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Dear Reader, 

 

 Thank you for showing your support for Expressions by 

opening the pages of our 2015 issue. The little literary magazine 

which you now hold in your hands is a small constellation in the 

literary universe—tiny in comparison to other magazines, yet  

absolutely beautiful in and of itself. 

 In order to put together this year’s issue, we have been   

collecting artwork and written pieces throughout the Fall and 

Spring semesters. Each piece selected to be published this year 

was voted on and discussed among our eleven editors over the 

course of both semesters. We were honored by the number of 

pieces we had the privilege of reviewing; in the end, we           

considered nearly 200 submissions by writers and artists from 

all over our college campus. 

 
     



As Rainbow Rowell wrote in her novel Eleanor and Park, 

“Art wasn't supposed to look nice; it was supposed to make you 

feel something.” We believe that this is what literature and art 

are meant to do: to ignite our emotions and encourage us to           

become inspired. We hope that you, the readers, can gain your 

own inspiration from the skilled authors and artists who helped 

make this year’s issue possible. 

 As we assembled the magazine this year, we asked          

ourselves just what is a literary magazine? One word kept ap-

pearing in our definitions: community. Our goal as editors is to 

deliver to the SUNY Adirondack community a sophisticated col-

lection of this college’s finest pieces of writing and artwork from 

contributors around campus. Thank you for your continued sup-

port; without you, the community, there would be no Expres-

sions. 

                                          Sincerely, 

       ~The Editorial Staff 
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Editors’ Choice: Written Work 

I want the father in the black and white photograph, 

the one that smelled of patchouli 

and sage 

and something else – a scent always  

accompanied  

by a glassy-eyed smile. 

 

I want the father who left us  

with nothing  

but a can  

of beans 

because he believed  

he was  

a rock star. 

 

Rock & Roll Republican 

 ~Mechelle Roy 
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I want the father we found  

hitching home from Boston 

with a 

Grizzly Adams beard,  

a green double-strap duffle,  

the only  

cross you bore. 

 

I want the father who would never have 

picked sides. 

Your views were  

psychedelic. 

Salvation was  

your music and peace  

achieved through sundry riffs and 

chords. 

 

I want the father you were 

before you took that trip, 

the one where you found God 

and lost  

all belief in  

you. 
 

I want the father I can’t see 

but I can hear  

strumming ‘Voodoo Child,’ 

my ear pressed  

against the floor. 
 

I want the father in that black and 

white photo 

with sleepy eyes  

and hippie hair, 

who looks a bit like Jesus  

or how he’d look  

if he played  

rock and roll. 
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Editors’ Choice: Art Piece 

Sunflower Seeds 
~Anna Cassidy 
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The fear of falling asleep while driving  

Is the only thing keeping me up 

So I roll the windows down but the wind just 

Weighs my eyelids down and lets my thoughts out 

So I hope that you enjoy Portland 

And you have a safe flight,  it makes me nervous 

Cause I know that I won’t get to see you 

Whenever I want like I used to 

Sew me up new eyes that I can’t close 

And I’ll see so much more than anyone 

With stupid shit that I’ve said and smoke in your lungs 

There’s a lot of things we don’t agree on 

But for all that we don’t there’s something we do 

I just want you to know that I love you 

Sew me up new eyes that I can’t close 

And I’ll see so much more than anyone 

The fear of falling asleep while driving 

Is the only thing keeping me up 

And you know that I stall and put my work first 

So I’ll scribble this down on some paper N
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Celestial Keys 

~Charity Smith  
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Our craft crumples up against 
The smooth black globe 
That bottles our galaxy. 
No amount of the silent 
Chips of chisels, 
No soundless rat-tat 
Of jackhammers can 
Break off even a speck of 
dust. 
The great exploration 
damned. 
The universe doesn't wait 
For us to rise. 
I put my eye 
To a skylight pinhole 
And see another staring back. 

Galactic Goldfish Bowl:  
A Nightmare Before Launch 

~Kawana L. Smith  
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“Bonjour, tout le monde. Quelle belle 
journee, n’est-ce pas? Je vois que 
vous êtes tous en admirant cette 

belle statue ici. C’est merveilleuse, 
oui? Cette femme en marbre est bleue 

comme l'océan, avec des courbes comme les vagues agitées. J’ai vu 
des gens qui viennent par ici et émerveillent la statue pendant des 
années. J’ai aussi entendu beaucoup de monde qui dit du mal de moi 
quand ils viennent par ici. Certains d'entre vous m’ont insulté même 
aujourd'hui. Vous me poussez à côté et vous me dîtes de sortir de vo-
tre photo. Vous  me criez et vous dites que je détruis l’image de cette 
statue. Peut-être vous avez raison.  Je suis un homme sans-abri. Je 
ne me suis douché en semaines et semble en lambeaux. Je pue et les 
enfants ont peur de moi. Vous tous me regardez dans le dégoût et 
vous me dites d’obtenir un emploi. Je dors sur ce morceau de carton 
tous les soirs par cette statue, qui me donne de l'espoir. Ça me rap-
pelle que la beauté existe dans le monde. Savez-vous pourquoi? Par-
ce que j’ai sculpté cette statue - Il y a quarante-cinq années, pour 
être précis. C’est une sculpture de ma femme. Elle est morte dans un 
accident de voiture, il y a six ans. Elle était mon monde… Vous 
voyez, je ne suis pas un des sans-abri. C’est ma maison, ici. Mon 
coeur a trouvé une maison en cette statue de mon amant déchu et en 
l’amour que nous avons partagé. Je dis vous êtes tous ceux sans-abri; 
ceux qui sont perdus. Mon apparence est un miroir de vos oeurs 
flétris. Ah, mais je ne vais pas perdre plus de votre temps. Allez, 
prendre votre photo – mais jamais je ne quitterai cet endroit.” 

