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 There remains, of course, the reference to the star. The spectrograph is of 

Rigel or of Polaris, but the individuality of the star is now made present 

hermeneutically. Here we have a beginning of a special transformation of 

perception, a transformation which deliberately enhances differences 

rather than similarities in order to get at what was previously 

unperceived. 

 

  -from “A Phenomenology of Technics” by Don Ihde 

 

 When we look up at the dotted night sky, we might admire the stars we see. Most 

of us do not see the differing attributes between the stars and planets as we gaze up. 

However, when we take a closer look, as Ihde points out, we perceive individuality. Here 

at Rockhurst we share commonality, we are part of a community. When you look closer, 

we are students, faculty and staff. An even closer look will reveal the majors we seek, the 

classes we teach or the jobs that we do. However, though we share many commonalities 

we, upon closer inspection, are individuals. Our community brings us together with 

common goals and purposes; however, our individuality is what makes us leaders, artists, 

authors, visionaries and friends. 

 

 The staff of Infectus invites you to delve into the imaginations and subsequent 

creations of those who wished to share a small part of their individuality. Take a peek, 

turn a page, walk through the pages of imagination and creation, and enjoy the 

individuality that makes our community diverse, interesting, faceted and fun! Welcome 

to this volume of Infectus.  

 

Darleen Filla, 

Infectus Editor-In-Chief 

 

 



 

 

 

 

Two Chairs 
 oil on masonite 

Mark Kuykendall 



Reign Of Terror 
Lucas Schwaller          
 
 
When fear overcomes your life 
 Ask yourself… 
Who made the bombs, bullets, and guns? 
 
When you can’t understand your enemy 
 Ask yourself… 
What does it mean to be savage? 
 
When chaos is the only universal emotion 
 Ask yourself… 
Where did this madness come from? 
 
When the death toll escalates 
 Ask yourself… 
When did the price of oil surpass the value of life? 
 
When the leader of the world seems lost 
 Ask yourself… 
Why the sleeping giant became a monster? 
 
When you hear that Americans are obese 
 Ask yourself… 
How do children starve? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Fire 
 photograph 

Drew Orrin-Brown 



Sizzle 
E. S. Kahm           
 
 
 Din looked out the window. The blue of the early morning sky had suddenly 

changed to charcoal gray, then just as quickly, obsidian black. In the distance, pink-

purple fingers of lightning streaked against the jet background. Din looked at her watch 

in mild annoyance. She’d be late for school if she waited this storm out, but she really 

had no choice.  

 Mechanically, as she had learned to do when she was a toddler, she closed and 

secured all the doors and windows in the house. Then, slumping on the sofa in the living 

room, she waited.  

 It was only a minute before the electrestorm hit. The stench came first, an acrid 

reek of ozone and some other unidentifiable odor that made Din’s sinuses ache. The same 

fingers of lightning she had seen in the sky appeared in a ghostly form, caressing the 

furniture in the room and causing a maddening tingle where they ran over her body. 

 Then it was gone. 

 Din shook her head, trying to rid herself of the muzziness the electrestorms 

caused, then forced herself up and thrust open the nearest window, breathing the slightly 

fresher air outside. She looked out at the storm, tracing its path for a few moments, trying 

to predict if it would be back. Of course, one could never really tell. Nevertheless, 

satisfied with the system’s movement westward, Din flung her backpack over one 

shoulder and left without locking the door.  

 She set off for school at a fast pace, knowing she was tardy but aware that she 

wouldn’t be the only one. No student with half a brain would have tried to outrun an 

electrestorm for the dubious prize of arriving at school before first bell. 

 The walk to Jefferson Mid was long since Din had to pick her way over several 

bodies lying on the sidewalk. One was a boy in her grade whose name she couldn’t recall. 

Of course, it hardly mattered anymore. The cadaver would be gone before school let out, 

shipped to some lab for testing. Not that scientists had ever discovered anything useful 

from the truckloads of corpses dumped at their doors every morning.  



 The line for tardy slips at the office was atrociously long, but Din wasn’t exactly 

heartbroken to miss Algebra.  

 When she finally reached the absentee secretary’s desk, the lady didn’t bother 

with words and handed her an admit slip with a U and Ex visible—Unexcused. 

Electrestorms didn’t count. Din’s friend Jairen firmly believed that the American 

government was to blame for the apathy concerning the deadly storms. He always said 

that Americans hated to be beaten, and since nothing had been discovered about 

electrestorms in the twenty-seven years since they had begun plaguing Earth, the 

government resorted to merely cleaning up after the problem. 

 When Din reached her classroom, Mr. Ross was sealing the windows. The sky 

outside was darkening again. She took her usual seat by Jai, who leaned over to whisper 

“That storm system isn’t dissipating. It’s been around for at least four hours. I checked 

online this morning—a lot of storms are doing the same thing, all over the world. They’re 

getting more intense.” At that, he sat up a little higher to get a better view of the raging 

lightning-that-was-not-lightning. 

 Din shrugged. The storms were a special interest of Jai’s. He talked about them 

often, usually ending by saying that the storms were becoming more frequent and severe. 

Someday, Jai theorized, they would be so strong that not even sealed buildings would 

protect humans from the lethal lightning. 

 The day passed slowly, as most school days did. After Algebra was English with 

Mrs. Karachof. She was calm today and smiled at each student as they came in the door. 

The bell rang and the seven students took out work and began to scribble diligently, not 

looking up. Mrs. Karachof remained at her desk for the period, not moving her folded 

hands nor changing the mindless smile on her wrinkled face. When the bell rang again, 

Din nearly sprinted out the door. 

 It was hard to hate Mrs. Karachof, Din reflected while at her locker. Despite her 

rages and more frequent dazes, she was more pitiable than anything else. Four years ago, 

her husband and daughters had been killed in a storm. Two years ago her parents and 

brother fell victim, and so, consequently, did her mind. She hadn’t been fired, of 

course—eliminating her job and income would have been sentencing her to death, and 

besides, there was a pronounced teacher shortage.  



 Science was next, on the top floor. Din entered the room and looked for her lab 

partner, Damana. She wasn’t there. Din took a seat at a table and waited for the bell to 

ring. When it did and Damana had failed to appear, Din began scanning the room for her 

probable new partner.  

 Mr. Jenning, an old, fat man who had so far lived to the miraculous age of forty-

seven, gave his attendance sheet a cursory glance and drew two long lines on it. 

“Instructions for today’s lab are on the board,” he said. Most of the students got up, but 

Din stayed seated. This was the second lab partner she’d lost this year. By now she knew 

the drill. 

 Mr. Jenning peered at her, then looked at the list. “Din, your new lab partner is 

Ares.” 

 Din suppressed a groan. Ares, a tow-haired blue-eyed athlete, fancied himself a 

lady’s man. She’d seen the notches he put in his belt.  

 To Din’s surprise, Ares was acting rather subdued. He helped some with the lab, 

talking little and smiling shyly at Din. It was near the end of class that Din remembered 

he had been friends with the boy she had seen dead that morning. He had probably only 

just figured out what happened. 

Throughout the day, the electrestorm stubbornly refused to disappear, or move 

more than a few miles. Three times the windows had to be tightly closed and those inside 

Jeff Mid endured the strands of energy playing over their limbs and burning the air they 

breathed. 

 Jai hovered by Din’s locker at the end of the day, shifting from foot to foot with 

an anxious energy. 

 “Are you actually going home now?” he asked worriedly as Din packed her bag 

with the heavy books she needed for her homework.  

 “That thing’s been around all day,” she replied, indicating the storm. “If it was 

going to dissipate normally, it would have done it already. This might be the big one you 

predicted, Jai,” she continued, closing her locker, “and if it is, I’m sure as hell not going 

to spend my last hours waiting for it at school. You stay if you want,” she added quickly, 

“but I’m going home.” 

 Jai didn’t reply, but continued to eye her with his brow furrowed. 



 “See ya,” she said with a wave, and started walking towards the door. 

 “Bye,” he whispered at her back. 

 The storm was in the east, having circled while she was at school. Din couldn’t 

tell if it was moving or not. 

 She didn’t look up until she smelled ozone. Yes, it was closer. She walked faster. 

 Din saw people in their houses sealing the windows and doors. She briefly toyed 

with the idea of knocking on a door and asking for asylum, but given the apparent 

determination of this system, she could be stuck in a stranger’s house for most of the 

evening. Unwilling to put herself in such an awkward situation (and feeling too proud to 

beg for shelter in such a manner) she kept on. 

