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Behind Blue Eyes

Frisma colored pencil and watercolor
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Woman Jroning

Tulic Ragsdaole
magazine mosaic
16 % 207
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ul Death

i LTS

He |aid in the darkness, bealen and broken,
nauseous from the slench ol his own Blood,
drenched in cold sweal, Chaking on his own vomit,
weeping,

weeping.
And as the tears rolled down his dark lired face,
Burning the wounds as they fell,
From the depth of his hurting soul he cried aloud,
Hiz lonely voice echoing in the emply darkness,

And then,

He saw her.

From the shadows she came,

dressad in black, she sat beside him,

comforling hirm.

With a soft sorrowiul voice, whispering his name,
She brushed her cold delicate hands over his face,
Wiping his lears away. She look from him the anger,
lhe hate fram a lifetime of struggle.

His gaze. fixed on her ageless beauly,

He lnoked inlo her emotionless eyves and found, peace.
Shea placed his rembling hands in hers, and together, they
wenl,

And in the icy grips of death,

He went.
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Cry a happy cry
Sleep a sleepless night

Dance without a boeal
Blzed with emaolion

Come with an exit
Kiss with your soul
Touch without contact
Live all alone

Cry a tearless cry
Brealh without air
Swim in dry water
Laugh withoul sound

Silence with a clatter
Freeze in swellering heat
Embrace in your mindg
Keep to yourself

Query the jigger
Wipe away dry lears
Who do you sae
-half empty
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The Voices of Angels
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Dance,

nigger girl,

Dance

under the whips and chains.
Maove your feel and kick up
the dirt that you plow

from sunrise to sunset.
Sing,

nigger girl,

Sing

beneath the burning sun
with dry lips.

Sing

as | rape you

and steal your children.

Dance,

black girl,

Dance

under degrading eyes

and soul stripping words.
Move your feet and kick up
the dust | have left

for you 1o inherit.

Sing,

black girl,

OF

Sing

beneath the clouded sky
wilh tear stained cheeks.
3ing

as | choke you

and steal your voice.

Dance,

child of God,

Dance

under the love fram

our Falher.

Move your graceful black
feel to add to the life of the
Earth.

Sing,

child of God,

Sing

beneath the shelter of His
mercy with smiling lips.
=ing

beautiful creations of God
Sing

with lhe voices of angels.
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3eopabe T2l
pholograph
10 12" x 13 12

Qg



_f\l"l.:,;h:-_'ll-' 1 ::". L T
colored pencil
17z 21"

s



Window Storm
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Nigh’r Trip

/
w1 )

micinight trips down her branch
leaves lrembling (together)
trees on broken mountainside
bolt the brackish night

night we jabbed with branches
io testils temple body

nights we held arms for

to walk on blind paths

| fell at night

climbed the wall

stepped from hidden ledge
beneath unsaean soils

safe under the black hair evening

| climbed the ruin nighl

scaled the wall that framed the darkness
trading with the pallid rock

in hands and arms

dry graen lichen

brushed in trail of breath
climbing on silences
listening for the nexl move
in a sanguine upward trance
lrusting famished branches
hands up like smoke

each grip ends the last
pushing higher
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Doorway to Heaven

phatograph
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Untitled
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l ove Shows Up in a Nasty Dyress

aby el

| el rusty, or blackensd
when love calls me up on the lelephone to tell me one more
time
that | still sleepwalk through their cowboy soul,
I'va always sel up a place for you
next to me
in iy bad, in my dreams, in my hearl... bul

Why is it that just when | am about to fall
you lay your fingertips under my chin
and | begin to wish | was strong again
‘causa lhese fleeting moments slip like one night stands
...shimmying off into the darkness
after they've woken up and realized whose beside them
and everyone is a little scared of something
thal asks them to stand in the light
so lhat they can get a betler view of the one
who keeps exchanging in their dreams
for half-eaten roses.

| study my scars as if they were Salvador Dali paintings
...all the nakedness lies limp across the floor
..all the poelry is upside down across the bar.
| find mysell rummaging through love
sadly and slowly...

just to find that her voice turns sour as the nighl pushes up
the day
Bul even il love does show up in a nasty dress
I'll always invite her in..,
I'll always ask her to spend the nighl.
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Cursed by the vibrations