La Femme en Marbre 
 ~JJP 
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“Hello, everyone. What a beautiful 
day, is it not? I see you all are admir-
ing this beautiful statue here. It’s 
wonderful, yes? This marble woman 

is blue like the ocean, with curves like the waves. I’ve watched peo-
ple come through here and marvel at this statue for years. I’ve also 
heard many people speak badly of  me when they come by. Some of 
you have insulted me today, even. You shove me aside and tell me 
to get out of your photo. You yell at me and you say I spoil the im-
age of this statue. Maybe you’re right. I am a homeless man. I have 
not showered in weeks and look ragged. I stink and children are 
afraid of me. You all look at me in disgust and tell me to get a job. I 
sleep on this piece of cardboard every night by this statue. It gives 
me hope. It reminds me that beauty still exists in the world. Do you 
know why? Because I sculpted this statue; forty-five years ago, to be 
precise. It is a sculpture of my wife. She died in a car accident six 
years ago. She was my world … You see, I am not the homeless one. 
This is my home, here. My heart has found a home in this statue of 
my fallen lover and in the love we shared. I say you are all the 
homeless ones, the lost ones. My appearance is a mirror of your 
shriveled hearts. Ah, but I won’t waste any more of your time. Go 
ahead, take your photos – but I’m never leaving this spot.” 

The Woman in 

Marble 
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One Summer’s Day 

~Charity Smith 
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Drop of Dreary 

~Theresa  
Wederman 
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What is this heat, this invisible sun? 
In waking blankets unknit by the dawn 
Dissolving the glue as clockwork runs 
Caressing a rise toward movements on; 
 
That takes a polished child, fragrant sweet 
Indigent but fertile - future of wheat. 
And makes a man: tall, proud and so complete - 
Sleep to bright-eyed; crawling meek to strong feet? 
 
The fields call now in the world so grown - 
Long-past morning's high-chair pablum-seed 
Unknown deeds, fed and churned; all brightness sewn. 
Miles of dust, me... yon Horizon - the Sleep. 
 
Seedling greens yellow on 'til sap's dry run: 
Life's death lit by that invisible sun. 

Invisible Sun 
~Jeff Lehrbach 
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He Explores the World 

~Krista Bennett 
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I’ve been sipping on sand 

wandering through empty fields 

chasing down words to say to you 

 

But I always end up alone 

with nothing but the sun in my eyes 

and dust in my mouth 

 

the textures on my hands tell a dishonest tale 

and the deceitful stars are no better 

whispering promises of Cupid’s treasures 

 

And the naked child in the clouds 

laughs down at me 

playing his sadistic games 

 

 

Chasing Words 

~James Teasdale 
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I miss the winter nights 

when you would keep me warm 

and I would return the favor 

Every time I wished the opposite of Egyptians of 
old 

that the sun would never wake 

that night would dream on forever 

so that moment would never end 

 

but every morning the sun crept over the moun-
tains 

snow would melt from my path 

and I had no excuse to stay 
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 Mallory sat down carefully, 
brushing a strand of hair out of her 
eyes. She still hadn’t gotten used to the 

new feel of her head; so much lighter 
and bouncier, and so vivid to boot. Mallory felt as though she was 
glowing, casting a warm light on the entire coffee shop where she 
sat.  
 Across from Mallory, Ian stared ponderously at her hair. 
There was something in his eyes that Mallory recognized, and she 
thought she had some idea of what was coming. She could never 
be entirely sure, though, with Ian. Ian opened his mouth, paused 
with it hanging open, and then spoke.  
 “I don’t like your new hair,” Ian said.  
 “Really? What don’t you like about it?” Mallory cocked her 
head, observing her friend.  
 “I...well, I’m not quite sure. Maybe it’s the color, or maybe 
it’s the way it’s cut, but something about it is just really weird to 
me. You know?” Ian’s eye twitched.  
 “Are you okay, Ian? You’re doing the thing again.”  
 “What thing?” Ian asked, his head now joining his eye in a 
twitch.  

 “That thing! That thing where you...well, never mind,” Mal-
lory said, returning back to the point at hand. “So what’s the 
problem with my hair?” She flicked a lock of it behind her ear, try-
ing to reduce the amount of it facing her friend.  
 
 

Utterly Colorless 
~Jay Petrequin  
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 “I-I don’t know,” Ian said, kneading his hands together in 
his lap. “The color’s not bad, but it’s so very bright, and it’s cut so 
short, but I suppose not in an entirely bad way, I mean, hair can 
look good with colors in it and hair can look good cut short, and 
I’m not saying yours looks bad colored like that or cut like that! 
I’m not!” Ian paused, catching his breath.  

 “Well … what would you have me do about it? What would 
you have done, if you were me?” Ian laughed nervously at the 
question.  

 “You mean, like, from how it was before you cut it?” Mallo-
ry’s only response was a nod.  

 “Well,” Ian started with a gulp, “before you cut it, it was very 
long and very wavy, and it looked fine being very long and very 
wavy. I liked when you wore it in a braid.”  

 “Are you saying I shouldn’t have cut it at all?”  

