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The Bridge

a Student Journal of Literature and Fine Arts

Volume Thirteen

The Bridge, Volume Thirteen was
designed using the Adobe Creative Suite:
InDesign, Pho’roshop, and Ilustrator.

Typefo.ces U.SQC]. are ]osefin S].Clb O.nd ]osefin So.ns.



We dedicate Volume Thirteen to

I Frederick W. Clark Jr., Esq.,

the 12tk presiclen’c of Bridgewa’cer State University

and a 1ifelong member of the school community:.
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The Bridge is managed entirely by students Editor-in-Chief Jill Boger

in fields of edi’fing and design. Our charge is Managing Editor Kelsey Leuenberger

to serve, as we are dedicated to showcasing ) )
the artistic talents of our student body. If;lliaf DEj'l{gne[r) Ghjcllj IVII(OS”
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Our goal is to excel, as we wish to pay a debt
to our alumni, keep a promise to ourselves,
and set an example for our successors. Editors

Hannah Green

Amanda Hankel
Kelci Sylvia
Caitlin Westgate

Faculty Advisor
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Consultant

Cheryl Tullis
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The writers and visual artists have consented

to have their work published in this volume of

The Bridge; ’chey have reserved all other righ’cs.

Works published in The Bridge are the property of the
individual writers and visual artists and may not be
reprin’ced or otherwise duplico.’ted without their consent.

Contact Information
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Bridgewater, MA 02325
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"Meditations in an Emergency" is the name
of a poem ]oy Frank O'Hara. It is also how one

of our editors, Hannah Green, described the
contents of this journal.

The writing of an introduction for any
book is, without a doubt, a difficult task.
When youre qpproaching the 13th iteration
of an qwo.rd.-winning journal, however, it can
seem un]oeara]oly daun’ring—which, ul’rima’fely,
is a fiHing statement about the creation of
the volume in your hands. Welcome to The
Bridge; we hope youll enjoy engaging with it
as much as we enjoyed creating it.

We spent the majority of our fall semester
huddled over pictures and text, coming up
with a way to invite submissions of visual art
and literature. If you were on campus, you
migh’r have noticed ﬂyers and posters with
grayscale hands reaching out, covered by a
red command to "SUBMIT" You answered
the call. We couldn't help notice that these
submissions clepic’f people coping with ecrisis.
We all experience cq’to.s’rrophes in different
ways. Frequently within the submissions we
noticed a trend of people falling apart both
figurq’fively and in some cases quite 1i’tera11y.
It is our pleasure to present the work of writers
and artists who have touched us with their
poignant explora’fions of emotional turmoil.
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This journal would not exist without the
aid and support of our advisors. Professor John
Muirooney returned again to guide us ihrougii
the campaign and editorial processes. Former
Bricige Art Editor-in-Chief and consultant
Cheryi Tullis came on at the end of our fall
semester as a godsenci, o.iciing us in art selection,
InDesign tutorials, graphic design know-how,
and general aid (such as ‘Editor Feeding” duties)
wherever and whenever we needed it. It would
be remiss not to express our graiiiucie.

It takes an immense amount of courage
to share any kind of creative Work, and we
thank everyone who took the time to submit
their art and literature to us back in December.

Additionally, we extend our never-ending
thanks to Lori LeComte, without whom it is
iikeiy we would have taken years to compieie
this project. We are gra’tefui for the heip of
everyone in the Office of the President for

their support of this journal, as well as Dean

Paula Krebs and Associate Dean Rita Miller.
Ellen Dubinsky, Maxwell Library’s Digital
Services Li]orario.n, has been an invaluable

resource for the journal. We thank Mr. Jay
Block, Collections and Exhibition Manager, for

providing us the opportunity to interview him.

As aiways, we thank the BSU alumni for their
support. Finally, we would like to thank the
maintainers of Hunt Hall, who not oniy made
sure we had a clean room, but that when the
weather was cold, we were warm.

As we go to press, we keep the family of
the recently passed BSU student Kyle Bronstein
in our ihoughis.

We come iogeiher now to
celebrate the creative community
of Bridgewater State University.
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Memory of Bridgewater, MA

Holbert

James

In the MBTA lot we skated on boots

across iooping tire treads

superimposed over white giaciai concrete

over white lines over once black tar.

Yesieroiay we'd watched as dozers craned the snow
into beds of trailers—

]oirihing peaky peari mattresses,

the kind where o.ngeis want to sieep,

imprinted bodies to be found ]oy

archo.eologisis.

Then, we'd witnessed like doleful millionaires,

in our rooms, hands shoveled into pockeis, and framed

by full-bodied windows. We wore
basketball shorts.

The tracks were there the next day,

our own could not erase them.

[t was snowing again.

In the orange io.mpiighi of too-tall installations

the overiayer gioweci oniy of dirt.
We felt around.

Tony Sponza tickled a pack of Pall Malls

and reminded us the sticks were bullets

in a cqririoige, and Allan Poe, ihougi’l

he hated our country in black squints, cradled
Sponza after he fell to stomp the box. Later
we learned Sponza had broken his tailbone

again. We migro.ied
to the banks.

The snow refreshed itself,

but in hours it would arrive to

become exhausi-piaieci and dulled to gray.
We negiecieci our gloves and held hands
with ciumps of snow, puiiing white

appies from the frost-laden knolls, held
them like the paie wrists

of our lovers. Where were our

Snow Whites?

The train wouldn't come because it could
not part still streams of snow. Somewhere
it got to sieep.



But on the pla’rform its ghos’c ripped through, the

gales of wind sweeping snow sheets from the protective
roof, chasing

an invisible some’fhing. In our herd someone

coughed cold words, ar’riculq’fing our frosted-in thoughts.
Experience had scared us into sen’timentqli’fy. The
banks of snow cupped our rears, snow sand

roved over our empty field, and somewhere

a mutt's howl! reached us

between a million misplaced white dunes.

We had never been numbers before.

We looked at each other and our cheeks

were baking and our skin was

flaky and dusted.

We knew the train wasn't coming, we

didn't expect it to.

There was general wWorry

about the dozers returning in floods like Grecian war vessels.
When we stood it was

a little harder,

a little longer, coming out.

The snow had fenced us in two extra inches

and our boots swallowed us more as we sunk inside.
We were only boys.

Jet Boat

Coleen O'Hanley

Photography
13.17 in. x 9.87 in.




Remember Me Self Portrait

Nichole Manfredi Nichole Manfredi
Oil Oil

12.5 in. x 10 in. 24 in. x 30 in.
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n Case of

Timothy Urban

Hear: "The Piano Has Been Drinking,” snow flickers through streetlights shadows cast
on pavement cars all lined to sleep, pedesirians outside bars, shitfaced. Still full of
pio.iiiudes of wisdom, an empty chest swells. Adciys wear down and [ chug a Red Bull,
beginning again, pop open a beer at the Silhouette, and barely touch the popcorn.

Neon 1ighis from cop cars swirl on Blanchard’s Liquors, reﬂeciing in the gio.ss
windows. | siip a 10 mg into my mouth. That familiar homeless man sits outside of

McDonald’s. There's a theater festival.
"Leave the kid alone” He doesn't try to stop the officer from cuffing the kid. "Fucking pig."

A small crowd go.ihers on the sidewalk.
An officer tells everyone to walk away.

The cuffed kid keeps yeiiing & hits his forehead on the car.
The cop pushes him down into the back seat.

[ see it all from inside McDonald’s. I gorge myself writh fries dripping sweet n sour sauce.

10:30 PM: outside Kevin's apartment, stoned brownies, stomach growling. Kevin
talks about pattaphysics and bands ['ve never listened to. "You know the Lounge
Lizards? Right?”

‘Of course” I don't know them at all.

“You need to see Fishing with John Lurie man. Great, another video I don't want to
watch. [ crinkle my toes. Maybe I should just leave.

The 1iving room: YouTlube videos of mountainside concios, a suburban family smiles
outside a ski lodge and into a vintage lens Sufjan Stevens plucks high-piiched. guitar
notes fingering the chords on the projector the video ends.

Kevin 1c1ughs, a loud addictive cackle, impossibie to avoid,
contagious as always. Passes the joint. Smoke eases down
into my pores. When I exhale it tickles the skin. Outside
peopie are yeiiing.

I 1ec1ve.




Through the Looking Glass

Julia Whalen

Photography
3200 px. x 1800 px.
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Labriola

Amanda

Vacanc

We left those porcelo.in skies lo.cquered
in the lavender of maternal mornings—
skies never scrapecl. There, the sun
would yo-yo on a string tied

to God's finger.

Here, dust 1ingers in ribbons of sunligh’t,
like constellations

spilling Jfhrough hazy windows, fractured
by the panes

the city dizzies.

Here, sounds are thinner—

by 6 every sidewalk is gilded.

The smell of chaos and coffee floods ihrough
our apartment walls as you pour

your own cup and watch the ed.dying cream,

the soft undertow of white

in a blackness.

Here, there is a thythm-

the rhapsodic concrete, the monosylla]oic

speech of taxis and brokers, Mornings
the exhaust that seeps Jennifer Wolfgang
from every’fhing. Graphite

18.5 in. x 21 in.

Here, crowds stand in subway lines—
pickpocke’fed and porous. We maneuver
Jfhrough prisms and live street 1igh’ts.
We find our own linearity

to be finite.

You puzzle over the last

of Sunday's crossword, you empty
into boxes—

Three down, seven letters—

‘an unoccupied space.

Silence answers ZEOI us boih

Here, there are more good]oyes—
and we slink

like the sun,

Jfhlrough peaked days

and ho.rlequin nigh’cs.

We come and go like tides

on separate shores, contained
by the same waters.

Here is vacancy.

13



- | 1388 px. x 1040 px. |

Autofluorescence of Pollen

James Kutlowski and Brittany Townley
Fluorescent Micrograph
512 px. x 512 px.

a study on
falling in love
with public
transportation

Brittney Melvin

there was something about your city bus hands,
dir’ry but going somewhere,

the constant miscommunication of signals,

keeping you like

my favorite winter coat
buried at

the back of my wardrobe,

mis’to.king you

as a sort of familiar Jrhing
i could return to

When llmbS Wan’fed ]oone-deep warm’fh.

The Structure of a Cell
Andrew McGinnis

Digital Art




- Chinese Celebration

| . - Eric Lopes
. ; Photography
11 in. x 8.5 in.
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A Week (Nes)ting®
With Grammy

Caitlin Rose Bradley

Bombing, drowning, missing child.
Bombing, drowning', missing child.
News on 1oop, the same reports.

Bombing, clrowning, missing child.

Cell phone, keys, Connect Card, purse.
Righ’f, left, righ’f, left, righ’f, left, right

Today's date and date of birth,
one two/zero four/one five

oh Jfwo/fif’ceen/nine’cy-four

Social Securi’ty, cell:

eigh’t one four-two three six nine.

Cell phone, keys, Connect Card, purse.
Righ’f, left, righ’f, left, righ’f, left, right

“What day is it todqy?"

Tt's Thursclcty, Grarnmy."

‘And the nurse IS coming ’fod.ay?“

“Not until 3”

‘Oh. And what's today?”

“Thursday.“

‘Oh. [ just can't remember things the way [ used to.

“You do very well for 90

“Well, you may think so, but my brain doesn't work righ’f anymore.

“Youre still very good at Jeopardy’

'Is Jeopardy on today? What day is it?”

“T].'lursday.“

“What?”

‘Tt's THURSDAY'

‘Isn't the nurse coming Jcodqy?"

"Yes.

“Then [ should get ready’

Tt's only 5. She won't be here until this afternoon.

‘Ol, okay."

Bombing, drowning', missing child.

Breakfast, lunch, dinner, bed.
Breakfast, lunch, dinner, bed.
Breakfast, lunch, dinner, bed.

Alarm. six:’fhirty.
Cell phone, keys, Connect Card, purse.
Righ’t, left, righ’f, left, righ’f, left, righ’f.

*Nesting: To settle in or as if in a nest.
Compu’fers: To plo.ce a routine inside another routine that is at a higher

hierarchical level.

Copper Fire

Cassandra Laslie
Ceramic
7 in. x 5.5 in. x 5.5 in.

19



Drying

Abby Hess

20

Week 1.
The water rolls oiong the street, buiging out the crick’s black

mouth. And lolls into our cellar, roots, and springs, co.joling
raindrops south. My mother picks clothes from the floor, Ben
throws chairs onto tables. They toss the pillows from the couch
on stairs and unpiug cables. But when the lighis grow dim and
blink and shocking, sickiy speed, ihey run upstairs and close the

doors as sparks swim cen’fipede.

Week 2.