 After another peek over her shoulder, Din found herself amazed at how the 

electrestorm was gaining on her. Making a hurried decision, she hopped a fence and to 

take a shortcut through the backyard of an old man she generally took pains to avoid. Just 

down his hill was a creek, and if she crossed over that and went up the hill on the other 

side, she was practically in her own backyard. It was just a matter of hopping a couple 

more fences and going in the back door. 

 The storm behind her was moving at an astonishing rate. The sky above her head 

was graying, and the smell of seared matter was making her dizzy. On impulse, she 

dropped her backpack and began to run. Running downhill was easy and she leapt over 

the creek with no problem. Unfortunately, the hill on the other side was steep, and it hurt 

to keep up the swift pace. 

 Up the hill she went, moving slower now. A stumble provided her with another 

opportunity to look back. She could see streaks of lightning hitting the tops of houses and 

running threads of energy like ivy down the walls. She had never seen anything like it 

before, and she stared for a few seconds before remembering her desperate situation. 

When she chose this shortcut, she had forgotten that there was no available shelter near it. 

 The stench of ozone was nearly overpowering, and Din stumbled again, 

disoriented. She forced her legs to pump, propelling her in the general direction of her 

house. She was surrounded by blackness—the storm must be nearly on top of her. 

Sporadic flashes of purple did nothing to illuminate her path. She reached out blindly, 

feeling for the fence she knew must be nearby.  



 Her left hand finally met something solid and cold, and she began climbing the 

chain-links. Purple lightning was striking trees behind her. 

 She thrust her legs over the other side of the fence and dropped, landing heavily 

on the ground. She got up, but she knew it was hopeless. Even if she had known exactly 

where her house was, she would need to climb another fence, and she hadn’t left the back 

door unlocked.  

 The pink fingers of energy looked almost silver this close. It was beautiful, once 

you looked at it. It was sad people like Jai were obsessed with the danger of these 

storms…they were beautiful, really. 

 A strand of lightning began to crawl over the ground towards her. It was 

blindingly bright, but then it touched her leg, and everything became darkness… 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 Tick Checks 

acrylic on paper 
Nick Giarraffa 



Coming of Age of the Ottoman Empire 
Chrissy Fornal          
 
 
Part 1 (as Dictated to Chrissy by Chrissy’s Brain) 
 

Who the fuck were the Ottomans? What happened in between Muhammad and the 
Tazimat? Where is the cream filling that would complete my Middle Eastern Oreo cookie? It is a 
simple fact: I cannot survive when the very essence of my being (A History of the Modern 
Middle East by William L. Cleveland) has been dulled out in only two very minute and 
fragmented chapters. Even an anorexic would find such meager helpings wanting. 
 Of course, I can go on to laborious lengths about the life story of St. Augustine of Hippo, 
but I am quite at a loss when it comes to the fate of this entire empire. Something is indeed amiss. 
 
Part 2 (as Dictated to Chrissy by the Ottoman Empire) 
 
 You must understand, I wasn’t always so marginal. I had my glory days too. Yes, there 
was a time in the not so distant past when friends would look upon me fondly and said, “Vatan.” 
But those days and friends, much like my physical self, are gone now. 
 In the beginning there was hope—it encircled me like a blanket. It gave courage to my 
companions, strengthening them and lighting their way. It poured forth from their lips and out 
into the streets, filling the cities with an excited buzz. It was a peaceful infancy. 
 Back then Russia was just your typical neighborhood spinster to whom you waved out of 
politeness. You endured her idle chatter, sour punch and rock hard cookies because Mama said 
so. How was I to know that behind her pleasant demeanor and façade of cheap perfume lay a 
murderer? I couldn’t. I was still a naïve child. 
 And then there was Europe. In those days, he was still a strange and unknown entity to 
me but our mutual curiosity about one another made us fast friends, and eventually lovers. As  
you can imagine, such an affair was quite risqué at the time, so we took to flirting in dimly lit 
restaurants and kissing in dark allies. It was an adventurous adolescence despite the blazing case 
of syphilis that didn’t go away until 1954.  
 And then, BANG! It was all gone. That hussy Russia hit me from behind. As my blood 
flowed into the Mediterranean, Europe watched and waited. Britain cried, “By Jove! I do believe 
my foreign policy is at stake!” But they were wrong: the only steak was me. Otto Van Bismarck 
made sure of that, the bastard. In a flash of insatiable greed, all my youthful optimism was 
washed down the drain, strangely enough into a bank vault. 
 But I’m not bitter, that was a very long time ago. Since then, I’ve become accustomed to 
my new body, the abode of every fallen empire, a book. It’s a bit bland; we all are; but you’d 
never guess that the most intriguing people are bound within the drabbest of covers. Just the other 
day, I met St. Augustine. He’s a bit high and mighty, but he had a catchy little jingle I liked. It 
went, “tolle, lege, tolle, lege.” 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Self Portrait 
black and white Prisma on grey paper 

Darleen Filla 



The Ballad of Poor Polly Pitman 
Karyn Henry          
 
 
I. 
Poor Polly Pitman is forbidden to sleigh ride; 
She gazes at the fluffy flakes of snow and aches to glide 
On the cold, icy waves.  If only she hadn’t disobeyed 
Her mother yesterday; now the ultimate price must be paid. 
 
Poor Polly Pitman!  Poor Polly Pitman! 
Her obsession with snow caused this reprimand. 
Poor Polly Pitman!  Poor Polly Pitman! 
Why can’t she go outside like her neighbor, Stan? 
 
II. 
Don’t misunderstand; Polly Pitman is no saint; 
She broke her sister Millie’s sled and nearly made her faint. 
Her mother banned her from sleigh riding for two weeks; 
Her anger and harsh scolding made Polly feel meek. 
 
To practice her competitive sledding, Millie had bought a shiny red sled;  
She loved it so much, she kept it polished and nestled in her bed. 
Millie waited patiently for the perfect batch of snow, 
So she can see how fast this baby can go! 
 
Polly stayed silent and regarded this treasure 
With greedy eyes and dreamed about what a pleasure 
It would be to soar down the icy slopes of her backyard 
With that red sled, but getting it away from Millie would be VERY hard.  
 
III. 
Her chance to ride came one December night, 
When ten inches of snow fell.  It was a beautiful sight.   
Polly was warned not to touch Millie’s sled, 
Or you’ll be in big trouble, her mother said. 
 
When morning came and the snow had stopped, 
Polly couldn’t stand the temptation; she was ready to pop! 
While everyone was sound asleep in bed, 
She snuck outside with the world’s perfect sled. 
 
All bundled up, Polly hiked to the top of her backyard hill, 
Mounted the sled, pushed away, and shouted in the icy still; 
It glided like warm apple butter on toast, 
Even better than a surfboard on the waves of the Hawaiian coast. 



Polly skidded over a bump, 
And nearly collided with a dead tree stump. 
She laughed until she saw her mother at the backdoor, 
Looking so steamed she could burn a hole in the floor. 
 
IV.  
Polly was grounded and had to forfeit her allowance to pay, 
Because Millie’s sled needed repairs and had to be sent away. 
I heard a rumor from a kid who says he once shot a hippopotamus 
That Polly now attends weekly meetings at sleigh rider’s anonymous. 
 
Poor Polly Pitman!  Poor Polly Pitman! 
Her obsession with snow caused this reprimand. 
Poor Polly Pitman!  Poor Polly Pitman! 
I hoped she learned a valuable lesson.  
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Explosion 
mixed media on paper 

Laura Fornal 
 



 
The Music Box Dancer 
Karyn Henry          

 
 
The petite pink lady in my music box loves to dance. 
I listen to Tchaikovsky’s Swan Lake No. 2 Waltz and watch her performance entranced, 
Her black hair twirls in a curl against her oval face, 
And dressed in a tutu of rose pink lace, 
Her lover must be a knight who wields a shield and lance. 
 
I imagine she’s an elegant ballerina from France, 
Who wandered in an enchanted garden by chance, 
Doomed to stay in a monotonous ballet for invading the queen’s ethereal space, 
The petite pink lady in my music box. 
 
