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“Don’t think about making art, just get it done. Let
everyone else decide if it's good or bad, whether They
love it or hate it. While they are deciding, make even

more art.”

Andy Warhol
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EDITORIAL
STATEMENT

‘I am convinced that everyboo/y /s creative in some way or another... Just

by virtue of being a human being, we are creative.”

Father Alan Yost, S.J.

Creativity is to push boundaries, stretch limits and expand
the possib\'h‘ries of consciousness. The process of creation requires an
unfolding of self, surpassing that which has been done before. The authors
represented in this second volume of the 56th edition of Reflection
succeed in challenging the confines of traditional art through their
exploration and exposure.

Open these pages of promising inspiration to discover Matt
Friedman’s “Eros // Thanatos,” an essay reflecting on sex and death. The
authors in this issue expose their thoughts on difficult issues such as
divorce, death, and oppression. Turn to “Mirrors” by Bryce Dillon and find an
entire night captured in a photograph, an example of how the artists and
photographers reveal new visions of the world through their artwork.

Thank you to all who took a risk in submitting their creations to
Reflection. You exposed fo us how much this journo\ means fo the Gonzogo
community and the s'\gmﬁconce of creativity in the life of a human bemg.

Now I entreat you fo begin exposing your mind fo the creative
works in this journo\. Moy the words, art, and exp\oroﬂons of form

encourage you fo delve into that light of originality buried within the soul.

—Katherine Charters
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NUDIST LIBERATION AT
AFRIKABURN WITH LINES
FROM ASHLEY CAPPS

MCCARRICK CLARK

[ had a body once, in the Karoo, sticky,

greasy wrapped in satin that shone like milk

& sweatbeads. She came to me Day Six:

when neckline became waistline, when [ had scrubbed
down my brain—the sun excavated two new peaks

on her sacred site where Man & Religion pointed

an index-finger, screamed ‘Demon!” while squeezing
& pushing up. The glittering shingles hung low,
responding fo every step with jub'\\once & poimed

in non-demon directions. Ankles redefined neckline &
just past the rain I found Her, absolute in her softness
& fierce in her \egmmocy*so [ left her there, in the desert

& the fire, where all wild Th'\mgs can be wild.

Reflection
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WRITER'S BLOCK

MAGGIE FISCHER

A brief letter to the profagonist:

[ think it's time I told you why I've whispered you into being,
dusted you out of the corners of my mind just to leave you in the middle
of an empty white space, wondering about the past and future. I think it's
time tfo tell you a sfory that ['ve been hs‘rening fo my whole life.

Once upon a time, but no that's not quite right..twice upon a fime,
maybe. There was a finy little bird, perched on a branch, in the middle of
winfer..or was it spring? Or maybe it wasn't a bird, maybe it was a rock,
in the middle of a river, standing its ground or being tossed about while
the current went on its mighty way. Moybe it was noﬂfﬂmg but the air that
swirled around the head of a very important person, once, blowing their
scarf from their neck to their face in a Tumbhng heodsTrong fashion, and
that very important person ooljusTed their neckp\'ece, mumbled about the
weather, and moved on with their very important life.

Maybe it wasn't just one moment, but many moments, like every
fime you find yourse|F sme”img summer's coming in the cool mghT air.
Some‘rhing obout summer makes you Forge‘r about the dead grass and
relish in the weeds. There's some‘rhing inside me that I can't quite exp\om,
and [ thought that maybe [ could. [t's full of hope and desire and passion
and a little bit of arrogance, ond | Though‘r that moybe if Tlet it out to
breathe it would help me forget about death for a quiet second. Instead |
got you. And I realized what you are, what I am, what this is.

[ live in a world of four white walls. Of staples and masking tape
and the corpses of trees, where right outside my window flies hit their
head and die. [ live in a world that [ don’t understand, or understand too
well. T .am not sure what I am, but I know what I'm not, and it hurts me
every day.

Sometimes | think these walls will fade, or fall, moybe burst info
flame in some grand symbolic gesture. [ think that they'll collopse under

the weight of my own faith and I'll finally see what the sky is supposed to
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look like. Blue is all well and good, but [ see more in those clouds, that sun.

When I was young, I thought that [ could talk to trees. I felt
that when [ sat outside on the deck and spoke to them, they waved their
branches in reply. And when [ sang, the wind blew like mad; the trees were
opp|ouo|ing me. This window mutes the trees. These walls block the wind.

[ |omg for fire.

[ have failed you; so let me burn. You are a pipe dream, in the
clearest sense, you poor fellow. You are all I have to show for a life full of
dreaming, and you remain not even half -finished.

The wind is beating at these walls, trying to get in. Am I the
damsel in distress, or the wicked queen? Too fransparent, altogether. All
that [ am is an ideq, begging to be Thought

Think of me. Give me life.

[ cannot wait to make sense of this anymore.

My deepesT regrets,
The author.
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WHEN A SON
BECOMES A WEAPON

SARAH TAYLOR

A Father Buries His Son:

A father's suffering awakens like ancient fish, only at night. Children: gut-
brained and b\ood’hmged, foo many boys missing in action on Jctpomese
sand. He would dream of his son and always wake up counting (degrees
of seporo‘rion). A meighbor's skin, the news, the war that made the world
count two. Tomgh‘r father's grie\C sends him swimming down street. He
buries his son in the yellow earth of American-born ribs, and set the house

on fire so his son would still feel warm when fleshy cocoon went quiet.

A Father Murders His Ne/'ghbor.'

Flesh burns more like paper than you'd think. Tonight my door opened to
eyes as empty as deep-sea netfs trying to cafch the light. The knife glinted
before | saw a father’'s reason had gone be”y*up. Grief is as honest as
evolution’s slow breakage from sea-fin to sand-foot. [ felt everything. My
own flesh eventually evaporating over bone. Centuries after our fathers’
slop-gasping against ground, [ die as the white man lets go into blue. I am

a crackling sound in a dream-like tomb.
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AN INTERVIEW WITH
FATHER YOST

KATHERINE CHARTERS

Father Alan Yost's original artwork can be found somewhere on the
spectrum between neuroscience and the Impressionists in its spiritual
creativity, emphasis on the beauty of natural form, and fascination with
scientific patterns. As a coordinator for Gonzaga's University Ministry, a
Jesuit priest and a dedicated artist, Father Alan Yost kindly made time
out of his many responsibilities fo meet with Reflection editor, Katherine

Charters, fo discuss his views on creativity.
Reflection: What got you into ort?

