re-plant their bean stalks 

alone.  

 One time I kept pestering my mom about 

taking me to the school’s pumpkin decorating 

event. She was in a mood and did not want to take 

me. Even though I sensed her emotions, her sensi-

tivity towards the issue, I kept pushing. Like all 

children, I wanted to see how far I could go.  

 We were having breakfast for dinner that 

night. She grabbed three paper plates from the 

cabinet and shoved them on the countertop. I 

asked again if we could go to the pumpkin-

decorating contest. She said no. As she flicked on 

the plastic stovetop dial, I asked again. No. She 

aggressively slammed a grimy pan that we hadn’t 

used for years unto the stove. She cut half of a 

stick of butter and threw the entire piece of lard 

into the pan. I made a ‘smart alec’ comment, ask-

ing why she was cooking grilled cheese for a fam-

ily of 50. By this point she wasn’t responding to 

me anymore. I knew this was fatal territory, the 

verge of a manic outburst. Yet, I persisted.  

 Wielding a metal spatula like a magical 

wand, she smashed 4 pieces of molding bread 

onto the wad of non-melted butter. I knew things 

were getting good. I asked again. My mother 

turned to me with a look I had only seen a handful 

of times before. She was enraged beyond the 

point of arguing, beyond manipulative insults and 

hurtful words. Her blonde hair frizzed electrical 

shocks from their ends, the sockets to her eyes 

disappeared, and her bug-like eyes glowered 

down on me from miles above.  I had achieved 

my objective, yet I was terrified by the unex-

pected outcome. We were equal players in the 

game: I was unaware of her next move and I had 

no idea what my next move would be. That was 

part of the fun.  

 She raised the buttery spatula in the air, 

brandishing it like a bloody sword.  I realized that 

I was her next victim. I ran, half-laughing, half-

screaming—torn between the two emotions. I was 

terrified, but was also completely aware of the  
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hilarity of the situation, the fact that she couldn’t 

do much harm with this low quality cooking uten-

sil from Bed, Bath, and Beyond.  

 But I also laugh-screamed because I didn’t 

want to admit the fear I felt in that moment. Even 

though I knew she wouldn’t actually hurt me, she 

was wild and completely untamable, especially 

with dad out of the house. I had made the right 

moves, gotten her to this point, but I had no idea 

how to reverse the effect of my actions. She was 

beyond the help of words or rationality. It was a 

free for all, and I ran. Through the kitchen, into 

our formal dining room, knocking an antique 

chair down to block her path (which I knew 

would piss her off even more, but I was young, 

agile, and in the lead). I tripped on a frivolous 

oriental rug in the hallway that I always thought 

was dumb before leaping up the stairs and into the 

hallway bathroom, one of the only truly lockable 

doors in our house. Fingers sweaty, I fumbled 

with the gold lock until I heard that reliable cinch-

ing sound. She pounded on the door, yelling for 

me to open up. I sat on the tiled floor, my back 

against the door, panting and laughing. Cackling 

out loud because I had defeated the wicked witch. 

My mother’s mania was often fun. Spellbinding, 

even. 

 She eventually stopped knocking. Dad came 

home. I crept from the bathroom a few hours later, 

left to defend my behavior to dad. Mom conven-

iently left out the spatula duel in her version of the 

tale. It was a tough choice, but he took mom’s 

side. It was less of a conflict that way.  

“Drugs”  

 Balancing any medication is a fine art; a 

compromise between the medication itself, the 

psycho-pharmacologist, the patient, and the pa-

tient’s behavior.  Lithium is no exception. Due to 

its high level of potency and reactivity with other 

drugs, lithium in particular makes the task of bal-

ancing chemicals in the brain especially difficult.  

 Like many people on prescriptions, my 

mother’s experience with finding the “right” drug, 

the perfect dosage of medication, that harmonious 

balance of chemicals has been laborious. She was-

n’t always taking lithium, a mood tranquilizer. In 

her twenties, when she was first diagnosed with 

bipolar, she was prescribed lithium. After child-

birth, she was given Depakote, an anticonvulsant 

medication often used to treat seizures. My high 

school handiwork in her medicine cabinet taught 

me that she was on Clozapine for a while, fol-
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lowed by Ziprasidone, and Lithium again after 

menopause.  

 She has told me that taking medication often 

makes her feel numb, especially when the drug 

isn’t right for her. She says she feels less vibrant, 

less alive, less her. Drugs calm her down, but they 

stint her creativity; they normalize her emotions 

and prescribe a strict behavioral path for her. The 

drugs hold tight reigns over her thoughts, regulat-

ing them from far-stretching lassos, stop them 

from catching fleeting horses.  

 On medication, the world is a less en-

thralling place—less magical, but also less harsh. 

Sometimes, a flower is just a flower and watching 

the nightly news isn’t stirring at all—it’s like 

watching any other segment on TV.  

