






































NATHAN BIROSCHAK Pizza Digital Photography 

REGINA DiPERNA Ghazal for New York 

Focus. You see it now? A whole row of wallets. 
At daybreak, the avenue is flush with their wallets. 

Leather squares stream forth towards the offices, cabs, 
the hands, narrow doors. Rippling like salmon, these wallets. 

A red wallet once held a goldfinch's feather. 

A fir train. And a May. Oh, the things in her wallet. 

Brass buttons, high collars, half-hearted desires 
for Jeep. In dreams, New Yorkers still reach for their wallets. 

The morning paper yawns and flicks her black tongue. 

On the corner in Brooklyn, everyday: hissing wallets. 

Yellow chickens loll in the windows, the ginger 
sauce simmers in woks. Saifu, don't be fooled, means wallet. 

The self-sewn dresses sway like cat tails in the street. 
Such color. Such flora. Such sniffing for wallets. 

The hipsters whistle softly with 0 shaped mouths. 
Lips rustle, who has the most ironic wallet? 

Magnolia's makes the best halvah in the village. 
Old loveletters make the most beautiful wallets. 

Pockets lip past each other at dusk: the outline 

of a pack of smokes, loose sugar, dead father's wallet. 

At night, lights are cotton blossoms spun into bulbs. 
While they shimmer, the heart hides in its dark wallet. 

Can you see them now? They hem the night like eyelet: 
Twenty-one New York springs, sewn into my wallet. 
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MICHAELAUSTIN PHILLIPS Some Look With Glares 

Loneliness is like twisting in the wind; 
and I am a pair of worn out old sneakers, 

dangling listlessly by my laces 
from a wire. 

I am too high 
above the people passing, 
my frayed tongue hanging lax 
above their heads. 

Only some look with glares­
the sun shining in their eyes. 

MARY McCARTNEY Casting Shadows Mixed Media on Canvas 41 



ALEX KINSEL Lane Five 

The alley was on Main Street, stuck inconspicuously between the Alien family hardware 

store and the storefront Christian Science Reading Room. It was not much, the rough brown paint 

above and below the tinted windows cracking and peeling in the late fall sun. Conner's, the faded 
orange script read, Conner's Bowling and Pub. By pressing hard against the shaded windows, 
one could see the bar and beyond it, the eight lane alley. It was mostly deserted these days, even 
on the once busy Saturday nights. The whole operation was antiqued, from the cigarette smoke­
stung white drop-down ceiling tiles to the ratty chairs riveted into the tile around each alley. The 
bar served only weak drinks and the shoe rental was fifty cents. The alley's only claim to fame, or 

rather infamy-depending upon a person's politics-was that the Conner's was the only alley in the 
tri-county area to have neglected to make the industry-wide change to automated pin setters. 

Robert Harway was at lane five that morning, tallying up his first ten frames. 186. Not bad, 
up just a little bit· over twenty-five pins in two months. Taking the tumbler of gin from the perspi­

ration-rung cocktail napkin, Harway crossed his legs and looked down the lane. He could see him 

down there, carefully placing the chipped pins back into formation. The boy started with the front 
pin, moved to set up a "v" formation like the geese that had been flying over the town in the past 
few weeks, and finally filled in the remaining three pins. Robert Harway gazed down the smooth 
lane as the boy pulled his body away from metal hood covering the pins. Anyone who might casu­

ally look at the scene could mistake Harway's gaze for that of a proud father watching his son hard 
at work on his first job. The boy's name was Joshua. Robert Harway was in love with him. It was 
just after 10:30 AM. _ . 