 “No, no no no! That’s not it! I already told you, hair can look 
good with colors in it and hair can look good short, and I told you 
that yours looks good with colors in it and that it looks good short, 
and I said that because it does!” Ian twitched again. Mallory 
reached out a hand towards him, touching his arm.  

 “Ian, you’re doing it agai-”  

 “Do you see what I mean, though?!” Ian cut her off loudly, 
jerking away from her hand.  
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There was a pause. Ian looked flustered, staring at Mallory 
pleadingly. Mallory didn’t entirely know what to say.  

 “Hey, guys, here are your drinks,” a voice broke in, saving 
Mallory. A server stood in front of the table, holding two steam-
ing hot mugs. Mallory perked up as the mugs were set on the ta-
ble, grateful for the distraction. She thanked the server, who Ian 
gave a curt and self-conscious nod. Mallory watched Ian over the 
rim of her mug as she drank her coffee. He hid his face behind 
his cup.  

 “So,” Mallory said gently, not wanting to leave the topic 
but not wanting to prod too hard, “do you think any color looks 
good?”  

 “I-I don’t know,” Ian said, breaking up his sentence with a 
sip of coffee before continuing. “A color’s just a color, I sup-
pose.”  

 “I mean,” Mallory said, absent-mindedly running a hand 
through her hair, “I don’t think it would have looked good blue 
or green or purple. But it looks good like this, you know? It’s 
warmer, more inviting. Closer to the natural color, sort of.”  

 “What do you mean?” Ian said, his brow creasing. “I don’t 
understand, how do colors have temperature, exactly?” Mallory 
paused before answering, allowing her the moment needed for 
something to click in her mind.  

 “ … Ian.”  
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 “What? What is it? Why are you looking at me like that?”  

 “What color is my hair, Ian?”  

 “W-well, it’s light. Lighter than it used to be.” Ian’s eye 
twitched as he struggled to explain.  

 “What color though, Ian?”  

 “ … ”  

 “Better yet, what color is your h-” Ian stood abruptly.  

 “You know what? Forget it!” Ian said, his voice raised 
again. “It doesn’t matter what color your hair is, I think it looks 
stupid! It’s ugly! It doesn’t matter why it’s ugly, it just is! It’s just 
really bothersome!”  

 “Right, and I understand that, but I’m trying to understa-”  

 “I know! You’re trying to understand, and I know that! If 
anything, I don’t understand why you can’t understand!” With 
that, Ian stormed off towards the bathroom, slamming the door 
behind him. Mallory followed his path with her eyes. By now she 
was far too used to this attitude of his to get offended by it. She 
was aware that some people had started staring, and chose to ig-
nore them; instead, she took a pensive sip of her coffee, and 
waited for his inevitable, apologetic return.  

 A lock of bright orange hair fell in front of her eyes again. 
She smirked, and blew it out of the way. 
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Fall of Here 

~Anna Cassidy 
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I watch her carefully, 

as I take a sip of my soda, 

laced with just a little bit of vodka by my kind and loving uncle. 

I hadn't asked for it, but there it was. 
 

Her, my father's sister, 

whose life was full of things to battle 

from rejections to relapse. 

She hadn't asked for them, but there they were. 
 

I wonder if she knows 

that just as writing was her way of drawing her sadness out of herself, 

it injected into me a similar beast. 

I hadn't asked for it, but there it was. 
 

I wonder if she knows that I know 

about those dark months after she dropped out, 

dropping in on anyone with a vacant couch and somewhere for her to smoke. 

 

The Writer's Inevitable Legacy 

~Jay Petrequin 
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They never asked for her, but there she often was. 

 

I'm kind of like her in that respect, 

because when the voices in my head remind me about my list of regrets, 

spilling to the floor, paving the sidewalk I follow, 

my only escape, my sole exodus, 

is to write better people living better lives 

than my own mind tells me I will be able to make for myself. 

I didn't ask for this, but here I am. 

But hell, she's here too. 

And she turned out okay. 
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Nature’s Art 

-Krista Bennett 
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Buying time by walking backwards into my steps. 

She said I remind her of what she drinks to forget. 

A past tense, has-been.  

Or so it goes… 

Well I know that I am the reason autumn is never what you expect. 

And I hope the winter is better than it’s been in the past few years. 

It’s not about the space of chest without the heart. 

Not about the air that you breathe in. 

Not about the sound that’s just too loud to hear. 

It’s not about you. 

Buying time by walking backwards into my steps. 

She said I remind her of what she drinks to forget. 

A past tense, has-been. 

And all the times that I did whatever you said 

Seem reminiscent of the times I choose to regret. 

I’m just hopeless. 

Or so it goes… 

A Wolf from the Steppes 
-Drew Rubin 
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There's always subtlety to the wreckage 

Never an action without a plot 

For the smoke that fills the air 

Is from a fire that you once fought. 

 

But wildly it has grown 

Existing only to get in your way 

For the hole inside this chest 

Was a place in which to decay. 

 

Plenty more analogies 

Pertaining to the truth behind 

A past that will stay cemented 

And a future that is not mine. 

 

 

 

There’s always subtlety to the crash 

A blank stare beneath every word 

A cry behind each laughter 

A voice that is never heard. 

 

But thankfully it has grown 

Louder than it thought to ever be 

When you asked for yourself first 

I only thought of me. 

 

Plenty more analogies 

Pertaining to the truth behind 

A past that will stay cemented 

And a future that is not mine. 