The planes are dizzy in the air, circling us like buzzards. The
clouds, still full, squeegee the ground and drizzle one another.
The worms are risen and crows are fed, neighbors pop in and
out their doors. Carry swollen couches and dripping bags that
stain our mud-caked floors. The piles grow, vacuum the earth for
gorged board games, blankets, books. A bean-bellied cat chews a
grounded bird while brothers circie, crying, look.

Week 3.

There are ten drummers, each missing a foot. Three trumpeters
without their horns. The Kings guard lost his sword and beard,
a fur cape dornp and torn. Two Santa Clauses have broken jaws.
Red, spiny sticks piucked from their backs. Lined up, guilied,
missho.pen and bashed, the flood's swept them crumpled axe.
Gray molds grow in their throats and hair, pqin’fed eyes blue

or brown. Once brushed with bleach on the porch outside, teeth

meli, colors dripping down.

Week 4.

A church left us a basket filled with bath soap and deodorant
on the step. And bottles full of Clorox, I placed where the
cieaning suppiies are kep’t. QOur hands all smell of ]oieoch, the
house of moid, and grii, and puddies. My fingers wrinkle
consio.nﬂy, my eyes two soapy bubbles. Dad says that we
mighi have to leave if mold's eaten the walls. We rip the
paneling to check its gu’fs' soft, pink insulated halls.

Week 5.
[ ride my bike to the storage locker that's been forgoHen five

weeks in. The mud and waste and oiiy water pooied atop our
storage bins. Below the shelf that holds old blueprinis for a new
house on a hill, are sopped wet ]oags of bums and rags—s’fuffed
animals are matted thick roadkill. Their boxy piosiic tombs
have held the water iighi, up to their necks, and sopped them
spongy rotten, inside mold-filled cotton wrecks. All [ want to
do is hug and squeeze boneless cotton to their shapes, but the
smell of worm, baked marble eyes breaks sieepy clouds awake.




Self-Made

Jeff Smith

An Artifice of me is in the corner.
Look, it looks like you,

YOU covered in a mealy gunge,

With greased-whi’fe eyes.

You see there are no teeth as it screams at you and points

Slip your hand into my mouth

It's quivering and comfortable.

My voice shivers through your arm,

It hums your birthday song.

Look out the window

Through the not-there pane, there is a tree

Hewn in your way, stretched out and bark-skinned,
One limb pulls a clavicle up,

Another pulls your jaw right, sap bleeding from the splits.

You look away, and your arm slips further down my throat

Don't you know you are everywhere?

The floor boards shake,

Squat yous burst Jchrough the wood like mushrooms.
They stamp around us widdershins

They are small but their feet are heavy

Falll completely within me,
Your image slips Jfhroug‘h straws of narrowing widths,

Winnowing you to a grain of skin.
Floating, you realize

When you are every’fhing, only you are to blame.

Nesting
Noemia Frietas
Oil and mixed media

10 in. x 12 in.
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Unctuous

24
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Our yard burned ihrough the window.
My wife, behind the beautiful drapes,
sewn ’fhrough with hollow bead:s.

Her eyes leaked seaweed

and [ hadn't dabbed them clean

for days.

Hanging between us is air,

clean of smoke.

Between us her leftovers

had eased into their plo.ies,

had grizzled over.

Mother said hookworms ran through her.

She quo.ked wet, unhot from the outside glow,
blue from our varnish-stained overalls

in the fire.

They stank like onions until the end and after.
Crust chitined around her fingernails.

How long had her hair been this yellow?

She grasped herself, and said

all T have is rnyself.

Every place a hair grows,

I itch.

She'll glovv whatever color she wants.
I'll wrap her in beads,

WOorms or no.




Being a Bug
is OK

Jeff Smith

When your face is under the showerhead
and you can't breathe and the drown—panic takes—

(feels like an alliga’for from your throat Jth:rough your tracts)
What should you do?

Put your unclad ]oelly on the tubfloor and crawl out
water will stream off your back and coagula’te in your trail
Pull yourself against the linoleum

Notice the channels that simulate grout

the pockmarks that simulate age

where the urine waits and blossoms fragro.n’r

Cross over to the carpe’fed room

with your face to the weave

(that's frosted with ejaculate ]oed]oug and human)
Look at each nyloned wisp

the brown to tan to Jfo.n-yellovv

the machine-loom that drew it was a nurturer

left elbow after left knee, articulate yourself outside
The cement is jagged-jeweled granite

it pins two crescent cuts on your cheek

so everyone will know what you are

Youll like the lawn:

the ho.iry blades that caress your lips

the weed-flowers that are so brigh’f

cars Jfum]oling by like herring

Every atom is shaking under you and with you.
Lay there 'til the snow comes

Tingles your toes til you forge’f ’fhey exist
And ligh’f flows ’rhrough like a spring

Hanging by a Thread

Noemia Frietas
Acrylic and mixed media
16 in. x 16 in.
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Jessica Lazarus

Home




Fireworks

Coleen O'Hanley

Photography
.78 in. x 21.78 in.




Me: Why can't you be more like Jiminy and sing me feel-good
songs about how [ should just whistle when I need you?

After every Finicky Flare Up, I ask myself, Why am I like this?" [ have
spent years turning the car around, saying “sorry" for Jtlrlings [ haven't done,
and swimming in a deep sea of paranoia. [ have formulated four plausible
theories to explain Finicky's origins and actions.

Theory #1: SCIENCE

I have a hyperac’five guil’f gland that emits paranoia and acts
up in situations that induce anxiety. Perhaps some of the gland can
be removed surgically. Surgery, however, would induce anxieiy and
release paranoia of dying on the table. Surgery is no longer an option.

Theory #2: REINCARNATION

[ once took a “Who Were You in a Past Life?” quiz, a ques’fiona]ole,
sleep-deprived decision. Nevertheless, it told me that I was a rebellious
princess born in Newcastle in 1578, who liked to joust with knights. The
specifici’fy of this answer was both alarming and confusing. [ am led
to assume that this past version of me must have acciclen’fally killed a
knight while jousting, permanently infusing my conscience with guilt.

Theory #3: FAMILY CURSE

A medium once told me that my dead granclmoiher is sorry that
[ have to worry so much like she did. She might have had Finicky as
well, but the medium did not go into specifics. The location of this dead
grandmo’rher reading took place in a room made to look and feel like
Heaven. | had someone take my pulse to make sure I had not ac’tually
died. It's possible that Finicky has haunted and plaguecl generations of
my family and that I am merely his next host.

Theory #4: FINICKY ACTS OUT IN RAGE OVER THE TIME I
TRIED TO EXTINGUISH HIS POWERS

In April 2006, I was a fourth grader in Catholic school, and the
halls were alive with the hums of the High School Musical soundtrack.
Religion class was about to ]oegin and [ was feverishly comple’fing an
Easter Bunny portrait that would make its way to my refrigerator.

"Hello, class. Since it is Lent, we will be going to Confession. Please
write the sins you would like to confess on a piece of paper to bring
with you tomorrow.

Oh, Lent. Not only would I have to pre’fend to give sorne’fhing up, but

[ would have to confess my juicy, ’fen-year-old indiscretions to a stranger.

"Remember kids, Confession Wipes your conscience clean! And be honest—

the priest cannot tell anyone what you say to him—no matter what’

Please. I could a]osolu’fely see those priests gossiping at lunch about the
latest ‘Confession Closet” stories. ‘Alison didn't invite Suzie to her party?
Sinfully scandalous. How many Hail Marys did you prescribe?"

The whole “purification of the conscience” aspect greatly appealed to
me, however. A clean slate would have been a relief. With the ideas of
mortal sin and the threats of e’cernally ]ourning in Hell casually ]oeing
tossed around in religion class, I walked around thinking: "Was that
a sin? Shit. Shit, saying shit’ is a sin. SHIT!" My guilt glands pounded




“Youre up, Kell"
My shoulders jumped as the chapel silence was broken. Compared

to Dying Jesus, my classmate’s eyes were filled with joy and excitement.
Mustve gone well. [ had officially been iaggeci into the soul—cleansing relay
race. The archaic floor groaned as I rose from my pew and travelled past
Dying Jesus. I stared at my shoes to avoid eye contact. I'm sorry I'm such a
sinner, Dying Jesus. Also, I'm sorry you had to die. You were an incredible
person from what I hear. If it's any consolation, your abs look great. Shit.
Sorry. I mean—shoot.

I took my seat in the confessional room that reeked of the lingering ]oociy
odor of the sinners who came before me. Beads of sweat trickled from my
forehead in the frigici closet. Oh God, there it was—the early onset of eternal
burning. Across from me sat a new priest, different from the one before.
Seriously, where was that guy? Another Nancy Drew mystery! Possible
titles: "The Mysiery of the Disappearing Priest” or, "Father Phantom’, or—

‘Okay dear, are we ready?’

“Sorry, yes. Um. Forgive me Father for [ have sinned. It has been..last
time we were here..since my last Confession. These are my sins.

" What are your sins?”
‘Um..

[ froze. | ciesperct’tely wanted to clean my slate but there was a miniature
statue glo.ring at me from behind the priesi's shoulder. This statue was Mary,
the Virgin Mother of God. Her tiny, judgmental eyes pierced my soul Dying
Jesus must have sent word to you that [ was coming in. Shoot. Listen, about
that whole abs comment..

‘Are you alright? Why don't you read from your paper?”
No, I was not ‘alright” This was a lot a pressure. This was the-wedding-

has-run-ou’f-of—liquor-anci-everyone's-lecwing-unless-]esus-iurns-ﬂqe-Wa’ter-
into-wine kind of pressure. I needed a miracle. [ needed Nancy Drew.

First of all, where was that other priest and did he have magical powers?
Secondly, if he did, we had to get him in there ASAP-I had some guil’f
that needed to disappeqr. Thircily, we could have gone ahead and moved
Mary, the Virgin Mother of God. She was looking at me as if I had carved
in her hideous wardrobe and double chin myself. It wasn't my fault ’chey
made Dying Jesus look like an “after picture” from a P-90X commercial.

Tm SOIry. Okay, ready. | fough’f with my si]olings, I disobeyed my

parents, | lied, I swore.

“I'rn SOITY, YOLI'].]. need to be 1ouder."

“Sorry. I fought with my siblings, [ disobeyed my parents, I lied, I swore’
"Louder!”

“Sorry. | FOUGHT WITH MY SIBLINGS. I DISOBEYED MY
PARENTS. I LIED. I SWORE'

Surely, all of my peers outside had heard my screamed indiscretions. May]oe

screaming your sins was like saying them twice?

‘T see. Is that it?”




If there were an Emmy award for Best Performance in Pretending Not
to Be Anxious 24/7, that trophy would have my name on it. [ have even
written my acceptance speech:

“Wow. What an honor this truly is. ] am not nervous at all right now. [
believe it was Dr. Dolittle who once said, ‘Sometimes it's okay to step on insects.
[ am here to say that I have s’fepped. on the cricket that lives inside of my
head. His chirps are a lot less piercing now that he has been mildly injured.

[ want to thank the Academy, my wonderful farnily, Nancy Drew, and of

course, Jesus. Now everyone get out there and step on your own crickets!”

This speech would unclou]o’tecﬂy be met with accusations of clrug
abuse and a lawsuit filed by PETA. Nevertheless, [ don't have to turn
the car around after every Jrhurnp or trespass on people's lawns to look for
SCATeCrows. May]oe [ have hyperac’rive guil’c glands, suffer from a farnily
curse, had a murderous past life, or angered my conscience. [t's pro]oa]oly
all four. I can exhaust myself ]oy attempting to discover its derivative, but
while I'm doing SO, Finicky is just nesting deeper. Therefore, what reqﬂy
matters is that sometimes you just can't be late for Jthings and you have to

figh’c that little cricket until he quiets down.

“That's me sitting in the bathroom with the ligh’cs off
Nobody knows the kind of stuff I got to fight off

[ wash away my sins but I can't get the white off

What made you think that you could ever take the nigh’t off
I can't stand to be alone when the—’

Thump.

[ turn down the radio as paranoia flows into my skull and down to my
arms, causing my elbows to quake. Ugh, here we go. I slow the car down
as [ imagine the miniscule cricket who lives permanenﬂy in the depths of
my being. But ['ve gotten better. My head jolts back as [ speed forward, the

tires screeching.
‘Not ’foday."

I slow back down to a normal speed, as [ am paranoid that there is a
cop nearby. [ have to compromise with Finicky somewhere. Never’fheless, |
chalk this ’friumphqn’f ]ourning of rubber up as a win.
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The Most Magical Shoes on Earth
Jessica Kesaris

Oil

24 in. x 48 in.
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Flower Girl

Laurie Mathews
Photography

8 in. x 10 in.

Quiet Reflection

Laurie Mathews
Photography

8 in. x 10 in.

Dime Store Bride

Laurie Mathews
Photography

8 in. x 10 in.

