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and any other sort of written work Whiman students
might create. Each issue is composed around a given
theme that acts as both a spark for individual creativ-
ity and a thematic axis for the issue.

quarterlife is an exercise in creative subjectivity,

a celebration of the conceptual diversity of
Whitman writers when presented with a sin-
gle theme. Each quarterlife theme acts as the
proverbial elephant in the room, fragmented by
individual perception: each portion is ostensibly
unconnected but ultimately relevant to the whole.
Every piece illuminates a different aspect of the
theme. In this way, quarterlife magazine participates
in the writing process. The magazine is not an in-
different vehicle by which writing is published, but
rather is a dynamic medium with which writing is
produced.
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Letter from the EdItOr

This issue of guarterlife v fupx tzw awxy {nxzfqymj rj 606 Untitled from Pamela
Bannos’ The Lightseries.

When I look at Bannos’ photograph, as is the case with many, my eye jumps
awxy ytymj qnlmy3 GFsstx zxjx inxytwyntsx tknlmy ymfy hujfyj fs zsxutpjs infgtlzj
with the people they are confronting. For me, this confrontation draws attention
to the constant, though often unnoticed, presence of light in everything we do.

| once read a short story by C.S. Lewis called “The Man Born Blind.” The
story is about a man, Robin, who is born blind and receives in his adulthood
fs tujwynts ymfy In{gx mnr xnlmy3 Max ook hmfs1jx68fx tsj rnlmy jIujhydofsi
those changes send him immediately into an irresolvable loneliness. Robin has
never understood the world as those around him do, but never before was there
any expectation that he would. Now that he can see, he is given new access to the
visual world. The more he sees, though, the more hollow it all appears to be. In
the story, this is shown most clearly in his ongoing search for light.

Wtgns | fx ytoi ymfy tshj mnx j~jx |jwj a}jil mj | tzei gj oy yt xjj qimys
When the bandages are removed, he looks about and sees nothing but objects.
Anxious, he asks his sister to show him light and she responds by saying that
light is everywhere, on everything. He does not believe her and sets out one day
1s xj fwhm tkonlmy3 Mj | fopx Fgtzy fsi asixmrxjok ts £ honkkix jilj | ym Fstymjw
man, a painter. “‘I'm trying to catch the light,”” the painter tells Robin and
points at the thick fog covering the valley below and the thick rays of sun shining
straight through it. There is light. The painter pauses for a moment and before he
realizes what has happened, Robin jumps off the edge of the cliff into the abyss.

Lightis, in many ways, an abstract concept, yet we see it every day of our lives.
As with Robin, it mediates between our tangible world and something beyond,
something cosmic and ripe with metaphor. As you read this issue of quarterlife,
think about light; think about the lamp on your bedside table and the sunset.
Ymisp fgtzy ymj Aztwjxhjsy imps | ns ~tzw hgFoawttryd Ymisp fgtzy £ hfruawjs
Are all of those really light? Or is Robin right, and we are all wrong, all impre-
cise in our language and our thinking, and light is something else more particu-
lar, and we have simply forgotten what that something particular is.
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Eleanor Ellis

Topography
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Perhaps because we are in a valley
I never realized it was about mountains.
I never saw you there,

holding the light. I never thought of you
as the sort of person
to stand up to the dawn.

Somehow elevation changes the land.

I don’t know if it’s the contours --

the way it becomes easier to draw a map
with all the prepositions that now
belong to your life:

up and down, down and up.

It’s easier to see people step away
on a mountain, and harder

to watch them leave. on the
plain, it’s simple:



the silhouette stays, but

walking down a mountain

~tz asi ~tzuxjek Jymytt rzhm fw
full lungs and empty heart,

it is hard to measure your steps.

you never enunciated that fall,
but the landscape changes color
in spite of you



Erin Kanzig

Dream Girl
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I had a dream, she said, of driving in a car,
parallel to train tracks. Well, I wasn’t driving. | was
to the right of the driver, merely a passenger, with
no control. It was safe, the driver was my father.
Then, like static on the TV, he shifted into my sister.
A semi truck swerved into our lane, and the static
hfrj fuunslnsyt r~ajoi tk {natslwjujfyjio-t fsi
each time, father, sister, father, sister father sister
fathersisterfathersister until the vehicles, on the verge
of crashing, did not touch. My father swerved onto
the muted grey and green bunch grass separating the
road and the tracks and my sister braked, in control,
but the gas and brake pedals switched, and we were
going faster, and the steering wheel had no control,
and we jumbled and jumped over the two metal lines
and careened, wildly, towards the smooth surface
of river. Take my hand, my dad said, and | slipped
r~ xrfjw tsj nsyt mx3 R~ xnxyjwix gnwionpj asl jwx
clenched mine and the static hurt my eyes, so I shut
them. And their voices and mine broke out into one



