Dear Readers,
We don’t normally do letter writing. But there are several new things we would like to point out about
our magazine. Most notable would be our change in appearance. We think these small visual changes
represent the new moves our magazine strives to make in the coming year. We have a new website,
new Facebook page, more events, and more engagement with the college community. Leviathan is also
showcasing a lot of talent in this issue. First, included here are the poets and fiction writers who placed
in the Evelyn Bridges Poetry Contest and the Adelaide Reville Short Fiction Contest. All of the art
featured in this issue is by senior art majors. Along with pictures of their work, we’ve also included interviews with a number of these seniors discussing their process, influences, and inspirations. We’d also
like to bring attention to a group of artists on campus that we feel have been underappreciated by the
Leviathan this year--our musicians. In this issue we are featuring a number of student musicians whose
music can be accessed online at our website.In addition to their music, you will also find interviews.
We would also like to thank the editors of Leviathan who are graduating this year: Matt Potter, Robert
Heald, Taryn Wiens, Dylan Carpenter, and Adara Lawson, who have all worked incredibly hard to
create many wonderful issues of the Leviathan.
We hope you enjoy this issue and check out our website, www.leviathanmagazine.com, to see all of the
exciting online content.
Lastly, we would like to dedicate this issue to Emily Spiegel. We have included a piece of her artwork
to commemorate her vibrant energy and beautiful spirit.
-- The Leviathan Editors
In this issue, the Leviathan is featuring student musicians.
Listen to their music and read interviews on our website,
www.leviathanmagazine.com.
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Nuclear Family

It’s 1972 and Sherman Akagi is seventeen. He’s
proud that he was the first kid in school to listen to
Zeppelin, even if no one acknowledges it. Sherman
Akagi doesn’t have many friends, but the black kids
like him because they think he’s on their side. They
talk to him about Tuskegee and race riots and he
tries really hard to care, but doesn’t.
Sherman sits on the floor of his room, record
player between his legs, while his parents argue
downstairs. He hears his father’s voice more than his
mother’s, but she’s gaining volume as they switch to
Japanese. Without listening to what they’re saying,
Sherman counts the seconds from beginning of
argument to end. He hits seven hundred and ninetythree when his mother shouts for him to come down
and take care of his younger sister, Eliza.
For each step he takes down the stairs, he
lists something he hates about his father. “One, he’s
ugly. Two, he brought us here to stupid South Carolina. Three, he named me Sherman. Four, he made
Mom change her name to Sue.” He’s mumbling
“dictator Akagi” when he sees why his mother called
him down.
Eliza bawls on a training toilet resembling a
yellow duck. Her diaper is pooled around her ankles,
her fat hands braced on the head of the duck. Sherman tries not to look between his sister’s legs. There
shouldn’t be anything between a baby’s legs.
She cries between Sherman’s mother and father who are standing, tense and severe in distinctly
Japanese fashion. Neither of them bend to get Eliza.
Sherman’s father has clearly just come home from
work at the nuclear plant; he’s still wearing his tie

and shoes.
No one but Sherman’s father wears shoes in
the house. No one but Sherman’s father is allowed.
His father splits into silence before he says, “I
want her potty trained by the end of the week.”
With one hand, Sherman scoops Eliza into
his arms and tugs up her diaper. She cries right into
his ear. He can feel his eardrum rattle.
Sherman’s mother cries silently, keeping it all
in with periodic gulps of breath. It makes her face
look swollen and ugly, like a raw egg dropped in ramen. Sherman hates it.
“She’s nine months old,” Sherman says. He
hesitates before adding, “sir.”
“Jerry had it at nine months, you had it at
twelve.” His father lisps over the ‘L’ and a mean part
of Sherman wants to mock him for it.
He wants to say, “Rearry, sir? Was I rearry
toiret trained at twe-ve?” It isn’t even true. Sherman’s
brother, Jerry was at least eighteen months, and
Sherman was nearly two. Sherman remembers Jerry
crying on his toilet as a baby, too.
Instead, he shoves Eliza into his mother’s
arms. “I’m going out.”
“No, you aren’t.”
“Yes, sir, I am.” Before closing the door Sherman says, “Baka,” just because Japanese makes his
father seethe.
			* * *
Sherman was born in mid-July and his best friend is
a black boy named Murphy. Sherman reads comic
books when he feels lonely and uses his allowance
to buy coca-cola from the local diner. Sherman has
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worn glasses since the second grade and almost never
brushes his hair in the morning.
His father has cancer, but that’s not important just yet. That happened weeks ago and no one
will talk about it.
Sherman can’t remember if things were better
or worse before the cancer. He does remember what
he was doing just before they were told about the
cancer.
Sherman was in Eliza’s nursery with Jerry
while Eliza played in her crib. It was night so the
room was artificially bright.
Jerry needed help with long division because he is bad at math and Sherman is good. It isn’t
totally Jerry’s fault that he’s so atrociously slow; they
moved from Colorado to Nevada halfway through
the year and then to South Carolina a few months
later.
Still, he’s obnoxious. Especially when Jerry
had whined, “I can’t do this, Sherman.”
“You aren’t even trying.”
“I am, too.” Jerry had kicked his feet in the
air. Sherman remembered watching them. “I wanna
go outside.”
“Three more and then I’ll show you how to
make a bottle rocket. Okay?”
“I’m gonna blow up the school with a bottle
rocket.”
“It doesn’t work that way.”
			* * *
Sherman Akagi spends most of his time in the record
store two blocks from his house. He likes the store
for obvious reasons—it sells music and it isn’t his
father’s house—and for reasons he can’t quite articulate. Like the dust that gathers between paper jackets or the way that everything smells like cigarettes
because the owner smokes while organizing them.
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He likes that it’s the only place he can find another
Asian man in Columbia, South Carolina (Chinese,
but Mr. Chen is close enough for Sherman) and
because of the racial bond, Mr. Chen lets Sherman
sit for hours in the listening room without buying
anything. Sometimes Mr. Chen sits with him and
complains about the war. Sherman wouldn’t know;
Sherman wasn’t there.
He realizes two steps out of the house that
he’s not wearing any shoes, and the asphalt burns
his feet as he walks to the store. He wonders if the
ground was this hot when Enola Gay blew up Japan
then feels guilty because it was probably hotter.
When Sherman opens the front door, the
first thing he sees is Mary-Lee behind the cash
register. Mary-Lee is, of course, the best part of Mr.
Chen’s record shop. Sherman Akagi has a crush on
Mary-Lee even though she’s got fat thighs and tiny
teeth. He likes her blonde hair and the way her chest
looks in a cardigan. He even likes her too high laugh
and that she says stupid things in class. Today, she’s
wearing a yellow dress that comes to her knees and
hides her fat thighs quite nicely. Sherman ducks his
head before they can make eye contact and rushes to
the listening room with the first record he can grab.
It happens to be A Partridge Family Christmas Card
and Sherman glowers his way through a rendition of
“White Christmas” that Bing Crosby himself would
find saccharine. He wants to blame his father for
making him listen to this.
What does his father even do at the plant
anyway? Sherman isn’t even sure what nuclear energy
is. He imagines it as big vats of yellow toxic slime
and he imagines his father stirring it with a giant
shamoji like his mother stirs rice. Moving across the
country to stir giant vats of nuclear sludge doesn’t
seem worthwhile to Sherman.
He watches Mary-Lee talk to Bobby Meyer