 

The importance of life itself 

Is to heed the actions, no ignoring 

A past that will stay cemented 

And a future that keeps on pouring. 

The Importance 

~Kayleigh Peters 
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~John  

Hampshire 

Figure 
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I see here in The Chronicle,  

They’re dedicating another memorial to our veterans, 

Proud of their service in these regrettable wars 

That have “exacted a horrible cost” in lost lives  

“Among those who have served,” 

With the names of our fallen 

Inscribed on the walls. 

How fitting to honor our dead. 

But where, I wonder, 

Are the names of their victims? 

Where are the names of those “foreigners” 

Killed in their homes 

By us and our proxies, 

By our remembered dead? 

 

But Where, I Wonder  

~Neal Herr 
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What if their names – 

From the Gulf, from Iraq, from Afghanistan, 

From Korea and Vietnam, 

The ones we crossed the world to kill – 

Were “memorialized” as well? 

They’d cover every wall, 

Ceiling and floor, 

Inside and out, 

Of every building on campus 

And the roofs, 

And the parking lots  

And the sky beyond . . . 
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The scent of recent road kill 

while I drive to school is nostalgic. 

Its staunch odor jumpstarts the day, more 

so than any shot of espresso. 

Lingering within the nostrils 

so do the memories that belong 

to younger, lighthearted days: 

 

Those that involved the same  

group of friends meeting after English. 

Ryan’s car had smooth, leather  

seats, usually full to the brim. 

In eager company, we’d alternate  

packing the colorful, round bowls  

of each prized possession. Sandwich 

bags carrying crystallized offspring from 

Mother Mary venture into our bodies. 

Skunk 
~Dave Devlin 
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That smell, that rich, heavenly smell  

captured the essence of senior year. 

And those sticky, impossible to clean  

fingers that would ensue  

etch further into my mind, drawing 

past events into motion. 

So it is driving on this typical 

day to college; the death of one critter  

resuscitates another. Or perhaps 

it’s simply the beat up car in front of  

me that is going thirty on a forty-five. 
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I remember the first time you died 

Weeping silently inside your room 

One of three siblings 

Still felt alone.  

The second death? Well, that’s easy 

When you saw him hit her 

And you did nothing, because 

  He was your father.  

    

  

Death’s Toll  

~Kayleigh Peters 
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Third?  Carrying on the tradition 

Of anger in fists, not words 

Did you ever know of love? 

  You knew of the floor.  

Every week, the repeated fourth death 

Drowning the wounds in poison 

Your family has a family 

      And yet, you still feel alone. 

Finally, the last time you died 

Life hit you to the floor 

        But this time, you stayed there              

        And you were all in  vain.  
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~Jim Reeves  

Escape 
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 “Robert W. Parker, if you enlist I’ll 
disown you.” 
 My mother was convinced the war 

would kill me. I was convinced the war 
would kill my friends if I didn’t go with 

them. I was finally eighteen and could get out of this cursed small town I had 
been trapped in since birth. 
 “Don’t say that, Ma,” I begged. 
 “I said it and I mean it,” she said as her eyes began to water. “I don’t 
want to lose you, Robby.” 
 She hugged me tight. I felt her small fingers dig into my shoulders. She 
let out a whimpering sob as she laid her head on my shoulder. 
 “You aren’t going to lose me. I’ll take care of myself,” I promised as I 
slowly pulled myself away. 
 She looked away and busied herself with breakfast dishes as I walked 
out the front door. When the screen door snapped shut, I knew I broke her 
heart that day, but there was no helping it. My conscience weighed on me--- 
couldn’t let that stop me though. I met my buddies at the enlisting joint. One 
by one, we signed our lives away, damn determined that we would end this 
war. 
 “My old man almost tied me to his desk,” Charlie quipped while we 
walked over to the drug store afterward. We wouldn’t be going back there for a 
while. 
 We laughed in agreement and shared similar stories over sloppy joes 
and chilled pop. 
 “I was more scared of my mother’s reaction than those German bas-
tards,” Frank laughed.    
 At the time, it was true for all of us. Our parents didn’t want us to leave 
which made my leaving tougher than I anticipated.  
 

 
 

 
 

In My Mother’s Shoes 

~Kathryn Eads  
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* * * * * 
  
 “Damn it Charlie!” I screamed. “Get up!” 
 He didn’t move. I jumped up from my post at the trench and ran back to 
him. 
 “What the hell Char---” 
 I suppose you guessed it. Charlie died. I swear to God everyone was dy-
ing. The trenches promised to save soldiers, but as I tripped over dead com-
rades and ducked from bullets, the more convinced I was that they were only 
killing us. 
 Only a month ago, a bunch of my buddies had been shipped to the mud 
covered, rat infested hell I was living in and already most of us were dead. 
Those of us that were surviving wished we were dead. I slid down the dirt wall 
and collapsed next to my friend.  This was not supposed to happen. I pulled his 
helmet off and let his head rest in my lap. He had mud caked to his worn uni-
form and barely resembled a human, but the three bloody holes in his chest 
would have let anybody know that the muddy mess was at one time alive. 
 Amid the screams and explosions I cried for a good while next to my life-
less, paling friend. Over the past few days, I had lost track of most of the gang. 
As they were wounded or had a limb blown off, guys carried them back to 
“safety” in the back trenches. Some of them survived but most of them just died 
and were buried in the trench walls because there was nowhere else to put 
them. 
 I remember one night I woke up in the trench as a carcass fell out of the 
wall and into my lap. Why, I nearly shit myself and screamed something awful. 
It was Charlie that came running to me to make sure I was okay. He pushed the 
body off me and we ran down the trench a ways before we stopped again, as if 
running would help us escape such nightmares.  
 No one knew when the fighting would stop. Once a week or so they 
would band men together for “over the top offensive.” It was a fancy way of say-
ing suicide. The men were supposed to shoot the enemy in the other trenches  
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and get better aim, and thus take more of them out. Despite that, they had no 
cover and were killed almost as fast as they left the trench. 
     
