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quarterlife is a literary journal published four times a 
~jfw ymfy kjfyzwjx utjyw~1 xmtwy ăhynts1 iwfrf1 hwjfyn{j 
stsăhynts1 fsfq~ynh jxxf~x1 fqyjwsfyn{j otzwsfqnxr1 
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.

quarterlifemagazine.tumblr.com



Letter from the Editor

   Hello readers, and welcome to “For the Birds.” The theme for 
this issue was an inspiration from the mind of one of our intrepid 
lay-out editors, Molly Esteve. The whole staff was sitting around 
my living room one day, blurting out quippy phrases and thought-
provoking concepts, when someone suggested we think about the 
sorts of things old people say. Molly, as it turns out, has an elderly 
friend who uses the phrase “You’re for the birds.” It had us from 
the get-go. 
   The saying got shortened for the purposes of this theme, but I’d 
like to dwell for a minute on the unabridged version. “You’re for 
the birds.” It has a nice ring to it and evokes that oh so comforting 
sensation that fate has a plan.
   I spend a lot of time these days thinking about what comes next 
and have written more cover letters this year than I care to think 
about. My seemingly permanent sidekick through much of the fall 
and winter has been that very heavy pressure that sits on my shoul-
ders, urging me to leave Whitman with something to do. Some-
where in the past couple of months, though, I shook off my shoul-
ders a little bit and let go. I keep sending my cover letters and poking 
around on the internet for job openings and internships, but in my 
heart I’m waiting for a bird to swoop me into its beak.
   You see, like most Whitman students, I will not be leaving these 
hallowed halls in hot pursuit of a career path. I have no idea what is 
next, and––as so many of us know all to well––it’s slim pickings out 
there in the real world. I’m not discouraged. The economy may be 
bad, but life can still be good. Where am I headed after Whitman 
sends me out the front door? Hm, well, maybe I should ask the birds 
which way the wind’s blowing today.
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The Fledglings
Gaea Campe
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Ymj xj{js Ąjilqnsl izhpx wtxj
with the uncommon unity
that only panic can spur
and tried to overcome the
insurmountable obstacle
of water falling,
but the ledge couldn’t accommodate
the impossibility of fourteen feet
and so they fell
with the unnerving ease
and predictability of raindrops
into the white current,
their feet surfacing
like orange peels.



Nick Michal

it goes as it goes



In one story, an arachnophobic boy with no talents 
|fpjx zu tsj if~ yt ăsi mj mfx ij{jqtuji f uwj-
ternatural ability to play the guitar. Every time the 
boy plays, however, the music (unbeknownst to him), 
which is so wondrous as to even make him cry, sum-
mons spiders.

In another, a black youth in the ghetto who detests 
rap and instead prefers the music of Billie Holiday 
and Louis Armstrong is transported to the 1940s and 
soon becomes the victim of a hate crime.

Then a blanket from WWI ends up becoming 
a birthday gift for a young, budding history buff. 
Whenever the boy is alone, however, the blanket’s 
original owner, a British Soldier who drowned in the 
mud in Ypres, approaches him and complains of be-
ing dirty and cold.
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Also: a young girl climbs to the tallest branch of the 
tree behind her house and refuses to come down until 
her grandfather, who had just recently passed away, 
comes back to give her the goodbye she never got.

A man makes a pie out of apples he stole from his 
neighbor’s orchard. Furious, the woman places a 
curse on the man, telling him that any children he 
has will be eaten.

F lnwq ăsix xmj hfs gwnsl gfhp mjw qtsl2qtxy qt{j g~ 
crying, but the moment she regains her composure 
he disappears. Distraught, she hurls herself off a 
gwnilj1 tsq~ yt ăsi ymfy xmj pjjux gjnsl wj{n{ji tsq~ 
in the company of a happy man. When she bursts 
into tears at the sight, the man turns sad, and she, 
too, disappears. 

In the end, however, it is the story of the horse’s tail 
and the seven stars that makes the difference.



For Steve
Andrew Gordon 
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Your tracks are getting hard to follow,
but I know where they lead.
I hear the quiet
gjy|jjs xst|Ąfpjx
falling

falling

falling.

The birds have not returned;
you must have startled them
when you hit the tree.
I wonder if they will be able 
to sing again
after what they have seen.