Shadowed like movemenlts from trees

| see the ghast from dreams

Flace settings on the air like tables fleating gracefully
Footprints of the man in the pictures

s | |
!'—.l' BURRACE Tl

Cursed by the lighl

Sea the raindrops fall from the window pang

| like the dancing man on stage

lake it off

Faint me a picture of the clouds befare it storms
In the background is the one | lost

Cursed by the silence
I make clay like creatures
tay here while | make you your favarile dish
Stop me as | drink my last sip of gin
| like the metal rubbing against my skin

Thank you for your palience

Murder is the penalty of liars

State the truth

Make friends as the little ones walk by

Mist falls fonight

Gravity thunders through

Place my hand in the oven

Burn my sins as my loved ones wolld do so

Cursed by the eyes
Siop staring



Vase and Lettuce Bowl
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The Fabric nf a Kiss
— il 13kl

Ihe velveteen unity
belween the warmth
ol wool

and the passion

ol salin.

ILis silky smoolh
wilh coltlon comfaort,

I flows as pure
chiffon an a braazy
sunlit afternoan,

Embrace!!

Unfold
the fabric of a kiss.

Dawn

Ay
.f\"nllu- e T

Quietly she disrobes

Standing on the edge of MNight

She plunges inlo Heavens slill walers

The silver of hair swirling acrass the horizon
Farling lo reveal lavender eyes, rosy chaeks
Har luminous golden skin

The sparkling wine of her laugh

Echoed in the morning birds' songs

Lends promise to the day

Which guickly evaporales with the morning dew.
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ddea Noeris
oil on canvas

16" x 20"
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Dragon's Breath

photograph
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For Her Lovg (CPD)
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Her voice.
More seductive than his sonnets,
Shall | compare thea?

Te thine own hearl, heaven's eye dimm'd by thy smile,
By chance, God's own hand painted,
Mo less than His grace;

0 to the world, shall she diminish,
Fictur'd in memaory,
Tegether in life, may we finish;

Mo gem could sparkle more,
If past on,
Mor could a painter ever restore,

In these lines shall she stay,
‘Tis such beauty,
Thal shook the darling buds of May.

On Beihg Redundant

o, e = :|
'<.L'-|"_“|'. 1

Dimples in the small of her back
are like the first poem | read
the one that gave me ears in my eyes
and though | have not read a good posm
in months
| am nol deaf:
dimple replacing dimple is
the sweetest redundance,
no one complaing when she walks.
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Fortune Cookies
I

Somelimes the rainbow
i5 just for The enjoymenl of ils beauty.

A playground slide of reds, greens and indigos,
Den't rape it with some analytic explanation of why it exists.
fMore or less,
leave the pot of gold alone,

Every once in awhile,
someaone you care aboul may fail.

Embrace them,
smile and explain you have a surprise,

They aren’l perfect.

It helps you keep the same perspectives about yvoursell.
Some of the bes! days ol your life you will wake up,
ook out the window and find
a sunny Friday with nalhing to do or
a rainy Sunday wilth nowhore to go.

Mever be afraid to spend time by yourself.

There is nothing wrong with sitting in your car,
windows rolled down, lalking aloud,

[t might be some of the most brilliant conversalion
you've had all day. And the people passing you
will think you're just singing wilh the radio.

Don't worry if someone intimidates your emotional side;
vell, scream, cry or throw a lemper tantrum.
FPeople always remember the individuals they consider psycho.
ITwou can'l laugh at yoursell, don't worry,
someone is prebably doing it for you;
usually right after you walk out of the room.

Keap al least ene hetional character in your life,
That way there is always someone to blame for your bad days
(Damn Fairy!)

Everything happens lor a reason,

Life will give you clues
about what tc choose.

Your ouleome will and up being the same
if you tried to shave against the grain.

-
| -
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| want lo trade my wheels for wings
sBulm 10} sjaaym fw apel] o) Juem |
lo explare a new raalm.

‘wijeal mau ayy alojdxa o}

Enter into the vision

UOISIA B} o) Jajug

of my rear view mirrar.

10441 maia Jeal A ja

Tasting lhe raspherry and orange,
‘afuelo pue Auagdsed ayy Bunse)]
that galher in the sky.

