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Absurd Reality

Brulcn

Funny bunny headed people
Are not supposed to be

Bur they're out there

Always watching

And waiting o be seen

[tush, Rush, Rush

Mo time to bass

About such bunny heads
Rush, Rush, Rush

Mo time 1o fass

About such silly people

Drrunk and daring mocking birds
Perched upon church steeples
Thar laugh at all the bunny heads
\":"E'Iﬂ ﬁli]l I.‘!L']iL'\"L'. il'l F'”.'{ll]‘lﬂ_‘

Rush, Rush, Rush

MNo time to fuss

About such bunny heads
Rush, Rush, Rush

MNo time to fuss

About such silly people

Horizon

Guignara

The dolphin’s ballet

Athletic beaury on

Sun splashed skin

A Broadway show

Free ot charge

T'he grand finale

Soaring jumps
....'il}]:'l,ﬁl"l[.lu".'-’n

Yer the people on the beach are oblivious

'To this. the finest of nature’s shows

Involved in sand castles, kids, lotion and bools
Caughe in their own lictle world

\r\:"ri[]-l 10y FeIT I;.}'l «l rl"li"g iy (_'xl_'lullﬁi".'lf as i
Horizon.
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Untitled
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[ Saw A Child

i t"‘ﬂ ”:I[ '.-ill:_}

I saw a child

In Charlotte, on the corner of West Boulevard and
Billy Graham.

.‘_':l.lrr(:l'l]"[ll.:(_l I_}}' (Iill_'l" CONCTee, Ln]fkl‘tj [lﬂ}l\'i.'ll‘l{'i“
And prickly H.U.D. bushes

Will he ever see the sly?

Feel the air? Taste clean snow?

W har wall he learn?

Jumbled feelings make a cameo appearance

‘l Il_'l‘ .l'.l{' I]l_]::l'll:l:t ﬂ'-'.':l}' !1}' tl'll.: ml.:t:!”i{_ grilll_{ (:I'F gllit:-]'l"i
FT["H l]ll_' r:-l[li'].

an::l‘un}f, hie'll e all l'ighl
After all, he's just a child
On the corner of West Boulevard and Billy Graham

lose
vDiStefano

asheray, 11:23 on the stove's clock.

hi{lillg 'r'.-'ill'l my ||'||:||.]|.]| “'[l".,'.n llllﬁllirlli,_‘;

out unwanted words along with yow
obligation to compliment. “sometimes when
| look at vou | forget to breatche.” but

I_'In:H,T_Il._ my (l(_‘[tr.. |:'|i_|5|' Iil[]l: [ LI('! V\"illl l:r:li'klf‘l]
mirrors and silent teardrops. so 1 thanked
your atrempt and hung up the phone

'L'r"i'[h '[hl,‘ Il_lrl'lp |ll mw Tl'l roat {;r_\"i]]g YOUT 1.

#



Conflict

It’s a loud,
Fll-make-my-point-by-yelling-louder-
than-you
screaming match.

lt"s emorional
and ugly.
Voices cracl,
E}rt:.‘i I.'ﬂll]glf.
Arms wave
and fingers point.

Conflict
rolls and rumbles
like an angry sea:
I{l]l.l:l'{i”g ‘1%['”._\
1ol
from the boiling depths.
A mediator

Y artempt
to lower the volume of the conflice

h}' sg'uruking
low
himself,
only to feel the need
Loy compete
with the resurgence of sound waves
gathering and rolling
loud again.

Words are repeared
to make a point,
like successive waves
beating againse a seawall.

Bur the wall remains,
in defiance
of the crashing repetition.

There s no compromise -
only rising volume
of the opposing viewpoints,

And on
the angry sea of emation
rolls.

R L e T e S e e e RN e
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why a rose is not a rose
(to rose)

| P
Ny le)

A TOSE 15 NoL JUs a rose

everything is relared.
:

When billie holiday sings

frank o'hara sings oo

his elegy to her gleamess

when he also stopped breathing

gene kelly appears dangerously naive
against droogics

whao sing in the rain as they rape

the cathedrale of noore dame
was saved llom s fare

by hugo, who gave it meaning

you south carolina readers cringe
thinking of another hugo

funny how names can be tainted

simple words change, roo

like being gay or
having aids

and every time that a woman sY5
A MOSC 15 3 MOSC 15 2 rase

i think of bill who's got the monopaly on english
ancd how he said

a rose by any other name would smell as sweer
they tried to isolate a word

which is impossible

everything is cross-referenced and conraminared
or beautified

upon birch.