On a Wing and a Prayer

Laurie Mathews
Photography
8 in. x 10 in.
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Hey...Joe

Jose Gouveia

Charcoal and costume
24 in. x 34 in.

Painting With Light
Kathleen Carroll

Digital Photography
1280 px. x 853 px.
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a study on becoming a honeybee

Brittney Melvin

isay 'i am not afraid of anyihing'

asirun ihrough hell iicking gasoline iips,

siroking fingers ihrough foreign follicles, and

cirudging up ciecaying ]oones, curious to see if

their eciges are still sharp enough to slice siraighi ihrough

me.
but i am afraid.

i am afraid of all the times ive put your name
in my mouth,

swished the nectar soaked syiio.bies

around my gums

using my teeth and tongue to turn the tart iiquici
into viscous honey.

i am afraid of how

my entire being aches to explore
every inch of that unknown
promised land

icall your

body.

i am afraid of

all the looks you steal,

the way you save those punchiines

like pennies in your pockeis, just

waiting to throw them in my Wishing well as i walk by.

Love sounds so sweet when you
attach it to her and you

and that life youve built

with the perfeci lawn.

i know better than to cross that line,

i know better than to think that

‘Love would be the four letter word
ossigneci to us if we ever let it get that far.
if we ever let it feel more real

than that marble mouthed good]oye.

if i ever let myseif taste that name

for more than ten seconds.

if i ever let rnyseif listen to

each unimagina]oie iiiing spoken

between our eyes.

Cidalia Pina

Plaster
9

in.

X

5
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the next
great

invention

James Holbert

ive tossed around the idea of the sad hat

hats that people wear
when they are sad  so everybody
knows ’fhey are sad and everybody doesnt have to be
contact sad
because now they see the sad person
so

coming their way

’fhey can swerve from the pa’fh of the sad hat wearer
but
not all hair would be given to the sad hats

some people are not hat people
so the sad hat migh’f o.mplify a po.r’ticularly sad persons sadness
by mussing up their hair
which would be especially awful
if their hair was

the source of their sadness

things to consider

about the sad hat

Boneless

Jose Gouveia

Colored penci

2 4

in.

X

24

in.
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White Teapot with Cups
Trudy Bryant

Ceramic

5 in. x 5 in. x 7 in.

Swollen Vase

Nichole Manfredi
Clay
8 in. x 8 in. x 10 in.

|
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Capturing
Warmth
Through
Coldness

Timothy Urban

[ dream of Jeremy full. And of his cracked lips

as they survey the world gone wrong draped with
s’tarligh’f. Between his teeth saliva clings and reaches
out. It's winter. He sits on an iron bench beneath

a nighﬂigh’f that burns.

[ saw the world ooze from Jeremy's mouth with words
abandoned. His yellow teeth chattered among dark
windows to a regurgi’faied sermon. When he spoke cold
swirled over his tongue, fog rushing' ’rhrough

lips with alcohol between us.

I saw his hands concluc’fing an improvised. symphony
within wool gloves of pigeon—holecl cloth. I heard him
speak about a war I could never know. I saw love flash
within his eyes, never abandoned, a scin’fillo.’ting star
eclipsed ]oy a green ocean.

I'm atomized emotions quo.king to his life

story. Jeremy is a master at accepting people

Walking away. He watches the world burn and tremble
hol&ing a trash ]oo.g. Pedestrians stare at rqgged.

clothes and see a stereotype.

My insides can't shake the dust of missing connections
scared ]oy appearance. | judged, noticing

his eyes looking away as he spoke. He smelled of cigarette
butts burning at the bottom of a plas’fic cup. [ gave him

a nip of vodka out of chariiy. And for a moment,

we touched.

Fragile Heart

Santiago Chaves
Mixed media and light

- 36 in. x 30 in.
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Never
Will |

Ever

Kaleigh Longe

Hospi’tols olways have that one smell: death and decoy, borely masked
by cheop air freshener and industrial gracle sanitizer. I never dreamed you'ol
be part of the former.

Unfor’runa’fely for me, the effect of the odor is s’frengrhened by the fact
that the air in your room has 1ong since grown stale. As usual, [ am struck
by the urge to open the tiny window overlooking the bare osphol’c of the
visitors parking. Maybe I'd jump. But of course, these windows don't open,
1ec1ving me as much a prisoner in your room as you are.

It is unfathomable, the fact that sorneﬂrling so small could be kiﬂing you. That
the very Jflrring figh’ting to see you Jfhrouglrl to another day is also the Jching that
igni’red the battle. Cell versus cell, atom versus atom, a civil war with yourself.

[ watch the clear liquid. clrip out of the plos’fic bag hqnging over your
head. It drops quietly into your IV line, and I imagine puncturing it with a
needle, wo’tching it pop like those water balloons on your eigh’ch ]oir’chdoy.
Funny how quickly Jthings can c]:rotnge. Just months ago, [ surveyed the
scene as you weaved your way Jchrough a borroge of water-filled grenodes,
a lough that I couldn't hear etched onto your face.

Your laugh. Oh God, your laugh. Like a spark that caught swiftly and
Ton’rc||izing Tiger Lilies softly, bathing everything it touched in the most pleasant kind of warmth.

Emi/y Bra Cly I almost smile thinking about it. Almost. The truth is, I only smile for your

Permanent Marker benefit now. Only when you're Wo.’fching and it migh’[ make you smile back.

21 in. x 11 in. The starched blankets rustle, and the cheap plastic bedframe creaks,
drowing my gaze away from the dark window to which it had drifted. It
lingers on your hair and moves to your cheekbones, which in good health
would be the envy of every teenage wannabe runway model.
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Il as you are, however, your sunken face reveals far too much of that bone
structure. And finqiiy, it comes to rest on your haunted eyes. Those that
once reminded me of piiiow figiiis and ice cream smeared smiles are now
reminiscent of someihing out of a Poe story.

It is kiiiing me to see you like this, and I siieniiy wish that I meant that
iiieraiiy. What desire have [ to live when you are receding from this world
like a wave from the shore?

But I tuck those ihougi'iis away, because you are awake now, gazing up
at me with ]oieary eyes that are ]ooggeci down with the knowied.ge that
their time for remaining open is limited. Eyes that were once stricken with
fear and disbelief at the news have since grown faiigueci and numb to the

cold facts of life.
Most peopie grappie with this fact until it consumes them. We are all

going. It is the one battle we must lose, the one defeat we all share. I can
accept this for myseif, but not for you. And noii’ring could have prepared me

for waiching you accept this so soon.

Aiihough, perhaps you had not fuiiy made peace with it; the first ihing
you said when you found strength to open your mouth was: ‘T didn't finish
Harry Potter” My mouth hangs open, unsure of how to react. You continue.

Quietly. ‘T didn't finish it. And [ never will. Ever’

Your words send me reeling into flashbacks of booze-buzzed nighis
playing Never Have [ Ever. [ get up and cradle your head in my arms. You
can't finish it, but I have, and I allow the magic of the pages to drift from
my mouth like a breeze, guioiing you iiirougi'i every pioi twist and moment
of suspense in an attempt to give you a glimpse, just a giimpse of what you
could have seen. I finish and I watch the gears of your heaviiy medicated
mind turn as quickiy as ii'ley can. The fact that [ have lived much ionger
and seen much more catches on, and soon we have deveiopeci a bittersweet

game: Never Will I Ever.

“Never will [ ever: kiss a ]ooy."

So I brush my iips against your cheek and tell you that it’s not aiways
all it’s cracked up to be. That sometimes ihey put their tongue in your
mouth and it’s so siimy, like a snail. Your face scrunches up, twisted in

disgusi at the ihoughi.
“Never will [ ever: get married.

Sol go to the bathroom, and return hoioiing a veil of one-piy toilet paper
that I drape over your head, hiding what's left of your hair. [ grin back at
your weak—iipped smile, hand you the pot of piasiic flowers that was iying
on the sill, and ]oy the power vested in me by the Divine Righi of Those

with Dying Loved Ones, [ pronounce you the wife of your most dearly
beloved ieciciy bear.

“Never will [ ever: get in a figiii."
So I lean in and tell you to let me have it.

Pop me right in the kisser. You giggle at my phrasing until it
turns to a wheeze. I preiencl the strike of your ]oony knuckles hurts
like ]oeing hit ]oy a car. [ let you kiss it better after, as I assure you
it's d.efiniieiy going to bruise later.

“NGVQI Wlii I ever: SlOW ciance."

For the first time, I hesitate. There’s just enough room for me to
stand you up ]oy your bed and sway you back and forth, but are
you strong enough? [ see your eyes ]oeseeching me, ]oegging me for
this one experience, and I can't say no.

I take you into my arms and gingeriy lower you out of your
bed, careful not to tug on the IV line. I feel your arms around my
neck, tugging me down as you siruggie to hold yourseif up. Fifteen
seconds, | tell rnyseif. Fifteen seconds and I will put you back in bed.

[ wrap my arms around your waist and lead you in tiny steps
from side to side. Youve lost so much Weigiii, your footfalls make no
noise. You are almost a ghosi. I close my eyes and count down as
we sway, hoiciing onto each other in the silent hospiio.i room.

Silent until I feel you start to slide down my bociy. Silent until
you've coiiapsed o.iiogeiher. Silent until I'm heaving you up to get
you back into bed. Silent until the machines start Waiiing.

The high piichecl Whining crescendos are so loud I can't hear
myseif screaming for heip, for someone, anyone to come save you,
because all I can see iilrougii my pinhoie vision is you fo.ding from
me. | can't feel my hands grasping your arms like vices, can't feel my
knees hiiiing the ground. No. All I can feel is the ]ourning in my eyes
and the skin of my throat screaming in protest because I can't shout
your name loud enough to keep you awake. Your eyes are closed,
and Goci, oh Goci, do [ wish you were just sieeping, but your face

doesn't contort like that when you're sieeping. There is no peace here.

I'm ]oeing ciraggec]. away by unseen hands. I can't stay here, it's
okay, just remain calm. That's what ihey tell me at least. But | rip,
battle, claw my way out of their restraining arms. Back to you.
have to get back to you. If I'm there you can't go, you can't go, you
can't go. By the time ['ve drunkenly stumbled my way to the door,
ciuiching at the wooden frame of the window for support, ihey are
puiling the sheet over your head, giancing at the clock, caiiing the
time of death. And I am faiiing, sobioing, iosing everyihing.

Never will you ever: wake up.
Never will you ever: come back to me.

Never will I ever: recover.
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Thoughts
After
Evil
Actions

Josh Savory

Dried red under the nails shows she was tearing,
trying but the hitch was too ’tigh’[. The knot
was a ﬂee’ting red rose, a herring,

to distract from the sweﬂing black clot.

At the window, her eyes bled into my world,
a scarlet reminder of a lost lover,

whose soul rose past the aether and whorled
out of reach and I fell Jfhlrough a slumber.

In my infinite sleep, the nigh’rrnare grew,
rotting the chassis of my hollow heart

and in its place black moss spread anew,

the dark spores ﬂoo.’ring with us apart.

The hands under the floor cling ’figh’f
to the affliction that drags throug'h the nigh’r.

Nature in Me

Noemia Frietas
Oil and mixed media
12 in. x 12 in.

The Bridge Award Winner
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Reconciliation

James Holbert

my fathers portrait

is the most beautiful
of the Jfhings ive seen in my mind

not all of it can be true

USA BONDS WW||

Matthew Small
Steel, plastic and star lights
21 in. x 35 in. x 2 in.
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Hands of the Universe

Stephanie Janeczek
Plaster

117.5 in. x 10.25

n.

X

10.25

n.
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S

readamertr

Jenna Lopes

“You bring her back to me in one piece, you understand me?”

Laura looked par’ticularly fierce Jcoolay, but Tamsin saw righ’c Jthrougl'i her. She spent
three hours getting ready for her ex-husband to show up.

Rolling her eyes, she broug]:i’t a finger to her Jtemple, rub]oing. "Fuck's sake, give it a rest.”

‘I want her home in three hours in the same condition I lent her to you in” Her perfume
was nauseating, suffocaiingly sweet.

"Alrighi, fuck—"

"Tamsin, your mother is only trying to look after you. Three hours, righi. We'll be back
then.” Even dealing with Laura, Gregory was admira]oly calm. At least someone in this
family could be an adult. Between her mother and her consistent string of pa’che’tic middle-

aged men, Tamsin WO.SIII'l: sure Sheld grow up Wl‘lf].’l a proper role model.

Rolling up the window before her mother got another chance to berate them, she looked
over at her dad. He was looking at her—really looking at her.

“HOW llG.VG you been?“

‘T can't stand her. She's fucking everyihing up. And she’s been fucl{ing around, I've even
considered soundproofing the room. She’s in no condition to care for me, it's embarrassing. I
can't even bring my friends around.

