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Antonson, Jyl Fehrenkamp, Shawntina Moore, Casey Pennel, Cindy Podesta 

and images have an affinity with time. Despite hectic schedules 

Iuding work, classes, and social commitments, artists find time to 

devote themselves to their craft. Once they find the time, their 

creative expressions become immortal. Towers has been 

immortalizing the works of selected Northern Illinois University 

artists for seventy-five issues and will continue to do so in 

the years to come. 

We thank John Bradley, our fearless advisor; Stella R. Langas 

Leslie Carlson Vaughan, and Matthew Leacock the 

dedicated art staff; Cristie Trepanier and Ayana 

Nickerson, our genre editors, and their staffs; the 

Student Association; Mike Ruscitti; judges 

Katie Andraski, Becky Parfitt, and Philip 

Melnick; and all the artists who submitted 

their works to Towers. 

Heather Mcintosh 
editors-in-chief 

Julie Skaggs 



First Place Ficton Winners 

Sbaumtina Moore 
WET LEAVES AFTER A HEAVY RAIN 

Ryan G. Van Cleave 
LIVER AND ONIONS 

First Place Poetry Winners 
Gwendolyn T. Urbanski 
I THINK THEREFORE 

Ryan G. Van Cleave 
BLACK POPPIES 

Honorable Mention, Poetry 
Katherine Mason 
UNTITILED 

First Place Fine Art Winners 

Sherri Lerche 
SANCTUARY OF THE SOUL 

Dan Twombly 
EXTENDED VIEWS II 

Second Place, Fine Art 
Brook E. Dickinson 

THE WAY WE WERE 

Honorable Mention, Fine Art 

Tim Hagaman 
END OF INNOCENCE 
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"What day is it?" he asks 
With indifferent indigo 
Eyes. I have to think. 
Not because my head has just plunged 
Into the transparent pool 
Of my front windshield: shattering glass, 
Creating chaos, and alerting ambulances 
But because I never pay attention 
To the date. 
"What is your social security number?" 
Ahh, something I know. Those nine numbers 
Engraved on the insides of my eyelids 
Reminding me of the test I won't take 
Tomorrow. Flashlight beams stream 
Into my crazed, glazed yes. I keep my thoughts 
Busy with everything but the accident: 
I think of kissing 
My boyfriend under a fluorescent yellow sun; 
I think of my future 
Beach house with glass wall 
Facing the Atlantic on a tranquil autumn eve; 
I think of the itch 
On my right ankle that I can't scratch because 
I am bolted to a board. 
I think of seeing 
My first novel with its sleeky, shiny cover 
And my name embossed in block letters; 
I think of fresh slippery mushrooms 
And Rotini noodles doused in spaghetti sauce; 
I think 
That this would make a corny after-school special 
Or 
At least a poem. 
I think of everything so that I'll forget 
Nothing. 

Gwendolyn T Urbanski 
I THINK THEREFORE 

First Place, Poetry 



Don't ask me where 
I come from 

I cannot answer 

You may gnaw the shell of silence 
Until the oceans revolve like the sun 
Still there will be no answer 

Last night 
In the middle of a dream 
I felt myself exist 
Only a single moment 
Without the bleat of time 
But I was no closer 
To the knowledge 
Of original rest 

I used to be bound 
To the soil with roots 
Crosstides full of darkness 
And bubbled water 
Waltzing palms in green halls 
Violet-veined and wild 

But all I remember 
Are skies of feathery stars 
Brimming crucibles of light 
And drifting fields of black poppies 
The afterbirth of some forgotten 
Unity 

Ryan G. "0/n Cleave 
BLACK POPPIES 
First Place, Poetry 



... 