from school. She hasn’t buttoned the top two buttons of her dress and as she leans over the counter,
Sherman can see the tops of her breasts. Sherman
wonders if he’ll ever get to touch them. Bobby
Meyer probably will. Bobby Meyer has perfect hair
and bad teeth. Sherman has bad hair and perfect
teeth. If Bobby and Mary-Lee had kids, they’d have
tiny plaque-coated teeth and that makes Sherman
feel better.
When “Frosty the Snowman” comes on,
Sherman winces. After they were told, the first
thing that popped into his thoughts was the lyrics
to “Frosty the Snowman.” Grimly modified. He was
staring at the bars of Eliza’s crib when he rewrote the
song in his head. Ashy the Ashman was as dead as
dead could be.
In the listening room, Frosty is thumpidythump-thumping down the hill when Bobby comes
up to the listening room and bangs on the door. His
face looks almost yellow in the dirty, scratched glass.
“Hey, Fists of Fury, you almost done in there?”
If he were really Bruce Lee, Sherman would
punch through the glass and roundhouse kick Bobby
in the face.
“Yeah,” he mumbles instead and pulls the
needle off the record. He jams the disc back in its
sleeve and then under his arm so Bobby can’t see the
cover. On his way out, he puts it in the B section
instead of the P. He hopes Mr. Chen won’t be too
angry.
			* * *
When he gets home from the record store, Sherman
overhears his parents talking in their bedroom. Sherman’s mother tells his father that, “He’s still adjusting to South Carolina.”
Sherman’s father makes a hissing sound that
sounds like steam whooshing through the vent in a
rice maker. “South Carolina is heaven compared to

Hiroshima.”
“I don’t want to talk about Hiroshima,
Tomo.”
“Thomas.” He sounds exhausted. More
exhausted, Sherman notes, than he’s ever sounded.
Even after an eight-hour shift of toxic sludge stirring.
After that, they switch to Japanese and Sherman goes to bed.
Sherman thinks about Hiroshima, though
his doesn’t know much. He knows that not all their
family made it. His uncle, Shigeru died of cancer a
few years before Sherman was born. But he died of
radiation poisoning from the bomb. He didn’t even
make it to America. Sherman’s father did.
			* * *
Sherman remembers every detail surrounding the
moment their parents told them. That the answer to
Jerry’s homework problem was 44.04. He remembers
that Jerry was wearing red socks and that his mother
was crying. What he doesn’t remember is how they
were told. What was said exactly. Whether they said
what kind of cancer he has.
Sherman remembers watching his baby sister
suck on her fingers in her crib. He knows that he
had laughed. Either at Eliza or the cancer he wasn’t
sure. He hadn’t felt like laughing. He’d felt like
screaming until the windows broke. Until Eliza and
Jerry were screaming too.
He’d expected his parents to chastise him for
the laughter. They didn’t even react. Sherman wonders if he had even laughed at all or if he just imagined it.
“You father has cancer, Sherman.” His
mother must have said. Or, “Your father is going to
die from cancer.” Maybe she’d even given him the
type of cancer. Some long, scientific string of words
that didn’t mean anything to Sherman.
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Sherman knows for sure that he didn’t cry
and he knows that that his father didn’t cry either.
Instead, he had given him a slight smile. It was the
first smile Sherman had received from his father in
months. He had smiled back.
			