What Sticks
Dana Bialek 



	 Gum stuck in hair is not a huge disaster if 
you know the peanut butter trick.  It is easy to imagine 
the great lengths of hair lost prior to the extensive 
modern literature on gum removal.  Commercial 
gum is composed of gum base, sugars, syrups, food 
htqtwnslx1 fsi Ąf{twx3  Ny nx ymj lzr gfxj ymfy |wjfpx 
havoc, clinging to the proteins in dry hair.  Gum 
base is hydrophobic, or water-fearing.  This means 
that it repels water.  For this reason, the effectiveness 
of traditional hair-washing methods on a sticky wad 
is nil.  Enter peanut butter. 
	  Peanuts produce a lot of oil en route to 
peanut butter.  Manufacturers will often enhance the 
product with extra peanut oil for extra creaminess.  
Like most hydrophobic substances, gum is lipophil-
ic—fat-loving. When you massage a dollop of peanut 
butter into the affected hair, the oil attracts the gum 
base.  As the peanut butter is worked between hair 
and gum, the lipophilic substance sticks to the lipids 
in oil; the sticky wad of gum becomes less sticky.  

14
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Many can attest that this is a phenomenon worth 
reveling in.  Yet, between lipophilic bonds, a question 
is obscured:  What phenomenon repeatedly infects hu-
man hair with wads of gum?  

	 Thomas Adams is credited as the inventor of 
modern chewing gum.   With this invention he also 
brought the vending machine to the United States.  In 
1888, machines vending Tutti-Frutti gum—a product 
of the Thomas Adams Gum Company—emerged 
on subway platforms in New York City.   Tutti-Frutti 
paved the way for coin-operated machines vending a 
host of other items: cigars, postcards, stamps and soda 
followed gum’s lead.  
	 In 1907, round candy-coated gumballs and 
their gumball machine complements were introduced.  
For over a century, the gumball machine has maintained 
its status as an American icon and storefront staple.  
As a young girl, I swooned at the sight of the candied 
gumballs inside those glass globes, became limp at my 
mother’s arm as we entered the grocery store.  Just 
one, I promised. Just one.



	 Visits to my grandparents’ house were made 
thrilling by the miniature gumball machine my 
grandfather kept stocked above his desk.  Next to the 
machine was a coffee mug brimming with pennies.  
These pennies conferred my sisters and me the freedom 
to dispense gumballs at our leisure.  We did.  
One at a time, we would climb atop the desk, insert 
a penny into the coin slot, turn the crank, and listen 
for the falling gumball.  Dispense, chew, spit, repeat.   
Dispense, chew, spit.  We challenged each other:  
Mt| rfs~ lzrgfqqx hfs ~tz ăy nsyt ~tzw rtzym fy 
one time? Dispense, chew.  Dispense, chew.  Dispense, 
chew.  
	 Much of what my sisters and I did in my 
grandmother’s presence was met with scorn.  Stripes 
were not to be worn with polka dots; forks were to 
be set to the left of the plates, not the right; bowel 
rt{jrjsyx fsi Ąfyzqjshj |jwj sty yt gj yfqpji 
about.  Yet we talked to our grandmother through 
wads of gum the size of golf balls.  She never said a 
word about it.  

16
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	 It was not until 2003 that New York City 
Rf~tw Rnhmfjq Gqttrgjwl nijsynăji ymtxj qnyyqj gqfhp 
dots on the sidewalk.  That’s gum, he revealed to New 
Yorkers during his regular radio program.  That’s 
gum, he repeated, as if he found this news hard to 
believe.  Harder to believe is how unreadily those little 
gqfhp ityx fwj nijsynăji3  
	 Indeed, it is easy to pay no notice to black 
blobs underfoot; hardened pieces of discarded gum 
have become an urban hallmark.  New York City’s 
12,500 miles of pavement are home to a dense, gum-
smacking population.  Yet it took almost a year in 
tkăhj ktw Gqttrgjwl yt wjfqn j ymfy mj |fx rf~tw tk 
a gum splotch epicenter.  A New York Times article 
following his discovery suggested that, despite the 
mayor’s surprise, those black splotches are no urban 
mystery.  Instead, their identity is shrouded only by a 
lack of anthropological curiosity.  
	 Discarded gum is artifact, found where 
fgfsitsji3  Fx ktty ywfkăh htsynszjx yt utzsi |fix 
of gum into the pavement, it is obvious that this is one 
human record we would rather not discern.  
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	 Bubblegum Alley smells like bubblegum, 
sweet and familiar. In downtown San Luis Obispo, 
Hfqnktwsnf1 ymj ăkyjjs g~ xj{jsy~ ktty |fqqx tk ymnx fq-
ley are lined with decades of used gum.  Wads pink, 
green, blue, yellow, orange, white.  Big wads, little 
wads, medium wads. Wrappers and coins stuck to 
wads.  Wads stretched and contorted into shapes and 
letters. Multiple wads make words and illustrations.  
Bubblegum Alley is, forever, a mural in progress—an 
expression of the contemporary oral tradition.  
Seattle’s Gum Wall is art of the same genre. This 
offbeat city landmark has its origins in the early 
1990s, when patrons of the Market Theatre began 
sticking their gum on the wall while waiting in line 
for a ticket.  In 2009, it was named one of the world’s 
“germiest” attractions. Germs are no deterrent:  
Gum Wall continues to grow in length, height and 
width as passers-by tack on used gum.  The habit, it 
seems, stuck.