Sherri Lerche 
SANCTUARY OF THE SOUL 

stained and toned gelatine silver print 
First Place, Fine Art 



Dan Twombly 
EXTENDED VIEWS II 
black and white photography 

First Place, Fine Art 
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Brooke E. Dickinson 
THE WAY WE WERE 
black and white photography 
Second Place, Fine Art 



Ryan G. VanC/eave 
BLACK POPPIES 
First Place, Poetry 

Don't ask me where 
I come from 

I cannot answer 
You may gnaw the shell of silence 

Until the oceans revolve like the sun 
Still there will be no answer 

Last night 
In the middle of a dream 
I felt myself exist 
Only a single moment 
Without the bleat of time 
But I was no closer 
To the knowledge 
Of original rest 

I used to be bound 
To the soil witli. roots 
Crosstides full of darkness 
and bubbled water 
Waltzing palms in green halls 
Violet-veined and wild 

But all I remember 
Are skies of feathery stars 
Brimming crucibles of light 
and drifting fields of black poppies 

The afterbirth of some forgotten 
Unity 
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Jenny Wessel 
COLORED LIGHT 
color photography 

Honorable Mention for Fine Art 

I WOKE THIS MORNING 

and the moon was at the 
foot of my bed; it had fall­ 
en from the sky to the 
Earth through my roof, 
landing only feet from my 
head. It was a thin, silvery 
disk that dropped into my 
day without notice or 
warning, and its hue 
changed with its mood­ 
right then it was blue-but 
aren't we all at seven in 
the morning? 
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After much thought, 
de.liberation, and thirty 
minutes in the shower I 
folded it in my pocket' to 
take with me on my day­ 
the moon, that is, which 
upon my touch had altered 
its hue to a rose like the 
flower. It was about five to 
noon when I noticed the 
twenty dollar bill stuck to 
the bottom of my shoe; a 
twenty that bought me a 
Coke from a little stand 
on the corner of seventh 
and a date at eight on 
Saturday with the girl 
behind the counter. 

In a pawn .shop at two 
there was a vintage Beatles 
album for a dollar and a 
quarter and at three my 
number came up in the 
office lottery-all of which 
I knew, while speeding 
along an unclogged free­ 
way at five, was due to the 
bit of luck tucked in the 
back of my pocket. It was 
at six when the world 
began to murmur in 
utmost disbelief about the 
missing of the moon, and 
at seven CNN had caught 
the story and ran it every 
half hour, where scientists ' 
environmentalists and 
countless theologians 
speculated it was an act of 
God, or maybe just a trick 
of light, but no one had 
any real clue why the 
moon wasn't up in the 
big sky blue. · 

After two hours of 
CNN and one presidential 
address I knew what I had 
to do, so up the back stairs 
of my building I climbed 
to the roof, where I took 
one last look at the moon 
in the palm of my hand, 
where it was a placid pink, 
then closed my fist and 
threw as far as I could the 
moon, which landed 
among the stars above my 
head. Reluctantly, I left 
the roof to play my new 
Beatles album and find 
some duct tape for the 
hole in my ceiling, when I 
stopped for a moment and 
thought I had seen it 
smile, but then again, it's 
only a moon. 

Peter ~~h~t~AY I TUCKED THE MOON IN MY BACK POCKET 



H A v E N 
So, in waking, an oppressive haze shadowed her. 

She chased her cognitive tail 
with sharp hills and valleys of 
thoughts winding her way into 
consciousness. Deep within the 
warm water of this person 
cradled, not transgressing the 
womb of pillows and a thick 
comforter, lay the familiar 
desire. Still, in waiting, she 
was aware of the whole front 
side of her body in contact 
with the surface on which she 
lay. Heavy, gravity increases 
in the morning. She knew 
what would clear the bad 
aura inside. Movement as a 
possibility, she tried to doze 
but found no haven in the 
subconscious. The mood of 
the previous night 
reclaimed her, dragged her 
down, made her feel so 
human that she was 
embarrassed-and maybe 

a little guilty. 

D. Lawrence Rowley 

Another day slipped by 
and what of it? Wondering 
about wondering, and then 
wondering about this. The 
echoing voices, the sounds, the 
way a stranger approached her 
and the way his withering 
wonton voice ran fear through 
her right down to where it 
counts. The thought had 
occurred to her to just tell him 
to "shut up and take me to your 
conjugal bed and then treat me 
like a strumpet, a harlot, a 
Venus, give me the love that I 
need so badly" but she did not. 
She just listened to the nonsense 
and ignored it. All that exited her 
soft lips was, "I have to go pee." 
Again, but this time in the now. 
Considering movement was now 
something to really roll around 

· about. She touched herself, a kind 
of short rub that just happened 
without thinking, maybe she was 
just checking. Her hand slowly 
probed her skin for awhile. She 
pulled off underwear that was her 
only uniform for the slumber full 
of toxicity. She rolled over on her 
left side and slowly, knowing that 

her relief was in sight. 
Getting off her bed 

she grabbed 

a towel from the top of 
a pile of laundry that 
was getting stale and 
walked out of her room. 