a rose is axl is the opposite of fell is sung abour by midler and the stones is a faothall

my brother's middle name is garficld
bowl has been done by the tide is french for pink is for bullfights and death is a

basehall grear who larer did ads for underwear

e e g



Reflections on Water




Pears and Apples

lincafnderson




Grow

T "n'n."ﬂ”'\: .l'.l_'y' 1,|'|[: |:-IW|'|]T|[]".-"-"CT
that’s still s0 new

its red surtace shines
and each rime

-[ ‘n'n"{l”’{ ]'.*Jr"

I check my reflection
and see large brown eyes
with cyclashes so thick
that the monkeys
swinging from the trees
in the fringe

ol another reality

are visible

and those eves

{those eyes)

stare back

at me.

Ever since [

made vou leave

the four rubber tires

on that used-to-be

sturdy lawnmower

have apparently-permanently
flatrened

and the mowm

that used-to-be

dependable won't start.

I consider my options

;I_Hd ‘l.’ﬁ"{ll'ld{:r \‘ﬁ"}l‘.‘.ﬁ.' dre ;-‘l"
the teenage boys

with lawnimosers

who scout

hﬂ]ll‘i("“_‘.l'I"'.Il.]ﬁlf

for fast

summertime money?
Can't they sec

|i|:.-' I}_}Iﬂ‘]ligh ‘.‘n’ﬂfdﬂ

mixed with generic grass
and the Livender wildlowers
that scatcered with the rain
last year?

| consider my options
while [ stand in the middle
ol the overgrowth

and |

Erie.

- e T e T R L



Pansies

kimberlyBorog « waercoln: = 227, 207
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Entertainment

I which our Monkey, starved for diversions, makes his vwn fun.

asryWalker

Muonkey sits upon a park bench

Black woal socks and mission music,
Aspic, chicken florentine and dry red wine
Amusements! Parceled, parsimonious
Full of longing—watch the ladies

Whao grow banana trees in tubs

Complain abour the weather, ailments
Politics and impolitic wairers,

Uppity niggers and rent concrol,

Buses pass in busly yellow

Tarn, return, L'.UIHI}]L'[E:I cireuic

Bulbs are lit to warm the eves of aging valentines—
Romantics. Saddled on the park bench

Monkey looks at lines from Shakespeare

Reads aloud to passing pigeons

Flaps his arms and doesn't ly—

Hamlert, in the Aiwie Nattid,

Coins a phrase—exunt below.

Creative Conflict
manztilaBeckham

My heart feels,
and strong chought reels,
but rules dictate: eanform.

Ideas abound
in words and sound,
but shape and style would scorn

such free thought
too-hast’ly wrought.
And rules dictare: conformn

- e e



Reflection

brucaWrighter = wulpure « 6° 268"« 6"
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Shoe

cddielUrbanowicz wil = 22"« 19
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Awakening

trishDYer -« photopriph = 874 107
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It's Your (1]10E|:c

rlraper

I have a library full of books. Success

Adventure mult billionaire stackbroker
toting machine guns in Viernam journalist for People Magazine
Swinging from vines in Brazil world renowned plastic surgeon
treasure hunting in Peru Failure

Romance flea ridden wino in N.Y.
tasting [ruits of forbidden magic homeless war veteran on cocaine
seducing mysterious strangers runaway dope dealer in Chicago
loving those who always love you Undecided

Drama secretary in a local law firm
developing cancer lrom cigaretres cashier at the nearby Food Lion
learning crime from ungoverned poverty cockrail waitress at Flamingo's

killing for pleasure withour consequence \ A
BT 1 I have a library tull of lives

I have a library full of books where reality is my just reward

wirh fiction as its own reality. .
: I have a lll)rul}' -

[ have a library full of lives. x g 18 o
Where will you fit in?