	 When it comes to hard surfaces, peanut 
butter is futile.  No one understands this better than 
Daimer Industries, an international vendor of vapor 
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steam gum removal systems.   An informational 
video on the company website shows a stretch of city 
sidewalk before and after the use of one of Daimer’s 
products.  Black splotches disappear with the vapor 
steam cleaning system.  Even the blackest, stickiest 
chewing gum wads will dissolve within seconds.  Just 
ask the Gum Guy. 
	 Since his purchase of a Gum-Exterminator 
chewing gum removal machine, Tony Croshier, also 
known as the Gum Guy, has become one of Daim-
er’s most successful customers.  In just nine weeks, 
Croshier’s chewing gum removal business generated 
over $85,000 in revenue, ridding schools, churches, 
hospitals, retail spaces, sports facilities and the like 
of sticky litter.   He attributes his success to Daimer’s 
chewing gum removal system.  How does Daimer do 
it?  
	 The Gum-Exterminator has the capacity to 
remove thousands of wads of gum a day.  High-tem-
perature steam and a chemical solvent work together 
to dissolve and soften gum.  The stainless steel brush 
scrubs and loosens the residue while the vacuum 
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extraction feature cleans up.  Gum-be-gone from 
sidewalks, parking lots, park benches, school desks.  
Ifnrjw Ąfzsyx ymj xzhhjxx tk ymj Lzr Lz~ fsi 
his gum removal business to convey to prospective 
customers the killing that comes with a Gum-Exter-
minator. But, while a gum-busting industry emerges, 
are humans busting the chewing gum habit?   

	 The U.K. takes gum pollution seriously, 
nrutxnsl qfwlj ăsjx ts ymtxj hfzlmy ns ymj fhy3  Ymj 
Chewing Gum Action Group (CGAG) was estab-
lished in 2003 with the goal of developing long-term 
solutions to irresponsible chewing gum disposal in 
Great Britain. Founded on the belief that the most 
sustainable solution to gum pollution is behavior 
change, the CGAG has developed a campaign that 
includes initiatives such as public education and 
measures to ensure the greater visibility of penalties 
for littering.  The CGAG provides resources for local 
authorities to implement campaigns that tackle the 
problem of gum litter at the source.  
	 A 2008 CGAG campaign poster depicts an 