‘Ays auyy ul 1aeb jey

| want to dance among the gypsies.
‘sai1sdAb ayj Buowe aauep o] JUEM |
A withered tambourine in hand.

"PUBLY Ul BUNOGLIE) palaylim Y

Wy bare feet move

anow a9y aleq AW

with the dusl and dirt

HIp pue isnp sy} 4ypim

that spins and twirls.

"5|41IM] pue suids jey)

| want to oul-scream the ocean,

‘UBSD0 34} WESIIS-IN0 O} JUEM |

win the war wilhin the water.

183em 3yl UIyiIm JEM L] uim

Curse the current

Juauna ayl 8sing

with harsh words and mocking laughter.
=aaybne) Bupjoow pue splom UsIey ayl yum

| want to pravail over perfection.
‘uoljoapiad Jano [1eaald o] Juem |
Acknowledge its admiration.
‘uoneliwpe sy abpamouyay
Show empathy, for its inadequacy.
‘foenbapeul sy a0} ‘Ayjedwa moyg

ST Y
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polarcid transfers

L

30



Girlie Smokin’

Fi \".I I z"“&. = ‘.‘-.L | 1=
colored pencil
18 718" x 23 78"



Self Portrait 1

anarmel painl
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Escape
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| cover my face with sally lears

spread all over and in my hair

| paint the sky and sea and

want to fly there

lo spread my wings so [ree

To share the sky with the spirits that be

| wail for the thoughts to clear

and wipe away a {aar

Mo fear

| remember to clean my brush and my head
af all the colar liquid and lhe tears shed

| spread the brush over lhe blue

and paint the air

| close my eyes o fly lhere

Mo tears e spread only my wings so high
| hug the clouds and kiss the sky

Feeal the breeze and dance on a rose pelal
flaating by

My wings become wel and need to dry

If | can't fly | will die.

If | don't paint-

| can'l escapea,

[
i
4y



Morning Glory
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ilhoueHes in Bloom
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L ate For SCI'\OGI
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Malhing is everything, sometimes.

Peace and Quiel.

Don't talk.

Dion't think.

Ssh! You're ruining it.

Everything is nothing, somstimes.

| lowve these quiet momenis before the storm.

Befare the gates closa behind me.

Before | walk through the jungle of faces,

Faces of rebelllion. Faces of disapproval. Faces of desire.
Al powerlul Taces in a powerless placao.

But, these creaturas of the jungle don't interest me,
Mothing iz sometimes, everything.

The hyena laughs, the owl scorns, and the cal purrs.
And | have to fly,

Nahve Shove

.-,rl cpel

Standing on the shore of my

native home banaath the soft
radiance of a8 modesl moon-

fealing the cool breeze walling

off the crashing waves whose foam
rises as ghoesls from the ocean’s deplhs-
smelling the warm sally air that

was carried on the night breeze
bringing back childhood memaories-
waltching the genlle light from

the moon glide elegantly on

the rippling waveas-

You moved through my mind's

aye as sunlight depositing

rays of energy inla my heart and soul
and | danced.

g ]
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soapstone
181727 X 978" X 10 1427
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China Beach

phetograph
6" x4
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With Flying Colors

photograph

16 1447 x 10"

41



[ ]

On Growth and Cu”ing

“ far‘ William Guignard

[ 44} [ N LN Y TR ..

M 4=

a The Sitka spruce rises skyward eighly leel,

dangling old man's beard like lace.

The breeze bends the lichen into crescents

tha shape of waning moons,

ruflles the malted brown hair hanging out

from under William's cap. Jackleg boots trample
the sphagnum hianketing the spruce’s roots,

and scars a few, The spruce unflinchingly wails.
William judges the wind, mentally marks a nolch
an the scaly runk. The chainsaw fires second pull.
Qil-blue smoke dissipates through spiny branches
as sawdusl bites the air like snow.

The spruce whomps to the ground,

crushing twisted stalk and devil's club.

Amid the clank of skidders, the logger bends,
grabs his lunch pail and gas can. Moves on.

L

Skin ripples on Papa’s face

like burled bark clings o a magnolia.

The John Deare hat, lifted ol a shelf in the basement,
perches crocked on his wavy gray hair,

shading walery eyes from the naked 100-watt bulb.