***
On Sundays, Sherman hangs out with Murphy at
the diner. Murphy’s recently started seeing someone,
a girl named Gracie who wears headbands horizontally across her forehead. He talks animatedly about
her and Sherman wonders if they might stay together
for a while.
“She’s so groovy, Sherman. You need a girlfriend so we can double date.”
Sherman nods and pushes his hush puppies
towards Murphy. Murphy eats them without pausing.
“She’s from California. Weren’t you from
California?”
“Colorado.”
“Ah, right. Sorry. I can’t keep track.” He
swallows and picks up a newspaper from an adjacent
table. “What’s your horoscope sign, I’ll read it to
you?”
Sherman stares at his cola. “I don’t believe in
horoscope.”
“Aw, come on. Nobody does. When were
you born?”
“July 12th.”
“So that makes you a Cancer.”
“Cut it out, Murphy. Can we go?”
Murphy looks over him. “You’re not hungry?”
“Not really.”
“Everything okay?”
“Yeah. Everything’s fine.”
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			* * *
When Sherman gets home, Jerry is asking question
after question about “the cancers” while his mother
prepares dinner. She keeps brushing aside his questions with little reassurances like, “Your father won’t
die right away” and “We’re doing everything we
can.”
Sherman drops his backpack by the door
with the intent of going upstairs. That is, until he
hears Jerry ask, “Is there anything I can do?”
Their mother taught them to say that whenever they saw someone cleaning. He imagines scrubbing away his father’s cancer with a brillo pad. He
doesn’t want to laugh, but he does.
Then he leaves the house before anyone notices he entered because he can’t stay here.
			* * *
He goes to the record store even though it’s after four
on a Sunday and probably closing. Inside, Mary-Lee
is sweeping the floors. She’s wearing lemon-colored
slacks, which make her fat thighs look even fatter. In
a world where fathers who survive atomic bombs get
cancer, at least Mary-Lee’s thighs will still be fat.
Sherman goes inside. Mary-Lee says, “We’re
closed,” without looking up.
“Can I buy something?” Sherman’s voice
sounds normal. Hyper normal.
Mary-Lee sighs. “Yeah, I guess.”
Sherman considers buying Miles Davis or
Creedence Clearwater Revival, but instead he goes
for that stupid Partridge Family record. It’s only
when he gets to the front that he realizes he didn’t
bring his wallet with him. It’s in his backpack by the
door at home.
Sherman looks up to her and says, “I don’t
have any money.”
“Kind of need that to buy things.”

“Yeah, I guess.”
If Sherman were Bobby, Mary-Lee would have
given it to him. Then again, if Sherman were Bobby, he
wouldn’t be here trying to buy A Partridge Family Christmas Card.
Sherman just leaves and doesn’t know where to
go now.
					
				-- Jessalin Nagamoto
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Growth and Decay

KYLIE ANDERSON
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LELA WULSIN
Overlooked
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Inspiration for my show originally came from looking at trash and trash cans. I was intrigued by how
mundane they are, but also how common they are. Trash is one of the things that everybody in the
world creates, regardless of where they live or how much money they have, we all produce trash. I
wanted to explore loss and memory and absence, and to figure out how those three concepts could
be portrayed in art and in photography without the cliche empty corner (or something like that).
After awhile, all the trash cans started looking the same and I couldn’t figure out how to do anything
new with them, so I expanded my photography to overlooked items in general. I suppose the inspiration for my show was the mundane objects, the things that we are constantly surrounded by, but
overlook or ignore. A lot of the photography I see has to do with glorifying something, but I think
there’s something to be said at looking at the things that we might not want to look at (but also that
don’t have the same sort of cult as photography of the developing world or children in the developing
world etc.).
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What Came After

									
Eight 		
days later and it hadn’t even been a week. Since, or
Maybe.
And the only time she’d cried—after—
Was when she found those pomegranates
And peeled apart
A revelation—there is still beauty in this world.
					-- Pat Robinson
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Foramina

									
There’s		
a man, who, blind from birth,
rides a bicycle. By clicking his tongue
twice a second, he finds the way
through a sonic map of his surroundings.
A conversation with the environment,
he calls it.
~
The ancestors found testament to our divine nature
in the fontanel: The soft spot at the top
of a newborn’s skull—our link to God—
that collapses, allowing passage
through the birth canal.
As we age, the opening closes.
		
~
The pupil is the hole found at the center of the iris.
It opens,
allowing light to enter the retina.
And it makes sense,
the way she looks at me.
The way she, a pupil too,
takes in her world.
~
Refraining from reduction and relativity,
I place my faith in universals and find
comfort in conversation. If nothing else,
we will always share language.
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It wasn’t intelligent design, the way
his shattered
vertebrae severed
the cord
they were supposed
to protect.
They call it
Locked-In Syndrome.
Even so,
he’s found a way to say thank you,
with his eyes,
to the woman who comes every Saturday
and turns the pages of his book
on divinity.
~
You only live once, but if you do it right, once is enough.
She said, as if she’d found out.
Fifty-six people died last year
jumping out of airplanes.
~
The Parsi do not bury their dead. Instead,
they place the corpses in a tower
open to the sky,
where vultures can find
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and carry on
their souls.
~
The hard part wasn’t finding
the swimming hole,
but keeping her soles
from slapping when they broke
the plane.
~
Fontanel comes from the French word
		
for fountain.
We now know that the pineal gland
—found directly beneath—
is associated with spiritual ecstasy.
~
At moments, cormorants
find themselves in the being
lost. Swimming in sky.
Flying through sea.
~
Be this, if anything, an ode
to plunge—the opening above
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us all the while—yet isn’t
the greatest joy in the bouncing
and the finding?
~
And perhaps there is a God,
if the only proof is the flies
I keep finding every morning,
drowned in an open bottle of tequila.