Joshua had been working at the bowling alley since early July, when his father demanded 
he get a job after he'd been kicked off his prep school baseball team for showing up to the double­
header against Hollington on bright Saturday morning piss-drunk. He was sixteen now, had just 
turned in September, in fact, and did not drive. Joshua Mulholland walked. He'd been walking 
across Archer Avenue to work days after his birthday when Harway had almost hit him with his 
truck. He jumped out of way of the bumper and shot a look of disgust at the driver. Harway had 
been taken immediately by the lanky boy with stark-black hair and though he instantly felt guilty 
about it, he went' as far as to drive back around the block so he could see him entering the bowling 
alley. He parked across the street in front of the white-washed gazebo and walked into the alley 
through the tinted door, taking a seat at the bar and draining two scotches, all the while eyeing 
the boy as he set up pins 60 feet away. He'd been bowling at the alley three mornings a week since 

then and had settled into a routine where he'd bowl a few games, drink a couple, and watch Joshua 
begrudgingly walk back and forth behind the lanes, setting pins and cursing. 

Turns out that since then, he'd been let go from his job at the post office; something about 
miscataloging, but he knew it'd really been because he'd stop caring about god-damn letters and 
packages and magazines. He'd been bowling more since then, even getting up the courage to cor­
ner Joshua in the restroom one morning and ask him an asinine question about where to purchase 
quality bowling shoes. He'd felt horribly awkward approaching the boy as he washed his hands in 
the off-white rust-pocked sink. The whole encounter had stunk of cross-generational small talk 
and had left Harway feeling disgusting and depressed about his chances with the boy twenty-five 
years his junior. This had been three weeks ago and they hadn't spoken since. He planned on try­
ing again today; maybe even suggesting that he would take the boy across the street to the lunch 
counter on the opposite side of town square during his lunch break. It would be nothing threaten­
ing, nothing awkward, and certainly nothing romantic; just a man who spent too much time at the 

bowling alley doing something nice. He picked up his turquoise swirled ball from the cheap leather 
bag on the floor next to his chair and began his second game. He was getting graceful at this point; 
knowing exactly how to plant his right foot on the approach and how to twist his wrist away from 

the natural spin of the ball as he released it. He'd learned how to aim for the approach arrows fif­

teen feet down the lane. He was eyeing up the center arrow when the women walked in the door. 
They were in their mid to late thirties and dressed ill full evening clothes. Harway looked 

back over his left shoulder from his lane and eyed them up. He was unsure if they were getting a 
jump on the night or if they'd walked in wearing what they'd worn the night before. They could 
maybe be sisters, he thought, although one was a little heavier. They were attractive women, he had 
to admit, all hot-ironed brown hair, full lips and gentle eye make-up. They took a seat at the bar, 

the one with the longer legs calling over Gerry, the bartender, and asking for two drinks. Robert 
saw Gerry give her a solid look down. It ~asn't often a woman like this came into this bar. They 
took their drinks off the oak bar top and turned on their stools to watch Robert, He'd never had an 
audience before, especially two good-looking women. He took four steps down the approach area 

and let the ball down the lane. Strike. The women clapped, and Harway looked back at them, nod­

ding his head in acknowledgement. The uglier of the two called the bartender back over, ordering 
two more. They lit up clove cigarettes in unison, taking drags in alternating breaths, like a brunette 
two-headed monster. Harway looked back down the lane towards Joshua, who was sitting on a 
stool in the visible area behind the lanes. He was reading a magazine in the downtime between 
rolls, his head crooked down over the glossy pages, his hair falling down in front of his eyes. What 
was he doing, Harway thought, he could be going after either of these women, but instead he had a 

sad fixation on a boy, a little boy. 
He threw his third frame. Eight pins fanned out from the front one, clacking against the 

wood as they hit the floor and rolled back into the rut where Joshua would collect them. The 
women were talking now; filling the bar area with their loud, brash voices. Robert could hear them 

carrying on about the condition of their room at the Brown Hotel across the town square. It was 
an upscale place, with a piano bar and doormen, but God, if they weren't trashing it. The bed was 
hard, the room service sub-par, there wasn't an ice bucket. He could hear their whine over the pins 
sliding into the gutter as he threw the next five frames. They were both four drinks in at this point 
and were only talking louder. Harway turned to the women, propping the ball on his right hip, his 

fingers still in the holes. 
"Bowl, dammit!" the skinny one yelled, raising her glass to eye level in a mock salute. She 

