






























COLE THOMAS MOFFAT Choices (series of 2) acrylic on canvas 
28 

CHARLIE MARS-MAHLAU Laundromat I & 2 digital art prints 
29 



30 

LOIS KWA He the lamb she the slaughter 
0 2nd place poetry winner 

Your true name falls from my lips 
and it's target practice, and now 

the waiting begins 

for you to find that secret hairline 
fracture in my chest and push into it 

and down until something cries out. 

And you'd turn fighter to keep your hands 
on me, five or six different ways, just to prove 

you are good at this 

as you must be-I choke over the words 
to fell you: It's only a small matter 

of time before you, oh you 

are dear and my foxhound. 
And foxhound, 

I forgive myself, for 

I cannot help myself 
With you I turn into an open book 

of matches 

BRENDAN COSTILOW Shelley digital photograph 
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COLE THOMAS MOFFATT The Human Abstract oil on canvas 
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MARQUE ALLAN REAVLEY Toward Club Valhalla 

I felt good as I strolled up the wide sidewalk, headed for Club Valhalla. It was Spring then, 
beginning to warm, and newborn leaves shimmered and danced in the afternoon light. This 
tree-lined street was one I had never taken before, and it felt safe and comfortable. I could smell 
the faintest honeysuckle leading me into a quiet neighborhood. As I followed the identical 
concrete squares, listening for sparrows and the giggles of children, I couldn't wait to get to 
Club Valhalla. 

I noticed how nice this neighborhood was. It didn't look like it belonged in the city. Every 
street was shaded by well-trimmed trees and squat modest houses behind white fences , no 
weeds in the yards, no trash littering the ground. Through upward-stretching, swaying branches, 
sunlight blotted and swirled over my face. 

I slowed my pace. I took a deep breath and closed my eyes to let flesh-filtered light wash 
over them. When I opened them again, I was already a few blocks down-I had walked right 
past several stop signs. 

Up ahead, a middle-aged man-pale, wiry, rigid and stern-trimmed grass from the edge 
of the sidewalk. He wore a pressed red polo shirt and khakis. His hand was precise with the 
pruning sheers he squeezed. The snipping blades glinted in the yellow dimming glare. He 
peered over his shoulder, catching me in his dark eyes. As I approached him on the sidewalk, 
his eyes narrowed and his little moustache twitched. Then he stood, wiped off his hands, and 
turned on a warm smile. 

"Hi!" His teeth were bright. "You new here?" He held out his hand to take mine. 
"Huh? Oh no, I'm not from around here:' His grip was tight. "Well, not this neighborhood, 

anyway-up north a little ways:' And I jerked my thumb. "But it looks nice here. I was just 
thinking how pretty it was:' And his smile broadened. 

"Well that's great! Glad you like it. Name's Stan, by the way-so, you been walking long? 
You tired?" I didn't feel particularly tired. I didn't even feel flushed. 

"No, I'm alright:' He was standing in my way, but I didn't really mind. He seemed nice 
enough. And I had enough time to linger, I thought. I told him his yard looked nice. 

"Thanks!" he said, beaming. "We take a lot of pride in our neighborhood:' His scrawny chest 
puffed under the polo shirt. 'Tm kinda the neighborhood watchman, I guess you'd call it. I 
make sure everybody tends their lawns, keeps the place looking good:' 

"Oh really?" I asked. A fly buzzed in my ear and I swatted at it. 
"Yeah;' he said. "I used to live in another place that was pretty nice, but I didn't get along 

so good with the guy who ran things. I tried to make some changes around there, and they ... " 
he paused, glanced away then back to me "well, then I ended up coming here-hey, you sure 
you're alright? If you're tired or something you oughta take a break for a minute:' Now that I 
had stopped to chat, I did feel a little tired. And, now that he mentioned it, a little rest probably 
wasn't too bad an idea. 

"~ou want so~ething to drink?" he asked me. "Some lemonade, or some apple juice maybe?" 
He wmked at me. Tell you what-you stay right there and I'll go get you a cup:' 

. And before I could argue, he slid past the gate and into his bright white house with it's 
white shutters. Sunflowers bobbed under the windows out of beds of violet morning glory. A fly 
landed on the fence, ugly and stark against the smooth white wood. 

