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The moving force is the creative faculty Which takes this product as material, uses it and originates the next step.
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towers

When one hears the word passion,
many images come to mind. One of
these images is not likely to include the
pages of a literature and art annual.
However, the particular passion that I
am referring to is that of artists. Artists
realize the beauty in everyday life, they
take that beauty and manipulate it in
some way until it is a reflection of the self.
No matter what one’s particular craft is, be
it of image or word, as artists, we look at
life in a different way. The way that we
respond is through passionate expression.
One of the primary objectives of Towers has
been to capture the creative statements of
NIU’s students and present them as a whole.
We believe this compilation represents the
collected artistic passions that are alive on

our campus.
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This issue would not have been possible without the passion and devotion of these individuals...

Special thanks to: Tim Stouffer, who
was invaluable in the early stages of the
annual, the art directors, Bryan
Kriekard and Michael Petersen for
giving Towers a character and creative
voice reflective of the work within, to
John Bradley for his gracious investment
of time, Joe Gastiger, a contributor to
the annual for several years, and finally
the editors and staff, who dedicated their
precious time to reading and critiquing

the numerous submissions.
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Ideal: 1A conception

of something in its

— Random

perfection. 2 An ultimate

object or aim of endeavor.

Whenever each of us conceives of a
new creation (i.e. literary work, painting,
design or invention), we subconsciously
set an objective. Our objective, without
fail, is to produce something

ideal - ultimate and complete. History,

religion, philosophy, and something known

as “‘the human element” all suggest

that perfection is impossible. Nevertheless

we who share the yoke and title of

“creators” strive farth.

t he art

House Dictionary
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I cut pieces of apple. Not sliced not diced. Just jagged cuts that don’t ever fit

back together.

diana b. damkevala
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His eyes spot
the toy.

Teeth clench,
cheeks puff,
dimpled hands

grip the side
of the stroller.

One dumpling
of a knee
lifts out,

A Boy in Gabel Hall then the other.
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Feet planted,
arms swinging
he grabs
the red dinosaur.

Prize

in hand,

he runs,

grinning slyly
over his shoulder,
as his laughter
trickles down the
hallway.









Dark outside. And sinister. Sinister:

but that didn’t make him sinister. Would his left hand be placed over his
right? Probably the morticians didn’t bother with little details like that.
Still, it was more than a detail. People believed that the right side of the
brain operated the left side of the body. Meaning Stephen’s brain was
dominantly right. The right side was responsible for the hole in his heart.
No, it wasn’t right. He had passed on. Passed on — the phrase reminded
her of passing gas or playing hot potato. What had passed on? She
pictured his hands passing nothing to her. His

thin fingers. They weren’t so thin that the

knuckles stuck out, though. They were smooth

on the edges, straight. And the nails were dirty,

and usually the fingers were too — smudged

with paint and pastels and charcoal. She used to

tease him that he never washed and he would

complain that the soap in the art room wasn’t

strong enough. And P.I. laughed and told him to

use paint thinner or bleach because all that dirt--

and crap on his hands was not respectal{le.(ﬂ "/‘

/
>

Latin for left-handed. Stephen was left-handed,

Case y Pen nel

She stopped. She forced all the crap to stop

moving around her head so violently and

focused again as people and billboards and

houses flew by. Scenery. That’s all.
Something to look at, something to set the stage
for what would happen. The background for
Stephen’s death. But she didn’t mean to keep
bringing that up. She blotted her mind and watched
again. She didn’t see anything.



She saw. “Forest Funeral Home.” The car
stopped and she was walking towards the door,
still not thinking about Stephen. Her father
opened the door and she was inside and it was
quiet, but not because it was empty. There were so
many people. Too many, of course. And they
collectively kept it quiet out of respect for the
dead. She felt like speaking, like chattering and
flirting and laughing gaily. She felt crazy giddy.

Women looked at her and whispered and
smiled sadly. They thought they knew what she
was thinking. She was thinking that the woman
across from her was fat. She looked disgusting in
the tight mourning dress that she sported. It was
indecent, really, that they let her come here
wearing that. Somebody should have told her
what this was.

Shelby spotted her and broke away from her
own friends.

“Bri. You're here.” Brianna nodded. “How
are you?” Shelby was whispering, which was
ridiculous because everyone could hear her anyway.
She looked at Shelby: she’d been crying. Too bad.
Her eyes weren’t red or swollen or watery, though.
The end of her nose was shiny where her powder
was rubbed away with a tissue. Shelby was still
whispering, but Bri couldn’t concentrate.

“Where’s Stephen?” Bri asked. Where’s P.I.?

Shelby looked shocked for a second; Bri
couldn’t understand why really. Then Shelby
realized. “Oh. He’s in there.”

Bri was moving towards the display room.
Really, she had thought it would be somehow
more impressive, but it was just like her living
room with couches and easy chairs and end
tables set up all over. Only hers didn’t have a
cadaver hanging out in it. She smiled to herself. It
wasn’t really funny, but she smiled anyway. Bri
vaguely noticed people sitting in chairs, some
sobbing, some sniffling, some stony. She stood
before the casket.