She springs to life, I am sure, for a fleeting moment to prance, 
But I can never catch her in a quick, sideways glance, 
She twirls on her gold platform with immaculate grace, 
Poise glows through her delicate, hand-painted face. 
Silently crying for release from her endless pirouette stance, 
The petite pink lady in my music box. 
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photograph 
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If I Had the Monkey’s Paw 
Lucas Schwaller           

 
 

What if I had the power, no the ability, to make a wish, to have what I have 

always wanted?  My most desperate and desired dreams made true.  My thoughts wander 

to the horror story I read as a young boy.  What if I had that petrified monkey’s paw with 

its three outstretched fingers, still, dead and waiting for me to command it?  Three 

wishes, one for each finger.  Waiting for me to ask of it something I have always wanted.  

Would I tell it the truth?  Lying down in bed before I drift off to sleep, holding it, feeling 

its rigor mortis and coarse fur, questioning logic and weighing my disbelief.  Questioning 

if it could truly bring me what I want.  Would I close my eyes, take a deep breath, and 

make a wish, half believing and fully hoping it would come true?  Would I open my eyes 

to find that one of the fingers had fallen?  One finger for one wish… 

What if I was awoken the next morning by a deep unfamiliar voice calling to me 

from the kitchen?  A man’s voice letting me know that it was time for breakfast and I 

better get some before it gets cold.   

 “Son,” he would say.  “Get your ass down here for breakfast.”   

 Would, at that moment, all my memories come swimming back to me like sweet 

music?  Or would they exist as if they had always been there, just like my memories exist 

now?  Would all the things I had never truly experienced instantly become memories?  

Would I remember my number one fan seated front and center at my little league games?  

Would I remember his firm hands guiding my bicycle, then releasing and cheering as I 

nervously pedaled down the driveway for the first time?  Would I remember his proud 

half-smile as I shook with excitement the day I opened my college acceptance letter?  



Would all these things exist as if the events of that rainy August morning had never taken 

place?     

 Would his presence replace the memories of my mother’s usual seat on the stands 

of my games or my uncle teaching me to ride a bike because there was no one else to?  

Would a memory be forged in a place and time that had never existed?  Would a fond, 

more appropriate memory replace the day I quietly opened the letter and became the first 

of my family to go to college?  Would there have been a celebration instead of that 

feeling of loneliness because there was no one around with whom to share it?  Would all 

of these memories change with simple sounds of breakfast and the voice of a man my 

ears had never heard?   

 Would I run cheerfully down the stairs to see him for the first time?  Or, halfway 

down the stairs, would I remember the story from my childhood - the story that this 

fiction is based upon?  Would I creep slowly and scared, fearing what horrible walking 

corpse might await me?  Would it be like the grim tale I read as a schoolboy?  Would it 

be worse?   

 Would I peer around the corner only to find the man I had missed for all these 

years?  My father, making breakfast the way I imagine a father would.  Everything fine 

and great, no walking corpse, no physical horror.  Just a man with olive skin like my 

own, tall and more powerful than I could ever hope to be, standing over a hot stove of 

hissing bacon and steaming eggs. 

 “Are you just going to stand around like that?  Make your self a plate,” he would 

say as he kissed my mother as she passed behind him with a pile of fresh toast. “Damn 

kid acts like he’s never seen his father making breakfast before,” he would say to my 



mother with a grin, turning off the stove.   Then, I imagine, the three of us would sit 

together as we should, eating breakfast as a family.  A full and complete family.  A 

normal household morning of reading the newspaper and talking about our plans for the 

day.   

Would this all be a façade?  Would the Monkey’s Paw have my nightmares 

awaiting me elsewhere?  What if my wish manifested my real fears?  Not fears of death 

or blood or walking corpses, but real fear.  Fear that he, the man that I have dreamed, and 

my mother has fondly described, is not so.  The fears that have so often plagued me.  The 

fears that my mother has long discouraged.  My darkest fear, that he, the man I have tried 

to live my life for, hoping he was looking down on me with pride, would dislike who I 

am. 

 Would our destinies, goals, expectations, and aspirations collide?  Would our 

(mine as it is and his as it has been described) bull-like personalities result in a conflict 

ultimately creating a schism like the one between him and his father?  Would the love for 

his son survive my break from tradition, or would I have attended half-days in high 

school so I could spend my time in the garage learning the trade of my ancestors?  Would 

I, with his guidance, have accepted the trade of something I despise now?  Would I have 

followed in his footsteps and worked in grease and oil?  Would he, a rebel in his own 

time, have appreciated the same characteristics in his heir?  Or, as I fear, would he resent 

the far-reaching strides I have taken to distance myself from my roots?  Would 

everything change?  Would it have all been the same? 

 In reality, of course, there is no Monkey’s Paw.  It is a fiction created to question 

the deep dark reality of wishing and desperation.  It is a fiction, though, that people like 



me wish could be a reality.  Desperation begets desperate acts with the potential 

consequences well-known.  In reality this fiction that I secretly wish could be true is 

really just a way to ask all these questions for which I still cannot seem to find answers.  

They plague, motivate, and depress me at every turn of my life. 

I still wonder at things that involve fear of the unknown, things that do not 

involve mysticism or fantasy.  I wonder about the course of my own life, what I will do 

and how I will proceed.  If your mother has to love and encourage you, what is your 

father’s role?  When I ask this, I never get a real answer.  People only respond by stating 

that I should already know.  Even without a father, they say, the answer should be 

automatic and natural.  Common knowledge that everyone should know.  With your 

mother it is natural: you come from her; and without interaction with your father, it can 

be as if he didn’t exist.  For someone like me, it feels like he was never there.  I don’t feel 

or know in my heart that he was there.  I have no memories of him.  All I know is what I 

have been told, which I am to accept without question.   

I don’t know what a father’s role should be.  I have seen it from afar but I have 

never experienced it for myself.  I will have a son someday.  What will I do?  What will I 

say to him when he asks me the questions I never had answered?  How will I fair without 

the experience of precedence?  How will I know what to do, having never known a 

father?  If men are their father’s sons, living to carry on the torch, what of the men 

without fathers?  What of the men without torches?   

It is a fiction to which I hope and dream to wake up every morning of my life.  A 

dream where the one thing that has been missing from my life is replaced, the one void I 

have never understood or come to grips with is filled.  It is not a lie, I do dream of this, 



and what they say is true, we do dream in black and white.   So I wake up every morning 

after I have these vivid and believable dreams of a father I have never known, feeling as 

if I have just watched an episode of the Twilight Zone.  An episode, like most, where the 

main character is teased with the fulfillment of his greatest dreams, only to have them 

stripped away again. 

 I think of the horror story I read as a child.  I barely remember it now because it 

has been so long, but I imagine, as the story says, the petrified monkey hand with its 

outstretched fingers begging for my wishful request.  An imaginary hand that lives only 

in the mind of a fiction that I could only dream of becoming a reality.  Someone like me, 

of course, misses the point of the grim tale, but isn’t that often what wishful, desperate 

people do?  We dream of something magical that can change the course of the past and 

set things right.  I want all of this fiction to become real.  I want my life set straight, the 

way it should have been.   

 There are, however, consequences and questions that race through my mind every 

day when I begin to ponder the course of my life.  I have wondered too many things to 

put on paper, but there has always been one hypothetical that remains the source of most 

of these questions.  There is one thing that I cannot seem to place or find a true answer to, 

at least an answer that satisfies me.   

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

Drooling Tar 
photograph 

Mark Kuykendall 



 

The Impresario 
Patricia Cleary Miller          

 
 
Slinky in slender black satin, cut up to there, 
she strides to the center of the stage,  
glittery feather boa askew; shakes the microphone: 

Ladies and gentlemen, today I am starting two therapy sessions: 
one for people who cannot live without their cell phones,  
one for people who cannot unwrap a throat lozenge properly.   
Silence is the canvas on which musicians paint: so 
* we must turn off all cell phones NOW 
*we must unwrap our cough drops NOW 
* we must not fidget, not clap until the piece is finished 
*we must not cough.  
Everyone thinks their coughing does not bother anyone else,  
but believe me it bothers everyone. even if it does not bother you.  
So don’t cough.  
If you must cough, my mother always told me, and I know she was right, 
close your mouth; you will not choke, my mother assured me. 
Then cover your closed mouth with both hands  
and run for the door.  But quietly.   