He came back outside with a blue cup. As I raised it to my lips, an early streetlight flickered 
?n and shone through the plastic, turning the cup green in my hand. The apple juice was bad­
it w~.s too cold, too sweet-and I tried to drink it fast. I choked and he chuckled. 

Go down the wr~n~ way?" he joked. I tried to laugh along, but I was coughing too much. I 
g~ped the rest of the Juice to ease my throat, but it didn't help. "Ah. You're finished already;' he 
said ... and took the empty cup. Tears had filled my eyes, and I couldn't tell if he was smiling or not. 

. So where you headed, anyway?" he asked, somewhat disinterestedly, as if he already knew. 
As if he had asked the question before. 

"Club Valhalla;' I gasped, trying to catch my breath. "Going to see a show .. :· I coughed again. 

My vision was still blurry, but I swear I saw him sneering. The cup had disappeared somewhere. 
"Well;' he said, "the way you're going, you're never going to make it:' 
"Huh?" I said, finally recovering. But he offered no explanation. "Well .. :· I cleared my throat. 

"I guess I should probably get going ... " He raised his eyebrows, but didn't say anything, just stared. 
"Thanks for the apple-" 
"It's down that way;· he interrupted, stepping out of my path and pointing down the 

sidewalk. Then he went back abruptly to his work . I heard a light breeze, chalky ringing chimes, 
and nothing else. I took off down the sidewalk, moving faster this time than the time before. I 
wanted to get to Valhalla quick. I wished I hadn't stopped. I wished I was already there. 

The sky was bleeding purple into quick-fading gold. I felt uneasy. My throat and stomach 
hurt from the coughing. White petals drifted down from the blossoms in trees all along the 
street. I felt them brush my face as I trod on those already lost. I looked around and realized I 
was lost as well. 

I wandered for a long time past white fences, white shirts and khakis on clotheslines, drawn 
blinds and curtains, pristine black cars, and spotless gutters. I thought of asking for directions, 
but everyone was shuffling into their houses from tending their lawns, stifled looks on their 
faces . A fly bit my cheek. 

I stopped at an intersection, frantic and dizzy, and looked up at the street sign: 7th Avenue. I 
had gone too far south. I thought for a moment, then checked my watch. 

It was too late to turn back. 
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DINA SHERMAN Birds of a Feather (series) pencil, watercolor on paper 

GINA DiPERNA milk and honey 
0 I st place poetry winner 

drinking milk and honey 
in the mid-Atlantic 
in between a rainstorm. 
how hard, those bees, 
they worked, 
festering hive of parasites, 
to boil the sweet elixir 
with electric repetition 
of trembling wings. 
how hard, those cows, 
flesh spilling over their hides, 
their cellulous bodies full to the brim: 
gelatinous, lactating matriarch. 
how hard they worked. 
let men squelch the milk of their bodies 
running unclean hands 
over and under 
white liquid expelled 
with a resounding gasp 
and a clasp 
of once sacred skin. 

how hard they worked 
to sit in your teacup, 
your raindrop stained teacup. 
your starched solitude 
makes the heavens weep 
at your disingenuous 
painted face 
held high in the rain. 
inching; 
condescending to the sea 
without regard for staunch formality: 
the rain just falls. 

how hard, those bees, 
those cows, worked 
to sicken you with themselves 
but not with what they are worth. 
you sip your sweet, milky mixture 
alone. 
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JANE TUSS Flagella hand-felted wool, turquoise, and thread 

38 0 2nd place art winner 

LOIS KWA Untitled 

Madness left mercy in the elevator 
seven dirty nights ago. With the flat descent 
of your thumb upon Ground Level Down, 

so begins the urban legend of abandonment­
my complex a drywall beast, you in the belly, 
an arrow-straight exit, and me clinging to the spine, 

a smoking shadow on the fire escape. 
Trying to recurve the backbone of things 
is folly, is danger, folklore tells me. 