She didn't want to spend the entire time chopping down Laura’s parenting method, but
she felt he was the only person who understood. Noloody knew Laura the way that Jtl'ley did.

“Well, she isn't perfec’t, but she’s your mother, Tams. Youve got to respect her’
‘How can you sit here and say that? You know how she is”

‘I do" he trailed off leaving the conversation open-ended. She was in no mood to drag

anyihing else out of him, for fear of ruining the day. She slipped further into her seat.
‘T assumed you'd want to see the festival in the town center ioday."

“That's perfeci." Giving him her widest grin, she turned to face the window. Aciually, it

was weak.
The remainder of the car ride was quiet and Tamsin didn't feel like pushing
conversation. Every so often he'd ask her questions about her life: if she still talked to Jess,

whether she had a boyfriend, did she still collect lips’ficks.
As the street edged on, the crowds thickened with ]origl’r’t faces of children excited to get

closer to the action. It was a yearly event, one that Tamsin hadn't come to since she was
seven or eighi, and ceriainly noihing she was excited about now. The only good Jfliing
about the day was that she'd get to spend it with her father.

‘T think we'll walk from here then’

Nodding her head, she waited for him to parl{ before stepping out and lingering on the
sidewalk. He hesitated before leaving the car, loolcing at his plrione.

“Ac’tually Tams, do you mind if [ take a call? The office has rung me three times.
‘Go ahead’

S’canding by awlcwo.rdly, she watched him sit back in the car and ring up his office. He

seemed so put iogeiher, professional.

After five minutes of waiting in the cold and with no sign of the call ending, Tamsin
stepped into one of the bars nearby. She ordered a pint with an ID Jess had given her
about a month prior. Drinking it slowly, she waited until her pl'lone vibrated. Finishing off
her drink, she met her father outside.

He didn't give an explana’cion, nor did he question her. In fact, he seemed pleased to

continue on with the day, which left Tamsin hopeful.

“DO you remember coming l'iere wl‘ien you were younger?"

She tried to picture a memory of the festival with him in it, one where he'd ]orouglrii her here. But, the
only time she could think of was when she was seven and Laura had broken her heel on the sidewalk.

The day was short-lived, her mother hobbling the cobblestone streets to reach the bus stop in time. Tl‘iey/d

missed it. Tl'ley had had to wait another hour, Tamsin suffering her mothers incoherent mum]oling.
“You brought me?”
‘T was certain [ had’
She smiled, not eniirely convinced. "Mustve slipped my mind.
His phone rang, drowning her out.
T told them I was busy today, there must be a problem. Sorry, do you mind?”
‘Not at all”

Wl’ly did Jflrley keep calling? She was ]oeginning to grow annoyed for him. Folding her arms, she leaned
back against a louilding. Gregory cer’fainly didn't seem to mind; clriecl{ing his watch, he looked up at the sky.
She wondered if he had to go, but just as the Jtlriougl'i’t entered her mind, he snapped his phone shut.

“Weve got a new temp in, she's quite horrible” He explained, "Her aunt had connections to the

company and we felt o]oliged to hire her. I don't think it’s going to work out”
Tamsin lauglied, “You should hire me then’
A part of her wished he would.
"That's my girl” He smiled. Maybe when youre older. We could use someone with your talent”
The complimen’r made her smile, until his phone rang again and he siepped away to take the call.

‘Dad—Gregory! Gregory

Tamsin called out to him, but he hadn't seen her. He never fucking saw her. Waving her hands in an
attempt to catch his attention in the most dramatic show of desperaiion, she'd knocked a woman in the nose.

“Fuck, Cl'lrisi—sorry." Bringing her hands down to her sides, she caugl'l’c the last traces of a dir’cy look as

the woman pusl'ied past her, dragging a small child behind, a streamer from the day's festivities stuck to
the bottom of his shoe.

Waiching them go until ilrley were eaten loy the crowd, she shifted all focus back to her father. She
could see, even from a distance, that his suit was new. He'd always told her she needed to look her best,
always had to look as ihough she had her shit under control—and she did. She was cornpleiely in control.

Cool, collected, calm. Just as he had taught her.

She wasn't sure what stopped her from crossing the road to where he stood. Maybe she needed to
know that he cared, that a piece of him was cracking under the idea that someone had taken her. That
she wasn't safe. That he hadn't done the best job wa’tching her Jtl’irougl'i the day. In fact, he'd done a
considera]oly Sl‘liH:Y job of wa’fcliing her sneak a shot and a pint all in the short hour he'd taken her on
this field trip to showcase that he was the World's Best Dad, and that she hadn't made a mistake.

No, she needed comfort in the idea that his world would crumble without her—like all parenis'
would, should.

But he didn't. He didn't turn. Not once. Not even sliglri’cly.
The echo of his ringtone called out to her, and she watched his back as he answered what she

presumed was another business call. Another fucl{ing business call.
He l'iung up, checked his watch, and sent a text.

She shouldve crossed the road. Maybe if he saw her, he'd see that she needed him. But ’clriey both
knew that he didn't want this and that Laura had been riglii. She couldn't let her win, would not let

Laura see her cry. He would continue to walk out, just as he had every time before.
Her pocket vibrated and she lazily pulled it out.
Tams, ['ve got to go. Business. Wish I'd gotten to say bye, but this is as good as we can get. X Gregory

Looking up from the screen, she watched as her father tucked his phone away and strode up the
road. He looked as Jtlriouglri he were shi’c’fing rainbows from his ass. To’cally fucl{ing under control.

His world wasn't crumbling.
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Moving
Arrangements

Timothy Urban

Embrace

Cidalia Pina

Plaster, wood
IT in. x 6 in.
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Restless stationary observer
[ know you're philosophico.lly infertile
Incapable of observing your  own
Cross (criterion is imo.gino.ry): cheo.p lotions
]oc1]oy powders of nursing homes
You
Sit in your red armchair
Gaze out French doors
Watch the elderly woman (your age) shuffle
the empty sidewalk
clu’tching her walker
time: watch me inhale
you with hands ﬂu’c’cering
stretched open
feeling the air comb past my fingers
(kissing each s’fo.nding hair)

beside you his hand moves relative
with dotted lines.

Braille's moving arrangements suppose
taxonomic pairs ex’cending
intersect
every’fhing
my bones tear at the nerve endings
knowing no’fhing

at rest, generations move.

These outward minutes siphoned ]oy cataracts
are of portentous life

You are time: proper relative meat,
so distress.

You wail and kick before you
craw!l and moan.

YOU. WG.].l{ ancl sway only to fO.].].

Life: I see it even as your eyes crystallize plush and
velvet like elegance at its peo.k.
[ see the fear foam around your bones before

skin settles on the
furniture

mistaken for dust.
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Rhymes

the Flood
aught Me

Abby Hess

The hill across the street is gorged

like an o.pple, filled with snakes. Their burrowed songs

black vibrato tongues, swim in veiny canal lakes. Their teeth etch
at the aching rock. These tiny dwarves hack at crysiqls.

Be careful, she whispers. Don't step on that rock. Jumping

spiders tease brown thistles.

This little doll has curls like you

and iips like yours, so small. Her aging scalp

could not be helped, bent torso swells and falls.

Remove the socks and her tissue dress, the bonnet, silk slip, too.

We'll squeeze out water pulsing gray, her head we'll set with glue.

[ wash toy soldiers in a pot outside as jets

1oop overhead. Dad carries carcasses of wet rolled rugs

toward the ]oulging gar]oage bed. And trees grow

bouncing down the hill, branches ﬂing from them like darts. The pine

once covered in dew—droppecl webs screams fo.inily, filled with larks.

That little dog boarded up under the porch, his bark's gone

missing for days. The poiice rowed to take the neigh]oors ashore,

but the collies leash washed away. Soppeci phoios stick to sidewalks
hunched with sprawiing roots of swollen trees. They've been held up

in the basement box. Now peeied from concrete on our knees.

Set of Bowls

Nichole Manfredi
Clay

7 in. x 7 in. x 4 in.



One Night,
Outside

Abby Hess

The tear stain glin’c of ligh’c that clings to your head

shrivels then mul’fiplies into freckled spatter as the car door opens.

Like any pieces of paper stuck.

You don't look like you. Billowing

Whiploshed cells in your mania—like the rolling cat’s eye marbles

you spent twelve dollars on to ploce in a jar by the window—shredded
and lolling in the backseat. The erupted dash dug and piled in your lap.

We migh’f have to clean this up later.
Not now.

Now, while the distant stars % with helpless

limbless agitation winking 1one1y and [—with sluggish arms and bent knees—
only want to hold you, | search for some’rhing to cut your seatbelt away and pry
the Weigh’f of metal from your flesh.

Some sort of fire left over

like oil dripping from the brake line, spinal cord o en, your hair like sou
pping P P Yy P

glossed in black, the sweat of stars inking away from the shadowy sky;

but we must end up Jfouching fingers on the way home
move them for me

all gasoline and tears and ﬂuid,

Are you there now?

This outside was not the real black iron, Weigh’ced on us, ready to pinken and wake away

however much we hoped it rnigh’r be.

Incomplete

Nichole Manfredi

Graphite
16.8 in. x 24 in.
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Peach Sky

Eric Lopes
Photography
1T in. x 8.5 in.

4 Minute
Mile

Cody M. Marx

My mother can be quick when she wants to be—
Running to me when I've fallen, arms outstretched
To console her crying ’toclcller, Whipping

Up a snack when [ sneak into the house after school,

Driving to track practices, clodging
The ligli’fs that flash behind us.

My father can be quicl{ when he wants to be—
Challenging one-year-olcl me to crawl faster, pusliing
His son to bike with all that he has, a coach
Screaming on the sidelines,

Teaclqing me to catch the bigges’f fish,

But only loy lying.

My mother is quick when she has to be—
Especially with her words, scalding, piercing him,
Vicious knives s’ra]o]oing at his heart.

He doesn't have a heart she would spit at me

In between insults that she says are justified.

My father is quick when he has to be—

Especially when he's angry, his boots l{icl«:ing Jthrougli doors,

His fists swinging, connecting with anyil'iing,
Every’fhing in between her cries and his exple’fives,
His explanations that she deserves it.

[ am quick when [ have to be—

Locking my bedroom door, a small barrier
Between myself and my critics,

Sl’luHing my eyes, liicling inside of rnyself,

A useless effort to block

The physical, the emotional force of their love.

But [ am quicker when [ want to be,
When [ have to be, when I know it's time.

/5
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Dear Compulsively
Inclined to Jerk Off
Into Crusty Socks

Jenna

Lopes

Last nighi, during the 2 AM Girls Nighi Binge Drinking Breakup

Ceremony, | ihoughi I'd seen the last of your ]oeiongings iaying
around. O]oviousiy my semi-operating brain had missed one.
little. piece. of you. Which, if you get into the nitty gritty, is not
such a small piece after all.

Either way, Waking up this morning to my toes sinking into

a hardened, off-white sock was not the last impression of you |
wanted, ihough [ will admit it was better than coming home
after a long shift to you mo.king out with that giri you work
with on my previously-owned couch like a couple of adolescents.

I know, I should have thrown it out, but then I got to Jfhinl{ing...

1. T hope you didn't do this while I was sleeping next to

you in my bed.

2. UNSANITARY.

3. Those were the socks I bought you last Christmas, you
ungro.ieful bastard.

4. This is the closest you and your ]oodily fluids will ever

get to me again.

5. Wh‘y a sock?

Of course this was paired with the Crazy Neurotic Ex-Girlfriend
Syncirome—iho.i you masturbated and released our what-could-
have-been children into a sock. So naiurally, ]oeing the crazy
neurotic person I can be, I held it up by two fingers and cried

at what-could-have-been our future.

Woven

Cidalia Pina
Wood,
9

wash

acrylic

x 10 in. x 2 in.

in.
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M. Govoni

Kiana

Mrs. Red was not Always Human

Hum, hum, hum

rhyme, rhyme, rhy-me

they liked it when I screamed for them
every—single-nigh’r.

A song of ]oloo&y tears I sang until [ was chocolate Ariel,

and then they didn't want me as much,

the damn mute,

the little black Jrho.ng that was supposed to be the loud black bitch,
not some quiet Oreo,

but still I found business,

a spot near a fil’rhy dumpster, where [ fough’t every normal bitch
who had the nerve to walk ]oy me,

look at my face,

pity in her eyes like she was Watching a Lifetime movie where the slut
wouldn't live

but still refused to die.

You don't think that I'm a bitch slut, but you think I'm a lying bitch.
There's no way [ could ever know how it feels to live for men and kneel
at their feet with every’fhing wide open,

and have no one to care if I lived or die&,

or if [ whored myself out when it was cold outside and I wanted

to get out of the rain and see

another human who would look at me and think

mine.

Pain or sex—

both or neither—

[ didn't care,

[ just wanted to be needed,

but those aren't my though’fs,

I couldn't possibly understand, right?

