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cﬁsp ‘usual self. It brushed Elton's face as
A ’I‘he,eooi air helped his eyelids stay open—eyes
. Although he felt like he was getting his
es and head ached with fatigue. School

g but to Elton it felt like he was walking

zmt getting any closer. His destination was
ol: & secondary school for the conglomeration
Jass teens living in the area. He had reached
fifteén minutes early. Elton glanced at
came conscious of the time. One of his worst
realized. Time in-between classes was time
with the people around him. By no means
situation to Elton, so he headed to the
where no one needed to communicate. He

1, locked it, and opened his book bag. In
1 10 his problems: a bible.
gh the worn book’s yellowed pages.
of dust entered Elton’s nose and he
in a safe place. He found the creased
r and began reading. Today he
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;&M departed from the boys’ restroom.
t. m on the day’s agenda was World Histories and Cultures. Mr.

ed up that it was only a matter of time before he would foam at

collapse. Elton’s attention was slipping fast; his warm, invigorat-
i could only carry him so far. If he could just tilt his head forward a
e could hear much better. Maybe I should close my eyes to focus, he
. He could feel it all slipping away, all the din and noise of the world was

then a tsunami of teacherly wrath came crashing down upon poor Elton.

n shook his fists wildly and screamed at the top of his lungs. The
hject of the yelling was not something Elton could easily distinguish—his face
mind went to a numb, cold slate of fear. Elton was so well-behaved that he
_niever once had a teacher even slightly raise their voice to him. And here
| Mr. Vulicken--with all the anger and fury of a million dead societies to aid
him. He had threatened to call the principal but it probably wasn’t necessary.
incipal’s office was located clear on the other side of the school and he
ost likely hear every word Mr. Vulicken was saying. Elton continued to
head in shame. Everyone had their attention drawn to him; his cheeks

foel hat,and he hegan to feel dizzy. The bell to change classes cut Mr.
word.vemit. short. Like. a. ghost, Elton vanished from his

e sight. After his students had left, Mr. Vulicken stood by the window

few moments, fanning himself and checking his pulse.

day continued with Calculus taught by Mrs. Brighton, a sweet old woman

disposition was far less volcanic. Elton handed in his homework. Mrs.

r passing back tests from the previous Friday. She handed Elton

with a large red “100” stamped over the top. He stuffed it in a folder

is other perfect tests. Mrs. Brighton brushed Elton’s book bag as she

y, forcing it to spill out some of its contents, including his bible. A sweet

name next to Elton bent'down to help him pick up what had fallen.

viﬁathings away from her reach and re-packed his book bag. He re-
ke eye contact and stared at his desk, his face a color not unlike what
been Just fifteen moments before in Mr. Vulicken's class. The sweet girl

» e shrugged. She was only trying to be nice.

¢ period passed, and Elton returned to his tired stupor. He may as well

‘been in the class—he had not heard a single word that had been said

- Brighton. Luckily for Elton, she was old and always had her back turned

1 . She was completely oblivious to all around her. Mrs. Brighton was
gort of teacher to keep on teaching, even after the bell had rung

class had left. Popular theory said that she was deaf.

t class was the lunch period, where Elton rushed back
pstroom and locked himself down to begin proofread-
g far he had found a new error in every book—

record. All too quickly, his half hour of safety

other classes passed in much the same manner
did—a giant blur of words and notes that he
eep. After the final moment of school was
freedom bell rang. Eiton had never heard such
life

ned to pass in an instant. He was greeted
home; he answered that greeting with a

a flowerpot. Both his Aunt Mary and his

r respective forty hour work weeks.

her caring demeanor made her cus-

even two or three homes from her.
miserable, but pay was decent.
theramwy home with not a dustmite
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le of pills. The label read, “BAR-
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popped two large, white pills in
: Nﬂdwater anymore; he was

erhce and then opened his
‘piece of newspaper. He unfolded it
ink was worn but he could
woman in the pictures.
as hedid all day in school.

: v'mmeewas destroyed
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¢ of Luke, something he had already "M, senioy )l;(;,,,“ Moy Weg
r, He scrutinized the literature in front of him, look- S5 and geg, MO |,
grammar, and syntax. In the hallway the bell for classes e
t ssemed distant, as if it were from another world. He gathered
s g | The Coffee

Mug Saga: part 1l

Coffee is an angry mans drink, bitter
black and boiling it reflects the inside of his
heart. With the first cup the scalding brew
burns his lips and tongue with the first
angry drop the jackals start circling in his
head, the world loses its color and his
mind’s eye sees red. Every innocent face in
the crowded café becomes a mask of hostil-
ity. His forearms tense at every sound
louder than a hearts beat his and his hand
foregoes the mug handle and grips the
glazed porcelain so he can feel the heat ra-
diating from the drink. The second cup
comes after the first immediately. Still as
hot as if it came directly out of the pot, his
imagination has taken him to the apoca-
lypse, to a place of crimson skies and black-
ened earth where he is Ares ascendant and
the jackals stoop and bow before him in awe
and terror. The girl at the table to his left
shuffles her newspaper and brings him
back to reality. In his reverie he drained his
mug. the third mug is not as hot as the first
two the more tolerable temperature brings
out the bitterness though and the lines on
his face involuntarily grow taut, his neck
muscles tighten, his shoulders drop and he
makes every attempt not to taste what he is
pours into his throat. The bitterness bites
his tongue and refuses to let go even after
the last is washed down. He finishes his cup
out of spite. He reaches for the coffee pot,
finds it's empty and sets it back down.

Kevin Roche
sophomore psychology major

I'm Going To Miss You A Lot

shadows splattered on windows on walls

like the bones in her thighs
urked with summer's love and dragonflies
five suns to lie or decide

_bleed, the way the colors combine

e your eyes"

ne with tume” she says
oking for a sign

here in the first place

ing, lips like nostalgia

anto the

alk you
E lines under
ie throug’h smile
A hispering

you can't ségismy soul through my shire, i
can't see your eyes

but i always felt your heart in my chest

do you know we're all alone?

don't you know we're all lovers?

do you know you're in love with a ghost?

don't you know we're all alone?
we are all dreamers

brighter than the sun

fall §

Oou can

Upon its dise conch where it lay,
knowing it would be an everlasting sovenir

Molly Nosko, junior communications major
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