Now I can hear the sound of your skateboard 
slamming pavement downstairs, at last. 
The most feral Fate sees me as a tensed muscle, 

ready to burst. She tells the moon to cycle again, 
and the story ends. Girl fights to survive. 
Boy breathes deep. His blood says Kick, push, flight. 
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AMY SHIN Static Intervals digital art print 
40 0 I st place art winner 41 
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AUTHORS 

BRIAN BUCKLEY 
'Tm a twenty-one-year-old Texan who 
enjoys computer programming, juggling, 
tennis, geography, fencing, learning foreign 
languages, and reading everything I can. I 
listen to Beethoven, the Beatles, and Koji 
Kondo. I write novels and create webcomics 
when I can, and I do schoolwork when I 
have to. And after all this time, my favorite 
book is still The Lord of the Rings:' 

GINA DiPERNA 
"i am currently a sophomore english major 
here at ohio state. words are my passion, 
and i believe there is no better outlet for 
words than poetry. although writing is a 
commodity constantly in transition, i know 
i love words, especially when written in 
lowercase. my hopes for the future include 
sharing more of my poetry in the ohio state 
community, warm sunny days on the oval, 
and progress . i am elated that my piece 

"milk and honey" has been chosen for this 
year's edition of mosaic magazine:' 

JACLYN JANIS 
Jaclyn Janis will graduate in June 2007 with 
a B.S. in Environmental Science and a mi­
nor in French. She will spend the next year 
in Togo working with Jeunes Volontaires 
pour !'Environnement, a Togolese NGO. 
Jaclyn plans to continue creative writing 
alongside scientific pursuits . 

LOISKWA 
Lois is an anthropology student, avid reader, 
prep cook, nomad, lover, fighter, and girl. 
She has a heart, a soul, one hedgehog, 
plenty of loved ones, no house plants, and 
an appetite. 

MELANIE LUKEN 
"I am a first year at Ohio State, majoring in 
French. I am from Dayton, Ohio. I love po­
etry, French, math and dance. I am continu­
ally inspired by the people in my life and 
the observations I make. I wrote "Orion's 
Belt" this winter, and it reflects the feeling 
of losing someone and living without them:' 

CAITLIN O'SULLIVAN 
Caitlin O'Sullivan enjoys writing suspense 
and horror short fiction, much to her 
mother's dismay ("Why can't you write · 
nice stories?"). Her "Letter from a Burning 
Windmill" was originally written for Julian 
Anderson's English 565 class, at the prompt 
"write a letter from a burning building:' She 
was born in Columbus, and will graduate 
in Spring with Bachelors degrees in 
Economics and English. 

MARQU E ALLAN REAVLEY 
Marque Allan Reavley is a senior English 
student. He grew up in Zanesville, Ohio. 

DAVE RINE 
Dave Rine can usually be seen walking 
his poorly behaved Boston terrier, Busta, 
around campus. He's often drunk while it's 
still daylight out. He being Dave, not Busta. 

JANE TUSS 
"I am a freshman from Dayton, Ohio. I am 
a general art major right now, but I hope to 
be either a sculpture or drawing and paint­
ing major in the future. I am very fond of 
reading short stories and reading and writ­
ing poems. This poem is about becoming 
very well acquainted with a funeral home:' 

EVANYOAK 
Evan Yoak is a cynical optimist who will try 
anything once. His interests include lan­
guages, martial arts, le parkour, and trying 
to figure ou,t what's wrong with poetry. He 
likes short walks on the beach, Dedalus­
style, 4 AM conversations about philosophy, 
and water. 
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ARTISTS 

BRENDAN COSTILOW 
"I am a sophomore, majoring in photogra­
phy. The camera I used was a Nikon DSO, 
with a 18.55 mm kit lens. I don't really have 
specific ideas when I take pictures. I just like 
to find things that are interesting to me'.' 

ANN HU 
Ann Hu is currently a junior, double ma­
joring in Business and Art. She hopes to 
get her BFA in Art and Technology. She 
would also like you to know her last name 
is pronounced "who" and that she eats her 
Reese's with a straw. 