*



Byron at Rest??

lisaShriver - peroand ink * 247 ¢ 1G°




Terrible Things Once Happened Here

aniWright

Desks filled wich children imagination dies with verbs and theorems
white words color a blackboard broken, melting crayons thrown out.
stars, and smiley faces eraduation announces the exiting of shells
replaced by letters and rears. daydreams and lotery tickees left in an empty room.
scparate the intellects, athletes. mishes blood paints pictures as art projects are cut on skin
hidden among the small shutfling feer. Canvasses become coflins
label all symbols, shapes, colors and souls arc auctioned off
don’t torger the children too. with heaven and hell the only buyers...

analytical questions Hll the mind
paints remain locked in a desk drawer
one plus one equals two
teach this hine, the contradicting truths

R T R T T e



The Key Master

Drapar

My thoughts fade into vou...
Flowing water over rocls in a restraining river
Like spiders who weave silver-spindled webs

Memorics organize into images of your face Untitled
Cool midnight - vour eyes Prisoner - my mind, ery= Bialas
itk : g X , Lead bars Y . ;
Look at me  into me  chrough me ; il e Tk e
; Lol Tl sl surrounding :
lam naked before them - ohul a shark our in the open sea.
1y Ay W DTICSS ITss - . -
VOLLF €ves S 5 lod to glide abourt, to swim and sink
. - . sleepange Knowledee - o . . .
They detect only empuy space... b e 5 would be a wondrous thing, i1 think

your heart ) . :
: thar i would like this very much

Gold glowing - your skin -
e I think it’s strange eating fish and seals and such.
Sweat A 10K 1T 5 sTrang i E_ P ae o
Thirsting, flesh vou never knew. to lrolic in the frothy surk,
: ! ; E & £ ¥ - . ..-
Hot exhaustion - your body w0 Ef“’f T“d posture tor my mIILI 0
My body beneath yours - you touch me o DiteEMnge YOLME WIER o, Eas Dha v,

and frighten humans by the hoards,
[ am not there... to be so much misunderstood,

to bite things juse because i could.

to do my part in natures plan,

betore my kind'’s wiped out by man.

to be more than juse a see of tecth,

the sky above and me beneath.

e e e e S N S R S N e e R T S B T S TR s o
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Mystral (purples and reds)

b Vo™ e 2

ot Lk _:'r e %
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Wood

crarVaughn Ity 17" = 10 12"




Lowcountry Dusk

carltAnderson - 221707« 15
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Quiet Sickness
Beemer

Her mama said o mind her tongue
Sa she chewed her backtall

Ten times hard unal it became

A litany of "Yes, Ma'ams®

That made her mama proud

But gave her indigestion,

Teacher said to think before she spoke
So she ran the questions around her mind
And checked them for flaws

Until they got winded

And she was too tired to ask.

Preacher said not to gossip

So she kept her milestones to hersell
And brushed away her ||trig1‘11‘u‘:l'ﬂ" news
Like so many flies until they

Only buzzed among themselves

And labeled her high and mighty.

Her husband said “Wouldn't it be nice?”
So she locked “no” in an attic trunk
And tock his advice

And all he heard was “Yes, Dear”

And “Whatever you think best.”

The rest she wound around her heant
Until the layers were so thick,
She couldn’t hear it beating,

The dacror said she needed peace and quict
So, while the world dproed

Past the sign that diagnosed her wouble,
She climbed into her iron bed

And thought about the one

While dying from the other.

~



Exit ’59

Beemel

His insides rwisted ac the thought of moving o
the city, a jail in black tar prison stripes where the
inmates locked each other out. They stacked the
locks nowadays; one that came with the door, one just
in case, two more because you never could tell,
another pair lor peace of mind, and the last one for
luck. They carried those seven-brass charms like the
keys to heaven, but even heaven doesnt offer those
guarantees.,

All he'd known was the silent mountain, singing
grass and the farm that passed through five genera-
tions before it came o him, before it passed away.

He'd buried the last of his kin in the wer of
March, laid his ma to rest in the damp carth thar had
welcomed her as a new bride brought from Tennessee.
Hed witnessed cach ones leaving -- {;mtldpnp, who'd
spent his last nine years resting up from the war, worn
out from bombing faceless Germans; Granny, who'd
tended the roscbushes shed planted for her dead
children with the same care she'd given 1o the one
who lived; T, whod died as he lived - standing an
his own feer, working the land; and Ma, whose heart

had given out while dreaming underneach her
wedding quilt.

He'd known that death would ke them, would
someday take him, oo, Bur he'dd always counted on
keeping the land. It was the one thing thar didnt
change, didn't give up, give our, didn't move away o
die. Masons had lived on the mountain since 1830,
had kept it through war and depression and raxes.,
Mow he'd lost it to progress. to the highway that
would creep along the spine of his mountain like a
bad case of shingles crawling along a nerve, only this
time thered be no waiting it out.