					-- Pat Robinson
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One Blown Rose

									
		roan blouse
and the
		
were all she had left from a time
when they used to lie
legs tangled
		
on that brown couch.
listening
just listening
		
in that quiet stone house.
					-- Pat Robinson
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GARRETT BENISCH
AFFECTION
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My Show is inspired around the idea that affected material is beautiful (as opposed to destroyed or tainted), and that the objects we surround ourselves with have an opportunity to
wear in, instead of wear out. So by burning wood in a controlled manner, I am attempting to
raise questions.
I love the work of James Turell. The way he creates experience and uses light as a material is
fantastic.
I hope to apply my work and my ideals to designing functional objects that embody the same
passion that I try to put into my artwork.
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DOMINIQUE SAKS
FATHOMS
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My style is characterized by the way I like to work. I like to work fast initially, with loose gestural
mark making, and then build up images by layering. My style also connects to my surroundings
and the activities I like to do. My watery, atmospheric images connect to my love of the ocean and
nature. I also draw and photograph the human figure, which connects to my yoga practice and love
for climbing.
I would like to continue to push my cyanotype work, going back to a more experimental approach.
In particular I would like to make weavings and cyanotype onto them. I’m also interested in creating
some sort of digital, story, slide-show sort of loop with the images.
I’m in photography right now, and am very excited about a pin hole camera I made out of lab
goggles. I am very excited to make a series of some small portrait photographs with the goggles.
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It’s Hard Out Here for a Terrorist

Probably what I miss most is getting high with my
friends. I haven’t seen green in like half a year. Me
and my boys used to smoke in the park and then get
street food in Harvard Square and just fuck around.
I miss that too—fucking around.
A couple weeks before it happened, my
friends and I blazed behind this dry-cleaner because
some typical Harvard Square artsy bullshit was occupying our usual spot. We smoke like six bowls and
we’re packing number seven when this Korean dude
comes out the back of the store and tells us to get the
hell out of his parking lot. We give him the finger
and when he threatens to call the cops, we open the
steel-gate and start to leave. But then one of my boys
sees his button-down hanging on a rack in the store.
High off his balls, dude freaks out, runs in, and rips
the fucking shirt off the hanger, screaming about
how the Chinese are considered thieves in his part
of town (which is two blocks away… dumbass). The
shirt’s flying behind him as he heaves the glass door
open and runs back to us. The Korean dude’s wife is
dealing with some customer at the front of the story
but starts throwing hangers at us as we exited the
premises.
Then we got burritos, and laughed about it
for hours. When the weed started to wear off we realized that someone, in the confusion, had dropped
my bowl. I was devastated. I loved that piece—it was
like my child had died.
It’s funny thinking back on stuff like that
and comparing the shit that used to stress me out to
what’s on my mind now.
They caught me on the 19th, one mother-

fucking day before 4/20. I was rolling a spliff, just
hoping to hold out for a few more hours and enjoy a
moment or two of marijuana bliss, getting splashed
with grimy water from the Boston harbor, when the
mother-fuckers finally showed up. I bet my boys
laughed their asses off about that shit—me getting
caught on 4/20. Typical.
I don’t know what happened to the spliff.
They talk about the note but I’ve never heard anything about the bud. It was good shit too—from
Cali.
I miss what Cambridge is like around five
pm in July. There’s music and food and people and
sometimes I’d get high with my boys and we’d fuck
around. And other times I’d just play ball in the park
with my brother for hours.
Nine times out of ten the game would end
in a fight, started, nine times out of ten, by me. One
time he accidently elbowed me in the face trying to
get a rebound and my nose waterfalled blood, going
all Jackson Pollock on the court’s green concrete. It
was late so I couldn’t see shit, but I punched him in
the gut then tackled him to the ground and choked
him out for ten seconds. He flung me off of him into
a fence, kicked my side, said fuck you, and then he
left. I got up and started walking home but realized he’d be there so I went to Harvard Square and
smoked some cigs.
An hour later, he showed up with a handle
of Absolut. He told me he’d been looking all over
Cambridge for me and that I looked like a burn
victim. Then he hugged me and told me I was being
a dumb-ass. Then he said he was sorry and that he

twenty

loved me more than anyone in the world. Then we
known terrorist on CNN? Dude’s got some balls.
got shit-faced.
The same sixty-year old Irish Catholic dude from
I even miss the fucking homeless people.
Southy who taught me how to get a guy flat on his
There’s something unique about the homeless people back and slow his heart rate down to 30 beats a minin Cambridge. It’s like they’re all Buddhist monks
ute is telling me to confess.
who’ve come to understand some truth that the rest
He called me “Jahah” like he used to and said
of us ignore but feel no need to share it. Maybe it’s
that there’d been enough death and destruction.
from being that close to the finest intellectual instiAnd now there’s this feeling in my gut that
tution in the world. Or maybe they just smoke crack doesn’t let me sleep for more than four hours a night.
It’s the feeling that makes me think about Tam,
and live in boxes. Same shit different toilet.
And then there’s my girl. Jesus I miss her.
Ailina, and Bella and my girl and my mom’s cooking
when all I want to do is wrap a fucking belt around
Spring is like Viagra in Boston and mid-April—
my neck.
when it’s warming up and it’s light until 7 and it’s
almost graduation so all the college kids are happy
The death and destruction? Nah. That was
and drunk—makes it worse. Me and my girl’d walk
the point.
around for hours, going no place in particular, just
They say home is where the heart is. I don’t
taking it in and taking in each other and being in
know what to call home now but it sure as shit ain’t
love. We had this one bench that we’d sit on. Some
in my chest.
nights we’d talk for hours about life or pointless shit
Fuck America. Boston strong? Fuck Boston.
but most nights we’d just sit there and hold each
other in silence.
The closest thing I get to head in this place
				
				-- Brian LeMeur
are black dudes staring at me as I walk out of solitary. I don’t have a great memory but desperate times
call for desperate measures and now I have a pretty
good idea of what she looked like naked. Keeps me
busy.
I was getting interrogated in a holding cell a
couple days after it happened, not really paying any
attention, until this guard brings in a TV and turns
on CNN. And the last mother-fucker in the world
I expect to be telling me to turn myself in is talking
to me right next to Anderson Cooper. Peter motherfucking Payack. I nearly burst out laughing. The last
time I talked to that dude was the sport’s banquet
senior year when he broke down giving me an award.
I couldn’t believe it. Yeah I was his captain and shit
but to announce a personal relationship with a
twenty one