arm and corresponding hand dropping a wad of gum 
into empty space.  This act is labeled SIN.  Below, the 
same arm and hand drop a wad of gum into the garage 
in an act labeled BIN.  The CGAG understands that 
humans do not like being told what to do.  For this 
reason, the campaign ads aim to convey a sense of 
gratitude to readers.  Bin your Gum, reminds the 
HLFL3  F{tni f ăsj tk zu yt È=53 Ymfspx3  
	 Ireland’s Gum Litter Taskforce (GLT) uses 
xnrnqfw yfhynhx3 Ymj LQY yfwljyx f lwtzu ny mfx nijsynăji 
and dubbed Excuses, Excuses.  These are the people 
who know it is wrong to drop gum:  they do it discreetly 
and feel guilty afterwards.  The centerpiece of the 
GLT campaign is a series of posters featuring the 
iconic bin man, a warning about the possibility of a 
qnyyjw ăsj1 fsi1 tk htzwxj1 Ymfspx3  	
	 Indeed, mere gratitude is no Gum-Extermi-
nator-vapor-steam-chewing-gum-removal-machine.  
Yet both the Chewing Gum Action Group and 
the Gum Litter Taskforce claim real results.  After 
CGAG’s 2008 Sin Bin campaign, seventy-three per-
cent of gum droppers said that they would likely stop 
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dropping gum.  Eighty-one percent said that the ad 
rfij ymjr f|fwj tk ymj ăsj3  Ns xtrj fwjfx1 lzr 
litter fell by as much as sixty-two percent.   
	 Yet gum is non-biodegradable; decades of 
gum will not disappear with gratitude. Throughout 
recent history, London has launched a number of 
swat teams armed with high-pressure water nozzles, 
dry ice, scrapers and lasers.  It has been estimated 
that 300,000 wads of gum are still stuck to the pave-
ment of London’s Oxford Street. Cleaning up Oxford 
Xywjjyöj{js |nym ymj rtxy jkăhnjsy lzr2gzxynsl 
yjhmstqtl~ö|tzqi htxy zu|fwix tk È8515553  Ktwyzsfyjq~1 
a local artist has a different solution.  
	 Ben Wilson treats each piece of chewing 
gum stuck to the pavement like a tiny canvas.  After 
years of experimentation, in 2004, Wilson took on 
London’s streets—on hands and knees—to paint 
hmj|ji lzr kzqq ynrj3 Rtwj ymfs ă{j ~jfwx qfyjw1 
over 10,000 pieces of chewing gum litter make a trail 
tk Ąt|jwx1 xzsx1 kfhjx1 jqjumfsyx1 ~tz sfrj ny3  
	
	 Gum chewing, like any habit, dies hard.  Yet 



the gum base means that the residue of this habit dies 
harder.  Once the mouth has absorbed sugars and 
Ąf{twx1 ny nx ymj lzr gfxj ymfy wjrfnsx yt hmj| fsi 
chew and chew.  At the base of a stick of Wrigley’s 5 is 
synthetic latex. Bubblegum Alley and Gum Wall are 
testament that this man-made rubber lasts long after 
the sensation of a warm and cool winter.  
	 Thomas Adams and William Wrigley, Jr. 
may not have known the capacity of their products 
to alter the landscape. Over a century later, it is this 
phenomenon that fuels the gum removal industry 
and gum litter campaigns.  Gum is pollution. Yet, 
ktw Gjs \nqxts1 inxhfwiji |fix fwj sty xzujwĄztzx3  
Instead, he understands gum litter as one of many 
human trails.  Conventional efforts to erase this trail 
reveal the human tendency to clean up the old by 
producing anew.  Wilson practices sidewalk renewal 
not with dollars or apparatus, but, rather, with color.  
Dots graying to black are regenerated; crouch, paint, 
repeat.
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The Acuteness of Loss 
Blooms While I Stand 
in Water

Haverty Brown 
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I am gray down
	                to my
	       soles. They ache
			           with the weight
					            of water
pooling, as bulbs in the winter
				    ground do,
		  between cells, within
	 the cytoplasmic 
			   mess
				    of liquid
   I can’t escape—
		     the soft touch    and
          undulation 
		      of the creek
			           arrests me. I can’t escape
this feeling 
	        of wholeness. I am still.
				          The world shakes.
	 I disrupt
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the singular
		  Ąt| tk |fyjw1
			    hfxynsl ymj xmfwu wjĄjhyntsx
	 dull, I worry
			         that I am graying 
				     the rest of the world
with each gasping stitch 
				    of my lips.
			   Yesterday
			              my breath blew acrid,
	 the way moonlight,
		  with its white light,
seems to ferment
			    all life: 
				        bulbs bittering 
	                              the pink tongue of the root:
	 ymjnw Ąjxm zsktqix
					     to reveal
		            the embryonic                 petals
	 pealing against
		  the moon’s threat
of spoilage. 
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			   Here is the thing:
	 loss is 
		  as simple
				    as Spring:
			   The world
pushes back
	 against any
 		  and all 
			   force:
			              We swell as
				                the waves do. 
Loss is nothing
	 but
		  those green eggs
			   in the nest
				         the bird smuggled
	 under the rafters
		  of the broken deck,
				    nothing but
a hardened
		  carbon
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				    home 
ktw Ąjhpx
			   of life. 