 Whatever my parents hoped to protect me from could not have been 
what I experienced in those God forsaken trenches. Not even the most brilliant 
writers could have dreamed up such a reality.     
    

* * * * * 
 
 I yawned while I stirred my coffee and grabbed the paper before sitting 
down at the breakfast table. I adjusted the pages and shuffled them back togeth-
er. Sam never could manage to put it back together after searching for the fun-
nies. You would think a nearly grown young man could handle a simple task. 
 I sipped my black coffee and found the front page. My jaw dropped and I 
slammed my coffee down on the kitchen table. 
 “What’s wrong, Rob?” my wife, Mary, asked looking up from the pancake 
batter she stirred while keeping a steady eye on the eggs she was frying. 
 “Another war, damn it.” 
 I barely survived the last, got home, settled down and raised a family. 
The daily struggle to try and push grim combat memories out of my mind every 
day was one I fought silently. No one talked much about the war; it remained a 
silent memory nearly drowned out by the Great Depression. Yet here was an-
other war, hitting my face like a bucket of ice water. 
 Mary stopped stirring and life in our kitchen stood still. The eggs sizzled 
in the frying pan and the dog barked outside the kitchen door begging to be let 
in, but neither of us moved. Vivid flashbacks from the trenches flooded my 
mind, but I did not try to push them away. They lingered, they lived. 
 A door slammed upstairs and footsteps thundered down the stairs. The 
abrupt noise snapped Mary and I back into reality. Sam burst through the 
swinging kitchen door and slid into his chair at the table. He guzzled down a 
glass of milk and began to peel the orange in front of him. 
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 “Morning, Dad,” he said, wiping milk from his mouth with the sleeve of 
his letterman jacket. “Did you see the news?” 
 I stared at him silently. 
 “About the war, Dad. You’re holding the newspaper in front of you.” 
 “Oh,” I said quietly. “Yes, I saw it.” 
 “I’m going to enlist today.” 
 “You’re going to what?” my wife blurted out. 
 “You are not!” I said. 
 “Yes, I am,” he insisted. “I just graduated and I’m old enough. They need 
me.” 
 He looked from me to his mother, searching for a sign of approval, but 
did not receive any. Tapping his fingers on the table, he shifted in his chair as 
he grew uncomfortable in the silence. Unable to take it, he stood up. 
 “Gosh, Dad! You fought in the first war. I have every right to in this 
one.”    
 “No,” I yelled as I stood up. “No, you don’t. You don’t know what you are 
signing up for, Samuel.” 
 “Yes, I do, and I’m going to do it.” 
 Mary started to cry and I stood staring eye to eye with my son, my only 
child. Strong willed and stubborn just like I was. 
 “I don’t want to lose you,” I said. 
 “You won’t. I’ll take care of myself,” he said as he patted my shoulder. He 
flashed a smile and ran out the front door. 



 

38 

Who will I be at the end of this road? 

At the end of this day everything is going to change. 

Trying to find my place in this world, sometimes I get so lost. 

Wondering where to go. Left or right, up or down, to zig or zag. 

Sitting gets me no where, neither does walking. Screaming takes too much energy. 

Crying comes but I’m told not to do that. I had a plan, we had a plan. 

Up and down I watch it move. As everyone tells me to breath through it. 

But what am I gonna be? They don’t know. Where is my life going?   

I’m alone. I can’t do this alone. I wasn’t supposed to be alone. 

Laying down I close my eyes. I’m just so scared and it’s too quiet. 

I’m afraid to look when they said to open my eyes. I heard her … 

I heard her cry. They laid her on me and she looked at me. Her eyes met mine. 

I know what I am, what I’m going to be. I’m a mom … I’m her mom.  

Yours 

~Elizabeth Goodsell  
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Metallic Reflections  
~Teresa Stursberg  
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Stranded out on my own, 

Can't see what’s in front of me, 

How could you leave me alone? 

How could you do this thing to me? 
 

How could you be so cold? 

Gave my heart and my soul, 

How could you leave me like this? 

I gave you all I could and all I got was this, 
 

Feel the sting of the cold, 

Walking down this lonely road, 

Can’t find another way, 

Just another face another day, 
 

Chorus: 

I’ve lost my way through this broken town, 

Keep on falling further down, 

I’ve lost my way to you, 

I’ve lost the girl I thought I knew 

Did the best that I could, 

Take what you can find in me, 

Take all that we found, 

Throw it to the cold ground, 
 

All the mad havoc in my head, 

Forgot myself and who I am, 

Left me on this lonely street, 

In a race that I can’t beat, 
 

Found that I have lost myself, 

All that’s left is an empty shell, 

Take what’s left, take it all, 

Leave me here after I fall 
 

Chorus: 2x 

I’ve lost my way through this broken town, 

Keep on falling further down, 

I’ve lost my way to you, 

I’ve lost the girl I thought I knew 

I’ve Lost My Way 
~Tyler Benson  
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I’m falling in love again.   

Don’t give me that look 

Like you’ve heard this a million times prior.   