She held the blue 
towel up in one hand in 
front of her small breasts 
but she knew that no one 
would be awake so she 
didn't mind her own 
nakedness. Soon she would 
be nude. The wooden floor 
was cold on her bare feet. 
This process was a familiar 
one, it was a healing help 
that she looked forward to 
once she realized how nice it 
was. On down the hall and 
into the bathroom, seeing herself was not 
so bad. She had survived without much damage­ 
the night of letting go had 
proved to be only a slight drag 
the next day. She wondered if 
it was wrong to let go. She 
wondered what wrong was. She 
started to brush her teeth and 
then turned the shower on, hot, 
hot, hot, a shower with power. 
Conveniently wearing no clothing 
she stepped up over the edge of 
the tall tub and slid the large 
door shut. Done brushing. 
Here was another kind of 

letting go. One entirely more 
complicated and completely indescribable. 
She lay down in the tub. Her little foot searched 

around for the hot. Got it, turn it up. Feel. 
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CHINESE HARAKIRI 

Every day he meditated 
trying to free himself from cobwebs of frustrations' 
through belly breathing, mind clearing; 
the mantra sounds Rvah-m R-ah-m 

And every day he saw the same picture: 
a white elephant wall and 
her soft green scarf Christian Dior 
glittering on the sexual chair 

Yesterday th h 
e p one was silent again 

Raving to ffh· . rn o Is stiffened doth h es, 
e was dancing to Chun' . s pipa 

smoothly; like a Sh 1 · . ' . ao In pnest, 
weaving his body. 

Under tf1 . 
e rid 

ge of the . 
Ce1/in 

g, Out Of the, •. · •vlnd. 

Rebecca Houlne 

Dmitri Peskov 
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THE PRODIGAL 
oi I paste I 

Jim V Parks 

IN THEIR SHADOW 

01 I pastel 



And even in our sleep 
pain that cannot forget, 
falls drop by 

drop upon the heart, and in our own despair, 

rHEPLAGUE EPIPHANY 
against our will, 
comes wisdom to us 
by the awful grace of God. 

-Aeschylus Mark Rake 

BLACK DESERT NIGHT FLASHED PAST US. ON BOTH SIDES OF THE ROAD WHITE CROSSES SHIMMERED IN THE DARK, 
washed by our headlights to an almost phosphorescent glow. Neal had explained them to me that morning. "Every 

cross marks where a car wrecked," he said. "Where somebody lost it and went off the road. Where 
somebody died." The crosses blurred by like dancing ghosts. Neal stirred in the passenger side, 
started to wake up. "You hungry?" I asked. He nodded, then let his breath out with a sound like a 
faulty engine. "Neal?" I said. "You okay?" He nodded in reply. "We'll stop in Flagstaff," I said, "find 
a real restaurant, get something to eat. On me. Sound okay?" Neal rummaged silently in the nylon 
pouch at his hip. He finally found the vial of AZT, popped one in his mouth, chased it down with 
a swig of melted ice from a near-empty McDonalds cup. 

We were quiet for a while. We topped a rise, saw the faint angel-pattern of city lights in the dis­ 
tance. "Thanks for the trip to the Canyon," Neal 
said. And didn't add Probably the last time I'll ever see 
it, though that's what lurked behind his eyes. I drank 
some melted ice from my own cup. "Hey, I never 
been there myself, you know?" I said. "Always want­ 
ed to. I'm just glad you were along to give me direc­ 
tions, keep me from winding up in Nevada or 
something ... "Neal gazed out the window, watched 
the stars arcing in the infinite black. "John?" he said, 
still staring upward. "What did you think when I 
told you I was gay?" 