Fr. Yost: Well I have been drowing since [ was a little kid, but never studied
it in any formal way until I was o Jesuit. I was in philosophy studies in
Chicago and I had some time and some room for some exfra classes here
and there so [ took an oil painting class. When [ finally got some formal
training [ found [ had some raw talent and was able to develop a little bif.
After philosophy I was sent to Portland, and another one of my obsessions
is the sciences, and at that time [ found I was info sundials and clocks. A
friend of mine and I were having lunch one day in Portland and I said, ‘I
want to make a sundial, you know, do all the calculations,” because every
sundial has to be a bit different depending where it is on the planet. He
got me s'\gned up in a pottery class to have access to materials, and I did
the calculations using a book [ had. Now [the sundial] is in the Jesuit house
in Portland, they kind of have it under a bush, not oriented at all, so it is

more of an art piece...

Reflection: Yeah, arts and sciences mix so well, I mean, look at the college

of orts and sciences...
Fr. Yost: And look at people like Leonardo and Michelangelo.
Reflection: Do you find yourself still trying to incorporate science into your

art?
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Fr. Yost: A little bit, [ did a proposal for the university for the idea of a
labyrinth, because that is something that fascinates me, a sort of sacred
journey idea. I found an image of one that doesn't exist anymore, it used

to be in a cathedral in France, that I really like...
Reflection: A p/)ys/ca/ /abyr/nf/z?

Fr. Yost: Yes, it was a proposo| I did“.you never know if anyone will take
interest, but | did an acrylic painting of what it would look like to give the

recipient of the proposal a better idea.
Reflection: Were you 7/7//7/{/779 s m/'gﬁf be in the /‘/emmmgson Center?

Fr. Yost: Yeah, that was my proposo\; to have it moybe on the floor inlaid
in tile or etched, but the only concern was that it would be covered with
furniture and things like that and no one would actually use it. The person
who actually saw it really liked the idea, but maybe the lot that is now
used by the construction company would work, it would be an outside
thing, which would be bigger than [ was expecting. [ do not know if that
is s‘rricﬂy speokmg science, but you need a lot of geometry and stuff to
Figure it out.

[ have been getting a little obsessed with Leonardo lately too.
There is this really great book, How fto Think Like Leonardo da Vinci by
Michael Gelb, that you might find really interesting. It breaks down into
seven types of thinking o person con develop to improve their global
creative Thmkmg using exomp\es from Leonardo’s life. I read in a reo”\/ cool
book a few years ago that he and Machiavelli collaborated on a project.
They were going fo try fo divert the Arno river in Florence in order to
deprive water of Pisa, their neighboring enemy city, and when it was all
finished Leonardo said the project failed because the engineers did not
actually listen to every point he made, that is how confident he was that

he was right.
Reflection: I cannot imagine diverting an entire water source to prevent
your enemies from drinking,; that is so cruell Besides Leonardo da Vinci,

what other artists are you drawn to or get inspiration from?

Fr. Yost: [ reoHy like most of the Impressionisfs, but [ am ‘ro‘ro”y mys‘riﬂed

how They do what They do. I tried to do it one time, | tried to do a simple
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house plant using impressionism but it looked like it was seriously diseased.
[f [ could find a place that does a workshop on how to paint like the
Impressiom‘s‘rs, to me it looks like ‘rhey have po\'med on fur or someﬂﬁ'\mg.
So those guys. Including Berthe Morisot, who is one of the Impressionists.
Another thing [ like about the Impressionists is there are a fair number of
women among them. You do not see that in a lot of the art before that

era.
Reflection: What compels you to create art?

Fr. Yost: I never ThoughT about it until quite recenﬂy, just in the last three
to five years have I really thought about why I did it. There were huge
stretches where | did not do anything, sometimes when I was feeling kind
of down [ would feel the urge to draw something, but I never had any
formal training so [ was almost always disappointed with what I created.
But anyway, the final answer is [ am convinced that everybody is creative
in some way or another. Most peop|e think that creafivity means art or
music or reading. We really have to broaden our definition of creativity.
We just talked about science; some of the greatest scientists have been
some of the most creative thinkers, mathematicians as well. People think
math is merely linear and logical but to come up with those ideas in the
first place... When I first started teaching creative writing [ was forced
to think about creativity more so [ could teach it, and one of the Things

[ remember reading was that most housewives insist that they do not
have any creafivity. Yet when you think of oll the Thmgs They have to do in
a day if they have children, no day is the same. You cannot just run off
this linear [track], you have to be a creative thinker on your feet. And so
Ijus‘r wish we could broaden peop|e's undersTondimg of what it means to
be creative so They could see what their creative giﬁs are, and of course
when that hopper\s, They can do ‘rhings to further deve|op them.

But in the end, my philosophy of creativity is founded in my
Judeo-Christian faith, because the first thing you see God doing in
scripture is creating, even before love, which of course, is intrinsic to God,
but in order to show that love He first had to create.

And the other thing that is fascinating is that God creates us
in God's own image and likeness, so what does that mean about us? It
means that we are also creators. Just by virtue of beimg a human being,
we are creative. [t makes me sad that so many people do not recognize

that in themselves. Even just with drawing, I am never going to become a
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Leonardo or a Durer, but I have learned a ton about how to draw and how
to think. I do not think it is because I am gifted, I think it is because [ put
in the effort, and I think that if one wants to, one can learn. I think peop\e
up until the Modern era were pretty well trained early on because for some
reason that was valued more than it seems to be now. People say, I can't
draw a straight line.” Well there are very few straight lines you ever have
to draw anyway, so you are getting off on the right foot by not being able
to draw a sTroﬂghT line. You hord\y ever find a swo'\gh‘r line in the natural

world; it is probob\y one of the most bormg F\'gures a person could draw.