brought the drink to her lips and drained it, turning and slamming the tumbler down on the bowl­
ing pin-embossed coaster on the bar. She rose from the stool, unsteadily, and looked at the other 

woman with alcohol-bleared eyes. 
"Cyn, quit being a bitch and let's watch this man bowl:' She crossed the threadbare green 

bar-carpet and stepped down into the bowling area. 
"My name's Rita and this;' she motioned back to the bar with her chin, placing her left 

hand on the scoring table "is Cynthia. We're from the south, real southern belles, there's no mistak­
ing that. We're over at the Brown, but it's dead as all get out this morning and we're just looking for 
a little action in this ghost town. You live here? How do you live here? I'd of killed myself at this 

point:' 
Robert nodded and looked past Rita to Cynthia who now had her head on the bar before 

he turned back to the lane, bringing the ball up to his chest in preparation. He took a breath and 

eyed the approach arrows. 
"Of course, watching you bowl is about the only thing left to do, seeing as we already blew 



through the Pick 'n' Pay. Not like I know or care anything about bowling. Even where we're from 
it's a shit activity, but I like the way you move." . 

Harway turned back around, dropped the ball to his side once again and gave Rita an exas­
perated look. Up close she was less spectacular, crow's feet and laugh lines pulled the youth from 
her skin. Deep wrinkles settled in diagonals across the front of her dress and her make-up was 
messed around her eyes; she was clearly still wearing last night's clothes. He was ten feet away, but 
he could smell her, the sickly sweet tang of an entire department store perfume section mingling 
with yesterday's alcohol seeped from her pores. She was attractive though, in that faded pin-up sort 
of way. 

"This whole trip is pointless. We were supposed to see the mid-west while my husband;' 
she held up her left hand to show him her less-than-modest ring, "investigates new sales tech­
niques at the expo center in the next town over. It was supposed to be a big week out, seeing the 

sights, smelling all the smells . .. all that bullshit:' She sat down at the table and began to fiddle with 
Harway's empty tumbler, sliding it back and forth idly between her hands, "But, damn if we've, Me 

and Cyn, ever ended up in the wrong place at the wrong time, it's now. Dead, the town is dead:' 
He turned back away from her hoping she would get the hint and leave, or at least quit talking. She 
did neither. 

"How long you've been bowling? I'm just saying on account of the fact that it looks like 
your right arm is pretty muscular at this point. Not that your left arm is scrawny or anything. Are 
you in construction or something? My husband is, well was, he's the contractor now, so I guess 
technically he still is in construction, but he doesn't do construction. Anyway, back when we met 
he was about double Cl:S well-built as you. That was over ten years ago now, he's got a gut at this 
point. Makes him look dignified or whatever they saY:' 

Harway nodded with his back turned and looked down the lane to Joshua. Dammit, he 
thought, get this woman out of here. 

'Tm going to bowl now:' He said without looking back. 'Tm going to bowl this frame then 
the next frame. It will take me four throws. I'm not really looking to talk or anything, I'm just here 
to practice:' He looked down to Joshua again, who was now leaning against the metal-hood over 
the pins, his arms over his head pressed against the structure. He was watching Robert converse 
with the woman ·and it made Robert uneasy, he didn't come here to attract random women, even if 

they were married and half-drunk at noon. 
He began to settle himself for the throw again. 
"Of course, he's sleeping with the secretary who works in the job site trailer. It's obvious as 

day and he's done all but admit it. You're not married are you? I wouldn't recommend it, too many 
headaches and heartaches or whatever they say:' 

He went ahead and threw the ball without acknowledging her remarks. Six pins, too much 
spin to the right. He threw t~e next ball as soon as it came sputtering out of the ball return, but he 
rushed the approach, took his eyes off the arrows and the ball veered to the right, just barely nick­
ing one pin. He turned back to the scoring table, more than a little bit upset and saw that the other 
woman, Cynthia, had made her way down from the bar and had taken' a seat next to Rita. Jesus, he 
thought, he couldn't win. 