I cranked the window open, felt the desert air roar 
over my face. "What did I think?" I said. "I thought 
you were running a scam on me. Doing your usual. 
Like that time we were kids, and you had me con­ 
vinced that plastic bag in your fridge was full of pot 
instead of goddamn catnip ... " Neal convulsed with 



laughter. "And you almost smoked it!" he chortled. "You 
wanted to, to dry it in the microwave. And get rolling 
papers from Circle K. God, I should've just let you do it." 
I kept my eyes on the road, flipped him off. "Yeah, well, 
that was my childhood, my son," I said. "Thirteen years 
old, we didn't kn~w from shit. But you can see why I 
doubted your confessional? You call me up two years ago, 
you say 'Hi, Johnny, how's everything, how's work, how's 
school, oh that's good, and by the way I'm dating men now. 
How about those Bulls?'" 

Neal smiled. "I remember," he said. "I was afraid how 
you'd take it. All that time we spent going to that private 
Christian school. I thought you wouldn't be able to deal 
with it. Remember the fag jokes we all used to make? 
Playing Smear the Queer every recess? I thought for sure 
you'd drop me as a friend." I grimaced at him. "Screw 
that," I said. "It's like I told you before: Suppose you had 
suddenly confided in me that your fundamental nature was 
expressed by your intense, irrational love for day-glo 

green. You paint your car day-glo green, your house day glo-green, you wear only clothes 
that are entirely day-glo green. Would I burn down your house because of what I see as 
an .obvic:is and inexplicable lapse in taste? No. Will I refuse to associate with you? No. 
Will I snicker out loud at your choice of decor?" I scratched my head. "Hell yes, I will do 
that. I mean, come on. Men instead of women? Get real. You might as well be telling me 
you've fallen in love with a formation of anthracite." I gave him my best falsetto: '"Oooh, 
just look at that mineral outcropping over there, John! Isn't he simply to die for? He's big, 
he's hard, he's geologically unstable ... "' 

Neal laughed like somebody had pulled the plug. Suddenly, a spasm twisted in his face. 
"What is it?" I asked, panic coming up my throat. "Neal? Is it your stomach again? Like 
before?" He nodded weakly, collapsed back into his seat. "Yeah," he said. "The medica­ 
tion. I'm going to have to eat soon. You said a restaurant. .. ?" I leaned on the gas. "Don't 
worry," I said, "we'll be there soon. Just hold on. Maybe you 
oughta try to sleep some more." Neal grunted, settled back. 
He was quiet for so long that I thought he had drifted off 
again. "Hey," he husked, his voice drowsy, pain skirling 
around its edges. "You. You don't believe in God anymore, I 
know. And I know what the Bible says about me. About gay 

'--~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

ILEbJCE 
BEAT drum,BEAT 
guitars sing electric 
light colored fiesta 

Robert Higgins 

break time 



people. But I've still been going to church." He swallowed hard. "I didn't ask to be born 
___ _J this way, you know? I've been praying a lot. I guess it's a waste 

of time. Which book is it in? Leviticus? 'Homosexuality is an 
Abomination before the Lord,' it says." He turned his face 
toward the window, toward the stars, "People at my church 
always used to say AIDS is a judgment from God. Probably 
still say it, just not when I'm in the room. The pastor and my 
father both tell me I have to repent. But how do I repent of 
what I am? What I'm always going to be?" Sleep thickened 
his voice. "I don't know why I'm asking you. You don't believe 
in hell anymore. Or in anything ... " 

We drove on. Periodically I would glance over at Neal, 
straining my eyes in the half-light of the dash to make sure his 
chest was rising, falling, rising, falling. Asleep in the muted 
dark he looked much younger, looked like he did back when 
we were kids. Back when we didn't know from shit. Back 
when the world was an endless panoply of classes, malls, girls 
Liquor sipped in furtive experimentation, then dry and not­ 
so-dry heaves when it finally fought back. Crouching on the 
patio, smoke and nicotine burning your throat as you inhaled 
in the hot summer air. The slow despair of acne and shyness 
stacking dead calendars of loneliness behind you. And over it 

all hung the precognition of adolescence, the sure suspi­ 
cion that the horizonless road stretching before you might 
not really be leading-anywhere, a road to nothing lined by 
cenotaphs to mark the fallen. I peered closely at Neal. Still 
breathing. The holy glimmers of the distant city slowly 
resolved themselves into a chaotic array of gas stations, 
malls, convenience stores. I let him sleep until we pulled 
into the parking lot of the restaurant. 