Reflection: [ think about how when I took a drawing class here at Gonzaga
they talked about learning to see differently. It is not about having the
motor skills to draw, onyone can get those, but learning how to see objects
d/fferenf/y, do you find that is true?

Fr. Yost: Yes, very much so. And the one who brought that out for me was
Beﬁy Edwards and her book, Drawmg on the /?/g/ﬁ Side of the Brain. She
talks about how we are so left-brained, we are socialized to be left-
brain thinkers and the left-brain is very symbolic. Someone says, Draw

a face.” You know what the symbol of an eye looks like, you know what
the symbo\ of a nose looks like, so you do those fhimgs, but you are

not seeing the face that you are drawing. So you say, "There's an eye,
there's what an eye looks like.” Except it is not what that particular shape
looks like that is going to look like the person’s eye, it is just going fo be
a generic eye. And you are exactly right, it is learning how to look at a
person and see a person's actual eyes. That takes practice. The left-brain
likes to be in chorge, SO any efforts to fry fo think non’symbohco“y or
see non-symbolically it kind of fights against. So you have to want to do
it and know that to some extent that is going to hoppem, so that when it
happens you do not think, “This is a fotal waste of time,” which is a voice
that is going to probob\y come up. “What a waste, Wh\/ are you doing
this? You don't have any talent. You could be doing something much more
important, like lines,” which are very linear and easy to draw using a ruler
or something like that.

People of the Christian faith should be seeing ourselves as
creative. The thing is, we are living in an era where we need as much
creative Thmkmg as we can gef because there are some horrible prob\ems
\ooming in the church, the government, envirommen‘ro“y, and repeating the

some solutions we have used in the past is clearly not working, if they ever
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did work. Human beings need to step up. [ do not want to be an alarmist
or anything, but if we don't..well [ think we will, I do have the hope that
we will. I just hope we do it sooner rather than when it will take trillions of

times more work to fix.

Reflection: Do you think the Jesuit education helps people become more

creative?

Fr. Yost: I think so, having gone through Jesuit formation. The world views
[Jesui‘rs] as pretty left-brained thinkers, very |ogico\ and pretfty good at
managing and very good management is creafive as well. St. Ignoﬂus,

he lived roughly around the same time as Leonardo at the very beginning
of the Renaissance, a Sponiord, for the first half of his life he was very
left-brained. He wanted to be a soldier, a courtesan in some great and
powerful king's court. You see that reflected in a lot of his writings on
spirituality. Almost inevitably he also then comes back after giving a long
explanation of point~by-point how fo do a particular thing, pages and
pages, he will finish by saying, “or whatever is best in the Lord.” This is
after his conversion. He recognizes that the Spmf has to work in our lives
in order for them to have meaning and some of the spiritual exercises
involve imagination fo an amazing extent. We tend to think prayer is going
to be from God; it is going to be something from outside. But in the Holy
Spirit we use anything we that we have, including our imagination. Again,
the connection between us being creators and God being a creator, that
is going fo be a really strong connection for God to use with us. That is
Why, to me, the fact that IgnoTius put so much emphosis on imagination in
prayer is a big deal. And [ do not know if we do a tremendous job bringing
that into all of our works and into the people that we serve. We try from

fime to fime ‘rhrough preochmg, and professors probob|y fry fo do that.

Reflection: I believe that the professors here try to /ze/p us think for

ourselves, which is definitely a form of creativity as well

Fr. Yost: Exercismg that righT’brom. [ love the fact that they are called the
sp'\ri‘ruo| exercises oo, because mobody starfs an exercise regimen fhmking
they're going to be an expert that first day. Nobody picks up a violin and
thinks that they are going to play like some great violinist within a day. It
is the same Thing with prayer. It is some‘rhing that we have to stick with

through thick and thin, and when it feels like it is the last thing we want

Reflection 13



to do we just have to do it anyway, when it feels like you cannot see any
progress at all you just keep doing it.
Reflection: One last question: what is your favorite or preferred medium to

work in?

Fr. Yost: This is probably the hardest one you have asked! The human soul.
Just kidding, could I be more pretentious” Hmm, it changes, it fluctuates.
Right now it is drawing with graphite, and [ use some color, just a few.
Here is a confession: I am not reo”y as good af seeing colors as some
people are. For me that is a burden that [ have gone through my amateur
artistic life with because [ love color. I loved my time in Spain and Morocco
because they have such a love of color and use it freely, but I do not see
it as clearly. I see it and appreciate it, but it was like my drawing teacher
was speaking Greek or something, I just could not see it. I like the use of
color, but righf now [ am just using colored paper as a bockground and
then [ am Tok'\mg two or three colors, one \'\gh‘r and one dark, and kind of
go up and down from the paper hue. [ kind of like that. Some people just
have the giﬁ for it, or moybe it can be trained, I do not know. Probob|y it
can be improved with training, but [ do not know where to go to get that

training, so until then I will just do the best I can do.

Reflection: That is all we can do. Is there anything else you would like to
speak to on this subject?

Fr. Yost: Thanks for showing interest in art. To me it is such an important
subject A lot of institutions are F'\mo”y recognizing how important creativity
is, but [ think we are still on\y paying |ip’service to it. I mean how many
organizations have in their mission statement ‘innovative Thinking," and yet
when you bring the innovative thinking before them, that left-brain kicks in
and there is a lot of criticism and cynicism about it, so thank you for being

one of those evongehzers for creafivity.

1Y noitoelled



FR AL AN Holy Farnily

Colored pencil

YOST 8. with digina

enhancement

Reflection

15



16

noitosltled

) =

Q" g

D)

5 O

O

o o

_, S
3

' o

QO

[

n

dd\Vdd
NVA NV

L.
«Q
o
_'_
w
©)
<
D
)




KANSAS CITY STOUT

MARTA MILLS

Hatch green chile on the sharpest knife you own
and on my fingers too, so | call you
by the name only I call you

and you brush the flour from my cheekbone

with your one adept hand. As you start
your car (you're driving me
to the grocery store), you turn to me

to ask: "Have you tried the Kansas City Stout?”

[ have not so you buy it. I lick my lips
when I try it. With your most adept
hand, you rub my shoulder in

the way that tells me: You are mine.

[ think it has begun to snow outside.