This was the last day he'd call the place his own.
He took what he could. Hands splintered on
memorized pines, feet shod in river mud fine and
cool, til’ dry, he chewed bluegrass, honeysuckle, and
late apples. He packed his clothes, a few rools, odds
fram the house and ends from the barn, and wrapped
his pa's straight razor and sceap in the highway man’s
pink eviction paper.

The nexe morning, he rode into town and
dropped off the mare at Ernie Dempsey's livery. Emie

R e B T e o, e T e S P e S D s,




hadn't oftered much in the way of cash, but Tanner
knew the old man didn't hold with abusing horses and
had taken a whip to more than one tool who'd made
the mistake of doing so where Lrnic could see it

Bus fumes drove Tanner norch o Muncie,
Grreyhound plumes, hot and black, like the smoke
that damned his land to the ‘dozer and him o a
concrete block.

He spent the night in a tamily hotel thar hadn’t
seen a better day since the D-day bovs came home. In
the marning, he devoured a plate of ham and eggs
along with the “for rent” section of the daily paper in
i f\l:'lul}l_'.l:yr I_:I_i'l_'l{_:'r lhﬂt “’f}l_ll(l Il:I"{'[: !Tl}]l!tf I]i.:; ITAIT1A
EI]li({iiE!'.

By four, he'd rented a one-room cell, a gloomy
walk-up apartment in a building that scemed w have
|'I|_||'|.|§L'.|-l.'.|:i ll'}"n'n'n oy (,:{1,('1 il'\ I]i'L‘lltI] :llld. never t]ﬂll‘lﬁtﬁ'd
(0 get up.

He laid in a store of groceries, shaking his head at
the cellophane price of the vegerables he'd always
arown himsclt

Alter a dinner of stew and romartoes, he unpacked

the remnants of his home, He ook out his wools and
50T T l_'i_II"'.-'inE | ]1E||1Li'.'iif.l.‘t] l:[l}x \\filll [ht l:"’.]“f—hl‘lﬂ[.“':';.l
knife his great-pap swapped from General Lee. He
shaped the box. a tiny coffin, from salvaged slats of his
mamas east kitchen window shutter. Shedd once
painted them to match her ivy, but now the wood was
an old and dulled might-have-been-green.

The Indiana moon he imagined blue, shone
through the streaked windowpane, It’s cool light
seemed to soften the beveled edges of the coftin and
the bits that he laid 1o rest: the scraped off mud and
dug out splinters; a withered rose - side yard bloom; a
hi!\"f! ';P{:IUI]_ e ]_'Iidl'_L('" I'.l'l_]'lTl }ri”'lii‘_"'..‘.‘:; r‘l[‘l".‘l i h.;”ldﬁ.li
of corn, the last he'd grow.

In rhe weeks that followed, Tanner found work,
jobs as odd as the friends he made - singled out
I:'_I.J.I‘..’CS GF!JI'ICI'L'I](I-"L{V{"- l]L:t'.l'l I?Hi.r}i. "‘-:’:"rht‘l] II“:}' '\"i"ii[’E{I
his place, they always asked abour the box, but never
understood that his answer had more o do with gone
than dead.

“Whart VOL EOt in there?” theytl ask.

“Kentucky,” was all he ever said.

——#



Untitled

drewRobertson + chowsnph + 6"+ 4"
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Mama-—I Just Wanted to Go Out and Play

L

e

nabarawheelerSmith 15" 2207 < 5"




Distortion

bruc=Wrighter . I8 2y
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Dark Secrets
nrude:Hyland

They destroyed the blackberry bushes roday

Along with my summer dreams of morning excursions
Meighborhood streers empry

Except for Wilde's disciples

...l wandered down by the lakeside

Beyond the lanky pines and wildlower patches
Overflowing, redbuds reluctandy allowed me passage
Beyond the shimmering violets and their modest sisters
Sott, cool, dripping with morning dew

Gently T gathered my dark secrets in ecstasy

Until someone discovered my prizes
Ruchlessly leaving me with nothing
Bur scattered remembrances

And a metallic sign

“R.L. Williams and Associares”

On a corroded, yellow bulldozer

Sits a hard-working man in a tacered NY Mets hat
Wearing, faded blue jeans and muddy, black boots
Murttering, beneath the thunderous rumblings,
.Sf_'"l'll:ll'l i “E HI_'.I' all 1)]" ]g!'{.‘ﬁ.ﬂi
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Old Friend
scotCarie