BRETON SCHWARZENBACH
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50% Off
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placebo

									
a man		
skips work to drink a 40 oz
in the afternoon I am the man
& you are ‘you’ when I type it
& you read it but if I say I’m brave
I am lying & if I say I appreciate clean floors
that is an understatement
because I love clean floors
but maybe you are the man
& I am the absent ‘you’
because I don’t remember
ever skipping work to drink a 40 oz
& I am the one writing this line
to cover my face
& you are the one sleeping
on a dirty floor
					--Dominic Gualco
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Poem about semantics written on Easter, to be read on the Summer solstice
and to be burned on Christmas
									
Jesus Christ, I’m drinking iced coffee		
on a California beach right now. Is this what you meant
when you said we’d all find one another on an island eventually?
I hope so, because if not, I’m fucked. I have run out of places to look for god.
Each morning I look under my shoes, but the most I’ve found is a dime stuck to some gum.
								--Dominic Gualco
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Quiet Folk Song

									
		 feels a small orb moving tentatively in his stomach.
A man in a dark optometrist’s office
A woman in the lobby tries to remember what PM means.
A boy outside notices he’s at the junction of three church parking lots and takes a picture.
A mother runs over a pineapple on the freeway and feels an incredible sensation of loneliness
and hope.
Somewhere in Idaho a moose enters a bar, feels depressed and leaves. The patrons say nothing.
One man kicks the jukebox and follows the moose.
								--Dominic Gualco
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TARYN WIENS
FUTILE
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I pulled from an incredible amount of sources in making this work – some consciously and some
which I didn’t realize were huge influences until the work was created. Methods of craft and science
served as a starting point to reveal my underlying conceptual interests in how time works, what happens when you remove the utility from a utilitarian object, the fuzzy boundary between domestic
and public spheres, the function (conceptual and real) of perforated surfaces, how humans classify
and organize the world around them and what that means about the human condition.
Growing up in a family of scientists influenced the way I approach art in a cycle of questioning,
observing, responding, producing and questioning again based on what was produced - much in the
way scientific thinking occurs.
I’m currently making an artist book about print shops in the southwest – I’ve been printing each
spread of the book at a different print shop.
My thesis show marked the end of the producing stage in my art cycle – I’m now working with new
questions, learning new technical processes in woodworking and screen-printing, and working on
new clay and weaving techniques. The artist Jane Hammond told me (and I hope that it’s true) ‘every time you learn something you get better at everything.’
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Mike Franceschi
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Absence

REMEMBRANCE

ASHLEIGH DON
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Adelaide RevilleThird Prize

The Piano

Mom is on the phone, talking quickly and quietly,
thumbing the space between her eyes. I pause in the
doorway, my footsteps muffled by carpet, and listen.
Her phone conversations are usually loud and uninhibited, but now I’m straining my neck to barely
hear snatches of it.
“I just don’t know what else there is to do,”
she says, and then reaches for a pen and one of the
crumpled receipts on her nightstand. “Hold on,
Laura. I’m just going to take that down. Can you
repeat the number for me?” She balances the receipt
on her skirted knee and scribbles and then sniffs and
wipes her nose. “Okay, thanks so much. Talk to you
soon. But hopefully not too soon.” She forces some
laughter and puts down the phone and then looks
up and catches my eye. It all happens too fast—there
is nowhere for me to hide. “Emma,” she says, sighing. “How was your day?”
The straps of my backpack cut into my
shoulders and I shrug it off and set it on the ground
at my feet. “Fine. What was that about? How did it
go with Jim?”
My mom pats the bed next to her but I shake
my head and say, “No, it’s okay, you don’t have to go
into detail. I have a ton of homework. I just wanted
to know if it worked or not.”
The television, which has been muted in the
background, suddenly switches on its sound. “Seventy two degrees, chance of thunderstorms in the late
evening…” interrupts a weatherman, and my mom
says, “What the hell,” and turns it off. “No,” she tells
me. “It did not go well. As soon as Jim realized who
they were, he ran into the back of the apartment and