Molly Esteve

7-inch Obit



	 Most often, when we were alone, he was 
the philosopher. On Saturday, over hash browns 
and coffee, the philosopher mused over our future, 
he grappled with the good and evil in life during 
Wednesday night basketball games and on Sunday 
j{jsnslx mj xutpj fgtzy ăhynts3 We’ll be poor, liv-
ing from the sludge of education and tip of a greasy 
spoon. Good is predictable and solid, the green tinge 
lining the yolk of a hard-boiled egg. Have you ever 
picked up a book and wanted to wiggle it in just the 
right way that would unhinge a character and drop 
her into the palm of your hand? With elbows deep 
in dish soap, he described a miniature Oedipa Maas 
crawling along the webbing between his thumb 
fsi nsij} ăsljw3 Mj yfpjx mjw yt xjj f xywjjy ts ymj 
Northeast side of town where rows of neon lights 
from old motels still stand. Signs like Pink Flamingo, 
Bingo’s Motel, and Del Rancho light up the strip in 
Ąztwjxhjsy lwjjsx1 unspx fsi wjix3 Mon chou, you 
hfs ăsi f qnyyqj gny tk ymj tqi yt|s hmfwr fs~|mjwj, 
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the philosopher earnestly wants her to see. Charm, 
something he knew a thing or two about. 
	 Tuesday I found him standing in the corner of 
ymj qngwfw~ tgxjw{nsl f |nqynsl ăhzx1 f pnsi tk nsyjs-
tion on his face that suggested he would swaddle and 
szwxj ymj twsfyj uqfsy nk ny |tzqi ăy ns ymj hwttp tk mnx 
fwr3 Lnsljwq~1 mj ăsljwji ymj qjf{jx yzwsji iw~ fsi 
yellow, removing them from their branches and plac-
ing them in the pot’s basin. Two or three he stowed 
between the elastic waistband of his underwear and 
mnx mnu3 Qfyjw1 N ăsi ymjr fx gttprfwpx ns mnx |fw 
novels. One he had tied with thread around the 
sweating pipes below the sink to watch the condensa-
tion run off their brown and green tips. 
	 A few months back we decided on a com-
panion memorial. The philosopher proposed his 
side should read: With death comes endless billows. 
“Have it carved whenever,” he said. “I don’t need to 
die for that statement to come true.” The philosopher 
was rarely uncertain. By eighth grade, he knew his 
way around two things: jazz music and girlfriends. 
In brew pubs crowded with eager family members 



and girls gently arching their bodies over tables, he 
bounced around a raw and mashed instrument. He 
was expected to notice these things; the proud smiles 
of his family, the way some bodies made a suggestion.
	 Later, when we were living in a basement 
with a futon and kitsch, the philosopher held out a 
pair of scissors and two tennis balls. “What do these 
mf{j ns htrrtsDø Mj fxpji ymj rtwsnsl tk tzw ăwxy 
Thanksgiving. 
	 “They kind of cost the same. Made for occa-
sion, for convenience?” I fumbled.
	 “The comparison exists because we make it.” 
	 The philosopher wanted to cook the turkey. 
Out back he told Mom he could really smoke the 
shit out of meat but never had managed to patch the 
front-tire of his 6-speed. Meanwhile, the extended 
family worked out the daily crossword and argued 
over public education. In the doorway, an uncle 
stood with a puppet goat in hand. “You were waiting 
for Goat-dot. Get it?”
	 Only weeks ago the philosopher mentioned 
that he could not prevent the small tears that ran 
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from his lower eye every time he walked in cold win-
ter air. How had I not known about his silent weeping 
all these years?



Pikinni Village, 
near Bikini Atoll 
test site, July 1946

Matt Manley 
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Fsi N xnlmyqjxx |nym f ywfsxă}nts N mfi sj{jw pst|s
And the Sky was
consumed. 

Pocked and uneven, like the surface of the coconut 
trees, but
boiling and a terrible energy

Htsytwyx tk ymj kwtym N xf| ălzwjx ifshnsl1 qjfunsl 
and writhing rhyming with the shock waves. 
A droning whine rested in my ears. forever. 
All our islands I saw engulfed
by the behemoth 
embryonic visage, cast in spume 
a demon or a god

Death of Worejabato
Spirit water protector
Rebirth of Litobora
demon decay poison