 
Oh God, someone sneezed and now he is stumbling toward the door.  
I hear gurgling in someone’s throat. A siren wails, 
people are laughing in the lobby,  
someone’s hearing aid is picking up the sounds of a radio. 
Oh God, don’t fidget. 
My pencil sounds like a jackhammer. 
The Impresario says if you make a sound, 
it is like throwing mud on Michelangelo’s canvas. 
She says this music is a prayer, let it wash over you. 
I sit rigid in my chair, afraid to breathe.   
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Computer Bugs + - 
Inspired by Article 5933610 in Rolling Stone 
Daniel Chabon           
 

 
TrickeeDick187 

TrickeeDick187 has entered the room 
TrickeeDick187:  What up Peeps???? 
BugKatcher9483: Oh I was impatient with a ditzy conservative 
intern. This xenophobic twit who said that our janitor Carlos was 
“fresh off the boat”.  Then she side-noted that he was incompetent 
 for being so. 
ThEiNcHeRpInChEr : Trick what’s up 
SeedScouter567: Hey Trick 
CO2vertME: What an inane remark  
TrickeeDick187: nmh…just chillin’ 
TrickeeDick187: You? 
ThEiNcHeRpInChEr : Same 
TrickeeDick187:  Any pos’ present?  
BugKatcher9483:  All this border patrol gobbledygook from the Government is making 
everybody apprehensive to foreigners.  Watch out for those scary Mexicans.  They’re 
going to take everybody’s job away from them. 
ThEiNcHeRpInChEr : Nope 
SeedScouter567: uh uh 
CO2vertME:  Stick it to the man Bug. 
CO2vertME: No pos’ here 
BugKatcher9483: They do all the crap jobs anyways.   
SeedScouter567: lol, oh Bug you’re so easily offended  
ThEiNcHeRpInChEr :  I can relate.  At the restaurant I work at this customer asked why 
all my servers are Mexican.  I told her “Well, Mexicans are the only people applying”. I 
just wanted to say “Lady, I’m glad to see that you able to stick up for the Mexicans while 
you wine and dine yourself here” 
CO2vertME:  How despicable 
ThEiNcHeRpInChEr :  None of the burbs kids are looking for jobs cleaning tables.  
They are all out playing soccer and drinking beer with their friends… 
SeedScouter567:  This country truly is going in the wrong direction 
ThEiNcHeRpInChEr :  Carousing and having sex… 
BugKatcher9483: I used to work @ this place Mario’s when I was in high school.  I was 
a 18 yr old server with a 36 yr old busser.  I know what you’re talking about ThEi. 
ThEiNcHeRpInChEr :  Indulging themselves in a life in hedonism while these 
underprivileged immigrants make meager wages while serving your well-heeled asses  
ThEiNcHeRpInChEr : What do you think Trick? 
ThEiNcHeRpInChEr : Trick?  You there? 
TrickeeDick187: � Sorry…I’m here.  Boss walked by me. 
ThEiNcHeRpInChEr : k… �  
TrickeeDick187: CO2vertME is IMing me 
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SeedScouter567: Gotta go fellas. It’s getting to be a late night for me. 
TrickeeDick187:Bye Seed 
CO2vertME:  Adios 
SeedScouter567: CUL8R 
SeedScouter567 has logged off 
ThEiNcHeRpInChEr : U 2 cybering eh???  Naughty naughty 
TrickeeDick187:  I’m hot 
TrickeeDick187:  Not* 
TrickeeDick187: crap 
BugKatcher9482:  Trick and CO, there’re people present. 
PaPeRKuTz746 has entered the room 
PaPeRKutz746:  Hi room 
TrickeeDick187: Hey Paper 
BugKatcher9482: What’s up  
CO2vertME: welcome Pap 
PaPeRKuTz746: Any poz peeps in da vicinity??? 
TrickeeDick187: Not yet 
CO2vertME: No 
BugKatcher9482: �  Not a poz.  Wish I was though. 
PaPeRKuTz746: Damn 
TrickeeDick187: Paper a/s/l 
PaPeRKuTz746: 27/ male/Kansas City 
ThEiNcHeRpInChEr : MO or KS 
PaPeRKuTz746:  MO 
ThEiNcHeRpInChEr : Kewl 
PaPeRKuTz746:  How’s everybody doin tonight? 
CO2vertME:  Just chattin bout stuff. 
PaPeRKuTz746:  So what does everyone here do? 
BugKatcher9482: Assistant Manager of Nordstrom’s Café.  3rd Level.  Middlesex 
Shopping Plaza 
ThEiNcHeRpInChEr : Heritage Publications in Manchester.  We specialize in nurse-
doctor romances.  The market is much larger than you would think.  Fabio once posed for 
us.  It was Heart Operation by Phyllis Stewart. 
TrickeeDick187: .General Post Office, the one behind the monolithic statue of Vulcan 
down in Birmingham. 
CO2vertME: LexicaTech.  We make troubleshooter programs for computer companies.   
TrickeeDick187: What about you Paper? 
ThEiNcHeRpInChEr : And u? 
PaPeRKuTz746: Look @ my profile 
BugKatcher9482: how bout you???????? 
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Profile for PaPeRKuTz746 

Name: Ricky L. Wright 

School: GED, Franklin Community College Political Science Degree 

Occupation:  KinkosFedEx.  I write blogs on the side 

Favorite Movies:Preston Sturges’ like Sullivan’s Travels, Unfaithfully Yours (the 48 

version), The Lady Eve, Diamond Jim 

Favorite Bands: Air �� Broken Social Scene�� the cure�� Interpol�� Elliott smith�� placebo��

Ween�� Iron and Wine�� Red Hot Chili Peppers�� Dylan�� The Beatles�� Beck�� Belle &��

Sebastian�� Beta Band�� Beastie Boys�� Cake�� Coldplay�� The Clash�� David Bowie�� Death Cab 

for Cutie�� The Flaming Lips�� Grandaddy�� Joy Division�� Interpol�� Johnny Cash�� Modest 

Mouse�� Pet Shop Boys�� Radiohead�� R�E�M ��� Sugar Cubes�� Snow Patrol�� U2�� Yo La Tengo��

Weezer�� Wilco�� The Pixies�� Simon and Garfunkel�� Nick Drake�� Beck�� Sublime��

Oasis�Sleater� Kinney�Sparklehorse�� Portishead�� Iggy Pop and The Stooges�� Folk 

Implosion�� Nada Surf�� the Eels�� the Talking Heads�� the Smashing Pumpkins�� Zero 7�� Mike 

Doughty's Band�� Soul Coughing�� the Shins�� Stereolab�� UNKLE �� the Kinks�� the Rolling 

Stones�� the Faces�� Jimi Hendrix�� Lou Reed and the Velvet Underground�� Cat Power�� the 

Yeah Yeah Yeahs�� Neil Young 

Favorite Books: All of Kundera .The Unbearable Light of Being, Immortal, etc. House 

of Leaves�� Clockwork Orange�� Any Vonnegut or Salinger�� Lolita�� One hundred years of 

solitude�� Midnight's children�� High Fidelity 

Marital Status:  virgin 

 
 
 
 