Reflection
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EROS // THANATOS

MATT FRIEDMAN

1. Intro

Eros: (Ancient Greek: “love, mostly of the sexual passion”) one of the four

words in Ancient Greek which con be rendered into English as “love.” The

other three are storge, philia and agape.

Thanatos: (Ancient Greek: “Death,” “to die, be dying") the daemon

personification of death. He was a minor figure in Greek mythology, often

referred to, but rarely appearing in person

“We have in fact only two certainties in this world = that we are not

everything and that we will die.”

—Georges Bataille

2. Evasion

Euphemisms for sex:

Making love

Doing it

Boning

Fucking

Banging

Bumping uglies

Doing the horizontal mambo
Knocking boots

The old in and out

Adult naptime

Afternoon delight

Assault with a friendly weapon
Driving Miss Daisy

Extreme flirting

Filling her out like an application

18 noitosltsd

Forbidden polka

Geﬁmg it on

Geﬁmg some

Getting a bellyful of marrow
Getting up in them guts
Gland to gland combat
Hanging at the Y

Jerking of f with someone to talk to

Joint session of Congress

Lust and thrust

Marital congress

Mattress dancing

Making the beast with two backs
Organ grinding

Pants-off dance-of f

Pressing the baby button



Euphemisms for death:

* Departed * Pushing daisies

* Gave up the ghost * The Big Sleep

* Gone to the narrow bed * Bit the dust

* In repose * At room temperature

* Kicked the bucket * Dirt nap

* No longer with us * feeding the worms

* Resting in peace * Immortality challenged

* With God again * Kicked the oxygen habit

* Gone to eternal rest * No longer counted in the census

* On a permanent vacation

Aletheiaphobia: a made up word meaning fear of the truth.

Why are we afraid to honestly discuss sex and death? We use all these
euphemisms, and far many more, for sex and death, but why? Euphemisms

are evasions. Why are we evasive? Are we embarrassed? Are we scared?

“Calling sex by its name thereafter [the 17th c.] became more difficult
and more costly. As if in order to gain mastery of it in reality, it had
first been necessary to subjugate it at the level of language, control its
free circulation in speech, expunge it from the things that were said, and
exfinguish the words that rendered it too visibly present. ”

—Michel Foucault

Many euphemisms fall under the categories of humorous, religious, or
scientific. Humor, religion, and science are merely removals from actualities

though, a form of distancing. It is easier to look at sex and death from a
distance. Why?

“A thing is a thing, not what is said of that thing.”

—Alejandro Gonzdlez IAdrritu

3. Sacredness
“Welcome every organ and attribute of me, and of any man hearty and

clean, / Not an inch nor a particle of an inch is vile, and none shall be less
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familiar than the rest.”

—Walt Whitman, “Song of Myself”

“Through me forbidden voices, / Voices of sexes and lusts, voices veil'd
and [ remove the veil, / Voices indecent by me clarified and transfigur'd.
/'T do not press my fingers across my mouth, / [ keep as delicate around
the bowels as around the head and heort, copulation is no more rank to me
than death is. / Believe in the flesh and the appetites, / Seemg, heorir\g,
feeling, are miracles, ond each part and tag of me is a miracle. / Divine |
am inside and out, and I make ho|y whatever | touch or am touch'd from,

/ The scent of these arm-pifs aroma finer than prayer, / This head more

than churches, bibles, and all the creeds.”

—Walt Whitman, “Song of Myself”

“Your body is the church where Nature asks to be reverenced.”

—Marquis de Sade

Sex and death are sacred. However, in recent Hs‘rory, we have proFoned
sex and death Through over-discussion, discussion in all the wrong ways.
We've profoned ‘rhrough odver‘rising and pornogrophy, action movies and
video games, medicalization and rehgiosﬁy, and now our perceptions

are warped and sterile=we can't see sex and death for the beautiful,
sacred ﬂ'ﬂngs ‘rhey are. We are porodoxico”y removed from an authentic
undersTonding of sex and death by being over’engoged in these tfopics.
Foucault observed that the Western concepts of confession and discourse

are pr'\mori|y to blame for this over-engagement.

“The mind governed by the flesh is death, but the mind governed by the
Spiri‘r is life and peace. Because the carnal mind is enmity against God: for
it is not subject fo the law of God, neither indeed can be.”

—Romans 8:6*7, New International Version Bible
Fuck that.

Buddhists believe that craving, or desire, is the cause of suffering. It is
our inability to overcome our cravings that makes us suffer. We are ruled
by our cravings, and this makes us mortal. All people strive for immortality
in some form or another. Some peop|e strive for this by renouncing their

cravings. [ will not. I want—this cannot and will not chonge. [ am not a
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slave to my desires if I choose them. And I do choose them. | choose a
life full of small, beautiful deaths through sex, drugs, and losing myself in
the beauty of the world and the people around me. A life without death
is a waste and a shome. I am not subjugated by the law of God—I am my

own god.

‘Do I contradict myself? Very well, I contradict myself, I am large, 1

contain multitudes.”

—Walt Whitman, “Song of Myself”

‘My manner of thinking, so you say, cannot be approved. Do you suppose
[ care? A poor fool indeed is he who adopts a manner of thinking for
others!”

—Marquis de Sade

4. Consumption
Ourorboros: (from the Greek for tail-devouring snake) an ancient symbol
depicting a serpent or dragon eating its own tail. Drawing by Theodoros

Pelecanos, in a 1478 copy of a lost alchemical tract by Synesius.

Life is nothing but consumpﬂon*we eating life. Death and renewal. Cychco\.
This is true of both sex and death—they are both simply points on the

same circular continuum.

‘I have heard what the talkers were talking, the talk of the beginning and
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the end, / But [ do not talk of the beginning or the end. / There was never
any more incepfion than there is now, / Nor any more youﬂ'\ or age than
there is now, / And will never be any more per\cecﬂon than there is now, /

Nor any more heaven or hell than there is now.”

—Walt Whitman, “Song of Myself”

“Birth, and copulation, and death. / That's all, that's all, that's all, that's all,
/ Birth, and copulation, and death.”
—T.8. Eliot

“Urge and urge and urge, Always the procreant urge of the world.”