If only I could say this: fuck you!

The universe is full of animal po.cks where the qlpho.s and the middles
eat the world

and the omegas sit in a pile of shit,

waiting for the pack to throw them a &ir’fy, half-eaten bone.

I know it tool I used to tap, tap, tap my acrylics

against cold, hard doors

and like a hoe raking backyard 1eqves,

I would leave precise

scratch-es that the men loved to see and feel.

[ used to be just like you until my own Mrs. Red ripped me out of my
dumpster,

pulleci off my greasy wig in front of the spectators,

dro.ggeo{ my weak ass to a ]ouilding where the people didn't want to
touch me,

but help me

and I screamed fuck you to them everyday

until I finally understood -

Whore was not my name.

I'm ]ennifer,

whore no more, just Jennifer.

You are still used to being s’comped into the dirt

by any boot that would pay the cash,

but I'm ’felling you now that one day you'll wake up, no aches deep
inside

and your once-vicious mind will turn your thoughts away from
the creeps and the alleys and you'll say to yourself

and mean it just a little bit,

I'm more than this,

You won't call yourself a whore anymore.

Your name will be Alison again.

The Rose

Sophonie Robert
Mixed media

7 in. x 8 in. x
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Two Sheep
Trudy Bryant
Ceramic




Turquoise Scarf

Devon Forrester

Weaving
8 in. x 72 in.

Wor

as a
Mannequin

James Holbert

Regina went to the clo’thing store to work her new job
as a mannequin. It was not a hard job but it paid well
enough. Regina heard that from people because people often
said Jfhings, usually the same Jching’s that advertisements
say, pieces of paper, commercials, billboards. There was
always some’fhing saying some’fhing and if not them there
wWas always someone saying some’fhing. Regina had heard
from someone that the job was well enough and the pay
was well enough. But she went there before she had the

Big Red job. She knew she would get the job. As a mannequin in
'g e_ the store. She had also heard that getting the job would not
CC’SSOV'}CI'/ a qulle be difficult. She had to have the interview ’though, which
eaving

would not be a pro]olem.

15 in. x 72 in.

“Welcome,’ ihey said. "Please, have a stand’

There were no seats and Regina knew she was being
tested. It was 1ogica1; every’rhing was logical. Could she
display the necessary quali’fies of ]oeing a mannequin and
could she display these necessary quali’ties for an extended
period? Regina had known what she was getting into.

She stood for a time. The windows became dark. There in
the office the interviewers watched to make sure she was cloing

a good job. They assured her that she was doing a fine job.

‘Do you have any scars, cuts, bruises, pimples, sores,
rashes, bumps, tattoos or any other kind of irregular feature
of the skin that would clisqualify you from displaying the

necessary quali’fies of being a mannequin?'
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She was not allowed to speak. They had been testing her.
They allowed her to speak now.

She had a birthmark in the shape of a crescent moon on her
left hip. Regina poinied it out. They said it looked more like a
half-circle than a crescent moon. They said that it wasn't much
of a matter. She could not display the low-rider jeans that the
cloihing store carried, which was a shame, Jfhey said, because
the business for low-rider jeans was very hot righi now.

She was introduced to her colleague‘ His name was Dax
and he stood by the main entrance with his polo shirt and his
cargo shorts and his hands were on his hips and he stared up
into the fluorescent lighis and did not blink.

“This is our male mannequin," ihey said.
“Hello," Dax said.

They had allowed him to talk. It was very remarkable to Regina.
Regina would start presently. They fitted her. They gave

her some of the stores clothes to wear. She would start with
a sundress. [t was warm out and people liked to see their
mannequins dressing warm so ihey knew ihey had to buy
warm-type cloihing. They explained this. Regina understood.
Regina would be the female mannequin. [t was all very
logical. Appeal to both sexes, that was the idea. So she stood
next to Dax the rest of the day and he showed her the ropes.
She chose a pose with a hand on one of her hips and a leg

out, her other foot turned inward.
‘Ambitious,” they said.
Dax looked at the lights. The lights were dazzling tonight.
‘Tt's time for the nighi shift, Dax said when all the

customers left and went home. ‘Tve had to work it every day
for the past few weeks since the others quii."

Regina mentioned that she wanted to eat some blueberries.
And then she said she wondered what blueberries would taste
like with Whipped cream. She did not want to listen to Dax
complain. She wondered if she was already starting to dislike
him. It was going to turn out to be a difficult job after all.
Despite everything. Despite everything and everyone saying
that it would not be a difficult job and that the job would be

well enough in every single way.

“They like to keep at least one mannequin in the store

overnight,” Dax said. And then he started to sob. Regina

watched from the corner of her eye and did not move
much else. She watched and he sobbed more until he came
undone. T haven't been able to go home and feed my

parrot, he said. "Feed my parrot,” he said. "Feed my parrot”
He fell.

Dax fell on the floor. He came undone. His face was on
the tile and one of his hands was still on his hip, the one
that wasn't pinned on the floor. But he was still so]o]oing.
Regina could see the tears. She remembered that she had
aciually had blueberries with Whipped cream once and
that it wasn't anyihing special. That was proba]oly why
she didn't remember it. Dax was still on the floor when she
looked again. His face was taut and one of his elbows was

quivering and tapping on the tile.
“Will you help me up?" he said.

Regina's hand was on her hip and one leg out, her other
foot turned inward. It was starting to become painful.
Dax was on the floor. There was a lot of thought about
blueberries. Blueberries and Whipped cream.

“Will you help me up? Please? Will you help me stand up?”
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Something nice is coming to

you in :n

Curators are collectors and distributors of
human liisiory; il'ley organize art into bite-sized
exhibits and sliape the way viewers digesi a
display of artistry. Curating is researching
the past and present ways of creating and
thinking about art. It is the practice of
gail'iering and caring for art as an essential
facet of human growih and exploraiion.

The goal of a good curator is to impart
knowledge on the viewer of an exhibition,
to give growing artists the tools and speecl'l
necessary to discuss their own goals within a
tradition of artistic invention. Curators work in
a variety of settings, from large-scale museums,
small galleries, and personal households,
to college campuses. While each setting
requires a different set of goals and varying
collections, the art of curating remains the same.

We had the opportunity to speal{ with
Bridgewater State University's Collection
and Exhibitions Manager, Jay Block. He is a
curator who works out of the Deparirneni
of Universiiy and Communi’cy Parinersliips.

‘Demonstrative’ is an exhibition which Block
displayed in Boyden Hall. The exhibit illustrated
the unique and myriad facets of the populisi

of pnimog 2i soin pnirifemo2
artt ol e

artistic movement, mail art.
Founded by Ray Johnson in the
late 1950s, mail art began as the
correspondence of letters, stamps,
and doodles. Relying on a postage
stamp and the purity of human
communication, mail art progressed
into what it is Jfoday. Here, Block
discusses the influence of Asemic
Writing, Fluxus, and Data-ism on

the kind of art exchanged il’lrougl’l

international posial services.

Block ernphasizes the irnporiance of
human connection in the realm of
curating as well as art produciion
as it relates to “Demonstrative. Block
describes the process of colleciing
the post cards displayed in
‘Demonstrative” as the kind of basic
human interaction that has become

obscured ]oy digi’tal Jtechnologies.

The International Union of
Mail Artists (IUOMA) is a blog
dedicated to the discussion and

endorsement of mail art. Created in

1988, the [UOMA is now the home




of around 4,000 active members.
The [IUOMA functions as a blog
where users can post images of
mail art that has been received
or, in Block's case, collected for
use in a gallery. The IUOMA at
first glance appears to contradict
the basic tenets of mail art: the
trust, the personal communication;
however, the members of [IUOMA
demonstrate what is redeemable
about digi’fo.l Jfechnology: the
ease of communication and

'Ifl‘le spreacl Of knowledge.
B].OCI{ G.].SO speaks to a few Of 1’115

other exhibitions on campus, such
as Scientific Illustrations & Other
Beasties” and "Travis Bedel,” which
were both displayed in Maxwrell
Librou’y. He discusses the educational
value of the art he chooses to displo.y.

Artists experimenting with
nontraditional ideas of craft
and execution, like the
participants of mail art, find

a place for their art at BSU.

Something nice is coming to

you in :h

Q: How did you solicit for the post card art?
A: "Well, there are a number of

organizations; the International Union of
Mail Art, allow(s] postings, so that I could do
a generql call .. The trick is that in order to
receive, you have to send. I have a fine arts
backgrouncl: painter, sculp’for, Jfoymal{e:r, that
sort of thing. [Those are very different from
mail art in that,] for every card that you
receive, it's kind of expec’fecl that you send
some’fhing out. What ends up ho.ppening is
that it kind of snowballs. Of course, Jrhings
are posted [on the International Union of
Mail-Artists blog]. They have a very, very
lqrge presence on the web. [Mail artists
will] send you, out of the blue, some’fhing
crazy, and you're kind of obliga’fed to send
them art back. At the end of it, I think
[there are] almost 40 different countries ..
[involved with mail art]. These artists have
respond.ecl in one form or another. I'm still
getting, almost claily, one piece, two pieces."

Q: How many submissions
did you receive?

A: "Probably 400 or 500’

Q: How did you decide
which ones to disp]ay?

A: "Theyre all good, so I just started
grab]oing and mixing and ma’tching.
[ wanted a variety. Mail art is such
a broad interpretation .. some artists
are specifically working in the format
of stamps, [this includes] a pos’co.l
stamp or rubber stamps or potato
stamps. Some are collage artists;
some are painters. Some are Asemic
word artists, which is [when] you
make up a language. It looks right,
whether it's printed or sound poetry
or concrete poetry. It's very, very wide.

For one of the works, the artist asks
you to send a one-minute sound
sample of something, anything. Hes in,
[ want to say, Madrid. Then, he'll send
you a packe’f with a mini disc of your
work incorporo.’fed into [a lqrger piece].

[Mail art] is so many different things.
Theres a 45 [record] in there [covered
Wi’fh] gobs of paint. So, it was kind of,
‘Whats bright and shiny?" It is Boyden
[Hall], so there is the poliﬁcal side of
it. You can't go too crazy. Some of the
things are obscene. Some of the things
would be considered con’rroversial,

and you have to avoid that
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Q: The ‘'Demonstrative” Exhibition is
based on recognii'ion and communify. Do
you keep lines of communication open

with the people who send you their art?

A: "Alosolu’fely. More often than not I will post the
work [on the blog] as received, so they get that
gra’fifica’fion that .. it is going into the collection.
All of [the] work that I've received goes to the
university. It is addressed to me, but I'm giving
[the] collection to the university as a document, as
a performance piece, as well as for the artists, so
that they're recognized. Mail art probo.bly started
in the late 50s [or] early 60s as a movement
where many artists would go Jchrough the phone
book (When it would have o.ddresses) and pick

random people .. and just mail them something.

Ray Johnson would be considered the founder of
mail art. Fabulous artist. Quite a character. He's
kind of like the artist’s artist of the underground.
movement in the 60s. One day, Jtrc:tgicc:tlly or not,
he decided that he'd had enough. He lived on
Long Island. He jumped off a bridge and started
swimming to England and never came back,
but he left his house immaculate. There were
essen’fio.lly [Post-it notes] on every’fhing in his
house as to what to do with it, who was going
to get it, where it was going to be donated. His
final performo.nce was this ca’fqloguing of his
home. It's very much related to Fluxus and to
Data-ism. Its roots are recrlly in that prole’taria’f
artwork. It's a postage stamp. You trust a stamp
to [send] a piece of art, and you trade. It's a trade.
It's a very human level of communication. We

have given away all of that to [cellular] phones.“

Q: Could you tell us about the
International Union of Mail Artists?

A: T think it's 25 years old now. It
started back in the do.y when a ]olog
was really hand-coded. I think there
[are] some 10,000 members, some
ex’fro.ordinary amount, with 4,000-
5,000 that are active. It's completely
nonprofi’t [and] run by a gen’clemo.n
named Ruud Janssen. It's a place
where you can go [to] post, talk,
scream and shout, just like any ]olog.
But, it's a linchpin in this community
of people, and you can see waves of
interest [there]. Theres a foundation
of membership of about 200 or 300
people that are very, very active
promoting mail art as art and setting
up exhibits. It's a very kind group,
which is kind of unusual. Everybody
wishes each other Happy Birthday:
If you get something stray and have
no clue as to who sent it to you,
you can post it .. [t's a group of like-
minded individuals who believe in
free speech and free communication
and are very personq]ole about

it. That's kind of maudlin’
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Q: How were you introduced to the organizaﬁon?