With head laid dawn

Diream in dark of night

Visit that grim old friend

Sit and talk ul dawn

Wake with memaory bur an ache

And then one day 1o see his card in light of day

A card that says I've come and gone,

But T be back o visic vou when you're awake

Mo recollection of who has lefr their cards

In the past, in dark of night, he went from shadow to shadow
Gave no name and showed no face

Like a wraith unseen in light of day

But with each day's passing, substance gained

Until one day there’ll be a knock

And then to face vour old friend

To know the name of who in past

Came in dreams, ‘'oween dusk and dawn

You'll see his tace in light of day

Where, with memory unfogged, vou'll recall

The name of him who came at night. and wish him gone
That now vou could torger, forget the name of Toncliness

il e S e



Images of a Stronger Me

Ellis

She moves gracefully berween Earth and Heaven.
An Angel of Paradise trapped in the World of Dust,
Her eves are as decp pools thar are limitess.,

There 1s no fear when diving into her warters.

She walks but her feet do not rouch the ground.

Her voice is as a caressing wind that cools a
heared brow.

She has the patience of a river cutring into the
carth to make its bed.

She is as humble as the majestic mountain that
does nor dwarf the river but succumbs to
its patient How,

She has the strengrh of a mighty warerfall and the
gentleness of a falling mist over
a waking earth.

She dances to the beat ol a living, breathing
world,

She s neither animal nor human.

Her home is in Heaven and her place of rest is in
the Arms of the Beloved.

She moves gracetully berween Farth and Heaven.

T e R e D 0 R R A,



Earth Undun

lisaShIIVET » mixed media = 22 11" 4 20°




Best Friend

y .:r
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Doors Inside of Me

caleyDiStefano

So whole, to the eye

where divisions run deep.
So torn, o the mind

where departures will weep.
And my touch, so it laughs

at the tolly porerayed.
And my tears lie alone

where such pain is delaved.
'l hold myself aside,

as time spins its wonder
Under the stars in broken skics

of turmaoil and chunder.
Into stones U'll nurn my thoughts

and bury them with haste,
Since the poems can't redeem

the Tost time and its waste,
I'll wait until the time

that my pains are all called free,
Uneil then they will hide behind

these doors inside of me.

— e e e e R F



The Mercenary’s Song

f
LR NN |

Lady. I must confess my role in many crimes.
I have enforced the will of tyrants in distant climes.
At vimes I was a soldier, ar dmes a SPY. @ IMCrcenary, o all effects,

A blunt inscrument in the hands of anyone disposed to write me checks.

And right, all right, | ran away, so call me a coward too.

But it would it have marcered something more,

What would it signily to vou,

Had [ left my bones behind in the sand,

A blunt instrument, a hired hand, in a lousy Arab war?

Had 1 died, perishing politely, would it have changed a thing?
A reluctant martyr in the pay of a minor desere king.

You realize, it wasn't only fear.

Out there, there were no silken girls, no martter what you hear.
The taste of cordite burned our throats.

The Sultan didn’t treat us well

And things we did on dope and beer, Tam ashamed o tell.

Like when we killed thar scholar in his dig with a misplaced mortar shell,

He was dead in a flash, but now it always seems,

When 1 drink, or smoke a lictle grass,

1 have this archacologist in my dreams,

Excavating my brain like a city under the sand,
Stripping bare the dead and arrogant design,

My breached delenses, the things you never understand,
I the kitchen-midden of my mind,

Exposing shards of faded jubilance,

And jugs of bitter, soured wine,

The sear of ash, the rubble heap of wasted fime,
The burne stratum of my vears alone.

Enough of this. The journey home was fun.
Do you recall the camel track from Qarar,
How it winds north beneath the sun,

And skires the shore at Ras Tanura,

On the road to Babylon?

Or the caravanserei at Qarif,

Wohere Yol measured alg;;l]l'lst your hand,
The penis of a camel,

Direaming of water, meditaring on sand?
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Rock and Spring

At Qatil we watched across the evening tide,

As the sun threw iself in the sea,

Like an actress plaving ac suicide,

Or that special kind ol “dlesert d||nt1

Who knows full well that he can rise again. i

It was there and then we had our moment,

Fleeting as the (lash of bedouin eyes, brown beneath the veil,
Or wail of a desert dog. when the sun is high ar noon,
Elusive as the logic of an alien theology,

O the syntax ol a dune.