This time I  mean it!   

 

Yeah, the last one was crazy 

And the one before that, he was a druggie 

And the other one, passive aggressive 

And the one - I’m not making this any better, am I … 

 

Ok, so yeah, I’ve said this a lot of times before 

And as it goes to show my record isn’t so in my favor 

But this time,  

This time it’s different … 

Love Me, Love Me Not 

~Kayleigh Peters  
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The way he laughs after I’ve told a stupid joke 

When we think the same thing and say it at the same time 

His eyes staring at me, unblinking and full of mystery 

Always telling me to have a splendid day and a good night 

 

When he always brings his friends along everywhere we go 

The way he interrupts so obnoxiously and abruptly as I’m telling a story 

That one little mole on his face I stare at when he’s talking 

The weird way he walks … AND, AND don’t even get me started on when he- 

 

Ok, I’m not in love. 

This time, I mean it. 
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Part I  
 

“Catch the lights—” 

   popping 

Dim yellow blips 

within green blades. 

Shimmering silver light peers 

     down 

from the black sky. 
 

Creak   and   crack 

A wooden plank wanes. 

His frail body rock- 

                 -ing away, then back again. 

Glossy eyes gaze towards nothing. 

Sagging skin parts upon his face,  

cheek to cheek. 

Emerging cracked teeth, shone proudly.  

 

 “Bottle their beauty, one more 
time. Please?” 

 S    I     E     I    G 

      H   V    R    N 

hands shake loose the aging rail. 

Gasping lips quenched by a withered 
tongue. 

Heat rising in him, not much else. 

The wooden plank bends, again.  

 “Catch the fire, for me?”  
 

 

Once More, for Me 

~Ryan Robert Robinson  
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Part II  
 

Dampness cloisters about the  

   bare skin 

            of my calves.  

 “There’s two beside you!” 

Deep bass long forgotten… 

THUNDERS 

Erupting out the pit of his stomach. 

Lunching from lit comfort of home. 

Cracked teeth a                                  beacon, 

In an empty night. 
 

  Blips 

                        of fire 

                                       Ignite. 

 

 

Dozens! 

No, hundreds. 

Countless. 

The chase is on. 

A  

 leap.  A  swoop. 

An exasperated sigh.   

Repeated, repeated. 

Bellowing laughter 

Striking an old pride.  

    “Breathe my boy! Breathe!” 

The calm.  

      Letting go. 

Listen for once. 

Wind whistles 

Blades sing and dance. 

Relive the life. 

Catch fire. 
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Part III  

 

Innocent pale skin. 

Brighten by silver light. 

Full teeth shone. 

A white    beacon. 

Back home. 

 

Fire in a bottle. 

 Raging…every now and then, 

Sparingly. 

 

Thin but fit, my body parts  

Surround blades,  

 Plowing ground. 

                                  Herded home. 

 “Look! Look!” 

A bottle of light,  

 “Look Poppy!” 

Silent. 

 “Poppy?” 

 

Shards lye loud. 

The wooden plank, 

that       creaks, that         cracks. 

Fire lifts back to the wild. 

Free from confinement.  

   Once more. 
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“They have taught me what it is to descend 
into the bowels of hell and then try to find 

my way home.” 

 I’m going to talk about something that isn’t 
often explained or talked about from a soldier’s 

point of view; perhaps blanketed within the shadows. It’s briefly touched upon 
with many public fears and stigmas relating to this disorder. The results are 
stemming from, in my case, combat tours in Iraq and Afghanistan.  

Post-Traumatic Stress Disorder (PTSD) is a mental health condition 
that’s triggered by a terrifying event—either experiencing it or witnessing it. 
Warning signs may include evocations, nightmares, severe anxiety, and depres-
sion, as well as uncontrollable thoughts about the event. 

Many people who go through traumatic events have a high difficulty ad-
justing and coping for a while, such as heavy combat experiences or even a car 
crash, but they don’t always have PTSD. This is from our own interpretation of 
an event, some people have a “hardy  personality,” as called in psychology. It 
simply means some people have no ill effects of those stressful situations and 
have no PTSD symptoms from the events. While others, like myself, have been 
soiled with stressful events and heavy combat experiences. PTSD symptoms can 
affect everyday life if not treated with therapy and/or prescription drugs with 
close monitoring and counseling.  

Having PTSD is something many have heard about or know someone 
who has it, or you just might have this disorder and not even know it.  

My time overseas hardened me and made me numb to the everyday gun-
fire and violence I was exposed to. It’s hard to understand, but from my own 
point of view things seem to become lost, and everything becomes more danger-
ous regardless of the situations at hand.  Many people in today’s society, and  

Scars of War 

~James Giles  
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even in the past, have become less educated, and scared of many returning vet-

erans. This fear of mine has had a profound impact on my way of life and many 

others with this disorder, not to mention their families as well.  

PTSD affects my life all the time; from everyday simple tasks to the lit-
tlest, insignificant choices, all are affected by this disorder. No matter what I do 
I cannot escape the horrors, the tortures of man’s war. My memories haunt me; 
the constant gunfire, the smell of burning toxins, the rotting flesh of casualties, 
the stagnant water puddles breeding black water tides, the stale air poisoning 
my lungs as I breathe in deep making me cough, constantly.  Loud sounds trig-
ger intense feelings of dread and anxieties that I have absolutely no control over. 
My mind has been trained to react to stressful and violent situations, and my 
body follows my mind. I cannot help these reactions; instead of being able to 
make sense of things, I just go crazy and uncontrollable rage emerges. 