A: T was an artist, and I have a large love of
ephemero. and that type of art, of early 60s and
70s performance pieces, of video/sound/music. |
was very much aware of mail art, so it was
very easy for me to track it down. I can't tell you
exacﬂy when .. As a curator, [the concept behind
mail ar’c] is really where my love is: [human]
interaction, whether it's [ihrough] sound, dance,
[or] poetry. I'm very much about the ialking, or
the Jcouc:hing, the interaction. I'm not a curator
that puts some’fhing in a [Plexiglo.ss] box and
say's, “Well, there's a vase I can't do that. To me,
it's archaic; it smacks of colonialism. All objects
in a museum for some reason have come to us,
and in many cases it's []oecouse of] generations of
people who have found value in it. Our current
established museum format is to remove all of
that interaction, all that societal information, all

of that his’tory of Why some’fhing has progressed.

Why do we have Greek statues? Because for some
reason generations have found value in [them)].
It wasn't just stuck in a box with [Plexiglass]
around i, it was in some]oody/s 1iving room or it
was in some]oody's Jcemple. Those Jfhings are very
important. Medieval furniture and paintings
still smell of incense. These Jfhings are important
to talk about: how [the art] fit into that life and
how [i’f hos] come forward into our life. The mail
art, the ephemero, all of this ideology, for lack
of a better word, is very important to me as a
curator. Art is not extracted from our art; it's not
a vacuum, it's integral. Even magpies like bright
and shiny Jrhings. It's our nature, it's [a] creature’s
nature to love ]oeau’fy, to seek it. And what
better way than to get crazy stuff in the mail?”

Q: What is it like curating art
on campus and how does it
differ compareol to other p]aces?

A: "Tve worked in museums, [ve
worked with private individuals,
and now [ve worked in academia.
Each one has a very different
mission. Con’femporo.ry museums,
like the big ones (the MFA or
MOMA), have a mission to promote
art, but also there’s the poli’fical side
.. they have a Board of Trustees.
They have a need [for] people [to]
come through the door. [Its] not
necessarily [for] revenue, but you
have to have that press [coveroge]
and buzz, and you have to be part
of that very small .. society in order
to survive. It's a different curatorial
point of view, so that you're alwoys
hip and cool, you're alwoys looking
for the newest Jfhirig, you're olwoys
going to the cocktail parties.

Asa private curator for individuals,
a lot of [curoiing] is about ego and
prestige. There is expecied art in
that type of household. You have to
have your Picasso, you have to have
your Manet because it's ego-driven
in many cases. So, as a curator there
you are helping them keep their
ego inflated, so that the next dinner
party someloociy comes in [and
says], Ahl Where did you get that?’
Whether its a Gerhard Richter
painting or it's the best Rembrandt
that money can ]ouy, that's really

in many ways the function ..
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[ve worked with both ultraconservatives and
ultraliberals, and [art is] realiy a meaningless

ihing [to them] .. They're bubble children, and
that's okay. You have to understand the critter.

Campus is kind of wonderful in that you don't
have those pressures. You don't have to meet
the pressure of a Board of Trustees, you don't
have to meet the pressure of somebody's ego. It
is a place where experimentation can happen.
The artists that [ try [to] bring in are generally
underrepresenieci, doing someihing that is not
necessariiy commerciaiiy viable that a regular
gallery would have a very, very J:ough time
selling. [Being ciispiayed in a gailery] is how
you percolaie into the major museums. You get
gallery representation, you step up to one of
10 galleries that have the ear of the Board of
Trustees, and then you get retrospect and life is
great, or not. The university offers, [to] a curator,
a tremendous opportunity to ]oring topics that
cannot [iypicaily] be touched unless it’s like 20
years later. As a curator, ['ve dealt with women
in animation and illustration and the real grief
that Jchey get in what's essen’tially a male-
dominated indusiry. It's just compleiely unfair.

[ just closed a show [displaying] scientific
illustrators against contemporary artists [who]
are using scientific illustration but compleiely
wrong. Both of them are artists. The scientific
illustrator is just as much an artist, but [he/
she is] Working under .. constraints of []oeing]
anaiomically and ]oiologically correct, so that
ihey can be read and identified. But, it doesn't
mean that Jflrley stop being an individual. Each
and every [scientific illustrator] has this unique
hand and this unique vision, and in many cases
Jfec:hniques that are stunning, just way over the

top. Whereas [with] contemporary
artists, Jfec:hnique has kind of been
[pushed aside] for expression. In
many cases, its a loss. If you have
poor Jtechnique, then the message
you're trying to get across often
is gar]oled .. A standard museum
would not be able to touch
[someihing like this]. A gallery
wouldn't be able to touch it, and
a collector is not interested unless
it's been published in ARTnews or

Art in America or Art+Auction.

There's the education mission. You
have to always be able to lecture in
front of it, talk in front it, whether
it's the basis of form, function, color,
line, the impact of race or society
or, how does it work? I really, as a
curator, try [to] ]oring Jthings in that
are pretty in some form where you
can talk about color or line. PreHy's
pro]oa]oiy the wrong word, but you
can talk about design; you can talk
about color iheory. The show that
[ just put up in Mazxwell [Li]orary],
[exhibits the work of] Travis Bedel.
His work tracks back to Dutch
Renaissance florals. [The Dutch] do
these [works of] Vanitas, [which
is a category of symbolic art] ..
Its a giant vase of flowers and
insects and some are dying. That's
all symbolism. Each one of those
flowers has a liierary meaning
because back then you couldn't
say what you meant without some

king, queen, [or] pope coming down
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on you hard .. Those paintings are esseniially
an anagram, [or] scrimshaw, of meanings. You
look at it and [think], ‘Ah, it's a nice floral” Well,
[you have to think about] how those flowers
were used. Travis Bedel has ]orough’f it forward.
He's from San Francisco. He's using .. antique,
anatomical prints of the bisection of the ]oody,
but he’s using those as the vase. You have the
flowers and insects ]olooming out of these bodies.
It's about ]oocly consciousness. It's about how we
have in many ways forgoHen our hocly and
how wonderful and beautiful it is. But, he
also uses sym]oolism [and] imagery. He’s gone
back almost 400 years to talk about his life
and to ]oring [the symbolism] forward. They're
o.]osoluiely stunning and beautiful and slighily
macabre. He was very nice to lend [me] both
his origino.ls, where he’s li’cero.lly cut them out of
old magazines and old books, and you can't tell
that Jthey've been cut or clippecl. They're very
co.refully po.s’fecl, and Jfhey/ire very lo.rge format
prints. Ago.in, most places you couldn't do that ..
He also does these great store-front installations
about 10 feet deep [that] can be up to 20 feet
in lengih, of those images, but you liierally can
walk into them, and Jthey'ire just brilliant.

The benefit of being [on campus] is that you
can do crazy stuff. You can talk about it. [BSU]
for me was a unique opportunity. [ think
Working with the students here is exiro.ordino.ry.
You guys are as smart, as competitive, and as
intuitive and gified as any]oocly [ve ever met.
[ve seen some very smart kids .. The student
]oocly here is gracious, and where Jchey lack in
exposure Jfhey make up [for] with the thrill
of heing alive. I like you guys; I reqlly do. I

have tremendous respect [for the student bocly
at BSU]. Many of the students I have worked

with have renewed my faith in the
future that you guys are going to
kick ass. You really are. Itll come
from your generation because mine
has basically screwed the whole
place up, and then walked away.
We pariiecl and left, trashed the
room, and that's a lousy thing. Your
generation has such a future. It's
not going to be easy. Where Jrhey
promisecl us space ships and flying
cars and things like that and didn't
deliver, you guys will see that.
Youre going to be able to 3D print
someihing, and (spaceship noise)
off you go. If you choose to control
your future where my generation
chose not to, I think you're going to
do fabulous Jfhings. [ see that at this
student body specifically. There's
a very rare mix here, and its a
real privilege to be a part of it

Q: What advice would you give to someone
interested in pursuing a career in curai‘ing?

A: "Oh god, don't do it. To be a goool curator,

first and foremost, you need luck and then just
hard perseverance to have every experience
possible. [You have] to be open, to talk to people,
to any]oocly and every]oocly. [ was fortunate
in how [ fell into this. I was an MFA and a
so-so painter [and] sculpior; [ amused myself,
I really did, but I was going to go nowhere.
A number of curators, very, very powerful
curators, took an interest [in me]| and started
Jco.ll{ing to me because most o.nyihing comes out
of my mouth. I'm not an embarassable person.
We would talk art, and we would talk theory.
We'd talk philosophy, and we'd talk sociology.

I love philosophy. Philosophy is wonderful
because it is a concise set of ideas. Now, you
don't have to agree with it, but the training
of philosophy is lacl{ing in most every’fhing. So

these two genilernen took an interest [in me]

because [ was Working as an art installer at

the Whitney Museum, and they said that they




Something nice is coming fo

you in 't

bo.sico.lly both came to the conclusion within
a couple weeks of each other that I wasn't a
great painter. [ wasn't going to make it, which
was crushing. But [’fl’ley said] that because of my
personality, because of the way | think about art,
that I should really pursue [curct’fing]. [ wasn't
born to the righ’t fo.mﬂy to pursue it, [ wasn't
born on the East coast. Everything was against
me. So, [my career has] been this progression
of just persistence, self-reliance, and ]ouilding a
network of like-minded people, of builcling good
will within my community. [ wasn't born of [the
right] family, I don't have a PhD, I will never have
a PhD, [but it doesn't matter]. [A curator needs]
a Willingness to experience life. I will wear out
shoes going to museums. I will wear out my ears
going to any sort of sound [performance]. So, 1
have this clictionary, this base of experience and
knowledge. It ends up, art all ties together with
science which all ties Jcoge’fher with literature; it's
all the same ﬂ'ling. It really is. You come to [the]

realization that were all human, and we all

have gif’fs. If you listen and have the patience,
then it all kind of works ’foge’rher, fits ’foge’rher.

My favorite people to talk to at
museums [are] the guards. They
stand there day in and day out.
They look at the art, but they
also hear every]oody that walks
through, so theyre this sponge of
[hearing things] like "Well, this
shows a dog. .. Very few curators
go onto the floor after the [gallery]
opening. It's done, and ’fhey're onto
the next thing. That's just poor
Jfhinl{ing‘ and irresponsi]ole. Not
every’fhing in a museum is art or
good; there are reasons for it, though.
Unclers’fancling the reasons should
be the forum, so that you can say
‘well, I don't like that because...
rather than T don't like that because
my child [could] do it If you can
impart that 1o.nguc1ge, those tools,

then as a curator you've succeeded.”
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An Intimate
Evening With

eadanuts

Daniel Marco Martins

Peanut butter: how delicious.

Peanut M&M's are better than the reqular M&Mss.

There's no’fhing like cro.cking peanut shells at a ball game.

[ wouldn't know.
[ smoke cigarettes every day.
I'l try a peanut at some point.

Kill me instantly,

Not gradually,
Like black pack Spirits.

They never did the trick;

At least, not the way a peanut would.
Then again, why should they?

Why do such a ’thing?
How can a cig save a life
And a peanut kill the same one?

[ think I'll buy a pack of Peanut M&Ms,
Melt the candy coating into the buds of my tongue,

Taste the sweet sugar with

Chocolate emanating Jchrough cancly cracks,

Spi’f it out last second
Before the killer bean can reach my blood,

And afterwards 1igh’f a cigarette,

Smile and say: not bad, for a peanut.

rastafar-I
Damian Bellotti
Graphite

18 in. x 24 in.

The Bridge Award Winner
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Four of a Kind

Cassandra Laslie
and Glaze

Ceramic

5

n.

X

5

in.

X

3

in.

each

The

|l ce Crea

James Holbert

The man named Yani Bibaldie stood in the middle of the road looking
back where he had come, and he ’chough’f for a good deal of time. One of
his sandals lcty behind him and he looked after it because he was trying
to think of a solution. The strap had snapped and the sandal had come
loose before Yani Bibaldie knew it was missing. He had walked several
hundred feet without feeling the pain in the heel of his unsandaled foot,

where peb]oles and rocks scrapecl his skin and the dirt tweezed its way up
between his toes. When he had discovered this feeling, hed s’coppecl.

Now, this was not a Well-paved road and not a lot of traffic, vehicular
or otherwise, came down this way. But because of the sheer amount of time
that Yani Bibaldie stood on this road looking back at his lost sandal, he did
have one visitor. There was an ice cream shop at the end of the road where
people usually went. It was where Yani Bibaldie had planned on going
until he realized he no longer had a sandal under his foot. There was a ]oig
cone in the distance, Jfopped with a pinkish-red scoop of ice cream, and this
sat on top of the shop and twirled around. Sometimes Yani Bibaldie stopped
staring at his lost sandal and s’fopped trying to think of a solution to his
pro]olem so he could look at the rotating dessert on the horizon. But that
wasn't very often.