—Walt Whitman, “Song of Myself”

“Firwd'mg a new mammal species is rare; Fmd\'ng one that kills itself ﬂﬁrough
ardent and repeated sexual encounters is even more rare.

A. arktos follows the mating patterns of others in its genus, copu\oﬂng for
up to 14 hours at a time and with mu\ﬁp\e parftners in order fo ensure the
survival of its lineage. Yet these fervent sexual escapades take their toll:
Males stress hormone levels increase dromo‘rico”y during the weeks*long
mating season, eventually causing their bodies to shut down completely.
What a way to go.”

—Discovery magazine

Carnal: 1. Pertaining to or characterized by the flesh or the body, its
passions and appetites; sensual 2. Not spiritual; merely human; temporal;

worldly.

“A kiss is the beginning of cannibalism.”

—Georges Bataille

“Sex is as important as eating or dr\'nk'\mg and we ough‘r to allow the one
appetite to be satisfied with as little restraint or folse modesty as the

other.”

--Marquis de Sade

“.I'm dead / Tell them all we're dead / We can hold the wake right here
in this bed / Sunk info you / Tangled in sheets / Buried in blankets six feet
deep..”

*Brmg Me the Horizon, "Fuck”
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‘I have never known sleep like this slumber that creeps to me / I have
never known colors like this morning reveals to me / And you haven't moved
an inch such that I would not know / If you sleep always like this, flesh

calmly going cold.”

—Hozier, ‘In A Week”

“Wild nights = Wild nights! / Were [ with thee / Wild nights should be /
Our |u><ury! / Futile - the winds - / To a Heart in port - / Done with the
Compass - / Done with the Chart! / Rowing in Eden - / Ah - the Seal /
Might T but moor - tonight = / In theel’

*Em\'\y Dickinson

Sexual death should be beautifully violent; chaotic, loud, and passionate, a
candle burning on both ends:

“Love demands expression. It will not stay still, stay silent, be good, be
modest, be seen and not heard, no. It will break out in fongues of praise,
the high note that smashes the g\oss and spi||s the |iqu'\d."

—Jeanette Winterson, Written on the Body

“Explore me,” you said and [ collected my ropes, flasks and maps,
expecting to be back home soon. | dropped into the mass of you ond |
cannot find the way out. Sometimes | think I'm free, coughed up like Jonah
from the whale, but then I turn a corner and recognize m\/sehc again.
MysehE in your skin, mysehE \odged in your bones, myse|F ﬂoo‘rmg in the
cavities that decorate every surgeon's wall. That is how I know you. You
are what I know.”

—Jeanette Winterson, Written on the Body

‘I didn't only want [her] flesh, I wanted her bones, her blood, her tissues,
the sinews that bound her together. I would have held her to me though
time had stripped away the tones and textures of her skin. [ could have
held her for o thousand years until the skeleton itself rubbed away to dust.
What are you that makes me feel thus?”

—Jeanette Winterson, Written on the Body

Sex is mortal, and reinforces our mor‘roh‘ry. Sex brmgs death nearer. It is a

consumption as it is a consummation.
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5. Thanatos Gia Ton Eafto (Death to the Self)
Death is not the end of your goals—death is the goal Death of the ego.

“The need to go astray, to be destroyed, is an extremely private, distant,
passionate, turbulent truth.”

—Georges Bataille

Flow: “...beimg comp|efe\y involved in an activity for its own sake. The
ego falls away. Time flies. Every action, movement, and thought follows
mevi‘rob|y from the previous one, like p\oyimg jazz. Your whole being is
involved, and you're using your skills to the utmost.”

—Mihdly Csikszentmihdlyi

Intimate sex (whether romantic or not) is an engagement in flow—a death
of the ego, of the self. Two cease to be and instead become one.

Sex that is intimate does not necessor'\\y have to be romantic, Though it
most commom|y is. However, non-intimate sex is not an engagement in
flow, nor is it a death of the ego. Rather, it is a Feeding of the monster
that is the ego—it is narcissistic. It is mere masturbation with another

human body, and is hollow and empty.

Autoeroticism: sensual, sexual groﬂfico‘rion of the self, usuo”y obtained
Through the stimulus of one’s own body without the parficipation of
another person. [t is derived from such acts as stroking, masturbation, and

fantasy, or from other oral, anal, or visual sources of stimulation.

Alloeroticism: sexual feeling directed to another person, as opposed to

autoeroticism.

The meditative state, like intimate sex, is an engagement in flow, and a
form of death.

Intimate sex is also meditative.

Osho Publikaties said of sex, "The sex act starts as a vo|un‘rory act, but

it never ends as a voluntary act. A point comes where your vo\umory
mechanism is taken over by the nonvoluntary. A point comes where your
conscious mind is thrown of f and the unconscious takes over. A point
comes when your ego cannof exist and the non-ego is in power, in conftrol.

You feel o sudden death of the ego; you feel you are dying.”
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La petite mort. French for “the little death,” an idiom for orgasm. This
term hos generally been interpreted to describe the post-orgasmic state
of unconsciousness that some people have after having some sexual
experiences.

More widely, it can refer to the spiritual release that comes with orgasm
or to a short per\'od of me|0nc|’wo\\/ or transcendence as a result of the
expenditure of the “life force,” the feeling which is caused by the release

of oxytocin in the brain after the occurrence of orgasm.

People fear death because they fear they are losing themselves. In this
way, acts of death to the ego such as the sexual act also are frightening:
“In this act, [ am |osmg mysehc*how am [ to be certain that I will be

capable of coming back?” The answer is you can’t be certain.

6. Paradoxes
Truth is often found in a union of opposites, in paradoxes. Sex is both a
g\'ﬂ of life and a death to the self. Inside every man, there is an element
of the woman—the anima. Inside every woman, there is an element of the
man—the animus. Our truest selves are a union of opposites. We are both

man and woman, beings of death and beings of life.

‘T am of old and young, of the foolish as much as the wise, Regardless

of others, ever regardful of others, Maternal as well as paternal, a child
as well as a man, Stuff’d with the stuff that is coarse and stuff’'d with
the stuff that is fine.... These are really the thoughts of all men in all ages
and lands, they are not original with me, If they are not yours as much as
mine H’wey are moThmg, or next fo noﬂﬂng, If They are not the riddle and the
untying of the riddle they are nothing, If they are not just as close as they
are distant they are nothing.”