long cry and the impact shot the air from my lungs.
So that was my dream, she said, in part. Under
the water, we were not in a car. My father was a lion,
shaved of his fur, and he cried large lion tears for he
was ashamed of his body, of his nakedness. And | was
no one, no physical thing. The static was deadened,
slowed. | heard a whistling among the green grass of
the river bed, and followed the sound. Two metal lines
led the way and my sister was next to me, a shimmering
light—no, a sweet smell, the texture of rose petals.
Together we made a warm glow that made the whistling
sound stronger and my father was a lion and my
sister was a smell and my sister was my father and my
father was a smell and my sister was a lion and my
father was my sister and | was me. | was nothing.

11



Melissa Rhodes

Looking In




Nyix F gfyj Fkyjwstts ns Xjuyjrgjw d htty
enough in the house on Wabash to kick my bare legs
up onto the couch; early enough to read Howard
_nss g~ymj qulmy tkymj gnl kwesy Jnsit] 6yt qttp tzy
and see Damon weaving up the street on his bicycle.

This is Eric’s house: a narrow, two-story
farmhouse with weathered, gray siding. He bought
it three years ago when it was still boarded up, when
the weeds in the front yard spilled onto the cracked
sidewalk and obscured the front porch. For three
years he’s been remodeling the house. He cut down
the weeds, covered the caved-in front steps with a
plywood ramp, and replaced some of the broken
windows. He bought a couch, a bookshelf, and a
refrigerator. He placed those things in a front room,
and some bare twin mattresses in the three bedrooms
upstairs.

I come here often on my way home from
school. I don’t admit it yet, but I come here for the

13
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{nj | 0ktwymy {nj ] kwtr ymj htwsjw tk ymj xtkf3 Tsj
arm of my view extends through the large window
and onto the street. | peek over the top edge of my
book and watch the people of Ivanhoe pass through
this frame: slow-moving white Volvos and preda-
ytw~ utghj hfwx fsi Ytpj 6 ymj sjnimgtumtti ozspnj
0 rfpnsl ymj wezsix ktw xufwj hmfslj fsi ujtugj
who got lost and people taking shortcuts and barefoot
women waving rags at their men.

Damon is one of the boys on Wabash. He’s
one of the boys who hangs out on Eric’s front porch
and takes cans of soda out of the fridge and uses the
lawnmower on weekends to make some cash. It’s
about 4 p.m. on a school day. I'm reading Zinn by
the front window when Damon pulls up on his bike.
He lets it collapse in the front yard; he runs, leaps
onto the porch and throws open the front door.

“Dang! You look skinnier every time | see
~tzlg mj xF~x3 Mj nx Amyns I3
“How was school?” | ask.



“Wouldn’t know,” he says.
“They kicked you out again?”

He doesn’t respond. We hear creaking from
above, the slow beat of Eric’s boot on the stairs as he
descends from the attic. 1 am looking at Damon and
L frts mxxujfpnsl Joym mox mFsixt mx ashjwi ny uzggx
the trigger. 1 sit on the couch and he stands in the
doorway, pulling the imaginary trigger, sending one,
two, three bullets into my chest and laughing through
his teeth as the weight of the boot bears down on this
one, furnished room.

I met Eric earlier that summer. | sat on the
back deck of a William Jewell dormitory, feeling tired
and stiff. The light from indoors barely shone on the
other girls my age. They giggled and tried to salsa.
They stepped on each other’s toes and | began to drift
off. Eric sat down next to me, and | waited for him
yt xf~xtrjymsl 6 yt htr rjsy tsymj Inwgxl yt fxp
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me how | was doing or how | had come to sit on this
deck. He did not.

We would spend a lot of time saying nothing.
We sat on the front lawn of the Nelson Atkins Mu-
seum of Art and said nothing, just looking out at the
white sheet walls of the new wing. We stood at the
base of the old KCTV transmitter tower on Union
Hill and said nothing, just staring up at the metal
beams strung with Christmas lights. And when Eric
awxy 1wt{j rj yt \fghm F{jszj fsi 88wi Xywjjy!
we said nothing because the fallen-in roof and the
mattress poking out of a second-story window and
the neighbors staring and Toke running alongside us
and knocking on the driver-side window had said it
already.