After a time, the visitor came his way and Yani Bibaldie did not
recognize him. Yani Bibaldie lived in a small town, small enough to know
the children ]oy name and the names of their parents, who Yani Bibaldie
sometimes went out and had drinks with if it was the appropriate time of
day and if he had the appropriate relo.’cionship with them. This man was
not from the town. So he was a traveler as well as a visitor, which migh’t
very well have been the same thing.

“Youve been s’co.ncling here a long time, I ga’rher," said the traveler.

He looked very much like a traveler to Yani Bibaldie. He had a

rucksack and a brimmed hat and he was sweating about as much as you
would expect a traveler to sweat, which was a lot.

‘Long enough to outlast the vulture,” Yani Bibaldie said. There was a
vulture on the side of the road and it was s’finking and its wings were
curled in such a way that it looked demonic. Yani Bibaldie pointed to it.
There were flies ]ouzzing around it louder than the peepers would sing

during the nigh’fs. ‘He has died of starvation.

The traveler squinted. It was true that he looked like a man of the world
to Yani Bibaldie, and he pegged him for a European. Then there was that
mustache and men around here never grew proud mustaches like that. It
was a strange thing. Yani Bibaldie wanted to say that he felt as if he had

known the traveler well, but he could not because it just wasn't true.
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‘T'll be off” the traveler said, “since there is no way that I can fail you."
Yani Bibaldie already believed the traveler had failed him.

‘T think I'd like some ice cream,” the traveler said. "How is that?”

"You can get some ice cream, Yani Bibaldie pointed. "Help yourself."

The traveler went away and Yani Bibaldie watched him go. He looked
like a ]oig hulking rucksack with legs underneath. It was an absurd image

to watch and Yani Bibaldie almost lo.ughed. But his situation was so dire
that he could not.

The problem was this. Yani Bibaldie had already made so much
progress between the time he lost his sandal and the time he realized he'd

lost his sandal. Going back to retrieve it meant rqveling up that progress the

way you ravel up a carpet into one big heavy scroll. Plus, there was the
loss of time. He would have had to waste some of it regressing, raveling up
his progress. But he could not go on either. His foot hurt. He did not want

it to hurt more by Walking. Roads were too Jfhrecﬂfening to the human foot
if not properly attired. He did not want the pe]o]oles to become a part of
him, because surely ’rhey would dig into his foot until ’rhey burrowed all
the way inside. The next time he went swimming he would likely drown
because his foot would be too heo.vy. There was no’fhing to do.

Then the traveler came again. He appeared next to Yani Bibaldie
because Yani Bibaldie was still looking at his sandal behind him in the
middle of the road. He did not see him coming;, but he was not surprised

when he saw the traveler.
1 brough’c the rifle, the traveler said.

He was holding a cone of ice cream in each hand and then he forced
one all the way into his mouth and sucked in and out because, Yani
Bibaldie imagined, it must have been very cold. With his free hand, and
with srrqw]oerry ice cream pooling out of his mouth, he indicated the butt
of a gun that sprou’ted up from his rucksack.

"For you or the vulture?” he said.
“The vulture is dead,” Yani Bibaldie said. “Youre too late”
"Am not,” the traveler said.

He went to reach for the butt of the gun but it was too awkward. He
s’fruggled and whipped his free arm around. Then, he leaned back and
dropped the other ice cream cone in his mouth to free up his other hand.
Yani Bibaldie watched him fall over, the rucksack pulling him down. He
squirmed and flailed as he choked on the ice cream, filling his throat, cold

and piercing and s’traw]oerry red.

The Day Dreamer
Nichole Manfredi

Plaster,

9

in.

X

9

wood,
in.

X

fabric,
18

in.

paint
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Shaping
Faces

Jeff Smith

When my mouth was flush

with dirt, every mote was real as nails.

Right now,

in my silent living room,

[ can feel one saddled into my molar's crown.
The taste is nickel, ceramic, and

hateful.

Later,

When my Jfemple flared

against my pillow, the noise was a primql ﬂap

through the fluid in my head. I

was certain a ﬂy wWas loclged in my ear canal.

It flew in while [ was playing near the laundry line.

Later still,

after [ clumped clay together
from under the roots of a river-ish tree,
[ molested a mouth and eyes into
the pile with my finger.

[ put the face on a paper plate,
then into the oven.

[ didn't know how to turn it on.
Dad said, you idiot.

That's not a kiln.

He could be righ’f, sometimes.

Untitled

Coleen O’'Hanley
Photography

13.17 in. x 9.87 in.
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in the shell of
the antilles

Crashing on the Rocks Sharrisse Viltus

Kelly Thies

Acrylic The Bridge Award Winner

1T in. x 14 in.

i. what you have to know about my mother’s country is that she's beautiful. the kind
of beautiful that takes you ]oy the hand and beckons you to look closer.

ii. you must also know that there’s blood in the roots of my mothers country. it
fertilizes the farm fields and grows the sugarcane.

iii. my mother’s country is the crescent side of a 1arge island, surrounded by ocean
shores that reflect the sun’s brilliance in broken pieces. she is fondly called the pearl of
the antilles ]oy the very hands tainted in rusted red.

iv. my mother's country carries the weigh’t of the sun on her back. she only knows
swel’fering summer. it is her only season—there is no winter or autumn or spring. but
watch out for that time of wind and rain.

V. my motherss country also carries the orphans of the world. she has crafted them into
warriors: hard, strong, pride in their veins. she has made them artists too: musicians,
painters, graceful dancers. Jfl’ley remember, Jchey honor, Jchey celebrate. ﬂ’ley wear
white against their black skin and offer their hearts to restless spirits.

vi. the old 1qngque of my mother’s country is gone, but it has a child. it is mixed of
other tongues and when you listen carefully, you can hear the voice of its father.

vii. my motherss country does not know how she feels about her canines—her people
love them and hate them in equal measure. clean, obedient clogs live behind ga’tecl
homes as guardians. boney, matted-fur dogs are kicked away ]oy dust-crusted feet and
live in the qlleys of the co.pi’co.l city. Jflrley are all demure and sof’t-’conguecl (you can
hear them at nigh’c).

viii. my mother’s country is the hills and mountains and valleys and uncharted
forests—her air carts the exhaust of old cars and smoked wood. she is the mounds
of earth in the distance, away from the cities. the roads are uneven and, in the
coun’fryside; green corners the sides as if waiting to reclaim what is hers.

ix. my motherss country is the only country in the western hemisphere with a
majestic citadel. it sits at the crest of a mountain like royo.l’cy on a throne. as the
people remem]oer, a king desired a massive fortress on a neigh]ooring mountain. in his
arrogance, he did not ask permission from the spirits. my mother’s country ’faugh’f him
humili’ty in the ruins of his first castle curled with green wildlife grown overnigh’t. he
asked for permission once more on another mountain. the spirits said yes and that is
where the king now rests.

X. my mothers country is beautiful—she is ear’thy and cannot be swo.yecl. she is
curved and reflects the ligh’f of the sky. she lives in the open shell of the world and
cradles her children in the open palms of her hands.
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Hades Writes a Welcome Home

Letter for Persephone

Nazzaro

Katherine

Dear Persephone,
Welcome back.
We've missed you.
[ve been counting the days,
waiting for your return.

Do you like the banner?

Dear Persephone,
Cerberus misses you when youre gone.

He spends all April whining.

Dear Persephone,
[ missed you too.
Like a phantom limb,
like a hole in my heart.

Dear Persephone,

Tell me that's not dirt beneath your nails.

Tell me you weren't crying yester&qy.
It's been so long, tell me
the date didn't sneak up on you.

Tell me you were excited to come home.

Dear Persephone,

Every day without you my heart breaks.

Dear Persephone,
| only look at the calendar to see
when you're coming back.

Dear Persephone,
[ love you.

Dear Persephone,
[ just want to see you smile again.

Dear Persephone,
I'm sorry.
I'm so sorry.

Dear Persephone,
Welcome home.

Mariposa Seeds

Jessica Lazarus
Ceramic

n.

X

2

in.

13



Green Teapot with Tray and Cups
Trudy Bryant

Ceramics
8 in. x 4 in. x 7 in.
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The engine of her crappy Sedan wheezes
under the pressure of ]oeing idle for more than
five minutes. It shakes the car with a rattle more
severe than her Aunt Hilda's smokers lung, SO
much so, that she can prac’tically hear good old
Hiidy ho.cking away the black in her throat.

Hwuack, hwuack, hwuack!

She sits in the drivers seat, hands giued on
10-and-2, elbows slighﬂy pinched inwards—a
scene straight out of the crappy VHS specials
they played in her Drivers Ed. class—as she looks
out ot the empty parking lot. Tt's piich black out,
save for the lighi posts that are scattered around
the cracked pavement, almost as if put up as
an afierihoughi—seiiing up spots of soft yeﬂow
iighi, brighi enough to illuminate the poihoies in
the pavement and outline her silhouette with a
smack of gold across the cheekbones.

She turns to Scratch, sitting in his ever-silent
nature in the passenger seat of her car. He's
been attuned to the ﬂickering of one of the
iighi posts, a seizure of Jcwi’tching iighi, with

raft curiosity for about 10 minutes now.

Sometimes she likes to think of Scratch as an
innocent puppy dog, with the way he watches
Jfhings play out around him. Never engaging,
never fighiing back, just Jfo.lcing it in as a third
party spectator, with his head cocked siighﬂy
to the left. All that's missing is the ﬂoppy ears.

Sometimes she likes to think of him as a
guardian angel, her friend, her protector.

On scary, dark days, she thinks he's a demon.
She has no proof either way.
Y know, because he never speaks.

"Airighi. New pio.ce, new siory," she says, if
only to dissolve the pressure of nighi in the car.
Prying her hands off the rubber grips of the
wheel, she yans the keys out of the ignition.

She hears her dad's nagging voice reminding

Scratec

Erin Cregg

her to be genﬂer to the car, but she shuts it
out by pulling her Moleskine journal out
of Scratch'’s iong fingers. Old and worn at
the edges, she's had this journal since she
Was eighi, and, even ihough she writes

in it prqciically every day, it never seems
to run out of blank pages. A bottomless
suppiy. There are times when she thinks
she’s finally reached the end, but then
shell find a new empty page.

Scratch likes to hold her journal for
her. In fact, these days, he never seems to
want to let it go. Sometimes she'll catch
him reo.ding it when she comes home from
school. It's pro]oqbiy because the words
within it are what make up the texture of
his skin, her loopy scrawl scratched in his
epidermis like shiiiy home tattoos.

Secratch was born Jtl‘lrougl‘i her words.
One dc.y, out of the blue, he just o.ppeared,
silent and Vigiiani. Ower time, more and
more of what she wrote became esseniiaily
just him. She'd call him her Wo.lking
]'ournal, but sometimes it seems too serious

of a situation to simpiify it to that.
Sometimes, she isn't even sure he is a he.

He isn't exacﬂy human. Sure, he has
two arms, two legs, ten fingers, ten toes,
but that's where it ends. If she were to
try to draw Scratch, anyone who'd see
the drawing would say he looked creepy.
With a tall, siurdy build of 6-foot-7,
Scratch towers over her with go.ngiy limbs.
He has two eyes, of no pariiculdr color or
shape, and he lacks a nose and a mouth.
He never wears clothes, and he doesn't
seem to have a need for them. Her written
words cover his skin from head to toe.
She's positive Jcirley're hers; she's spent many
hours reading them to be sure.







OWS,

James Holbert

the executioner looked at me sympo.’fhe’fically,

told me to ho.ng in there,
and [ died of laughter.




Keﬂey E. Barrett

Kelley Barrett is from Weymouth, Massachusetts, and is a junior at Bridgewater
State University. She is an English major with a minor in communication studies.
She is passionate about all things related to comedy and hopes to continue
writing stories that use humor to illuminate larger, more serious issues.

Damian ]. Bellotti

Damian Bellotti studies fine art and sculpture at Bridgewater State University.

Emi]y A. Brady

Emily Brady is a fine arts major at Bridgewater State University. She has a
concentration in both photography and graphic design. She is currently the
owner of EAB Photography, and specializes in portrait photography. Her
interest in art began at a very young age, and has always been a very natural
and meditative outlet for her. Her skills range from drawing, painting, and
photography, to sculpting, and crocheting. Brady hopes to continue the growth
of her photography business and would like to get a feel for other career options
as she furthers her education at Bridgewater State University.

Caitlin Rose Bracﬂey

Caitlin Rose Bradley is a senior with a double major in English and theatre arts.
She has always loved reading, writing and storytelling and hopes to continue
to write and to eventually become a college professor. She looks forward to
graduation in May 2016.

Trudy L. Bryani'

Trudy Bryant is a crafts major with a concentration in ceramics as well as a fine arts
major with a concentration in sculpture. After graduation she hopes to either pursue
work in a ceramics studio or further her education to become an art teacher.