BugKatcher9482: Nice to meet you Rick 
TrickeeDick187: Milan Kundera. Nice. 
ThEiNcHeRpInChEr:  U write blogs huh 
CO2vertME: Sullivan’s Travels is a funny flick.  Veronica Lake’s  
on the Take…right????  Oh Brother Where Art Thou????  Right???? 
PaPeRKuTz746:Uh Huh 
ThEiNcHeRpInChEr:  What kind of things do you write 
PaPeRKuTz746:I tell friends that I’m a hybrid of Andrew Sullivan 
And George Orwell. I write about the future of technology.   
Literature in a computer world.  Future shock.  The consequences of  
computers.  Just holding out until Wired finds me. 
TrickeeDick187: What’s your website?  
PaPeRKuTz746: Click on the link Ricky’s Blog 
ThEiNcHeRpInChEr : U 2 cybering eh???  Naughty naughty 
CO2vertME:  I’m hot 
CO2vertME 187:  Not* 
CO2vertME 187: crap 
BugKatcher9482:  Trick and CO, there’re people present. 
has entered the room 
PaPeRKutz746:  Hi room 
TrickeeDick187: Hey Paper 
BugKatcher9482: What’s up  
CO2vertME: welcome Pap 
PaPeRKuTz746: Any pos’ peeps in da vicinity??? 
CO2vertME Not yet 
CO2vertME: No 
BugKatcher9482: �  Not a pos’.  Wish I was though. 
PaPeRKuTz746: Damn 
ThEiNcHeRpInChEr : U 2 cybering eh???  Naughty naughty 
CO2vertME:  I’m hot 
CO2vertME:  Not* 
CO2vertME 187: crap 
BugKatcher9482:  Trick and CO, there’re people present. 
the room 
PaPeRKutz746:  Hi room 
CO2vertME: Hey Paper 
BugKatcher9482: What’s up  
CO2vertME: welcome Pap 
PaPeRKuTz746: Any pos’ peeps in da vicinity??? 
CO2vertME: Not yet 
CO2vertME: No 
BugKatcher9482: �  Not a pos’.  Wish I was though. 
PaPeRKuTz746: Damn 
CO2vertME: Paper a/s/l 
PaPeRKuTz746: 27/ male/Kansas City 
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   1 Feb 2006 
Today I was conversing on What’s the matta’ with 
da World A blog on blogbait.org for nihilists and 
pessimists who try to meet and engage in some 
sort of liaison.  The creation of the internet seems 
to have led society to be more liberal in their 
meeting people by withdrawing from a face 2 face 
conversation.  People are more secure in asking 
one out, people are more confident to meet. 
Perhaps this is why date websites such as 
Eharmony.com and Perfectmatch.com have risen 
to such great heights. Albeit sometimes I do find 
that these online conversations to be somewhat 
disheartening.  The words we type on the screen 
are swamped in a bog of text.  These 
conversations we have are just as meaningless as 
words spoken underwater.  They are drowned in 
the density and the complexity of the machine.   
3 Feb 2006 
 Day late gents.  Sorry.  Anyhow. I was in 
an antique shop with a friend and had found an 
old cigar box filled with love notes written on a 
bunch of 40’s postcards.  The correspondence on 
these cards was so nostalgic and attractive to me 
that I became troubled.  It felt so good to hold 
something that was corporeal and not on a screen. 
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ThEiNcHeRpInChEr : MO or KS 
PaPeRKuTz746:  MO 
ThEiNcHeRpInChEr : Kewl 
PaPeRKuTz746:  How’s everybody doin tonight? 
ThEiNcHeRpInChEr: I couldn’t believe he said that to me….so I 
keyed his car 
TrickeeDick187: Interesting stuff 
CO2vertME: wtg ThEi 
TrickeeDick187: There does appear to be an Orwellian feel in  
your writing 
ThEiNcHeRpInChEr:  That’s what he gets 
TrickeeDick187: Do you ever go to Daily Kos? 
BugKatcher9483: �  I’m Back 
TrickeeDick187: I’d do a blog too but I’ve been keeping a diary 
Since I was a kid. 
PaPeRKuTz746: I actually once met the guy who started the Daily Kos.  It was  
at a Jewish wedding 
ThEiNcHeRpInChEr: Didn’t even notice that you were gone 
BugKatcher9483: Oh thanx 
BugKatcher9483: Any pos’ show up yet 
PaPeRKuTz746: He was holding up the chuppah  
ThEiNcHeRpInChEr: No… do you guys think it will every happen? 
TrickeeDick187: I hope so. 
PaPeRKuTz746: It was funny too because they just had plastic cups 
at the wedding.  So they had to use this M-2 flashbulb from an  
old-school camera.  
PaPeRKuTz746: He just could not get the thing to break and finally  
when he did it went right through his foot 
CO2vertME: Well I think your blog is very nice Paper 
TrickeeDick187: Ouch 
BugKatcher9483: mazzeltov 
PaPeRKuTz746: thanx 

PaPeRKuTz746: �  
ThEiNcHeRpInChEr: Where are all the pos men in this town 
BugKatcher9483: This is like Waiting for Godot 
CO2vertME: It’s been awhile since we’ve seen a pos in these parts of town 
BugKatcher9483:Sure has 
CO2vertME: When was the last time we saw one??? 
TrickeeDick187:When barebackbob645 stole one from right under our feet 
CO2vertME: Yes I remember.  He persuaded the pos to block us out from IMing him 
BugKatcher9483:Yeah what an asshole 
CO2vertME: How’s Bob doing now? 
TrickeeDick187:He died 
BugKatcher9483:Oh  
CO2vertME: Really 
PaPeRKuTz746:Another one bites the dust 

Typing “I love you and I miss you on the screen 
just doesn’t seem to have the right feel.”  Do 
people even buy postcards anymore? The advent 
of email has destroyed the joy of holding that 
precious note in your hands.  Where did the 
physical and real go?   
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TrickeeDick187:Yeah, it was posted on AdvocateFan forum @ YoungWidow.org 
BugKatcher9483: Anybody catch Arrested Development last night 
CO2vertME: Will you boys keep me informed if a + shows? 
TrickeeDick187:Will do 
BugKatcher9483: Uh uh, if a pos comes here he’s mine.  I can’t  
think of anything more erotic 
GiftGiver666 has entered the room 
GiftGiver666:  hello all  
CO2vertME:  R U 4 real? 
ThEiNcHeRpInChEr: Gift do you have what I think you have? 
BugKatcher9483: Gift can you prove to us that you have it?  IM me! 
GiftGiver666: Fuck off Bug 
CO2vertME: What do you look like Gift 
GiftGiver666: I’ve got raven black hair with blond highlights at the  
tips.  A large chest, washboard abs.  I can do 50 curls per arm with 40 lb weights.  I can 
tie a cherry stem into a knot with my tongue 
PaPeRKuTz746: My oh my 
GiftGiver666: If anybody wants to arrange some sort of rendezvous email me at 
GiftGiver666 has logged off 
CO2vertME: Gift? 
TrickeeDick187:Hello? 
PaPeRKuTz746: You there? 
BugKatcher9483: Shit! 
TrickeeDick187: What happened ? 
CO2vertME: I’ve been online 7 hours now waiting for someone like him 
to arrive 
BugKatcher9483: Shit! 
PaPeRKuTz746: Maybe his computer froze 
TrickeeDick187: There’s always tomorrow 
BugKatcher9483: Shit! 
TrickeeDick187: Will any of you be there 
BugKatcher9483: I will 
CO2vertME: I think I’ll camp out here for awhile…see if he finds his  
way back 
BugKatcher9483: You have a lot of patience CO2vertME 
CO2vertME: I’d do anything to get infected 
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Eternal Battle 
black and white Prisma on grey paper 
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Mark Kuykendall 



 
“I’m Fine. How are you?” 
Nicole Sanders           
 
 
I run into an old friend. 
He asks me, “How are you?” 
 My mind starts racing. 
  “I don’t understand why I’m not happy.” 
      “I need to concentrate more on school.” 
   “I hate my job!” 
 “I can’t do this anymore.” 
                    “I don’t know if when he says he loves me,  

he really means it.” 
  “I miss my dad.” 

              “My family is falling apart.” 
 “I can’t do this anymore.” 
      “I never have any money.” 
              “I think I’m going to fail all my classes.” 
  “I’m such a failure.” 
                                                                          “I wish someone could help me.” 
   “I’m always so bored with this.” 
 “I can’t do this anymore.” 
      “I want to go home.” 
       “I think I may be pregnant.” 
       “I’m never going to be able to 
       quit smoking.” 
                          “I’m tired.” 
 “I can’t do this anymore!” 
           “I really do love him.” 
        “I am so cold.” 
        “My bills are over due.” 
          “I hate myself” 
     “I have no idea how I’m going to  
      survive in life.” 
 “I can’t do this.” 

“I can’t do this!” 
 

“I CAN’T DO THIS ANYMORE!” 
 

Seconds later, snapping back to reality,  
The automatic smile crosses my lips. 
“I’m fine. How are you doing?” 
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The Bloody Tower (Sestina) 
Karyn Henry           
 
A fog of melancholy looms over England’s Bloody Tower, 
Tormented by the mournful cries of two royal brothers, 
Imprisoned and brutally murdered.   
The number one suspect is Richard III, their good uncle, 
Who hired someone to suffocate them with pillows. 
He wanted the crown; he wanted their power. 
 
Their father, King Edward IV, died in war to persevere his power; 
His weapon was a formidable fortress, the Tower. 
The young princes dreamt of their father’s glory, their angelic faces cradled by goose feather 
pillows; 
Edward V, the oldest and heir, and Richard became orphaned royal brothers.  
After they heard the news of the King’s death from their uncle, 
Their happiness and innocence were Richard III’s first murders.  
 