Let’s dig subterranean into where PTSD stalks from within the ruins of a 
man’s soul to become a shell of emotion; a frail, endless, tumultuous cocktail of 
anger , rage, aggression, sadness, depression, and a sense of always not belong-
ing and being alone after war. War breeds death and destruction, covering con-
tinents, and it begins to slaughter the blameless. The object of training for com-
bat is a simple, easy concept: kill the enemy, quick and without remorse. Em-
bedded mindsets to survive and live.  

They (the military) break you down, so to speak, shaping and filling you 
back up with knowledge to kill a human being, without remorse, and doing it 
quickly and efficiently. No thoughts, no resolutions. React to every and all hos-
tile situations, becoming hyper-vigilant and having pristine situational aware-
ness. The art of killing isn’t something for the weak; it is something that must be 
done to preserve life, on both sides of the fence, to endure war. They teach you 
to be physically and mentally tough; to be strong, react, and to think about your 
actions at a later point in time.  
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The act or “art” of killing a human being or hunting humans is beyond 
many Americans’  idea of fun or survival. I feel in my heart that it is a necessary 
evil in order to complete the mission, and have a successful operation, and most 
of all to preserve the lives of your fellow soldiers next to you.  

This disorder is an unseen scar of war. Not all wounds from war or physi-
cal combat are visible. This is the issue we veterans of wars face in today’s world 
of ridicule and returning home.  A war machine, shell-shocked, call it what you 
will, this is what I live with; feelings of worthlessness, depression, abusing alco-
hol, and hiding from the world around me.  

This disorder is something I never had before I went into combat. Before 
I deployed I was very different. The mind and body have a disagreement as to 
what I should do when certain triggers make me have symptoms of PTSD. Like I 
said, before combat I was mostly normal. I was never a recluse or worried about 
people judging me or their reactions to what they thought. After seeing bodies 
littering the dusty streets, and decaying in their own liquids festering bacteria 
and that god awful smell of rotting human flesh, it definitely takes a toll on the 
psyche. Constant bombardments of rockets and mortars rain down daily, as 
when before I went into combat I had never witnessed or even thought of how 
these things would affect me or anyone else.  

I have been subjected to multiple and intricate situations regarding en-
gaging the enemy and dealing with death and violence on a daily basis for my 14 
month tour in Iraq.  

PTSD and war change a person; not just on the outside from physical in-
juries or disfigurement, but mentally and emotionally you have become rewired 
and reprogrammed to be a killer, in love with death and the blackness of war’s 
donations. 

 PTSD has debilitated me forever. I will never be the same. Living with 

this disorder is almost impossible for my wife and myself sometimes. I cannot  
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even function in public. I have terrible sleep patterns, nightmares, alcohol abuse 

tendencies, suicidal thoughts, homicidal feelings of bloodlust daydreams, hyper-

tension, five discs in my lower back are crumbling, both knees and ankles worn 

out almost completely, my neck needs surgery in the near future, I have continu-

al migraine headaches, arthritis in my back, neck, and most almost all of my 

joints, a few scars from injuries sustained and stitches, missing teeth on one up-

per  side and both lower sides of my jaw from an explosion, lung and breathing 

issues from inhaling and being exposed to toxic chemicals and the fine dust-

laden air. This is just scratching at the surface of what my disabilities are, at this 

point in time. 

The veterans’ hospital doctors have me chewing on approximately twelve 
medications; most of them are psychotropic drugs, antidepressants, and pain  
medications. They are for swelling of joints and inflammation, headaches, sleep 
disorders, mood disorders, aggression, bipolar disorder, severe depression, anx-
iety, hypertension, suicidal inclinations, and again, thoughts of destroying oth-
ers, and stress related indications. 

I am certain I will have more issues and disabilities as time goes on. 
PTSD affects different people in different ways. I was very fortunate to be alive 
and breathing. Not many people can leave war physically and mentally un-
scathed. For this I am grateful and smiling.  

PTSD is my evil shadow; it hides behind many people, in their own dark-
ness’s of the experiences of war. Never-ending reminders of my past, I basically 
relive my traumatic experiences every day one way or another in some shape or 
form. It all depends on many factors, stress level, and my ability to manage it, 
and not become overwhelmed with “college life” and the stress to have to suc-
ceed in today’s world.  

“This is my disorder; these are my scars of war.” 
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I’ve decided to finally be honest with myself. 
I’ve decided to finally let myself feel anything. Everything. 

 
Thank you for all that you’ve done for me. 

You never failed to pick up your phone or be there when I needed someone. 
You never failed to remind me that I was never alone. That you would always be 

there for me. 
      What exactly is your definition of “always”? 

Thank you for your patience. 
      No matter how many times you had to help me out of a shitty situation, you 

would do so without complaints. 
Thank you for this summer. It was great because of you. 