locked himself in the bathroom. They waited for a
long time, tried to reason with him, to coax him out,
but he didn’t respond, and, well, they had to move
on. Other jobs to do.”
“How long did they wait?” I ask.
“Almost thirty minutes.”
“What? That’s not long at all. Did they try
anything else? Couldn’t they break down the door?
Couldn’t they call someone—someone else?”
“I’m sorry, Emma. I know this is hard for
you. But it’s harder for me, honey. He’s my brother. I
can’t just—well, he’s family.”
My mom’s eyes redden, filling with tears, but
I persist. I want Jim to go away so badly. “Are they
going to try again tomorrow?”
“I don’t know. I don’t think so.”
“Why not? Isn’t that their job? They didn’t
do their job right and now they have to keep trying.
What happens now, if not that?”
“Jesus, Emma, stop,” says my mom. “For
all we know Jim might still be locked in that goddamn bathroom. No one’s heard from him. Not
your grandma or your grandpa or me, especially not
dad. Jim saw he was with them and now he probably
won’t ever trust him again.” She presses her palm to
her forehead again, hard. “Jesus. A bunch of men in
uniforms—of course he ran! Who wouldn’t run from
that? Jesus.” She stands up, wavering a bit on her
socked feet. “I’m going to make myself a cup of tea.
Please don’t talk about this anymore. I’m a wreck,
can’t you see?”
I nod and let her pass. The doorway is narrow but we don’t so much as brush elbows.
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At noon that day, while I was in math class
copying down geometry proofs, I looked at the
clock and thought to myself, in ten minutes several
large men will go to my uncle’s house to take him to an
institution. Thank god! Jim made me nervous everywhere—at the dinner table, on the street, in the
car, at a theater event. He said inappropriate things,
aggressive things, nonsensical things, and strangers looked at my family and me, wondering. We
were experienced in offering hushed explanations
out of earshot, countless apologies, we’re so sorry he’s
mentally ill, the tripled tips for the frazzled waiter,
the heart-pounding anticipation of another public
display. We were linked in this permanently awful
way. He was my uncle.
My grandpa was in perpetual denial. His son
had spiraled into schizophrenia at age nineteen, almost forty years ago, and with each new deciphering
of the garbled verbiage that spilled from Jim’s fractured mind, my grandpa would later observe, “He’s
getting better, better every day.” But Jim wasn’t getting better. There were weeks he took his medication,
but there were more weeks that he didn’t, where he
complained of nausea and insomnia and dry mouth
and muscle tremors and vision blurriness. These were
all completely valid and predictable side effects of his
medications, and Jim certainly suffered from them.
But we all suffered. We all did.
My room is a cave. It’s located in the darkest corner
of the house but I love it that way. All four windows
face the wooded acres surrounding our property,
and I see things that no one else in my family sees:
the doe and her fawn, carefully picking over fallen
branches; the squirrel missing half of its tail; the rain
changing the color of the air. There are four lamps
in my room, but I only use the one at my desk,
thirty one

hunched over my homework. My phone buzzes with
text messages and I tell my friends that yes, yes, my
party is still very much on, and don’t forget shot
glasses, of course, because it’s our last week of junior
year, and that is a hell of a good reason to celebrate.
My parents were invited to an old friend’s
fiftieth birthday bash this coming weekend at some
country club upstate, which means the house will be
parentless, and thus the party. It’s a six-hour drive, so
they’ll be staying at some bed and breakfast Saturday
night and getting up early Sunday morning to make
it home in time for our weekly family dinners with
grandma and grandpa and Jim. Jim wasn’t supposed
to be at this next one. My mom was nervous about
seeing my grandparents’ faces in the days after their
son was put away—they had approved the intervention, but never truly acknowledged its implications.
I was looking forward to it, to the sound
of normalcy. But now this normalcy seemed even
farther out of reach.
Around seven, I can smell dinner: pasta pesto with
mushrooms and broccoli. My stomach grumbles and
leads me down the hall and into the kitchen. My dad
is sitting at the table, shoes off, reading Entertainment Weekly.
“Hey, that’s mine,” I tell him. Every Friday
after work he gets the mail and holds it hostage.
“Nothing interesting anyway,” he says, tossing it at me. “Starlet this starlet that.”
“You say that every time!”
He grins and shrugs. “How was school?”
“Who cares? It’s almost over.”
“Hey, that doesn’t mean you shouldn’t care.”
My mom waves her spoon at me. “Emma,
can you set the table, please?”
I nod and grab some forks and placemats

and napkins and spread them across the table. My
dad busies himself filling glasses of water. Silence has
settled and I don’t make eye contact with either of
them. We sit and I inhale the food as it melts in my
mouth.
I am on my last bite, so very close and so
very full, when my mom turns to my dad and says,
“Have you heard anything?”
He shakes his head. “No. I would have told
you.”
“I’m worried.” She puts down her fork. “I’m
really worried.”
“Honey, he was in his own house. He’s probably still there.”
“About his mental state, Peter.”
“He’s probably just as crazy as he was before,” I say, and swallow a mushroom.
My mom’s eyes widen, and my dad narrows
his eyes and says, “That’s very insensitive, Emma. It’s
been a long day for both of us.”
“You know what,” says my mom, glassy eyed,
“maybe this all happened for a reason. Maybe we
weren’t supposed to do this. I’m his sister, for god’s
sake. I’m supposed to help him.”
“Honey, this is helping him,” says my dad,
patting her on the arm.
She flinches. “If I could just convince him to
start taking his medication again then maybe—”
“Mom,” I say. “Wake up. We’ve tried that.”
She doesn’t look at me. “But don’t you
remember? When he was on his meds, he was so
smart, so smart and so talented, and he would help
you with your math homework—with the really
hard problems, don’t you remember? And he would
play the piano. So beautifully…”
“I know, Mom. I know.”
“He went to Princeton.” She starts to cry.
I am an only child. I can’t possibly under-

stand.