Stephen. Shoot, he looked pretty good.
Course, he didn’t have any stubble. But that was
because he had — or rather, someone had shaved
it for him. He looked pretty darn nice in that
getup. Stephen wasn’t really such a great-looking
guy, he was a little homely, but he looked so
dignified now. Unnatural for him really. Bri studied
his face. His lips were so thin and wide, his big
head so glossy and bristly. His chubby cheeks. She
was amazed at how much pizza they fit — used to
fit — in them. The pink still touched his face. Jesus
Christ. This was going into the ground. Dirt would
smear his pink into grey. And worms would fill his
cheeks. She didn’t mind so much that his skeleton
would rot away, or that his pancreas would
deteriorate into oblivion. Jesus Christ. His hands.
“Jesus, not his hands.” She said it loudly; everyone
had heard. She didn’t know.

She didn’t want to see his hands, but she had
to look. She wasn’t sure if they would be there or
if they had ascended with his soul. His
hands were spotless. Not even the dull grey
which permanently marked them as artist’s
hands. They were pink like his face. She
told herself that of course they were pink;
they had been washed, finally, with soap
that was strong enough. But she sweated.

She couldn’t stop. She felt suddenly that he

had forgotten his hands in the rush to don his wings and halo. He would
miss them, of course. Surely he would be frantic when he realized his
hands were missing. He’d be back for them surely. Very soon probably.
But she couldn’t be sure how soon. She’d have to keep his hands for him.
She looked around contemptuously. None of his supposed friends had
remembered to save his hands. P.I. had probably remembered, but he
wasn’t here yet. So she would take care of it. She leaned into the reek of
embalming fluid, grasped Stephen’s hands, and pulled.

It wasn’t working so she grasped his wrist with both of her hands and
tugged. But he was so damned heavy. A chubby, bordering on fat, body.
She grabbed his forearm for leverage. “I've got ‘em, Stephen. I've got
your hands, Stephen, so when you want ‘em I'll be holding ‘em for you.”
His shoulder raised from the pillow and his chin tilted back and finally he
was coming out. Then she was dragged away from the casket, from
Stephen, by silent arms. She flailed and kicked and bit and scratched.
When this failed, she screamed. She lifted her voice and threw it up to
heaven for Stephen to hear. Stephen, Stephen, they want to take your
hands away. Stephen...where are you? Jesus Christ. Her high-pitched wail
wavered. She swooned and passed out.

P.I. was looking at her strangely. “What’s sinister?” he asked.

“The left hand,” she said. The left hand was sinister. It was Latin.
Pater was father, Frater was brother, So was sister.

“So0?” he laughed.

She looked at P.I. stooping over her, smiling. She wanted to smile.
His eyes were blue. Blue was cold, it was impersonal. Blue was a cool
color, red was a hot color. That’s what the art classes taught. But, no. Blue
was the very hottest part of the fire, wasn’t it?

“P.1.” she said.

He laughed again. “Brianna’s back from the — sleep she was in.”

“Back from the dead,” she said. P.1. smiled the same sad smile as —
someone. Who? Somebody had looked at her the same way, a fat lady.
The woman in too-tight mourning clothes, the one at the funeral.

“The funeral,” she said.

“It’s over, Bri. You passed out and they brought you in here I came
to watch you. Everyone else is at the grave. They’ll be back soon.”

“No. Just you, P.I.” Passed out, like passing gas or distributing. Or
making a pass. Thank God P.L’s here. P.I. Peter Ichobod. Petey. Ichy.
Pete-ich. Private eye. Pie. Peter. Pater. Father.

“Peter. Stephen’s hands.”

“I heard you made quite a ruckus trying to get Stephen out of the coffin.”

“Yes. Save his hands, P.I. Please.”

“I can’t, Bri. He doesn’t need his hands to be saved. He doesn’t need
them, Sweet Bri. He can’t use them.”

“Peter. Ichobod. You are a two-faced bastard. You said you loved
Stephen. You don’t even know that his hands turned pink instead of
grey, and his face is turning grey instead of pink. Did you know that,
Peter? Did you ever stop to think once, just once, that they’re putting
Stephen underground?”

“Not Stephen, Bri. His body.”

“Why don’t you stop them P.I.? How can he paint without any light?”

“Jesus. Sweet Bri.”

“Don’t shake your head at me. I'm not a lost cause.”

“Just lost, Sweet Bri.” He smiled sadly.

The lady at the funeral. Her sympathetic smile menaced. She
grinned. She was fat. And sinister.