The waitress seated us. A group of four at the next table 
was apparently enjoying Family Night Out, jabbering 
excitedly about the son's prospects for making the school 
football team, or the basketball team, or the soccer team, 
or some goddamn thing. We studied the menu. "Crab 
sounds good," I said. Neal mm-hmmed in the affirmative. 
The waitress took our order. We played briefly with our 
napkins and silverware, then Neal put his hands behind his 
head and looked at me through half-lidded eyes. "You real­ 
ly don't believe any of it anymore, do you?" he said. 
"You're not just messing around when you say that. When 
was the last time you were in church?" I folded my hands. 
"God and I have come to an amicable parting,'' I said. 
"Irreconcilable differences, you see. Par ejemplo, when our 
fine, upstanding, fundamentalist Christian-school teachers 



along." I wiped my mouth. "Michael," I mused. "That's your 
ex-boyfriend, right?" 

Muttering at the adjacent table. Son and father were now 
staring balefully at us now while Mom and Sis huffed in gen­ 
teel horror, reeking melodrama, their eyes shouting, How can 
such Trash be allowed to sit and eat next to God and Decent 
People? I locked stares with the son, grinned pleasantly at the 
overgrown pile of glands, skidded my chair back from the 
table. Started to get up. Neal rumbled what was going on. He 
caught my eye, shook his head desperately. I sat back down 
slowly, gave the Gang of Four a regretful shrug, resumed 
attacking tl1e shell of my crustacean. "Michael. He got himself 
tested, didn't he?" I asked. Neal toyed with his fork. "Yeah," he 
replied. "He's negative. Same with Todd, and Scott. But there's 
a lot of guys I can't track down." He bit his lip. "It's like being 
in a car crash, you know? You're just cruising along in your 
own lane, full tank of gas, sun's in the sky. Then somebody 
blindsides you. Forces you off the road. And it's over, just that 
fast. And it's not even any use trying to blame the person that hit you, because they're ~-- 

would tell us we're going straight to hell if we drink, for- 

l
nicate, dance, play cards,-w:rt~h R-rated movies, read sec­ 
ular authors, swear, talk back, or, worst of all, think for 
ourselves. Let's say I have problems with that. And with 
how we had to pray that America be saved from sin, Satan, 
forced busing, evolution, and the Democratic Party." 
Glances from the Family of Four. The waitress came with 
my Michelob. "Ju~ call me an unregenerate pagan," I said, 
taking a deep swig. 

Neal studied me narrowly, like a specimen on a slide. 
"You really have changed," he said. "I wish I felt like you 
do. It might make what I'm going through a little easier. 
Less guilt, anyway." I peeled the label off my bottle. 
"Listen," I said, "it doesn't matter what· I believe. What 
matters is you staying as healthy as.possible. Look at the statistics. People can live with 
HIV for eight, nine, ten years and up. By that time they'll have the damn thing cured. 
Someday we're going to be cantankerous old farts together, okay? You just do exactly what 
your doctor says and don't make yourself crazy worrying about religion." The waitress 
brought out our food. Neal waited until-she left. "Well, my doctor says I better start mak­ 
ing my arrangements," he said. "My immune count is down to fifteen. I'll see you get on 
the plane back to Illinois next week, but beyond that ... " 

I stared at him. Felt something structural in my chest give way, the fragments falling 
to form a jagged heap of rubble in my lower abdomen. "He says it's that bad? Already?" I 
asked. Neal nodded. The son at the other table had started glaring at us when he heard 
the words "immune count". I ignored him. Neal and I were silent, the seconds slouching 
into eternity. Then, "Neal, I told you this already. While I'm here, anything you need, 
anywhere you want to go, anything you want to do, just say the word and it's done. Name 
it. What do you really, truly, badly want to do?" He smiled again, like a parent indulging 
a child. "Pretty much what we're doing right now," he murmured, digging into his crab. 
"You know, john, I wish you could have met Michael. You'd have liked him. Not sexual­ 
ly, I mean, of course, but you two were a lot alike. You would genuinely have gotten 