"That was pretty good, but I noticed you missed a few! " Cynthia said from the table, the 
"s"s in "missed" hissing through the gap in her front teeth. Comparing the two of them side-by­
side, he was sure they weren't sisters. Cynthia might even be the more attractive of the two, with 
her honey-brown hair and hazel eyes. 

Harway turned and retrieved the ball from the return. He heard Cynthia behind him. 

"My boyfriend bowls some times, he showed me a few things once last year, back when he still 
took me out on the weekends:' Rita rolled her eyes as Cynthia awkwardly rose from her chair, 

"Here, I can show you how to plant your foot stronger so you'll get more spin:' 
"Cyn, you sit your fat ass down, the man is trying to bowl here. He's practicing. You really 

just get in the way no matter what you're doing:' 
Cynthia was beside him now. 
"Really, it's not a big deal at all, it's a simple change. If you watch the bowler's on T.V. they 

all bowl like this. I'm not really sure the motion:' she approximated what she believe it looked like, 

her dress swishing to the left with her hips, "but it kinda looks like this:' 
Harway took two steps away from the woman. What the hell was going on here? ·ruta took 

Cynthia's hand and pulled her out of the lane. They stood to the right of Robert as he set his body 
in preparation for the tenth frame. He was going to bowl the frame and get the hell out of here. He 

held the ball out in front of his chest and eyed up the lead pin. He took a deep breath. · 
"Booooowwwl!" Rita yelled from five feet away, a grin across her cosmetic-caked face. My God, 
Harway thought, of all the days. He looked up and could see that Joshua was visibly laughing. He 

felt his cheeks flush pink. 
"Yeah, come on doooo it! Booooowl, big man!" Cynthia joined in, her exclamation filling 

the empty lanes. Gerry looked up from his crossword behind the bar and shook his head. 
"Cyn, shut your mouth. This is serious shit. The man is concentrating. He's practicing, for 

God's sake!" 
Harway sighed. 
Cynthia grabbed at Rita's dress from the side and Rita jumped out the way, banging into 

Robert's hip. She caught him off guard and he lost his bala~ce, dropping his turquoise ball, the dull 
thud echoed along the pins up and down the lanes. Joshua moved away from the pin setting area, 
Harway could see his legs as they crossed behind the lanes. He began to walk down the furthest 
lane, coming towards the threesome to try and settle the scene. Robert Harway felt himself begin 

to shake with anger. 
"Here, I can get that!" Cynthia shouted and began to reach down for the ball. She bent 

halfway over and then tumbled to the floor, laughing as she rolled at Harway's feet. 
"Oh Cyn, you bitch, look at you! You ruined everything again!" Rita said with mock-seriousness 

before she broke out in drunken laughter. 
She jumped on top of her friend and they embraced each other in a tangle of evening 

dresses and brown hair. They began to roll. 
"Bowl! Bowl! Bowl! Bowl!" They yelled in alternative shrieks, turning body over body 

away from Robert until they slammed in the ball return of the next lane where they collapsed 

together panting. 
Rita raised her left fist into the air. 
"Would you just boooowl, already? We don't have all day! Boooooowl!" 
Harway picked his ball up off the ground and walked over to the scoring table. He was 

beyond furious, but still trying to show composure. He gathered his coat and ball bag and moved 
away from the lanes, back up onto the carpeted area. He put his ball and ball b<J,g on the bar and 
turned as he put his coat on, surveying the scene. The two women were still on the ground, their 
hands on their respective foreheads, moaning and laughing. He looked to Joshua and caught the 
boy's stare. It was the first time they'd ever looked each other in the eye. Harway turned his glance 
downward immediately and set about fastening his coat and zipping the ball into the plastic bag. 