What I learned I learned by looking; by get-
ting quiet and listening in.

Eric grew up in foster-care in southeastern
Missouri. His mother abandoned him as a baby,



married a white, Pentecostal Christian and had three
beautiful daughters. Eric changed high schools eleven
ynrjx 6 iwtuuj i tzy tkymj Zsaf{jwxny~ tk PFsxfx Tkyjw
ylt ~jfuxt fsi rfij kfxy rtsj~ apsl htruzyjws
Over nachos at El Pueblito, the waitresses called him
“Leo,” and | didn’t ask why. He bought this beat-up
house on Wabash Avenue, and left the door unlocked
for the neighborhood runaways and the boys bored
enough and angry enough to wield knives and guns.
He called them his gentlemen.

Ymj tymjw fwr 6 ymj tymjw Fslgj tk r~ {nj |
from the corner of the couch stretches northwest,
nsyt ymj whjxx tkwetrx3 Nwjfon j st ymfy N dggj i
ymtxj wttrxns r~ risi3Nagji ymjr Joym inxmjx
and canned food in kitchen cabinets and all the little
securities that made a home.

There was the time | brought over break-
kfxy3 N gwezlmy Atzw fsi jlIx fsi rngp fsi x~wzu ktw

| FkAjX3 Gzy ymj xyt{j inisly |twp xt |J Fog | sy tzy
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0 Jwh fsi Ifrts fsi Ifrtskknjsix fsi N3 \]

all went out to Arthur Bryant’s at Brooklyn Avenue
and East 17th. The gentlemen ordered onion rings

and chicken-on-bun and pork-on-bun and got sick

from giant cups of blue slush.

I am thinking of Damon’s blue teeth. |
remember Damon’s teeth and the sound of the boot
and the one, two, three bullets in my chest.

“Let’s talk,” Eric says to Damon, standing
over him at the foot of the stairs.
Damon pretends not to hear. He goes to the book-
xmjckl yFpjx it] s ymj tsj gttp & Ymj Heggghyj i
Utj rx tk Qfslxyts MzImjx 6 fsi tujsx yt ymj ynygj
page.

“Dee. Let’s talk.”

I frts xmzkAjx tzyxnij | ymtzy getpasl zus
Eric follows, and the two of them stand at opposite
ends of the porch, talking. | can see them, but | hear



tsi~ rzkAji xtzsix3Ngttp gjy | 3js ymj xufhj tk
their two bodies at a pair of girls across the street, in
front of St. Mary’s Congregational Church with the
rubbed-out sign and the kicked-in door. The girls take
turns balancing on the curb like it’s a rope pulled taut
between two trees.

Ymj Hu hotxjxd 1Frts gzsljx fy Jwihl Ansl-
ing the book into the far corner of the porch. I sit
curled at one end of the couch, practicing how to stay
vznjy gjmisi ymj IgFxx3 N ymnsp fgtzy ymj gttp 6 Ymj
Htyghyji Utjrx tk Qfslxyts MzlImjx 6 nyx fslgj tk
nshnijshj Jymymj Attwi ymj y | € gtingx 6 Jwnhix yFool
wetyji alzwji 1 frtsk uzkkji zu hmjxylymj | xmgtsj
tendon at the nape of his neck, the teeth; and where
1J fwj 6 \fgfxm F{jszj fsi 88wi Xywjjyl N{fsmtj!
East Kansas City.

The house on Wabash sits on a corner;
between a vacant, overgrown lot and the southern
boundary of a neighbor’s chain-link fence. Gentle-
rjs ufxxymwvtzlImymj mtzxj ns Fxyjfi~agj 6ns
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through the front door and out through the back, or
in through the back door and out through the front.
Damon takes off down Wabash. Damon’s tendons
and teeth walk north on Wabash, east on Linwood
and I don’t see beyond that.

I have come here for the view. On New
Year’s Eve, | sit across from Eric at El Pueblito on the
Boulevard. We are saying nothing, just eating quickly
so we can disappear before midnight. Eric stares
thk fy ymj htwsjw yjogg{mnts 6 fy ymj ketyflj th Ynrjx
Xvzftwj 6 fsi Ngttp fy mr kwtr fhwxx ymj yFgqg opj
I’'ve learned to look in on Wabash. Any closer and |
can’t read the details; any farther away and | can’t
see at all.