The princes, like most boys, made a game of violent murder, 
Pretending to slay each other with swords, to steal the other’s power, 
But Richard wasn’t acting.  The Machiavellian uncle 
Locked his nephews in what was once known as the Garden tower, 
To protect them, he said, from vengeful enemies of his dead brother. 
The boys sobbed and consoled each other by having a fight with pillows. 
 
Richard III laid his scheming head on goose feather pillows, 
Plotting the perfect, untraceable murder; 
Historians still debate the sad fate of the royal brothers.   
His abrupt succession to power 
Started in secret meetings behind hidden corridors of the tower; 
Power hungry traitors to the crown followed the duplicitous uncle.  
 
After days of diabolical plotting, the unscrupulous uncle 
Rejoiced with fake enthusiasm at the arrival of hand-embroidered Italian pillows, 
And ordered St. Edward’s crown to be restored for Edward’s coronation, as he waited in the 
tower. 
The young prince relished his uncle’s doting, until his honor and trust were murdered.  
Richard branded the brothers as illegitimate and stole their rightful claim to power; 
Shame and despair nearly smothered the deposed brothers. 
 
For days curious onlookers approached the tower and spotted the two brothers, 
Through their bedroom window where their good uncle 
Kept them prisoners.  His quest for power, 
Fulfilled one night when three furtive assassins took pillows, 
Off the princes’ beds and covered their faces, until the final murder, 
Squelched their futile screams.  The princes were no longer seen in the tower. 
 
The two brothers were buried beneath blocks of stone; the pillows burned.  
Their uncle was crowned king.  No one suspected the princes had been murdered, 
Until powerful builders excavated their bones from inside the Bloody Tower.  
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The People’s Digression 
James Crump           
 
 

We were pulled out of nature long ago.  Not necessarily by someone or something 
else, because that was the origin of all of us.  We pulled ourselves out.  But when my 
people arose from the depths and secrets of nature, we did not run far from whence we 
came.  However, others did.  They ran very far until the final and frail roots which 
connected them to the seeds of their inception could stretch no more, and were broken.  
They lost their only connections to a much larger and more complex entity than they 
could possibly comprehend at this point.  Something so vast and obscure, yet infinitely 
complex and comprehensive, that I doubt anyone to have the capacity fully to 
acknowledge its existence.   

I have heard stories of when they started to break away.  Those who did so were 
those who worked twice as hard in order to make life twice as easy.  Or is it correct to say 
half as easy?  This is a thought which confuses me because of the nature of the term 
“easy,” and my misunderstanding as to whether it is a term relative to the “normal 
condition.” When I think about this harder, I then conclude that if there were a scale of 
how hard an action was, the ease of an action would be on the negative side of the origin 
point, and since negative numbers are merely a creation of man based upon our 
understanding of positive numbers, doesn’t that mean that “easy” is also a creation of 
man based upon our understanding of what “hard” is?  I am digressing from my point, 
which I suppose is the greatest error of all (and one of which I spoke so harshly earlier). 

Through the creation and implementation of these advances, which were aimed at 
mechanizing and somehow improving our lives, we slowly moved out from under the 
canopy.  Our hearts seemed to grow darker as our minds grew lighter.  When we finally 
reached the edge, the place where the shade from the canopy no longer reached us, our 
minds were too engrossed in progression towards tomorrow to acknowledge the value of 
lingering in today long enough to understand it.  As we looked out at what was in front of 
us, we saw endless fields of rolling prairie grasses, spotted with an occasional tree or 
crow overhead.  When we turned around and looked behind us, we saw a forest that was 
dense and almost mysterious to us, despite the comfort we used to feel within her.  
Somehow, our first home had become as foreign to us as what lay ahead.  This was not 
where our thoughts were, however.  Our thoughts were nowhere near being concerned 
with maintaining a link to where it was that we were a product of; they were instead only 
pointed towards the advancement of the said product.  Not only that, our thoughts soon 
came to deny that we were a product of our past and this led us to disregard the sanctity 
and power of the mysterious foliage that was now well behind us.  This was the start of 
the ultimate digression. 

From here, from this place which was neither in the forest nor in the field, there 
was a decision to be made.  Do we turn back or do we go forward?  We could not stay 
where we were, that was not an option.  To turn back was to live in the dark, to go 
forward was to attempt to conquer the light, and to remain where we were was now seen 
as being shameful due to a self-devised morality which found contempt in peace and 
reflective idleness.   



Before this point, our only disconnections were arising from our severance from 
our common roots; however, due to the options presented to us regarding the direction in 
which to take our lives now that we had come to this pivotal juncture, those common 
roots were rapidly becoming our only similarity (and even this fact was an issue of much 
debate).  Separations grew and amplified between us.  We started to recognize the 
differences that existed between each of us, differences which we had failed to notice 
when we were in the dark but somehow were seemingly undeniable to us now that we 
were in the light.  These differences seemed so trivial to those who were the undesirables, 
but to the desirables, these differences were the criteria that somehow gave them 
ascendancy over the others.  The separations were becoming more and more severe as 
more infinitesimally small distinctions between them and us were being called to 
attention and exhorted as definitive of purity and natural order by those who stood to gain 
the most.  With time, the foothold that these rants started with had somehow grown to 
become a plateau.  What is worse is that even though this plateau had less area on its face 
than the area we stood on, its elevation was what made it something to look up to.  Those 
of us on the bottom argued that this was only a matter of simple topography at first, but 
eventually grew to accept it and all of our future generations were doomed to be born and 
stay at the bottom or blessed to be born and stay at the top.   

The desirables were now truly superior.   
From their plateau, they would stand at the edges and watch us as we worked at 

the bottom.  The purpose of these indentured labors was not only for our own livelihood, 
but for the provision of those above us.  When we were slow in this sisyphean labor, they 
would throw rocks down at us.  When we were timely, they would grant us the mere 
favor of disregard.  This disregard extended as far as could be imagined.  Our labors 
never resulted in praise, and our desire for just that would instead result in castigation.   
In truth, the motive of any of our actions could somehow be and often was distorted in 
the opinions of those above us as being deceitful.  But we kept on. 

We kept on for years.  As we kept on, all of the rocks that we had delivered to 
those above us only added to the height of the plateau they stood on.  However, as their 
altitude increased, so did the instability of the plateau, and it began to quiver from its base 
to its crown.  It seems now that their grandeur had been constructed upon a rather 
precarious foundation, but this is only something to be said in hindsight.  When it was 
happening, we thought not about the possibility of an unsure footing.  Instead, our 
thoughts were entrenched in how to maintain the curious presence we had labored so long 
to produce.  We did not even take in to mind that these labors had been in vain.  We 
worked to save the plateau with the same lack of reflection we had used to build it in the 
first place.  We had become slaves to it and to those above us, and in a way they too had 
become slaves.  Not necessarily to anything in particular, but more to the idea that they 
were in fact superior to us.  We had all become so accustomed to the way it was that we 
forgot all about the way it was supposed to be.  But as we found out, the center cannot 



hold under these circumstances.  We lived outside of the truth and under the shadow of 
people who merely told us we should, but it did not stay this way, for the plateau finally 
collapsed.   

When the plateau collapsed, it did so with a terrible beauty which had been 
previously unimaginable to us.  As it happened we watched with our eyes wide and our 
breaths drawn.  We watched in amazement as the tremendous structure came toppling 
down under its own weight, and we were so awestruck that we failed to notice that all of 
the debris from the immense crumbling edifice was hurling itself at an incredible speed in 
all directions, including ours.  By the time we did notice the barrage of rock and stone 
headed our way, it was too late for us to elude its coming.  We turned and ran towards the 
forest, but the stony landslide proved to be moving towards us faster than we were 
moving away from it.  Many of us were overcome by it, and unfortunately almost all of 
these people were unable to survive its destructive force.  Almost all those who had been 
on top of the plateau when it collapsed also perished in the fall.  It seems that none of us, 
neither those on top nor those below, were at all ready for such a catastrophic event.   