He turned and walked out of Conner's. He would not be coming back. 45 



KATIE GUAGENTI More Cows, Please Watercolor; Paper; Ink, China Marker 

ADELE VERGIS The "C ' Word 

a peculiar 

patriotism grows 
when god and country 
are both shown 
to be something 
a man can own 

ADELEVERGIS November Limerick 

There once was a month named november 
and boy did that good God go end her 
he thought it'd be fun 

to go have a son 
so people would just want december 
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AMANDA DeLOZIER Stop Mixed Media. Wheat Paste. Paper 

ARTISTS AND AUTHORS 
DANIEL BASS 
"I am an English major with a focus in creative 
writing. I am pursuing an English degree with 
Honors and Di tinction and am completing 

a thesis in creative writing thi quarter. I will 

graduate this June. I am originally from t. 
Louis, Mis ouri. While at The Ohio State 
University, I competed for the Buckeye Varsity 
Fencing Team and was a member of the 2008 

team that won the Divi ion 1 CAA ational 

Championship''. 

TIMOTHY BECHTOL 
Timothy Bechtol is from West Jefferson, Ohio. 
His work was written and ubmitted as a 

enior, but he now ha a B.A. in English and 
i at Grad chool at OSU. He tarted writing a 

weekly column for hi hometown new paper 
when he was thirteen. 

NATHAN BIROSCHAK 
"I am 21 from Young town, Ohio and a junior 
in Industrial Design; even though I only got 
into the program this past year. As far as the 
intere ting things that you would actually 

be able to publish, my most recent endeavor 
is starting a custom bicycle frame building/ 
welding shop in town''. 

ALLISON BUENGER 
Allison Buenger is from Hartville, Ohio. She 

is a fourth-year majoring in Fine Arts with 

an emphasis on Ceramics and minoring in 
German. he loves all thing kitsch. 

CATHERINE BULLOCK 
"I am an art major and I plan on focusing 

on· the area of painting and drawing. An 
interesting fact about me is that I play in 
an intramural fri bee team". 

COURTNEY CLARK 
Courtney Clark was raised Texan ("Keep 

Austin Weird!"). She is a Photography major 
and a VC Design minor. Courtney loves 

mango and guava. 

AMANDA DeLOZIER 
Amanda Delozier is from Columbus, 
Ohio. She is majoring in Art Education and 

Drawing/Painting with a minor in History of 

Art. She is learning how to weld, !?lay drums, 
and time manage simultaneously. 

STEPHANIE DE OLIVEIRA 
Stephanie DeOliveira is from Canton, Ohio. 

She is a fourth-year majoring in Psychology 
and International Studies. She enjoys tango, 
rock climbing, and learning Chinese. 

REGINA DiPERNA 
Regina DiPerna graduated in Winter 2009 
with a B.A. in English. She loves to travel, 
and the urge to move is a constant inspiration. 
She is interested to see how the unpredictable 
changes in life will manifest themselves in her · 

writing. She intends to teach abroad in Taiwan 
this year, and pursue her MFA in poetry the 
following year. She is thrilled to have her work 
published in Mosaic. 

LISA FOUSEK 
Lisa Fousek is a fourth-year Visual 

Communication Design major and Art 
minor from Cleveland Heights, Ohio. After 

graduation she hopes to participate in 

AmeriCorps and the JET program. Her work 
and interests, including camping and hiking, 
reflect her interest in the natural world. 

ADAM FRIZZELL 
Adam Frizzell is from Bucyrus, Ohio. He is a 
fourth-year Art Education major. Adam was a 

Physics major his firs t three quarters at OSU. 
49 



KATIE GUAGENTI 
Katie Guagenti is from Elida, Ohio. She is 
majoring in Apparel Product Development. 
She is a fourth-year and will be graduating this 

Spring. She enjoys making jewelry for fun and 
plans to design and sell her own jewelry line 
sometime in the future. 

KARA GUT 
Kara Gut is from North Olmsted, Ohio. She is 

a freshman and is currently undecided in her 
major. She plays the mandolin. 

RILLA HARRY 
Rilla Harry is from Marietta, Ohio. She is a 

graduating senior majoring in English. From 
2nd to 5th grade she had at least one grilled 
cheese per day; it was basically the only thing 
she would eat for dinner. Over the years she 
has developed a "grilled cheese rating system;' 
on the 1-10 scale, sampling grilled cheese 

from all over the co.untry and ranking them 
on crispiness, texture, cheesiness, and overall 
"deliciousity''. 