But I do remember those days when Jim
was just a little quieter than everyone else, a little
slower—a man unwilling to be touched or to make
eye contact, but a man who always had something
interesting and random to say about the world.
Before the illness, and throughout it, he was an
accomplished pianist. He’d sit at our piano, playing sonatas, then a pop tune, then some jazz and
rock and blues, turning to ask for requests from the
crowd. The crowd was his family, his parents and his
sister and his brother- in-law and his niece sitting
impatiently on the couch, clapping after every song
as twenty minutes turned into an hour, just watching
him move his hands.
My dad hugs my mom and rocks her as she
cries. They’re suddenly in their own space and time.
I stab the last two pieces of penne on my plate and
chew loudly and then say, “Why does no one seem
to remember one real reason he belongs in a mental
hospital? What happened oh, I don’t know, like two
months ago? To your daughter?”
“Shut up, Emma,” says my dad without
looking up.
I bring my bowl to the sink and rinse it off
and raise my voice above the running water and
remind them.
My mom, the good sister, the devoted sister, in
spite of everything, encouraged Jim to have a piano
recital, to invite everyone in his apartment building. “That might open their eyes,” my mom had
said to us. “So they can see he’s just a person. A
good person.” And so Jim had written a program
of the sonatas he would perform, and he printed
sixteen copies, and he slid them under the doors of
the other apartments, and he borrowed some extra
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folding chairs, and bought cheese and crackers and
fruit and soda from the supermarket, and put on a
pressed shirt and tie, and on a Sunday afternoon in
March, he sat down at the piano bench in front of
twenty-four other tenants, one as young as six, and
he played. My family and I sat in the first row for
moral support.
There was a ten-minute intermission, when
it seemed as though neighbors who had once felt
generally uncomfortable sharing an elevator with Jim
finally did see him for the first time, and they shook
hands with his family, and they saw us differently,
too, for a minute or two. I snuck into the kitchen to
get a glass of water since I didn’t like soda, and Jim
followed me in angrily, and he said, “Why aren’t you
drinking the soda that is out on the table? I bought
the soda for the recital.” I found myself feeling nervous standing there alone with him, and I said, “I’m
sorry, Jim, but I just wanted a glass of water,” and
Jim said, “You’re disrespecting me! Everyone else out
there is drinking soda, and now,” he began to shout,
“I want you to go back out there and drink soda like
the rest of them!” I took a deep breath and turned
the faucet and Jim flew at me, all two hundred and
forty pounds of him, and attempted to snatch the
glass from my hand, but I gasped and instinctively
jerked out of the way, and the glass fell to the floor
and shattered into a hundred small pieces. “You
stupid cunt!” Jim screamed. “Look what you did!
You broke my fucking glass!” The chatter in the
living room stopped and I heard running footsteps
and then my parents were there, and I was trying not
to cry, and my mom started yelling at Jim, and my
dad began to pick up the glass from the floor, while
my grandma stood unsteadily in the doorway with
her hands over her ears to block out the yelling, as
my grandpa began telling all of Jim’s neighbors, I’m
sorry, that the recital was over, and thanked them for
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coming.
“You know how angry we were with him,” my mom
said quietly. “We told him how angry we were. We
were there supporting you.”
I finish cleaning my bowl and put it in the
drying rack.
“What else did you expect me to do?” she
asks plaintively.
I shrug.
“You know what makes me sad, Emma? You
do. Don’t you realize Jim is already in his own institution? His mind is a fucking institution! Why can’t
you be compassionate? What else can I do?”
Holding hands, my parents angle their bodies away from me.
I’m going to bed,” I say, and turn to leave.
I sleep in late, almost until noon, and the house is
empty and quiet. I pad into the pantry in my pajamas and remove all the beer bottles and handles of
vodka that I’d been hiding in the cupboard, behind
all the fine china that we never use, and make room
for them in the fridge. In the rest of the house, I collect all valuables and put them under my bed. I plug
in the speaker system in the living room and push
all the chairs against the wall, leaving only the couch
and a carpeted dance floor and the piano, and then I
drive to the store and buy chips and salsa and cookies and sodas for mixers.
At five, my best friends come over to help me
pick an outfit. We order a pizza for dinner and lick
our fingers, finishing every crust. “Now I might not
even fit into that dress,” I say, and Rebecca laughs
and steers me into my room, where Jess holds up a
few options: green, black, and red.

“I vote green,” Jess says, studying the dress,
and Rebecca shakes her head and says, “No, no,
definitely the black for Malcolm,” and wiggles her
eyebrows at me. Malcolm is a boy from biology class
who plays lacrosse, occasionally flirts with me, and
shows up at most parties with free alcohol. I’ve had
a crush on him since the ninth grade. He is the most
attractive guy I’ve ever seen.
“I’m going with red,” I say, and my friends
exchange glances through the transparent fabric.

By nine-thirty, half the party has arrived. I wiggle
through small circles of clinking bottles and tipsy
giggles and arrive at the food table. Malcolm is dipping tortilla chips into guacamole.
“Hey,” I say.
“Hey, Emma,” he says. “Good party.”
“Oh, it’s just getting started,” I say, and
smile. “Do you want a drink?”
He gestures to the open beer on the table.
“Got one. Just taking a break to eat something.”
“Yeah, that’s important.” We both stand
there awkwardly for a moment, and I’m kicking myself for not being at least three shots in, and then the
doorbell rings. “Dammit, I told everyone to come
through the garage, not the front door!”
Malcolm shrugs.
“I’ll be right back,” I say.
The peephole on my front door is broken.
It’s been broken for as long as I can remember, so
the only way of knowing who’s at the door before
you open it is if you walk into the living room
from around the corner of the house and spot them
through the large windows, but that doesn’t even apply in the nighttime anyway.
I open it and Jim is standing there in a long