 

 
I won’t forget the nights we stayed up drinking 
      telling each other things we wouldn’t have expected to admit, 
      given that we hadn’t known each other for long. 
      I didn’t have a single doubt that I could trust you with anything. 
I won’t forget the laughs we shared 
      or the surge of energy that ran through my whole body 
      every time I felt your skin on mine. 
I won’t forget the way you kissed me: 
      soft at first, 
      and then intensely and passionately. 
I won’t forget lying in bed with my head against your chest, 
       listening to the steady beat of your heart 
        

18 Year Old Acknowledging Her Feelings For The First Time  

~Julia Nolan  
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      while your fingertips grazed my back. 
I won’t forget the way you kissed my forehead 
      right before we were about to slip into sleep. 
I won’t forget the mornings I spent waking up 
      next to your sleeping, peaceful body. 
      You would always sleep later than me. 
      It gave me time to look at you and wonder how I got so lucky. 
I won’t forget your perfect smile 
      or the dimples found at the corners of it. 
I won’t forget catching you staring at me out of the corners of my eyes. 
      I haven’t been looked at like that by many people. 
      It was as if you weren’t sure what you were looking for 
      but you knew it was right there in front of you. 
I won’t forget the ridiculous way you sing along to songs 
      or how your body felt against mine in the shower. 
I won’t forget the time at the parking garage the day after you had to bring me to 
the hospital. 
      You looked exhausted and concerned, almost as if you had given up on me 
but 
      as soon as that thought went through my head 
      you hugged me as hard as you could and told me everything was going to be 
okay. 
I won’t forget the first time we kissed 
      or the first night we spent together. 
      I told you I wasn’t going to have sex with you but you didn’t care. 
      You told me you just wanted to sleep next to me. 
I won’t forget the first time you told me you had feelings for me. 
I won’t forget the first time we hung out, just the two of us. 
      We went on your boat, but it wouldn’t start. 
      I thought it was adorable how embarrassed you got. 
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I remember every stupid little, insignificant detail about you. 
      The way you called me “gorgeous” or “baby” 

      and the way you drove and your handwriting 
      and the way you said hello to literally everyone whether you knew them or 

not. 
I remember everything and part of me wishes I didn’t. 

     God knows I’ve tried not to. 
I’ve tried not to remember how amazing you made me feel all summer 

      and then how confused you made me feel 
      when you stopped treating me the way you had for months. 

I remember you slowly, but surely losing interest in me. 
I remember watching you slip away and being so mad at myself. 

      I’ve always taken pride in my ability to not get attached to people, but with 
you, 

      that wasn’t an option no matter how hard I tried to convince myself that it 
was. 

      I’ve never let anyone close enough to hurt me but I couldn’t help but 
      let that completely happen with you. 

 
I was totally, frustratingly, 100% in love with you 
      and there was nothing I could do to stop that from happening. 
It took no time for me to realize that it was you who would crack me open, 
      and you did. 
I’m so convinced that you are my person and it makes me feel like total shit 
     that to you, I am just a friend. 
What happened? 
What did I do wrong? 
How can you get that close to a person 
      or look at them the way you looked at me 
      or share the moments we shared 
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and then try to tell them that they are just a friend? 
 

I want to hate you for making me feel like this. 
      For convincing me that you had feelings for me 

      and then taking them back as soon as I let them be as important to me as 
they were. 

What was the point of breaking me open more than anyone ever has 
      and then just leaving me like that? 

I wish I could hate you for giving me memories as sweet as you did 
      and then turning yourself into nothing more than one big one. 

I wish I could hate you but I can’t 
      because you are the best goddamn person I’ve ever gotten to know. 

I wish I could hate you but I can’t 
                     because I love you too fucking much. 

 

I love every little, insignificant detail about you 
I love your flaws 
I love your kindness 
I love your humor 
I love your generosity 
I love your eyes 
I love your smell 
I love the way you make me feel when I’m around you. 
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I would love to hate you; 
      it would make this so much easier for me. 

                  But I could never do that because you are perfect. 
 

 
It’s not your fault I feel this way. 
      I’m the one who let you get as close to me as you did. 
      I’m the one who got attached. 
      I’m the one who has let every word you’ve ever said to me resonate deep 
inside my bones. 
      I’m the one who decided it was you I loved and for that, 
      I could never hate you. 
It has been a pleasure having my heart broken by you. 
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There are four chambers of the heart 

& each of ‘em feel, 

even if you have a heart condition. 

My little brother was born with a hole 

in his heart but still wore it on his sleeve 

as if it were ripped clothing. 

He never would’ve said shit if he 

had a mouthful, but nowadays 

things have changed. 

I always think of the day 

when he runs away with that one 

and breaks my mother’s heart into pieces 

without even looking back. 

I know my father can’t wait for that day. 

Four Chambers 
~Trevor Beaty  



 

 

Available in Fall 2015 
 

ENG 260: Literary Magazine Development 
 

(Only 15 seats available*) 
 

This course covers the first phase of literary magazine creation: soliciting, organizing, and 

assessing submissions. Content and history of literary magazines are reviewed. This phase of 

the selection process will introduce literary analysis and aesthetic judgment. Further editing 

skills and the principles of magazine layout and production are covered in ENG 261. 

 

 *Prequisite: ENG 101 or ENG 100B (minimum grade of C) 

 

 

 
Available in Spring 2016 

 

ENG 261: Literary Magazine Production 
 

(Only 15 seats available*) 
 

Performing the duties of an editorial staff, students taking ENG 261 will participate in the 

publishing of SUNY Adirondack’s literary magazine, Expressions.  Students will consider the 

methods of calling for submissions; selecting submissions; designing a magazine; marketing 

to an audience; and distributing/publishing a magazine.  ENG 261 will advance the basic un-

derstanding of small press publishing, art/literary criticism, and team orientation.  Students 

enrolled in ENG 261 will select the works created by students, faculty, and staff to be pub-

lished in the 2016 issue of Expressions.   

 

*Prequisite: ENG 260 or Permission of Instructor. 

 



 

 