Bri was silent and P.1. watched her silence and then she was watching
more scenery from her car and then she was in her bed. She was sleeping
and then she woke and was creeping down the stairs and she was outside
moving toward the field. She was kneeling in a pile of dirt and she was
shaking and gathering dirt into her fists. She was jamming it into her
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mouth. Dirt. Soil. Dust. She sucked the dirt and her head shook. She
chewed the dirt until her jaws cramped. She swished the dirt around with
her tongue until her mouth was coated. Then she was spitting it out,
coughing, hacking, throwing her body into the dirt and rubbing it over her
bare skin. It scraped her and burned her and she was rolling in it. Then
she was exhausted and she was sleeping and she woke and found herself
bloody and dirty and she fled to her bed and she slept.

When she awoke, Bri was not sure whether to get up. today. Her body
ached, her sheets were bloody. She thought of P.I. and was overwhelmed
with hatred. She had explained the pink and the grey to him, but he didn’t
care. Didn’t care about Stephen. And Stephen had known and then he
had died. She wouldn’t see Peter ever again and she wouldn’t go to school
ever again. Maybe Stephen wouldn’t be working today and he could come
over except he was dead and buried six feet under, pushing up daisies. She
could go dance on his grave, but why bother? He wouldn’t even see her.
He couldn’t hold her feet with his hands and tell her to dance for him, his
little dancer. Then Mom was coming in and telling her to shower, her
friends wanted to see her and she was showering and the scrapes burned.
The dirt washed away. And Shel was walking in and looking very concerned.

“Bri. Are you okay?”

“Shelby. Of course.” Was P.I. here?

“P.I. came with me. He’s so worried about you.”

“I won’t see him, Shel. He’s a bastard and a sonuvabitch. Tell him to
get the hell out of my house and stay the hell away from me. I hate him. I
wish he were the one...”

SBri =T i

Bri studied Shelby’s face. She had been crying again, this time her
eyes were still red. Really, she was crying right now. Too bad.

“Shel, don’t cry. You’ll ruin your makeup.”

Shelby cried.

“All right. Cry if you want, but please not here. Please go away.”

Shelby left without answering, still crying. Then Bri was getting ready
for school and sleeping through her classes and not speaking to P.I. She
apologized to Shelby and she smiled at her other friends, but she looked
into P.I.’s blue eyes with her own coldness.

He was trying to talk to her, he was calling her every night and writing
her letters, but she wasn’t answering. She was telling her friends to have
him leave her alone and Shelby told him Bri wished he died instead of
Stephen. And then she was in peace, silent and alone. P.I. didn’t look at
her and Shelby wasn’t calling her because Bri was being selfish.

Then Bri was in her room and it was night and she looked out the
window and there was darkness outside. And sinister. And she was
scared. She remembered the funeral. She looked at the calendar and saw
that two months had passed since the funeral. She sat on the floor and she
ached. She tried to remember anything from the last two months and she
couldn’t remember anything at all. She was slamming drawers and tearing
apart her desk and throwing things out of her closet. And she sank to the
floor and stared at her hands. They were dirty. And she remembered
Stephen’s hands. And Peter. Peter. They were such good friends,
something had happened to make them stop, but she couldn’t think what.
She was sure he was far from her, though.

She took out paper and pen and wrote.

Dear Peter,

Each letter she sent after waiting one day for a
reply. Peter still didn’t look at her. Then school
was out and she was absorbed in loneliness. She
laid in her room looking at the ceiling. Dirt, that
was important. The earth. Whether you’re on it or
under it. And whether your heart can beat with a
hole. She was so tired of thinking and she looked
outside. The sky was tired; it was grey. Every time
it turned pink, when the sun rose and when the sun
set, the sky only turned grey again, like charcoal
blended into pink making grey. Grey, like dirt
which coated the sky. She had sucked on the dirt.
She took out pen and paper and wrote.

P,
There’s a hole in my heart.
Brianna

Peter was in her room two nights later. He
looked pale, gaunt.

“Peter. You can’t know.”

“Bri. Sweet Bri.” He moved towards her and
wrapped his arms around her. She felt his thinness.
Peter. Pater. Stephen is gone. Stephen is gone.
Jesus Christ. He’s gone.

“Peter.” and he was squeezing her so she
couldn’t breathe and when he released her, she
breathed deeply and felt the air rushing into her
lungs. And he was smiling at her, shyly. And he
was looking with his blue eyes, intensely hot.

“Bri.” He looked troubled. “I came — what
did you mean about a hole in your heart?”

A hole in her heart? She didn’t remember
anything except a hole in Stephen’s heart.

She looked at Peter and grabbed his hands.

“No. No hole, Peter.” And Peter’s eyes
looked suddenly like Shelby’s had at the funeral.
Crying. And she was crushing Peter and he was
crushing her back and she felt her cheeks wet and
her shoulders shake.

Was it something I said?

Brianna

Dear Peter,
= Wish we were friends.
o
b Brianna
v
=
5 Dear Peter,
=
a My apologies.
-
=" Brianna
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“I'm dangerous like a cow.," | said.
No one noticed.

| climbed the steps, |'m Dangerous like a cow.”

Still no reply.
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“In what way?"

M IPpUD

o

IS M oY TOIZ