Kathleen Carroll

Kathleen Carroll is a freshman majoring in art history at Bridgewater State
University. She is from Dorchester, Massachusetts. Kathleen hopes to work in

a museum in the future, and her ultimate goal is to make the fine arts more
accessible to urban youth When she isn't studying art, she loves to make her own,
whether it is through creative writing, photography, or theatre.

Sanﬁago M. Chaves

Santiago Chaves is a graphic design major always on the lookout for ways to display
his work. In his own words, Chaves uses his art as an outlet to express his feelings.

Alexzandra Diclcey

Alex Dickey is a freshman at Bridgewater State University majoring in
elementary education and art. She loves working with kids and has always loved
making art. In her future Dickey hopes to be an art teacher to teach kids to love
art and show them the amazing affects it can have on people.

Devon A. Forrester

Devon Forrester is a fine arts major, concentrating in graphic design. She has
aftended Bridgewater State University since the fall of 2013. Forrester loves
working with all mediums of art, including fiber arts.

Noemia Frietas

Noemia Frietas is a staff member here at Bridgewater State University who
loves art. In her own words, she “[takes]art classes to cleanse the soul.”

Jose C. Gouveia

As an art education major, Jose Gouveia's future plans consist of being an educator,
but other than that, everything is all up in the air. Gouveia plans on continuing his
life as an artist, musician, and skateboarder, and allowing things to fall into place
as a reaction to how he portrays himself through his hobbies and art.

Kiana R. Govoni

Kiana Govoni is an Eng|ish major with a writing concentration who also p|ons fo
declare minors in both Asian studies and film studies. She plans to study abroad in
Japan in the fall because of her love of languages. She plans to become a translator
and an interpreter. In addition to her interest in languages, she also enjoys writing
fiction stories. She wants to pursue her dream of becoming a translator and a writer.
She continues to work on creative projects, including short stories.

Erin Cregg

Erin Cregg is from a tiny town in central Massachusetts called Baldwinville.
Currenﬂy a first \elelg grophic design major with a passion for art and writing, she
hopes to end up following in the field as a graphic designer. Her dream is to one
day publish works of fiction.

James Holbert

A Bridgewater State University alum, James Holbert now has BA in English with
a concentration in writing. He staffed as a literature editor on The Bridge Vol. 11.
His fiction has appeared in The Bridge, The Offbeat, Sliver of Stone Magazine,
and Driftwood Press.

A.l)by Hess

Abby Hess is a graduate student in English at Bridgewater State University
and works full time at an academic publisher in Boston. She graduated from
Susquehanna University for Creative Writing, and has had creative non-fiction
published in Plain China and creative fiction published by JuxtaProse magazine.

Sfephanie Janeczek

Stephanie Janeczek has portrayed space in her art before, but this piece is her
first experiment outside of canvas paintings. She enjoyed this challenge because
it encouraged her to think outside of two-dimensional paintings. She navigated
the challenge by configuring the sculpture as a wrapped canvas to translate the
same message.

Jessica O. Kesaris

Jess Kesaris is an elementary and art education major. She is a huge Disney lover,
alumni of the Disney College Program at Walt Disney World, and current seasonal
cast member at Walt Disney World. During her college program, Kesaris saw
Disney-’rhemed shoe Christmas ornaments at her work location and ins’rcmﬂy fell

in love. Upon returning to school, she chose to create a painting of these shoes

to celebrate her love for the company and characters. Kesaris plans to be an
elementary teacher, and would love to one day hang the painting in her classroom.

Troy A. Knighf

Troy A. Knight is a management major with minors in aviation science and studio
art. Currently, he is working as a real estate agent as well as a C-5 Crew Chief

in the Air Force. Knight uses art as a hobby and a creative outlet during stressful
semesters. He hopes to keep practicing it even after his college years.



James Kutlowski & Brittany Townley

James Kutlowksi came to Bridgewater State University with the intention of
pursuing a career as a high school biology teacher, but in the spring of his
sophomore year, he was invited into the Cellular Research Lab By Dr. Jeffery
Bowen and Dr. Merideth Krevosky. The experience of doing hands-on cellular
research in cancer biology showed him what he could be capable of, and
changed his career path. Kutlowski's passion for biology was further intensified
by a summer spent as a microscopy facility assistant at the world-renowned
Marine Biological Laboratory in Woods Hole, Massachusetts. During this
summer internship, he was mentored by Brittany Townley, a BSU graduate and
former member of the Bowen/Krevosky lab group. Townley trained Kutlowski

in microscopy and assisted him in capturing many images, including the one
featured here. At present, Kutlowski is a biology major and biochemistry minor
who intends to pursue a PhD in cellular or cancer biology, with the long-term
goal of eventually becoming a biclogy professor at a university. Brittany Townley
currently works as a post-baccalaureate research fellow in the lab of Dr. Avinash
Bhandoola at the National Institutes of Health in Bethesda, Maryland.

Amanda Labriola

Amanda Labriola is a senior English major who plans to attend graduate school
following graduation. A lover of words, some form of writing will accompany her
in her every endeavor.

Cassandra M. Laslie

Cassandra Laslie is in her third year of college, and is graduating in the Spring
of 2016 with the hopes of enrolling for her Masters Degree here at BSU. She
loves to travel and wants to adopt all of the senior dogs from animal shelters and
cuddle them all up.

Jessica Lazarus

As a teacher, craftsperson, and designer, Jessica pursued her passion through
an undergraduate degree at the Massachusetts College of Art and Design, in
Boston, MA. Following a dual degree in art education and metalsmithing, she
continued exploring a variety of materials and art-making techniques to further
her ’reoching abilities and artistic s’rreng’rhs for her students. She is curren’r|y
enrolled in the MAT program at Bridgewater State University in Bridgewater,
MA. As a Visual Arts Teacher at the Bridgewater-Raynham Regional High
School, Jessica aims to share in her views in art and the environment with the
community at large.

Ka]eigh Longe

Kaleigh Longe is a third year English major. True to stereotypes, she waits tables
to support herself until her writing career takes off.

Eric Lopes

Eric Lopes is a new media major at Bridgewater State University. His goal for
the future is to work with Complex Magazine. He has a great love for fashion,
music, and culture.

Jenna H. Lopes

Jenna Lopes is an English major with a writing concentration in her senior year
at Bridgewater State University. She plans to make money after graduation
preferably through writing.

Nichole B. Manfredi

Nichole is a senior at BSU studying fine arts and marketing. Her fine arts
concentration is in painting, but she enjoys working with a variety of mediums.
She aspires to find a career that will combine her studies in both fields, allowing
her to fully expand on her capabilities.

Daniel Marco Martins

Daniel Marco Martins is a senior English major at Bridgewater State University.
He is involved in an independent study of Portuguese writers José Saramago
and Fernando Pessoa, and intends to continue his study of Portuguese literature
in graduate school. Martins is a first-generation Portuguese American whose
parents come from the island of St. Michael, Azores, an archipelago that sits
directly east of the Iberian Peninsula.

COdy‘ M MCIIX

Cody M. Marx of East Bridgewater, Massachusetts is a freshman at
Bridgewater State University. He is a double major in English and political
science, and he plans to attend law school and work as a defense attorney in the
future. This is his first published poem.

Laurie Mathews

Laurie Mathews will be graduating this spring as a fine arts major, with
concentrations in sculpture and art education. She hopes to continue developing
her skills as an artist, while pursuing a career as a teacher.

Andrew M. McGinnis

Andrew McGinnis is a fourth year honors student at Bridgewater State
University majoring in biology and history. McGinnis plans to teach high school
biology after he graduates. He hopes to get the upcoming generations excited
to learn about and interact with in the sciences. He has spent three semesters in
an on-campus biology research laboratory under Dr. Bowen and Dr. Krevosky
and hopes to use the skills he has learned there to help get his future students
excited to learn.

Bn"H'ney Melvin

Brittney is an English major at BSU who has been jotting down poetry in
notebooks for years. She originally planned to become a teacher but is now driven
to pursue a career that focuses on her writing. Although she is unsure exactly what
that entails yet, she is excited to explore her options while following her passions.

Katherine Nazzarro

Katherine is currently a junior English major. This is her third time submitting to
The Bridge, and one of her poems, “Three Things to Remind a Mermaid” won
2nd place for open or free form poetry from the Golden Circle awards from
Columbia Student Press.

Co]een O'Hanley

Coleen O'Hanley studied English and writing at Bridgewater, and has worked in
book publishing for eighteen years.

Cidalia Pina

Cidalia Pina is a senior at Bridgewater State University completing a bachelor of
science degree majoring in geography with an environmental focus, and a minor
in studio art. Pina hopes to combine her love of mapping, geography, science,
and culture with her passion for art, nature, and the environment.



Sophonie Robert

Sophonie Robert is a communications major with a concentration in film, video
and media studies. Her minor is in studio art. Her plan for the future is to attend
graduate school and become a television producer for a talk show or television show.

Josh Savory

Josh Savory is a graduate student at Bridgewater State University. On some
mornings, he too can see the infernal plane.

Matthew Joel Small

Matthew Joel Smalll is an unconventional art major whose goal is to become a
Massachusetts State Trooper. Smalll uses art as his outlet as a criminal justice

major. He is a Specidlist in the U.S. ARMY National Guard. Metals was his
favorite medium this past fall semester. This is shown in his steel poster depic’ring
J).C. Leyendeckers original art marketing USA Bonds During the second world
war. The image shows a Boy Scout giving the "Be Prepared” sword to the Son

of Liberty. Small learned about this piece in his U.S. Constitution class this past
fall semester, and it made a great impression on him not only as a soldier, but an
eagle scout as well.

Jeff Smith

Jeff is a current graduate student of English at Bridgewater State University who
has decided to finally try his hand at poetry. He received his B.A. in English from
BSU, is an Army veteran, and plans a triumphant return to fiction writing now
that his poetic energies are expended.

Keﬂy A. Thies

Kelly Thies has been involved and interested in art for her whole life, especially in high
school where she was able to explore multiple mediums and styles. In the future, Thies
would like to pursue more art occupations to see where it can bring her.

Timoﬂ:y Francis Urban

Timothy Urban is currently enrolled in the Master of Arts Program in English at
Bridgewater State University. He is currently working on a thesis which explores
how David Foster Wallace uses irony in his short fiction. He has previously
published work in the anthology View from the Bed; View from the Bedside and
in the online magazine The Smoking Poet.

Sharrisse Viltus

Sharrisse Viltus is an English major and public relations minor. She is scheduled
to graduate in the spring of 2017, hopefully employed and with a puppy.

Julia Whalen

Julia Whalen is a first-year biology student who hopes to become a high school
teacher in the future. Her favorite things in life are plants, sunsets, and her four cats.

Jennifer M. Wo]fgang

Jennifer Wolfgang is majoring in fine arts at Bridgewater State University
and is working on her career as an illustrator. Wolfgang resides in Plymouth,
Massachusetts surrounded by supportive friends and family.



Jesssica Melendy

V O | u m e Tve Alreo.dy Taken My Medication’

First Place Open (free) Form Poetry

Taylor Almeid
T W e | V e “quzl :;r” meida

Second Place Open (free) Form Poetry

Honors

"Digh’fon Rock Translate’
Certificate of Merit Open (free) Form Poetry

Deanna Hass
‘In Between the Pages of a Cocktail Menu’

Associated College P
S el e Second Place Closed (traditional) Form Poetry

Pacemo.ker Awarcl

Shane Philips

Columbia Scholastic Press Association “Terminal”
Staff Second Place Fiction
The Bridge
Third Place Overall Design Gabriella Diniz
Staff ‘Graphic Design Thesis’
The Bridge Certificate of Merit Use of Typography on One Page or Spread

Second Place Cover Design
Nicholas Maskell

Staff “More Tea, Mr. Cthulu?”
The Bridge Second Place Single Illustration: Hand-Drawn

Second Place Table of Contents Page
Nichole Manfredi

Staff ‘Exposed’

The Bridge Third Place Single [llustration: Hand-Drawn

"The Fairy Tale Character's Book of Proper Etiquette

& Manual of Politeness’ April MacDonald

‘Me in a Polaroid”

Certificate of Merit Use of Typography on
Certificate of Merit Single [llustration: Hand-Drawn

One Page or Spread

Staff Jillian Monska

The Bridge Stay Away
Certificate of Merit Single [llustration: Hand-Drawn

‘Countercultural Mainstream”

Second Place Li’terary Mul’fi-page Presentation
Shannon Collings

Staff First Place Portfolio [llustration

The Bridge

‘Cthulhu/ Pity Sprea&"
Certificate of Merit Specio.l or General Interest Mo.go.zine

MG.IY'E].].QII CCI.VQ].].O.
"Play Ball’

Salle Spicad Certificate of Merit Photography
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The Bridge will return again soon.
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