—Walt Whitman, “Song of Myself”

“Out of the dimness opposite equo\s advance, always substance and
increase, always sex, A|vvoys a knit of iden‘riw, o\woys distinction, olvvoys
a breed of life. To elaborate is no avail, learn’d and unlearn’d feel that it is

so.”

—Walt Whitman, “Song of Myself”
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“Life is death.”
=T3S Eliot

We all want to die, really. Paradoxically, most of our lives are spent killing
our selves, attfempting fo join (rejoin?) the infinite and interconnected. We
fry fo kill our selves with re|igion. We fry to kill our selves with meditation.
We try to kill our selves with sex. We try to kill our selves with drugs and

alcohol. All we wanft is to stop being our selves and to simply be.

Kill your self.

7. Ars Boni Moriendi (The Art of Dying Well)
‘0 welcome, ineffable grace of dying days!”
—Walt Whitman, “Song of Myself”
You have two choices in Focmg death: you can march in despo'\r towards
nothingness, or you can face death with the confidence that you will live
on past it. Both choices are uncertain, but one is a fight against instinct,

and the other a submission to instinct—our instinct to perpetuate.

We in the West hide from death. We hide behind euphemisms, and we
shield ourselves through sterilization and denial=but if we start to see the
death that surrounds us, death will cease to be o fear. We fear what we

don’t know. The simp|e solution is to make the unknown known.
Sis vis vitam, para mortem (IF you wish for life, prepare for deoﬂﬁ)

“And as to you Death, and you bitter hug of mortality, it is idle to try to
alarm me..And as to you Corpse I think you are good manure..And as to
you Life, [ reckon you are the leavings of many deaths, (No doubt I have

died myself ten thousand times beFore.)

—Walt Whitman, “Song of Myself”
Recognize that you have no control in matters related to death. This

recognifion does not mean surrender or Opmh\/*observe, learn, confront,

experience. Death is everywhere, don’t hide.
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‘.witness and wait.”

—Walt Whitman, “Song of Myself”

Umino\ﬁy: 1. the quo\ﬁy of ombigui‘ry or disorientation that occurs in the
middle stage of rituals, when participants no \onger hold their pre-ritual
status but have not yet begun the transition to the status they will hold
when the ritual is comp|e‘re 2. The in-between; a threshold.

Ex: beaches, graduations, carnivals, drug trips, sexual ecstasy, dying.
Life itself is a liminal space, a ritual fo prepare for the journey of death.

“There is no stoppage and never can be sfoppage, If L you, and the
worlds, and all beneath or upon their surfaces, were at this moment
reduced back to o pallid float, it would not avail in the long run, We
should surely bring up again where we now stand, And surely go as much
farther, and farther and farther..See ever so far, there is limitless space
outside of that, Count ever so much, there is limitless time around that. My
rendezvous is appointed, and it is certain. The Lord will be there and wait
till I come on pemcecT terms.”

--Walt Whitman, “Song of Myself”

“What is known [ strip away, [ launch all men and women forward with me
into the Unknown. The clock indicates the moment—but what does eternity
indicate” We have thus far exhausted ftrillions of winters and summers,
There are trillions ahead, and ftrillions ohead of them. Births have brought

us richness and variety, And other births will bring us richness and variety.”

—Walt Whitman, “Song of Myself”

“What do you think has become of the young ond old men? And what do
you think has become of the women and children? They are alive and well
somewhere, The smallest sprout shows there is really no death. And if ever
there was it led forward life, and does not wait at the end to arrest it, And
ceas’'d the moment life oppeor'd. All goes onward and outward, mo‘rhmg

coHopses, And to die is different from what anyone supposed, and luckier.”

—Walt Whitman, “Song of Myself”

‘T know [ am solid and sound..I know [ am deathless..I exist as [ am, that
is emough, If no other in the world be aware I sit content, And if each and

all be aware [ sit content.”

—Walt Whitman, “Song of Myself”
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“Time that withers you will wither me. We will fall like ripe fruit and roll
down the grass TogeTher. Dear friend, let me lie beside you watching the
clouds until the earth covers us and we are gone.”

—Jeanette Winterson, Written on the Body

‘I know [ have the best of time and space, and was never measured and
never will be measured. | tramp a perpefu0| joumeyA..No‘r [, not any one else
can travel that road for you, You must travel it for yourself. It is not far, it
is within reach, Perhaps you have been on it since you were born and did
not know, Perhaps it is everywhere on water and on land. Shoulder your

duds dear son, and I will mine, and let us hasten forth.”

—Walt Whitman, “Song of Myself”
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1. Rebirth
“The gate you're afraid fo enter / Holds the treasures you seek / Your
flesh, my bones / Young hearts, old souls / The gate you're afraid to enter
/ Holds the treasures you seek / Silver and go\d / Youmg hearts, old souls
/ This is the death of the subconscious you knew / Follow the inner voice,
follow the truth / Forever we are bound to this burial ground / Unless we
let the light shine through / My heart it no longer bleeds / (Reborn) / I've
got the love that I need / Stop wasting your time waiting on misery / I'm
reborn eternally.”

—Senses Fail, ‘Renacer”

In Greek myﬂﬁo\ogy, a phoenix is a \ong’|ived bird that is cyc|icoH\/
regenerated or reborn. Associated with the sun, a phoenix obtains new life
by arising from the ashes of its predecessor. The phoenix was adopted as

a symbol in early Christianity.

The Giant Sequoio tree is the |orgesT organism on Earth. These trees can
live for thousands of years, the oldest known tree being over 3,500 years
old. In order to reproduce, Giant Sequoio trees require fire—the heat opens
up their cones and allows the seeds to fall to the forest floor and take
root. Sometimes, the parent free survives the fire due to the Sequoio's
sfrong bork*many times, however, this is not the case. [t is or\\y Through
the destruction of the parent tree, though, that the Giant Sequoia can

pro\iferme.