ELISE KAHL 
Originally from Perrysburg, Ohio, Elise will 
be graduating this spring with a BFA in Art 
and Technology. As a multimedia artist, 
Elise creates short videos using camcorders, 
drawings, animation software, and every­
thing else under the sun. At the end of May, 
she will begin a four month internship with 
the Western Arctic National Parklands in 
Kotzebue, Alaska where she will design and 
teach environmental and craft programs to 
the local community. 

CHARLIE MARS-MAHLAU 
'!I grew up in Boston, MA and Hilliard, OH. 
My father is a retired minister, and major 
in the U.S. Army. My mother is a direc-
tor of art for a local publishing company. I 
have four half siblings (three sisters, and 
a brother) . My academic interests at Ohio 
State have centered on the English major­
writing and reading, but I have also enjoyed 
my history, architecture, and photography 
courses. After graduation, I hope to pursue 
an M.A. in English and teach at the college 
level:' 

COLE THOMAS MOFFAT 
"A self-portrait composed in symbols of ink 
on a glossy page. 
Grammatical Formulas forming a statement 
of me, 
Schematic paintings or hue-prints of my 
philosophy. 
A 'Romantic Manifesto' in an age of fear 
No Shaman is needed, only an ear. 

Harmonizing hymns in a foreign tongue, 
The dialect is color and its form as one. 
Interpretation is simple, 
the cipher is free, 
Not an achievement of my own; 
Rather, the adventure of we'.' 

BRITTANY RANSOM 
"I lend most of my time to paying attention 
to the elements that make art playful. The 
simplest line or color choice can completely 
change the emotion of a piece. I like to fo­
cus on loose movements and heavy blocks 
of color to emphasize this child-like nature. 
I love to make artwork thathas a outward 
narrative and offer a small bit of insight into 
the stories I am creating in my mind'.' 

DINA SHERMAN 
"I've never quite gotten over being uprooted 
from Russia when I was five. The experi­
ence has blessed me with an immigrant 
complex that has pushed my attention 
towards the in-between. Obsessed by this 
state physical, psychological, and temporal) 
for the past couple years, I allow it to direct 
my work and thoughts. I feel fortunate to 
have found such a wonderful conceptual 
companion'.' 

AMY SHIN 
"Inverted: the telephone wires migrate into 
stripes in a composition book as words 
dilate into soundwaves scrawled by reeling 
birds. I grasp a passing plane with my gaze 
by traveling in vectors across the sidewalk 
while sampling unrequited wired moments 
as I throw conversations to the sky'.' 

JANETUSS 
"I am a freshman art student from Dayton, 
Ohio. I want to be a fine arts major, but I 
am not sure what I want to major in yet. 
Right now I am thinking of majoring in 
sculpture or drawing and painting. I am 
really interested in fiber arts. I like work­
ing with fabrics, felt, wire, beads etc. My 
inspiration for the two pieces that got in the 
magazine was natural shapes and designs. 
I used very basic and organic shapes and 
lines to create the simple, cell-like creatures 
that I created'.' 

NICOLE ZMIJ 
"Although my artwork in the past few years 
has definitely been driven by a sense of 
pure exploration, it does indeed embody 
several common themes. First of all, I am 
often very physically present in my works, 
using my hands not only to manipulate 
the materials but also to create layers and 
textures through which I fuel an explora­
tion of space and seek an interconnectivity 
or balance that leads to resolution. There is 
something simply enchanting about spon­
taneously introducing elements to a surface, 
and in a way allowing it to lead me. I like to 
look at my creative process as an adventure, 
allowing myself to experience and utilize 
the sensuality of the materials themselves. I 
am also an admirer of what I like to call the 

"happy accident;' and I enjoy the mystery of 
leaving things to chance; therefore I often 
allow myself to see the canvas or other 
beginning surface simply as an arena for 
material experimentation that is sub­
conscious and intuitive. Through consis­
tently seeking a true awareness of physical, 
mental, and spiritual rhythms, my artwork 
allows me to fully engage in a search for the 
ethereal (God's intended purity):' 

Nicole is a Drawing and Painting major 
within the Bachelor of Fine Arts program at 
The Ohio State University. 
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