His gnarled fingers, poking cut out of lhreadbare sleaves.
shuffle length of wormy chestnut, forly-fived al bolh ends.
A picture frame almos! lakes shape-lhe left side is too long.
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A
WMoving le the miter saw, Papa Nips the switch, A
walches the blade whir up o speed.
Slicing wood hurriedly, his mind wanders, M
his middie finger plunking to the concrete. =

Blood mingles with sawdust,

Wrapping his hand in a Minwax-stained rag,

he shuffles to the car, not locking the house.

Lir. Tate closed the wound, using a tattered flap of skin.
Mext day, Papa hoed the weeds cheking his garden.

5

Gazing cut the window at Sitka spruce, | see my grandfather.
At ninaty-lhree, he's one-fourth the age of the trees.

Like the spruce, he's accrued biomass,

Papa roots his fingers through the black loam of his garden,
groping for polatoes, tugging onions from there cupped earth.
He galhers family with stories, culled from a time before cable,
aboul crossing Haw Ridge to log Grandfather Mountain

for fifty cenls a day. 've heard this fifteen, lwenty times,

bt can't preseve the story scralhing past his weathered lips
like the nurse leg can'l maintain s core,

if i's to nourish saplings and grandkids.

One day, we picked shelly beans for supper.

| saw him bump his nub on a stake and wince,

"You ckay?" | squirm in the glare of his pain.

He grunted, "Yeah, bul the parl that hurls worst is gone.”
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Su.rfing is a Simp|e l—ﬂhguage.
Ko & o esiveniog |

This sea | floal en occupies my mind

and 3¢/5's of the earth. Hurricanes blow hare,

pushing waves taller than my height_ | fing

myself bohbing. Water. Beach. Water. Pier.

Clouds hang in the sky, insclenl and fat,

I'm parallel with lhe wind-driven sand,

and glimpse il abrade tourists chasing hats

snatched from wispy gray heads and blown inland.

I turn my back to the beach and chack the horizion-
turn beachward again, paddling, This wave is the one,
| plunge my sun-browned hand loward the green swall
as my board cants ferty degrees lo the right.

| forgel | was scared and set my rail,

trace the green shoulder gripping my sight.



S‘T'a{f

Editar-in-Chial.......onviammin sy Jannifer Karvetsky
At Diractorcasnmnisnmi i Ehristina: Kabelka
Assistant Bditor ..o Kayatta Scott
Assistant Arl Direclor ....................oeoeeeo.... Diana Hammond
Pholographer ...ieeaiineiiii.... Deanna Blewett
AR L s s Pan b Blsen

Designers: Wade Beard, Bryce Backer, Chaille Blount,
Janice Cardinale, Rebecca Collins, Megan Gleason, Leah
Rhodes, Jo Rice, Kristen Rowell

Awards

1st: Angela Shaver 1st: Matthew King
"Margarel” ‘Dawn”
2nd: Juliz Ragsdale 2nd: Jody Reed
‘Maorning Glory” “Wish List”
3rd: Chrislina Kabelka 3rd: Nicole D'Arcangelo
aeaqn-aem ‘Barren Breath"
Shingai

‘Mative Share'

Editorial Board

Steve L. Hamelman
Melljean M. Rice
Sandra L, Shackslford

Contributors

Coastal Carclina Alumni Association

45



Editor’'s Note

"Direcl your eye sight inward, and you’ll find
A thousand regions in your mind
¥el undiscovered, "

-Henry David Thoreau

Therein lies my tribule to Archarios, ils purpose, and all the
feeling il evokes, Year after year, Archarios continues to be
an outiet for the arlisls ol Coaslal Carolina Universily through
both piclures and words. Archarios encourages artists to look
inward, giving them freedom to express themselves and o be
conlident in their feelings. Everyono has a message thay
want lo convey, and Archarios enables us lo do just that.

Thanks to the 18949 slall. Your time and talent have kepl
the: dream alive yel another year, Thank you Paul Olsen and
Ross Bryan for constantly being the light al the end of every
lunnel. Lastly, | would like lo extend a special thank you lo
L Melljean Rice and Dr. Steve Hamelman. Without your
conlinued dedicalion and supporl, | would be losl,

¢
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