brown coat zipped to his chin with stained khaki
pants. He’s holding a bundle of songbooks to his
chest.
“Hi Emma,” he says. “I came to play the
piano for a little while.”
I forget how to breathe for a second and I
can feel everyone’s eyes on my back and over my
shoulders, watching him. “Um, I don’t think right
now is a good time,” I say. “I have some friends over
and, um, maybe you could come by tomorrow? And
play those songs?”
Where are your parents?” he asks.
My voice starts to shake. “They’re at a party
upstate.”
“Okay,” he says. “Well, I tried calling, but no
one picked up, and I’d really like it if I could come
in and play some songs. I’ll leave after I’m done playing. I brought Mozart.”
“Is this guy bothering you?” says Malcolm,
suddenly appearing at my elbow. He glares at Jim,
and Jim clutches the songbooks closer to his chest.
“No, this—is my uncle,” I say. “Could you
tell everyone to go into the kitchen, to just…wait in
the kitchen for a little while, please?”
He nods, and Jess and Rebecca help him
herd all the tipsy teenagers out of sight. The laughing
and clinking and sloshing and chattering starts again,
and I look at Jim. “I think it would be inappropriate
to have you play the piano right now. As you can see,
I’m…I’m entertaining some guests, and they would
like to use this room, and—”
“Just five minutes,” says Jim. His voice is so
calm that it frightens me. “They can listen too.”
“No, Jim. No. I would really like it if you left
now. Come back tomorrow. Please.”
“But this is what I planned on doing tonight.
I planned on coming over to your house and playing
the piano.”
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I’m pleading now. “But my parents aren’t
even here! They would want to be here.”
“Just one song,” he says. “One song and then
I’ll leave.” He rifles through his songbooks, picks
one, and then sets the rest on the ground, next to the
flowerpots.
I look into his face and suddenly I see my
mom’s face, and my grandma’s, and my grandpa’s,
and then I see my own. I think about Jim at nineteen, driving back to his dorm late at night, suddenly
forgetting his own name when the cops pulled him
over for speeding. In two years, my brain, too, could
turn to mush, and everything in my head could no
longer make sense even to me, and the pills could
start, and then the nausea, and the insomnia, and
the muscle tremors, and the dry mouth. And there’d
be nothing I could do about it.
“One song is all right,” I say. “Just one song.”
He nods and walks across the carpet and sits
down at the piano and spreads the sheet music in
front of him and begins to play. He doesn’t so much
as glance at the sheet music. It’s all there already, in
his head. I stand and watch and listen from five feet
away. The sound of the party is growing in volume as
more people stream in through the garage, whooping
and hollering and pouring themselves drinks, and
I close my eyes and listen to the piano keys, to the
jump and swirl and ebb and flow of the music.
When the song is over, he gets up and gathers his songbook and says, “Did you know that
Mozart had eight names? Or that he wrote over six
hundred pieces of music?”
“I didn’t know that,” I say.
Jim walks out of the house and retrieves his
songbooks from the ground next to the flowerpots.
“Just something to think about,” he says, and
then he gets in his car and drives away.
I lock the door and the partygoers drift back
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into the living room, engulfing me in the tide.

		--Katie Barasch

JULIA BELAMARICH
FRAGMENTS
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My thesis work was very process-based: working quickly
and intuitively, building systems, constantly creating new
work (often leaving projects unfinished), focusing more
on the process than the finished product, maintaining
raw energy, continually experimenting, and changing
mediums when things felt predictable or static.
I focused more on this dynamic process of nonstop creation and drew connections to underlying concepts and
inspiration afterwards, mainly: rock formations, organic
growth, visual perception, mountains, immersive landscapes, and an obsession with mark making.
My style is influenced by rocks, bones, stones,
petroglyphs, cracked mud, aboriginal art, imperfections,
things that drip/splatter/crack/break/fracture, triangles,
knotted trees, egyptian hieroglyphics, street art, building
blocks, crayon scribbling, orca whales, climbing trees,
being small in a vast landscape, and the feeling when you
run really fast through trees and the
sunlight flickers in and out of the branches.
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LORENZO POZZOLINI
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The impetus behind the work I created was drawn from the pleasure I got out of making the work. I
spent months in the wood shop bent over this little lathe getting covered in dust and it was incredible to see what came out of the process of making. As I worked and was critiqued, I differentiated
between the pieces I liked and the ones I didn’t.
Keeping things simple is a sorta axiom I try and hold on to. Japanese minimalism, the cleanness of
line, and dedication to craftsmanship seen in work that had stood the test of time is incredible.
I want to continue learning and exploring as I make fine furniture--hopefully in Florence.
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Evelyn Bridges Third Prize

Mount Nebo

									
		
This is where
Moses was granted
his only view.
This is where he saw it:
The Promised Land, which by sight
is empty but lush, hills upon
hills of rolling rock, hard
sandstone and shrubs.
The sky is blue,
brilliant, and shuddering.
Here was where
he got his only view.
I too have seen it.
When I am near you,
when my skin is on your skin,
when your voice rushes then
flickers, then rushes…
I saw it, this land I was promised,
and it was Good, just like
they told me.
Once we were led
to the Promised Land;
you took me there again and
I am still looking.
The view is beautiful
from this mountain.
			--Charlotte Allyn
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To Callum

									
		 winter and it’s white
Minnesota
on everything. Your body moves
between trees: black ash, pin cherry, box elder.
You kneel there
to bring cold to your knees,
cold that works its way up
from beneath.
I guess it must have been prayer
after all: You,
engulfed by cold, caked
in snow and sunk
between the freeze
so you might know
the absence
of yourself before April,
when the world melts and bursts
into pastels.
What a flame, and how sickening
its colors—
the petals, always slow in their stiff,
patriotic yearning
for the sun.
You like that your mark
in snow is a mark that melts.
You figure in the snow
one can see their maker, even in dark.
					--Charlotte Allyn
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Sink Sank Sunk

Erin O’Neill

forty two

Evelyn Bridges Third Prize

Thanksgiving

									
		 was almost a real winter day,
branches melting beads of snow,
the swallow’s nest fallen
apart in last night’s winds.
I can’t say I like it better this way
but I will tell you I felt guilty
until I didn’t. There’s the story
of when you were a boy, sliced
nearly half your finger off
with your father’s
saw, swore the blood came out milky white.
Scout the dog sopped it up
and wasn’t there something
rebellious, wild in
the accident? Today my feet are full
like lead and our breaking point came
and went. The dog nearly ate your finger
but your mother found it in the sawdust
and the doctor sewed it back because
he knew you loved all
of nothing as if it were something—
your body; branches dead on the ground;
blood; snakes writhing under sunlight
in our garden.
Sometimes when we watched them slither
we wondered if it was our lives we lived,
or theirs.
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--Charlotte Allyn
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