 She tells me that those moments of brilliance 

still exist for her. Hours when a dying geranium in 

the overgrown patch outside of our back porch is 

wondrous. She tells me and those moments are 

worth it, few as they may be.  

 

 Three blue pills lay on her bedside table. She 

could easily take two. Or one. Or none. Sweaty 

palmed, she fumbles for the glass of iron-based 

tap water. Gripping it like a child afraid to spill on 

the oriental carpet, she carefully raises the cup to 

her dry, chapped mouth. One sip, two sip. 3 pills 

still stare up at her. Yearning to be swallowed yet 

begging to be thrown into the wastebasket beside 

the used Q-tips. A quick decision she could make. 

She hears the shrill giggle of a daughter down-

stairs. A man’s voice replies. She hears footsteps 

towards the staircase. A voice: “Diane, are you 

ready?” She struggles to swallow, still suffering 

from winter morning dry-mouth. “One second!” 

she responds, as bright as always. Flawless sound-

ing. One pill, two pill, three pill. She walks down 

the steps, letting her snakeskin flats lead the way.  
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MONIQUE CHERRY 

Class of 2011. Monique was a journalism major with a concentration in religion. She was a 

dedicated member of the Student Union on Black Awareness all four years and held the posi-

tion of Vice President of SUBA her sophomore year. Her piece on the Chaplain is her favorite 

literary piece. She currently lives in Accra, Ghana, working as the General Manager of an 

event planning and management company called Portobello & Company. 

 

ALEX CRUMP 

Class of 2013. Alex is a junior journalism and women’s and gender studies double major from 

Cleveland, Ohio. She is a member of the Women's House, the women's and gender studies 

board, Delta Zeta sorority, and served as photography editor for The Transcript from spring to 

fall 2011. She enjoys writing fiction and poetry, dachshunds, photography, and playing rugby.  

KATE MACLAM 

Class of 2011. Kate lives in Crozet, Virginia where she works with adults with intellectual 

disabilities and patronizes the library. She has many plans for the future and is presently happy 

to be a part of this year's OWL. 

 

 



 

 

 

DANIELLE MUZINA 

Danielle is a junior from Cleveland, Ohio. She is pursuing a BFA in painting and drawing, 

while minoring in English with a poetry concentration. 

 

RACHEL ROMAN 

Class of 2011. Rachel was co-editor of The OWL for two years. She majored in English with a 

double concentration in literature and creative writing and minored in French. 

 

BRYANT DILL 

Class of 2011. Bryant is an aspiring philanthropist who spends his time knocking down pins at 

the local bowling lanes and writing awkward poetry and prose. Occasionally he posts a blog or 

two online about attempting to fulfill his bucket list. Bryant is also rather fond of baseball, 

rooting for the Cleveland Indians, not that team from down south. He has been writing for 

close to ten years, exploring multiple genres and styles and composing many pieces, including 

poetry, short stories, and a novel, as well as some non-fiction work about the Woodstock Mu-

sic and Arts Festival. 
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Class of 2013. Creative writing and black world studies major. 
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Class of 2014. Gus is a performance poet from Atlanta. He has been to the National Poetry 

Slam twice as a competitor for the Art Amok! Slam Team and competed at the Southern Fried 

Poetry Slam with the slam team Voices. He placed 3rd at the 2010 Southwest Shootout Indi-

vidual Poetry Slam and once placed 2nd in the Slam Idol Online Poetry Competition. Most 

recently he took 2nd place in the IWPS Haiku Head to Head (47th overall). His work has been 

featured in the Atlanta Queer Literary Festival, the Atlanta-based poetry show Wish You Were 

Here, and Borderline Poetry Journal (for which he recently received a Pushcart Prize nomina-

tion). He likes sword-fights, manatees, and smokes a pipe. 

 

MEGAN PINTO 

Megan is a sophomore from Raleigh, North Carolina, double majoring in theatre and English. 

She most recently performed in the OWU Theatre and Dance department's production of Hed-

da Gabler.  
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STEFFANY KING 
From Marietta, Georgia, Steffany is a double-major in English (creative non-fiction) and German 

Studies. While she does eventually wish to pursue a further degree, she can not decide between 

earning an MFA in creative non-fiction at Columbia College Chicago and taking a few years off 

to live a little, work, and read. Maybe she will return to Germany next year. Nonetheless, wher-

ever she goes, whatever she does, may her writing always be influenced by the lessons taught to 

her by the English professors of Ohio Wesleyan.  

 

DEMITRA BROWN 

Demitra graduated OWU in 2011 with a B.A. in literature and philos-

ophy. She currently lives in Chicago. She works for the Chicago 

Tribune organizing the Printers Row Lit Fest, as well as at a local 

independent bookstore. 

 

DIANE BIZZARRO 

Class of 2012. Diane is a senior from Philadelphia, PA. She is major-

ing in English and French, with a minor in theatre. Diane has been 

writing since the age of eight and enjoys many genres of literature 

and forms of writing. 

 