When all of the dust finally settled and we were able to look out from the forest 
we had run to for safety, we were stunned by what we saw.  As we slowly examined the 
debris, we found very little remnants of anything which seemed at all valuable.  It seemed 
ironic that everything we had once cherished was now useless to us, but what were we to 
do with these now futile objects? For it seemed that the items we once put such 
tremendous value in were now useless and unimportant to us, but only since we had been 
so aggressively coerced back to the safety of the forest.   
After we finished searching the desecrated ruins of our former polis, we discovered that 
we had found not one thing which held any importance to us.  Furthermore, we came to 
conclude that the damage had been so severe that for us to attempt to rebuild would be 
futile.  It seemed to us that our only option now was to stay in the forest.  Our only option 
was to remain under the canopy of which we had originally been a product, but which 
now felt almost foreign to us.  However, despite the strange and seemingly alien 
environment we were now in, there was still a certain air of familiarity to our 
surroundings which kept us from feeling wholly lost and displaced.  As time went on, we 
came to rediscover all that we had forgotten regarding the mysterious forest, and it was 
again our home.  Only this time, something was different.  This time we had to live with 
the knowledge of what can happen when one strays too far from where they came, and 
with this knowledge we made a vow to never again follow the path of digression. 
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Faceless Autumn 
Lucas Schwaller           

 
 
I 
 

The glowing red ball had fallen 
In the sky below the horizon 
Leaving it all pink and red and orange 
With lulling clouds moving and changing shapes 
 
Its majestic scheme of mixing beauty  
Faded as quickly as it had come 
Giving way to stale dusk 
Then darkness 
 
Twinkling stars of country sky 
And the full shining white moon 
Lit the barren landscape 
But left so much still in the shadows 
 
Two boys bored with autumn’s evening  
Set out for something more 
Out of their yard and down the road  
Toward the gathered lights and stalled cars 
Between the two rising sharp bluffs 
That cut up towards the night sky 
Topped with trees and grasses so long they fell upon each other 

 
The climb was short with curiosity 
At the peak they leaned and peered 
Down towards the broken sight 
Where the ocean waves had crashed 
In a place they had never before 
 
A crowd that had gathered and leaned overtop  
Blocking the view  
There were movements amongst them  
Then a sober stillness 
 
Then they all subsided 
Like the fading tide 
The two could see that frozen face 
White and cold in the twinkling 
Beauty of stars and moonlight 
 



The boys retreated  
Once the zipper had been pulled 
Sealing in the face 
 
The browning leaves rustled in the wind 
As the pair walked silent 
Down the snaking road 
Passing between the rows of shaded trees 
Towards the never ending horizon 
Where their innocence was never to be seen again 
 
 

 
 

II 
 

The ground felt stiff and hard 
As he stepped on the grass 
It crunched and was mashed flat 
And frozen on top of itself 
 
The mud pools of before 
Now solid with carved footsteps 
Like wooden statues 
Hard and unmoving in time 
 
There was a mist 
Fading over a steaming pond 
That stood alone across a razor fence 
In a field of long frosted wild wheat 
 
The sky was gray like stone 
With flat clouds of the same color 
Just begging to break open  
And pour forth upon the gathered crowd 
 
They stood silent  
All remembering and staring 
Upon the opened ground 
And at the robed man speaking 
 
He remembered 
But not fondly 
Days before 
When he held the bronze doll 
 



With invisible stitches  
Lined like a railroad track 
Across the soft dome 
Then ended as they began 
 
He held the doll 
Painted flesh colored 
And limp 
 
 

III 
 

Broken dreams like broken branches 
With no chance of mending 
Hang waiting to fall 
Like everything else when the stiff wind comes 
 
He wandered drunken 
Down a gravel road 
Clouded with dust 
Rising and falling like the stars 
 
It was an afternoon 
Of an orange full sun 
Forever falling down 
Towards the horizon 
 
He stumbled into a barren field 
And sat on the cold hard ground covered 
With the hard dead stems and sticks 
Stale remnants of the forgotten harvest 
 
He sat and pondered 
The loud wake  
That waited for him 
At the beginning of the dirt road 
 
The golden ball descended 
Towards the distant tree line 
Then its fiery mass 
Burst the wall of living trees into flames 
 
He sat unmoved 
And watched them all burn 
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The Chamber: A Mind Doodle 
Darleen Filla           
 

 I sit here licking peanut butter from a spoon. Why, you may ask, do I choose this 

form of nourishment over more delectable delights? Oh, for the distinct crunch of a 

scrumptious taco brimming with lettuce, sour cream, cheese and hot sauce or the deep 

sinking bite into a well-made burger with mushrooms, onions, and cheese oozing from 

within. Why indeed—could it be for the chamber of horrors I visited only yesterday? 

Warm welcoming ladies with their smiling faces, sterile tools of promised helpfulness, a 

man in a white coat ever smiling, all of them ever smiling. 

 Never once do their smiles falter; never once do they utter, “come, come sit in this 

chair,” this chair of unforetold horrors. The twisting, oh the twisting, twisting, ever 

twisting wire—“it will close the gap between your teeth; next time we will do the 

others”: they utter ever smiling, twisting, twisting, ever twisting. I fight to keep the tear in 

my eye from dripping from the corner, from rolling down my cheek as I lie there. I will 

not let these lesser demons see the proof of their torture: torture cloaked in smiling faces, 

smiling, smiling, ever smiling, as she twists the wire, twisting, twisting ever twisting. She 

stops--I have won, the tear has not fallen. She begins putting the bands on the brackets-no 

no no! More pain: I can't take much more; an “ow” escapes my mouth; she looks at me 

smiling, smiling, ever smiling. "I'm sorry" she says—so rehearsed. She has finished the 

banding; she begins to twist again, twisting, twisting, ever twisting. She stops, "Does that 

feel tight or should I twist it a little more?" she asks; "It's fine!" I try to say with my 

mouth propped open. She emits a slight chuckle and says "okay." "Demon, you demon!" 

I hear these words in my head, as I lie there waiting for one more look from the man in 

the white coat, the director of this torture. I cannot help but wonder why. Why have I 

succumbed to this voluntary torture? Why, after years of thought, I always thought I was 

a rational person—why then after years of pondering did I resolve to allow this torture to 

happen? 

 Eventually they allow me to escape the chamber of horror. Soon after, it is time 

for the evening meal, No! More pain, more torture awaits. As I begin to chew, the metal 

of the brackets scraping, rubbing, ever rubbing on that soft moist flesh of the inner lip and 

cheek--why? Why did I do this, why? Alas, I conclude, it must have been that cruel vice 

of vanity: for surely vanity must be evil, to allow rational thought to vanish so completely 

that one would endure the horrors of the chamber! 
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What she has given… 
Colbert Root           
 
 
 What is it about the memory of fear that haunts me?  How much do the 

remembered verses of my past destroy my virtue in the present?  With each 

passing year, my mind clings to the terrible experiences that befell me at one 

point or another.  And so, with each passing year, I avoid those circumstances of 

my past. 

It is well that I no longer feel the acute pain of loss.  I have traded it in for the dull 

hum of boredom and loneliness.  I have become so chained to my safety, that it 

is not unusual for me to spend entire days staring out of the window of my past, 

glimpsing occasionally the loss of my innocence and the disappearance of my 

freedom. 

 Let your eyes follow the bank that runs along the 

creek: if you follow it far enough, you will come t o the 

mouth.  Here, at the mouth of the creek, is where y ou will 

join the large river.  And if you follow the river down 

through the countryside, you will witness a multitu de of 

small creeks dumping into the large hurried river.   

On the day she died, her father was halfway to work  

when he opened the door of the suburban deli.  A sm all 

electric bell chimed as he stepped in.  He felt the  cold 

from the air conditioner as he walked to the sandwi ch 

counter. 



 Yet the river, no matter how many creeks or streams  it 

consumes, will never be as interesting as my creek,  a few 

miles before it comes to the mouth.  Here is where I live; 

it is where I come from.  If you look out from my w indow, 

you can see that settled on both sides of the creek  are 

pockets of trees, trees that climb twenty feet into  the air 

and create a canopy over the ground below.  And fol lowing 

the trunks of these trees to the ground, you will f ind mud 

and grass and patches of undergrowth, all strugglin g for 

sunlight.  The last of these, the patches of underg rowth, 

are the mean part.  These patches bid warning to th ose that 

would pass by; they are filled with thorns, and tic ks, and 

the poisonous ivy, which is the most frightening.  It is 

always climbing the trees and crawling over the gro und, 

creeping under foot. 

 Childhood: thus it appears before me, like the time that I have spent 

sleeping or watching television.  I have lived so many seconds, letting the flashes 

of the colon on my nightstand blink by me. 