BETSY HEIMLICH 
"I was born in San Francisco in 1963, grew 
up in Stafford, Virginia but consider my 
home town Powell, Ohio. I am a Fine Arts 

Photography Major and graduated this past 
winter quarter (class of 2009). Interesting fact: 

My first camera was a German Rolleiflex, twin 
lens and I learned to use it and a light meter 
at the age of 5. I took lots of photographs 
of ducks in ponds and ironically, I still 
incorporate water in most of my work:' 

JUSTIN HOFFMAN 
Justin Hoffman is from Miller City, Ohio. He is 
a third-year English major and Business minor. 

TYLER JOSWICK 
Tyler Joswick is from Upper Arlington, Ohio. 
He is a sophomore Photography major and will 
hopefully graduate in 2011. He is in the Alfa 
Romeo owners club and loves cars. 

ALEX KINSEL 
Alex Kinsel is a sophomore from Sandusky, 

Ohio. She is majoring in English. When she 
was in high school, Edward Albee was her pen 

pal. 

JUSTIN LUNA 
Justin Luna is from Cincinnati, Ohio. He is 
majoring in Photography and minoring in 
German. Justin is a fifth-year and will be 

graduating this pring. He is photographically 
documenting his life through one roll of slide 
film per day. The results will be shown at the 
Silver Image Gallery in Haskett Hall from May 
20th-22nd. 

MARY McCARTNEY 
Mary McCartney is from Swanton, Ohio. She 
is a 5th year Art Major focusing on Painting 
and Drawing. She uses knitting as the basis for 
all of her work. 

SHAINA MEYERS 
Shaina Meyers is from Parkersburg, West 
Virginia. She is a fourth-year majoring in 
Visual Communication Design and French. 
She has taken a liking to learning different 
languages. Shaina has been studying French for 
nine years, German for one year, and has most 

recently begun to learn a bit of Korean. "Es ist 
klar: j'aime les langues!" 

ALEX NEELEY 
Alex Neely is a third-year from Harrison, 
OH and is majoring in Materials Science and 
Engineering. She is also getting a minor in 
Biomedical Engineering. She was the 2006 4-H 
Butler County Fair Queen. 

MICHAEL AUSTIN PHILLIPS 
"I am a third-year English major and native of 
Columbus. In lieu of more facts about me, I 
would simply like to thank all the people in my 
life that make it so happy and full:' 

MAX PLONA 
"I am from Ann Arbor Michigan. For now my 

major is fine art with a minor in design. I am 
a freshman. An interesting fact about me is 

that I have played the violin since the second 
grade and am currently in the OSU Symphony 
Orchestra:' 

MEGAN PROEHL 
Megan Proehl is from Chillicothe, Ohio. 

She is majoring in English and minoring in 
General Business and Studio Art. She will be 
graduating in June and is going to be a school 
counselor. 

CHRISTOPHER SCHWARTZ 
Christopher T. Schwartz is a senior from 
Oregon, Ohio. He is a Business major and a 
Design minor. He feels that, "there are too 
many creative outlets in the world to pursue in 

one lifetime ... but I am going to try them all in 
. )) 

mme. 

LAURAJANE STEWART 
Laurajane M. Stewart (goes by LJ) is from 
Columbus, Ohio. She is majoring in Fine Art 
with an emphasis in Sculpture. She is a fourth­
year transfer, and will be graduating May 2010. 
She is a mom and has a 9 month old little girl 

named Riece. 

BRITTANY TOTH 
Brittany Toth is from Pickerington, Ohio. She 
is a sophomore majoring in Industrial Design. 
She likes wandering, traveling, and insects. 

ADELE VERGIS 
Adele Vergis is a fourth-year from North 
Canton, Ohio. Her major is History and she is 
go.ing to get a minor in Geography. She likes 
American music. 

KARA WEINERT 
Kara Weinert is from Bowling Green, Ohio. 

She is majoring in Fine Arts with an emphasis 

on Drawing and Painting and is getting a Film 

Studies minor. She is a fourth-year senior and 
will be graduating this Spring. Kara does not 
own a North Face Jacket. 
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