Diana Dulek

Dirty Thoughts
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In school, my teachers were always telling me to dig
deeper,

yt +asi rjfsnsl gjsjfymymj xzwkfhjde

As | got older,

maybe the vocabulary would change,

but they were still saying the same things.

After several years, it sunk in.

That was when | dropped out.

Now I’'m a professional gardener

and my life has never had more meaning.



Mckenna Milici

Nostalgia
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Jenna Mukuno

Eavesdropeing on the
Eve of the Funeral
(Quiestions Posed to a Widow)
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“Who does he work for?” “What is his job exactly?

I don’t quite understand the description.”(I don't think
he knew what his job was. He was in “business.” He graduated
from the University of Michigan, and U.S. News and World
Report ranks it as one of the top ten undergraduate programs
for business. At least that’s as much as one could say of his
education.)“How would his co-workers describe his
mood?(His brother-in-law said he was a zombie. He would

| fip futzsi ymj tkahj xyfuns fy tsj gjnlj yngj Fryjuw Fstymjus.
pst] ymnx nx inkahzgy!l gzy mt] rfs~ rtwylfljxl
leases, loans contained his signature?” “How did the
argument start before he left that evening?”(Uitimately,
she needs to stop blaming herself.) “Did she drive him
away?” “Please try and remember his cell phone
number. (She cannot bring herself to type the numbers.)
Who would you contact in an emergency?”’(His phone
was left in the basement. She’s the only one who can retrieve
his phone. The coroner can only release his personal belongings
to immediate family, and his parents are too distraught to
make the trip.)“How many bills have you paid in your



lifetime?” “How many bills are you expecting this
month?”(Is it strange she does not know how to pay a bill? So
mj | Fxymj tsj ymfy yttp hfuwj tk Fogymj asfshjxT. “Did you
mjfw fgtzy ymj rfs | mtmDg (Paul passed away. No. Paul
killed himself. One may as well call it what it is.) “VWhy was
this day any different from the day before, and for
how long was this day decidedly different?” When
was the last vacation they took without stress? (I was

so scared when he took her to Florida. | thought she was in
danger for her life. I almost suggested that we make it a couples
thing)What was in the letter to his daughter? Why did
he hide it in the laundry basket? Does he want her to
read it to her? What do you do with the clothes now?
(I think she will appreciate the letter later. For now she must face
it head-on.)What are you going to do with the car now?
(She can't afford that thing now! She doesn’t even know how
many bank accounts he opened. It’s safe to assume that he had a
checking account in each bank within a ten-mile radius. He was
xwzHps1 yt wjuf~ ymj gtfsx™. How do you label a death
ts T ijfym hjwynahfyjD (well, it depends. Laws vary state by
xyfyj3 Fzyt2fxum~}nfynts®D Ymj | twi mfshisl nx ozxy ytt guzyfe
I have the most terrifying image in my mind. No, Paul killed

27
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himself. One may as well call it what it is)VWhQ’s going to
move out all the furniture from the lake house? (Her
sister called a moving company. Problem is, there’s furniture in
there that is still on credit. She offered the rest to her niece. Yes,
the niece that’s driving cross country to start medical school
and needs the furniture.) Did someone call the coroner
about his wallet? (She’s waiting for the phone call. Don’t
press her too hard about it)WWhat bakery can cater last
minute? (The one on the corner will have to do.) Black or
white poster board? Where are your photos of him?
(We chose white, but then we used black trim. Then we added
xmfijx tkwjiT. Do you have the capacity to make a
single decision?(She’s laying down right now. Someone must
take care of these things) D0 we have the family reunion
still?(1 think it'd be nice for her to get away from the house.
Plus, we’re all here. Though the lake house was close to our
ifpj mtzxj . T he banks would like to meet with you
about the house, when is that convenient? Where is
Amanda right now? How many fruit baskets do we
need to throw out or donate? (There’s too much food.
Eat, everyone!) How have you prepared for your
death? Does she have a secondary income? Does



she have an education? Can she get a job? (I don't even
know if she’s been to the bank in years. He took care of everything.)
Does she want to start talking to us again? Does she
have a choice? (She has to.) \mjs 1t fqgymj Anlmyx
arrive at O’Hare? Would you mind if someone went
ymwtzIm ymtxj agj hfgnsjyx tk tqi ithzrjsyxD \mjwj
did he hide the key to his safe? How does someone
learn how to tie a rope like that? (Don't ask that question.
It's morbid and unhelpful.) Nx ymjwj £ asfqymtzImyD (1 would
imagine there’s a sense of calm.) How do we tell all the people
who loaned him money for his investments? (Her
gwtymjwns2eF | | nog yFpj hfuj tkymfymmj pst]xmt] yt umwfxj