As her father left the deli, the electronic bell 

chimed again.  He crossed the parking lot to his sm all 

economy car.  Looking down into the driver’s side w indow, 

he became depressed at the prospect of getting in.   

 Occasionally, people will feel like walking through  

the woods.  They walk along the bank opposite my wi ndow; I 



have even seen the parents of that little girl walk ing 

there.  They don’t realize it, but the ivy challeng es the 

people that come through.  It lies at their feet.  The ivy, 

waiting to be driven out, is a miser that protects the last 

of its resources.  Whether those resources are the 

billowing trees or the beautiful creek or even the land 

itself, the ivy lies at the front and throughout, w aiting.   

 The girl’s father finally climbed into the cramped 

automobile.  He laid his sandwich on the seat next to him, 

a seven dollar lunch.  The engine started on the fi rst 

turn. 

 Unlike the adults who occasionally stroll through, the 

children are here everyday.  They come by to play a nd ride 

their bikes, so young and seemingly innocent, and 

industrious from the start.  They roll the big car tires 

down the big western hill that rises up over my win dow; 

they roll them down and place them in their designa ted 

paths.  They bury the tires, piling dirt upon them and 

creating little mounds to be packed, and packed, an d packed 

again.  When their little mounds are fully formed, they 

ride their bicycles through the trails; they love t o go 

over their little homemade humps, the homemade hump s that 

are just a few feet from the ivy.  And I can see he r there 



in my memories.  I am afraid for her, knowing that,  like me 

at her age, she does not know the danger .   

After twenty minutes on the interstate, he exited i nto 

the city.  The roads were salted with cars going di fferent 

directions.  He found it remarkable how different t hese 

city roads splayed out in all directions, while the  

highways were jammed with cars going one way. 

 Riding their bicycles between the stream and the iv y, 

the children are fearless.  They don’t have to thin k about 

the danger that lies feet away.  They aren’t afraid  yet. 

Lately, people frightened him: walking straight 

towards his moving car, crossing the street in fron t of 

him.  While he was driving, always in a hurry, he w orried 

the people didn’t see him.  He couldn’t understand why they 

didn’t wait at the crosswalks.  He didn’t understan d why 

they crossed in the middle of the street, traffic s torming 

all around them.  There was a time when none of thi s 

bothered him.  Once too, he had been fearless.   

  As much as the parents must love their children, it  

is strange, they let them come down here by the cre ek.  How 

can the parents be so unaware of the surrounding da nger 

that threatens their children?  The ivy is always h ere 

waiting for its opportunity to push out on the spac e that 

people take from it.  I suppose those parents of th at 



little girl were not from here.  They didn’t unders tand the 

danger when she went to play at the bottom of that big hill 

by the creek. 

Blocks passed by too quickly that day.  He noticed the 

numbers as they descended into the heart of the cit y where 

the large skyscrapers hung luminous overhead and ho used the 

thousands of workers.  Each building was a mountain  with 

despondent eyes looking out.  How often did the wor kers 

actually pause in their toiling to stare into the c loudy 

network that must have appeared as underbrush from the 

thirteenth floors?  Skyscrapers, he thought, must h ave 

windows for those on the outside.  It made them see m human, 

almost.  As if the opaque reflections conveyed thou ghts of 

humanity, but insured against any certain revelatio n. 

When the parents of the little girl awoke in the 

night; they panicked; something was wrong.  There w as a 

late night rush to the hospital.  Pulses quickened.   They 

soon learned that the ivy had given her its poison;  and the 

dark cloud of youth’s mortality descended upon the parents. 

 Then, he could see his own building, peerless in th e 

gathering of glass monstrosities.  He pulled into t he 

parking garage, the basement.  The cars passed like  city 

blocks, hundreds lining each side as he shot throug h the 



center of the parking spaces.  If someone had pulle d out, 

he would surely have had an accident.  But nobody d id.    

 The ivy remains during both the day and the night.  It 

remains: ever watching the last of the land it has.   So 

much has been taken and it will not go without a fi ght. 

 And his aim was perfect.  He could dodge and weave , 

win the race, perhaps. 

 The little girl had brushed against the ivy as she 

rustled through the woods, searching for twigs for 

kindling, searching for the baseball that went too far.  It 

saw her then, and it could see twenty years down th e road 

when she would think about what a nice spot in the woods 

that was.  What a nice spot next to that creek wher e she 

used to ride her bike.  What a nice spot.  The ivy saw it 

then and now, clearly; the ivy knows too well.  The  ivy 

will do what it can to stop all the little children . 

The girl’s father pulled back out onto the street.  

Scanning the paved landscape, he searched for an un guarded 

parking meter.  Really, leaving his car on the stre et was 

ideal: an opportunity to leave his cubicle every tw o hours 

to jam quarters into the meter.  He began to consid er why 

he didn’t park on the street more often. 

 As the night grew longer and longer, the parents of  

the little girl wrung their hands together.  They w ere full 



of anxiety.  They watched their little girl as she 

struggled to breathe.   

Finally, it was too much for her; her small chest c ame 

to rest for the last time. 

 As he drove, he remembered, there was never a plac e to 

park outside of the garage.  He circled the buildin g once, 

searching.  He moved out one block, making a larger  circle, 

still searching.  He would be late if this continue d.  And 

it did.  Circling out wider all the time, he drove with 

fury and panic, trying to convince himself that he would 

make it.  He began to minimize his actions.  He wou ld not 

have time to put his sandwich in the cooler; he wou ld have 

to carry it with him.  He considered that he would not be 

able to leave every two hours for his rendezvous wi th the 

parking meter; it would take too long to walk to hi s car 

and back.  He would not have time to go to the coff ee pot 

and smoke before he started work.   

 The ivy is still here, by the bank of that creek ju st 

on the other side of the trail where children roll their 

car tires down the big western hill.  It sits and i t waits 

for someone to throw a ball too far; it waits for s omebody 

to lose control and go into the underbrush that dic tates 

the area under the trees.  The ivy is patient: it h as been 

here longer than the children, and it knows how the  



children grow up, how they forget their innocent pa st and 

come back when they’re older. 

 Finally, there it was, a tight parallel squeeze.  He 

had not done this in a while.  He felt out of pract ice as 

he pulled up next to the first vehicle and reversed  back 

towards the second.  His vessel, a fifteen thousand  dollar 

car, felt cheap and inadequate between the forty th ousand 

dollar cruisers. 

 When children like that little girl come back, they  

are looking for something they miss, for something they 

used to know.  Up the quaint little three bedroom h ouses 

go; their little porch lights shine into the space where 

giant oak trees canopied over the ground.  Up the h ouses 

go, next to the creeks that empty into the river; b ut the 

grown children, now adults, they aren’t satisfied.  The 

adults who were once the children have lost somethi ng they 

can’t find again. 

 He looked at the clock on his dashboard.  The litt le 

colon blinked up at him.  He was late.  Turning off  the 

engine, he sighed and glanced down at the passenger  seat 

where his sandwich lay.  As he sat there, he though t about 

not going in; he thought about just pulling out of the 

cramped parking spot.  But he didn’t. 



 It has been twenty years now, since I saw my little girl stretched out in her 

tiny coffin.  I can still see the redness around her neck, the fingerprints of the ivy.  

My wife has also passed away.  And so I built this little cabin to look out on the 

creek where my girl experienced so much and had so much taken from her.   

 The day I almost quit my job to go home and be with my little girl does not 

seem twenty years distant.  But at the same time, I no longer think about 

anything that came before our moving here.  And I take comfort in how happy 

she always was, especially when she would take her little bicycle for rides 

through the woods.  It occurs to me that I should not have let her have so much 

freedom.  I should have kept her closer to the house, away from the strangeness 

that lurks in any underbrush.  But how much can you take away before there is 

nothing left to have? 
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Thank you for perusing the pages of Infectus. We hope you have 

enjoyed the journey. Many of the art works you have seen presented here are 

in brilliant color. If you would like to view them in color, visit 

http://students.rockhurst.edu/sigmataudelta. The Editor-In-Chief for the next 

volume of Infectus is Colbert Root. Submissions for the next volume can be 

emailed by electronic attachment to RootC@Rockhurst.edu or to faculty 

liaison John Kerrigan at John.Kerrigan@Rockhurst.edu. Art Submissions 

can be emailed by electronic submission to the art director, Shannon 

Fernandez, at FernandezS@Rockhurst.edu. 