[t was then and there vou asked me why I Hed,
Speaking calmly as you crushed an insect by the bed,
And [ r]muQH ah sweet lady,

When all is done and said,

It's tough enough o be a cockroach,

Without also bei g dead.

ErianVaughn « -culpoure + 1972587 10"
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Alumni

Driving, The Same Direction
Seeking Any Destination

With the mindless intent
ol concrete things,

the highway takes me today
where it ook me yesterday.
| []ﬂ:\‘j 'A.'L'L'l[ ]Cl][l'ﬂ.'ﬁ-'” Hl'l'ﬂl'l:_,_'\ﬂ_‘!'fi
who mow their grass

talk o their zinnias.

E]l]l Hever T me.

They don't look up anymore,
the hum of the highway.
IiI'CIL H | I:.'l()('k [REROEA T4 |"IL':||'.":.
WS WY [hL‘ I]”Ul'h

unknown, unnoticed.

| strerched this thread of pavement
tight between two destinations,
EI i.l".i.' L:'."_'l'}"llliilg 1"{" WECTL.
I gather my stenggh for the day
my highwire highway snaps

and [ Fall,
a tigherope walker oo tired,
into a silent held where
lht' i]‘:.“.']'l!l;ll "..'U'llll?lf?‘ili[]ll t:llgillt‘
rusts behind a clump of daisies.

| stay to lett when driving,
i_“_:lr'lii]"'.' SEreH !g }'Iil!'l(l:\" ill'll.i H]]"’.‘i_”'l'li.li

ol men who will never know me.

Box #3

sephanizBlegner
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Tent Revival
vab Loudin

[

The preacher man

stood in the river,

water washing him away
down south to glory land.
We stood on the bank
drier than the last week
hetare that damn flood
washed everything away.
The preacher man

had ne fear in him.
Cottonmouths

{:1'1’]['.':' ::Irf]l]rlcl hi'\ ﬂl'll{lf‘s,

| could see him lift one foot
andl then the other.,

He danced

for the glory of Gad, brother.
He danced

tor our salvation, sister.
1":.:""1.' L{i[l"’l Wil :'"'l}" Si_l".'i"g,
We were waiting

for those snakes to strike.

11

-I-E'Il} I'WI.'..'IL'I"I".?I' 1nistn

tried to save the gypsy last week.

We saw him back of the church
preaching and singing loud

and louder than he should.
The gypsy cried cause she knew
Jesus would never have her
alter the preacher man did.
Jesus would never wash her
whiter than snow, Lord.

The gypsy cried cause she saw
1|:]:1[ I]:l"'l['l ('I]Ij[}(:r}][:ﬂfl [:I".Ii]['{l
under the back parch.

1":{";1_' il]f\l Vﬁ":{lﬂ;h(_‘d [I1L' bl'l_u;';l:.

I11

The preacher man bowed

lyis head and raised his arms
like Jesus asking for a hammer.
Someone wav down front
rolled in che grass.

The gypsy waited in the trees.
She bit her tongue until it splie,
We sat in the back row
keeping lookout for the devil.

IV

The preacher man got saved
ll][‘ h':l]'(l WV, i'-]'il'.nd.'i.

Thart rock of ages had a snake
waiting under it.

The gypsy figures

I{'Sll.‘i WalsI COTINTIE (]f'l“"ﬁ
4 =

off his cross anyway.
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Senior Elizabeth Adkins is an art studio major
from Myrtle Beach, South Carolina. From
New Bern, North Carolina, senior Carl
Anderson is double majoring in art studio and
education. Linda Anderson is eriginally from
Lynchburg, Virginia, and currently resides in
Conway, South Carolina. Thanh Banh is a
junier from Reston, "'v’i['gini;l I‘mlim'il‘l;-; 111 are
studio. |"'r1;tking her st appearance in
Archarvies, senior Marietta Beckham is an
English major. Junior Joyce Beemer is from
Greenville, South Carolina and is majoring in
English. Ovriginally from Coopersville,
Michigan, senior Krysti Bialas is a marine
science major. Joe Bissett is a scnior from
Weirton, West Virginia, majoring in are
studio. Also an art studio major, Kimberly
Boros is a senior from Myrtle Beach. From
Conway, junior Ashley Bruton is an English
major appearing for the frst time in Areharios.
Byron Carle is a senior art studio major from
Loris. Senior Scott Carle is a management