it well) Did he want to be buried or cremated? Do
Catholics cremate? Will his body be ready in time?
(The coroner said that it’s too early. There won't be a body at
the funeral.) Have we cried yet? How is she holding up?
(What do you think?) Can the doctor prescribe Lunesta?
Which pharmacy? On which street? (Just MapQuest it.
And hurry) Who will live in the lake house next? How
(tsl hfs ~tz Atfy | mngj nylx ts ymj rFwpjyD (His parents
| sy yt {nay ymj ugfhj awxys. Is wine a good idea? (She’s a tiny
woman.) IS it appropriate to take picture of Amanda’s

29
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friends outside the church today? Did they read the
letter like she asked? (She wants her sisters to read it and see
tkymj~ hfs mjou mjw &l zuj ny tzyW. Does she remember the
movements of a Catholic mass? What other streets
can we drive down? What can we tell her about what
his parents think? Is there a wrong question? (Noth-
ing is off limits.) Fwj ymjwj F asnyj szrgjw tk fsx ] jwd
\julymjsmT. Nk~tz xynAj T vzjxyntst atjx ny xyngq j JoxyD
Should it? How soon do you use the past tense? How
long can you keep the present tense? (Everyone keeps
switching unconsciously between the two.) When can we
process the information? Can we process the infor-
mation? (No, we cannot.) Can each person think about
him as he once did? Does “before” exist now? Do
you change the way you see a photograph of him?

Is his face happier? Paler? Younger? Do you want to
save the newspaper clipping? How have we prepared
for the story to change? Has he left us with a story?
Have we made one? (Where do you store it?)



Rachel Hahn

What Is Between Us
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it used to be that
when my hands approached your hands
they landed on it softly,
greeted it softly,

-hello, kind sir, madame,

so very pleased,

oh yes,

indeed -

it used to be that soft.

it used to be like six-year-olds and jello,

soft giggles rolling down warm unfolded laundry,
soft like rain the temperature of skin,

soft, pure, pulsing life,

T vznjyl ot~tzx zsi{jwxj ymfy ay gjy 1 jis zx3

it used to be that soft.

it used to be that when | walked past it too swiftly
I’d graze a spot a half inch
above my knee;



there would be a small bruise because of my hardness,
my bones and frame,
a proprioceptive mistake.

what is between us used to be like that.

33



Tyler Kin

Untitle

N



At the place where the power lines end,
the energy has nowhere left to jump,

so it buries itself in the dunes.

The sand sinks like an hourglass

but the last grain never falls

at the place where the power lines end.

Couples dressed in their Sunday best

(his pipe pressed between his lips,

her skirt blowing in the wind)

search here, sifting through sand,

combing the ground for lost time,

or lost love, or perhaps a lost child.

Gjhfzxj ymnx nx foxt £ ugfhj yt asi qtxy ymsxl
at the place where the power lines end.

Ymjmw asljux it sty hofxu xtrjymsl gtxyl

but instead meet a belch of light,

showering them in sepia for just a second,

until they brush the sand from their eyes.

Then, of course, everything is black and white again,
at the place where the power lines end.

35



Katherine Haaheim

The Ender




1.
hello.

i am the
angel
preparing you
to meet god.

few of you understand
exactly what we do— but you are
close in your guesses.
there is a plan, but it’s not
exactly fate.
here in the
birthing and ending department,
we very rarely know his orders more than a
few years in advance.
sometimes we forget paperwork, miss memaos,
make mistakes. take the wrong ones.
(you didn’t expect that from angels, did you?)
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please,
understand—
id say that “we’re all human,”
but that doesn’t quite apply, i suppose.

1.

i execute

the plan.

i've walked among people

on tiptoe, hoping not to disturb.

sometimes my assignments are

small.
as she bounded with her arms across
the monkey bars and swung around with her
knees
that let her shirt fall down around her chin
revealing the startling sameness of children’s
chests
i planted the small knot of tumor like a seed
in her brain that would slowly begin to



chew at her body
and bring her back.

1.
sometimes in this line of work

i get distracted by the
soft humming of all the heartbeats in your world—
all the foreign sights and sounds. lampposts. patched
asphalt. glass.

sometimes as i glide unbreathing through the air
i cause the scattering of birds or

your Kite string to break—

sometimes in the act itself i am caught
in your photographs—

nothing in them but a
faint and hazy orb of light.
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