“So it goes.”
—Kurt Vonnegut, Slaughterhouse-Five

“So it goes.”
—Kurt Vonnegut, Slaughterhouse-Five

“So it goes.”
--Kurt Vonnegut, Sloughterhouse-Five
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NATURAL DISASTERS

MAGGIE FISCHER
RECIPIENT OF THE 2015 GURIAN AWARD
IN FICTION

MONDAY

It's 9:15 PM and [ am getting a divorce.

PuHing on my old sweatshirt from Umversﬁy of South Florida, I nab
my charcoal mug from the counter and poured myself a cup of coffee,
adding a splash of milk and three sugars. Bryn always told me three sugars
was overkill, but I told her she just didn't know how to be sweet.

Rubbing my thumb and forefinger against the bridge of my nose,
[ sat down at the kitchen table and arranged the popers Bryn's lawyer
had drawn up in front of me like a map. Where to begm? A humid draft
shuffled the papers around me, mixing them and kr\ocking a few to the
floor. Picking up my reading glasses, | didn't even bother rescuing the
fallen papers, but looked up, knowing what I would see. Instead of the
off-white walls of my kitchen with the decal that ['ve always hated (little
palm trees—as if we didn't already get enough of those in Florida), there
was the jagged wood of a makeshift window carved into the wall by the
fridge, giving a clear view of my backyard, stars twinkling. The old palm
tree that towered above our house had been removed 0|reody, but it left
its mark in the basketball-sized hole [ kept forgetting to cover up. I took a
sip of my coffee as [ listened to the veritable frog symphony performing
under my porch, thinking about Sunday.

At the thought, [ abandoned the papers to their fate underneath
the table, and moved to my \ivmg room, waving at my back door ne'\ghbors
through the hole os [ passed. Howie Stratton waved back, calling out to
me. ‘How're you doing, Oliver?” I shook my head and gestured to the sharp
bits of wood by my head, shrugging. “Well, I'm hanging in there, Howie! It
could have been worse, I suppose.” The elderly man looked confused and
shook his head, saying gently, “No, son. I mean, I heard what hoppened.
How are you holding up?” Chuckling, [ admitted, ‘I desperately need to
get this hole covered up, these mosquitos are eating me alivel Thanks for
asking, How.” He may have started to say something else, but I didn't hear,

already disoppearing into my living room, calling out a goodbye. Shifting
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onfo the couch, my mind turned back to Sunday.

Br\/n's |onvvyer will be there in a room with tables that are too tall.
They'll make me feel short, I know it, the expensive mahogany surface will
reach all the way fo my chest and that skeevy, 60" beonpo\e she emp\oys
will be patronizing the entire time. "Mr. Monroe, as you know, my client
has requested your cooperation in this matter.” I'm glad the mediation is
on a Sundoy. [ will use the Sabbath to pray that \owyers everywhere find
themselves mys‘rer\'ous\\/ unemp|oyeo|.

Desperate for a distraction, I turned on the TV, watching our local
weatherman adjust his dark blue suit and smile wanly at the camera.

“Well, Hurricane Fay has left the city of Wauchula a bit worse for
wear,” the young metereologist intoned, adjusting the coif of his dark hair
and giving the audience a heartbroken look, “and the city is still recovering.
Trees are still being removed from hundreds of homes every day, though
the hurricane struck nearly a week and a half ago. Luckily our lovely city is
not the first line of defense, though our hearts and prayers go out to the
people of Sarasota who lost loved ones in this horrible tragedy. Until next
time, I'm Roy Winters. S‘roy safe, folks!”

[ switched off the news and rolled my eyes, grobbing an old
Christmas throw from the easy chair and seﬁ|ing back into the po\e
green couch cushions. Bryn used to kick me in her sleep, so I'd retreat to
the living room for some relief. Now my bed was free from unconscious
assailants, but it was funny how sleeping on the couch made me think of
how easy it is to imagine her upstairs even now, pumshing the comforter

for snuggling her close. Twisting onto my side, | closed my eyes.

TUESDAY

A lawnmower woke me, or at least that's what it sounded like.
Cursiﬂg Howie and Pat Stratton on every star [ knew, I threw the Christmas
throw over my head, shovir\g my face back into the couch to block out
the noise. The closer my nose got to the corners of the green fobric
fibers, the louder the mower got until I finally sprung off the couch, still
dressed in my weekend jeans and old alma mater sweatshirt. Running a
hand through my greying hair, I looked out the front window and saw some
construction workers from the city Feeding a maimed po\m free info a
wood chipper. They waved when they saw me watching, giving my ruffled
appearance some smirks.

Ignoring them, | headed to the toilet, o\reody dreoming of the
morning's coffee. Thanking God the bathroom managed to avoid the palm

tree’'s wrath, I washed my face and brushed my teeth. Moking a face at
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the taste of the baking=soda~heavy toothpaste that Bryn always bought, I
brushed my teeth with slow, methodical strokes, sitting on the edge of our
pale blue bathtub and letting lawnmowers linger in my mind.

That's how I got her back the first time: lawnmowers. See, she
hates the sound ‘rhey moke—that grow\y sort of wail that makes you hear
it from blocks away when anyone in your neighborhood is cutting the grass.
She told me that she heard a story about a man in Maine who lost control
of his lawnmower, and it turned on him, shredding his |egs like paper. Any
time she cut the grass she did it with ballerina feet; bouncing back at the
slightest movement, ready to bolt.

Our second year of marriage, Bryn told me [ was the worst
person she'd ever had the chore of knowing, and that she was leaving for
good. [ told her that if she staoyed, I'd mow the lawn every day for the rest
of our lives: even when it snowed. She told me scathingly that “it never
snows in Florida,” but she put away her suitcase.

[ spat into the sink, accidentally rinsing out my mouth with hot
water. Spuﬁering, [ turned the knob and let it turn icy, ‘roking a handful
and sp\oshmg it against my face in an effort to wake up proper|yA Lookmg
at myself in the little mirror by the medicine cabinet, I wondered why |
appeared sixty when I should look forty. Well, forty=seven. "Richard Gere is
sixty~five,” I told the blue~eyed man in the mirror. He seemed unimpressed,
so | opened the medicine cabinet in search of a more rapt audience. My
hands acted for me, ignoring my standard bottle of aspirin and grabbing
the old bottle of Percocet Bryn used to take after her knee surgery. Time
to get divorced.