major and is minoring in marine scienee.
Richard Collin is a political science professor
at Coastal. Biology major Katey DiStefano is
a freshman from Warertown, New Yark.
Myrcle Beach resident Jenifer Draper is a
['-r{:s]'l_ll'li-'l_l'l L:lf_'rllhlﬂ_,‘ 'I'Ill_lj(}'l'il'lg i.'ll F.Ilgli!‘;h :“-I[i
i_‘f_luf_‘;{[‘imrl. ;'ﬂll.l.ﬁl_'.l I"r('lfll .‘"."f_':.-"l‘lll'.: Hlfﬂrh\ jl"'li.i.‘:*]I
Trish Dyer is an art studio major. Adalia
Ellis is a sophomore, majoring in history and
secondary education. Making his debur in
Arebarips, senior James Guignard is majoring
in English. Born in Sandusky, Ohio, senior
Jennifer Hyland is an English major.
Majoring in art studio. senior Drew
Robertson hails from Boston, Massachusers.
Senior Lisa Shriver is an art studio major
from Clyde, Ohio. Barbara Wheeler Smith is
an art studio major from Myrdle Beach. An
art studio major, sophomore Jessica Stanley is
from Moncks Corner, South Carolina.
Myrtle Beach resident Suzanne Thompsoen is
the director of Coastal's Foreign Language
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Instructional Center. Originally from Fukuoka, Stephanie Biegner graduated in 1993 with a

Japan, senior Emi Tsujikawa is majoring in an bachelor’s degree in are studio. She is the

studio. Sophomaore Eddie Urbanowicz is an art Arc Direcror at Wolverine Brass,

studio major from Myrdle Beach, From [Hileon Sarah Loudin graduated in 1994 with a bachelor’s
Head Island, South Carolina, senior Brian Vaughn degree in English. She is the Festival Direcror for
is majoring in art studio. Senior Gary Walker, the Horry Cultural Ares Coungil.

born in Charleston, South Carolina, is an English Both individuals are tormer Editors of Avedarios.

major. Junior Sandy Watson is an English major
from Myrtle Beach. Making his return appearance contributa

Angels

Coastal Carolina Aluinnd Assaciation

in Areharios, senior art studio major Bjarne
Werner is from Malmo, Sweden. Junior Dari
Wright is a business finance major from Boise, Horry Cultural Ars Council

ldaho. From E'lllg}hll'lltml. New York, Bruce C('H'.la;'ﬂl Caralina Stdent Government Association
Wrighter is a senior, majoring in art studio.

I*atrons
Atheneum
L_[[ﬂrry Cultural Arts Council Campues Program Board
A TR el s P v The Chanticleer

Aseharias is a publication produced by studencs. funded by the Student Media Camminee of Coastal Caroling Universing ard printed by Sheriar Press. Arebasion is a
member of the Associated Callepiaes Press. All eoaries are selecred and judged urilicing & blind selection policy, All rights are reservedd by che ndividual conribwners,
submissions are accepred from sradents, Fealuy, and saff throughour the academic schaol vear, Excluding faculy avel sl members, only students are ¢
awarls, Benefactrices. paronages, wad subscriprions are available annually, Please direcr all inguirics 1o dredarios, Coastal Caroling Universier, 20 Box 1954,
Canvay, Seuth Caraling 29526, ar call (803) 347-2328. The Arcfnariar office is located in the Student Cenrer of Coastal Carling Universiny, room 2038,

Tles projec is funded in pare by the Herry Coloaral Arrs Council and the Saurh Caraling Ans Commission which receive suppott from e Marional Endowment
for thie Ares,

Arclrtis was printed ar 2 cost al $8623 [or 1500 copies, or 3375 per copy

—*_



awards

literature

First ioyceBeemer Exit '59
Second astleyBruton Absurd Reality
visuals
First. .~ byeonCarle . Reflections on Water
Second sroceWrighter .. . . Distortion

editor’s note

I would like to thank all of the students who flooded us with over 400 submissions this
YEar. Avebarios exists to showcase the artistic and lierary works of the student lmdj.', and,
as the stafl has seen from examining the submissions, there is no shortage of ralent at
Coastal. T would also like to sing many praises to the hard-working people on staff. most
of whom are graduating in May. Next vear’s staft will be hard-pressed to match their
:]-;:c_'f_m'|pli.,5]1nlrnh, bt T am certain there are students who are up to the challenge.
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