[ wandered around the kitchen, swatting at the mosquitos that
came in colonies from the hole in my wall, |cmding on sTicky old dishes and
trying fo rid me of my blood. Walking to the sink, my foot stuck on one
of the papers ['d abandoned the night before, and 1 hopped around for a
bit, frying fo snatch it from between my foes. I FinoH\/ grobbed hold of it
and straightened, squinting at the tiny script. "PETITIONER IS UNCERTAIN
AT THIS TIME OF THE FULL NATURE AND EXTENT OF HER SEPARATE
PROPERTY...” The letters seemed to dance across the page, marching into
little house-shapes, and I thought of when we bought this little abode.

Br\/n told me she wanted to see the ocean every doy, th‘r
outside of her door, like she was going to be swept away in a tidal wave
if she dared step foot out on her back porch. But I've never been a fan
of the smell of fish, so I planted us in a sea of palm trees and retired
people.

[ checked my watch and cast a distracted look at the papers
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under the table, swiping a forearm across my forehead. Feeling feverish,
ﬂ'wough‘r of Bryn's busted knee and popped a Percocet in tribute, decicﬁmg
that 1:27 PM was the perfect time for a nap.

WEDNESDAY

[t rained Todoy, a warm rain. The hum'\di‘ry made the drop|eTs
seem like steam when they hit the sidewalk, sifting into the air like the
world was cookmg Florida for a balanced breakfast. Swmgmg my legs
over to the side, I realized that I fell asleep on my bed for once. The wind
brought wayward water; smacking me in the face and maoking my slate-
grey sheets domp. [ pummeled Bryn's old pillow, before tossing it of f
the bed, vvo‘rching it hit the wall and vvondering Wh\/ you tend to think of
objects as belonging to the same person forever. She'd left the pillow here;
this was my pillow now. I watched the rain come down harder and the
pillowcase start to get soaked.

[ started to get up, but coughT myseH: on my elbows and fell back
against the bed. Last rﬂghT [ dreamt that [ was in the midst of Hurricane
Foy, and the wind was howhng at me just like Bryn used to. She told me
that I never could hold her r'\gh‘r, not quite, and she felt as if my arms
shrunk a centimeter for every year we were married. [ told her she was
tiny enough 1 could still hug her tight, but she never wanted to be tethered
to anything. Fay wailed louder, wreaking havoc on the coastline, and |
told Bryn she had to hold on or be swept away. Hurricanes don't listen to
marriage vows, but I promised, “for weather or for worse.”

Another drop\eT of rain hit my \eg ond [ started, |ooking up at
the cloudy blue sky as I heaved myself out of bed. Grabbing a ratty plaid
robe from the bedpost I Tugged it over my shoulders and closed the
window, waiting for the rain to stop as | stared at the spot on the wood
floor where Br\/n dented the boards by frying fo drop a \omp on my foot.
The lamp had been surprisingly resilient, bouncing a couple of feet before
finally shattering near the windows. I thought of the window that nature
made inside my kitchen. Br\/n broke the lamp and Foy broke the rest.

Sighing, I went downstairs in my bare feet, prepared to get
divorced. | grobbed a beer from the Fridge and Wiped the condensation
off of the bose, fokmg a sip before g\oncmg at the pile of papers still
strewn about the table. Divorce needed something stronger than coffee. |
looked over the terms of our marriage spe”ed out in |ego\ese, reminded of
when Brym and [ used to sfudy for tests at USF. Bryn would fry to make up
songs fo help her remember vocabulary words, and [ would tell her that she

couldn’t sing. The \ody at the \'\brory hated us; Brym did her best shouﬂng
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there.

[ was broken out of my sfupor by the sound of the television;
broken voices that whispered in the next room. It seems that Roy Winters
was appearing on my television without my permission these doys*did
[ reoHy ForgeT to turn that damn Thmg of f7? They were still covering the
hurricane, though it felt like years since she'd struck. The hole in my house
was becommg a part of its charm, and I welcomed the varied insects that
found their way inside. My thoughts were interrupted by the wail of a violin
and the comemp\oﬂve p|unking of a piano. Pok'\mg my head into the hv'mg
room doorway, [ spotted Roy Winters on television looking sadly at a split
box of pictures; black-and-white faces of strangers gazing happily at me,
unaware of their colorless state.

“The victims of Hurricane Fay's wrath are husbands, daughters,
and friends. They are community members who made a difference on
Sarasota’s shores every single day. These are the faces of the fallen.
Remember them and pray for the peop|e They left behind who are grievmg."
Roy Winter's voice was the perFec‘r blend of regret and condescension. ['ve
never felt pity so tangibly.

Sparing a glance at the television, I could have sworn I saw
Bryn's face flash across the screen; blond hair tied in the braid that meant
business, over-exposed fo make her look as if she was smiling. But I knew
better. It couldn’t be Bryn; she refused fto smile for photos. When asked,
she'd o|vvoys say that you shouldn’t fry fo capture memories by sw‘ghf*we

both wore glasses anyway.

THURSDAY

[t's 11:30 PM, and Thursdoy is almost over. I'm sfondmg here in
my bedroom vvo‘rching Wauchula s|eep in the mme‘ry’degree heat. We'd just
been knocked about by heavy winds, and yet the air was still. I shifted
uncomformb\y s‘ronding there, o|is|ik'mg the grating sound of the Frogs who
sang at night. It felt as if they'd crept into every corner of my bedroom
just to give me lullabies, and I could have sworn there was one in my bed
last night.

I'm having a hard time deciding if I can't sleep, or if I've been
sleeping for weeks. Time had been a strange beast lately, whispering in
my ear as if fo say, look out, you are missing things.” I tried to search
for a tarp to cover up the hole in my kitchen today, but instead I counted
how many books Bryn left in my hbrory. She was the worst kind of reader,

coHec‘ring stories she would never spare a g|once. Tomes like ‘rroph'\es
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stacked up and gcﬁhered dust, o paper sfafue of a sfory that had ended.
[ tilted my head back and let another piH fall onto my fongue,
wondering if the sta