
Dear reader,

You are holding in your hands the first issue of the seventh 
volume of The Eckleburg Project, Texas A&M’s sole literary 
magazine. This issue was borne out of hardship for the project, 
and we managed to solicit and read and select and design and 
edit and print the project despite that hardship. Our team of 
screeners, designers, and editors went above and beyond the 
call of duty to make this issue, and we’ve (hopefully) managed 
to produce something of value. Kudos to us.

But Eckleburg isn’t really about the staff. It’s about the work. 
It’s about eeking out a place for the arts around us that would 
not otherwise be seen. More than anything it’s about exhibiting 
work that shows the world through as many eyes as possible; if 
you can manage to see the world from another point of view, 
maybe it will be a little easier to figure out. To put it simply, 
Eckleburg is about the work.

We draw our name from the disembodied eyes of Dr. T.J. 
Eckleburg in The Great Gatsby, which observe the story unfold 
in front of them. If someone had managed to see through them, 
things might have gone differently for Fitzgerald’s most famous 
characters. We would not exist if there were not other ways of 
seeing the world, and if we didn’t think those were worth being 
witness to we would not make this magazine.

Editor’s Note:
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I’ve received a lot of questions about the best way to be 
published in the magazine. I don’t really have a good answer, 
but the best I’ve been able to come up with is honesty. If you 
can write something honest, then you can write something for 
Eckleburg. And if you can open up to the pieces as a reader, 
you can see the honest expressions and discern what their 
authors are trying to tell you.

So listen. Hear. Watch. Feel. Try to understand.

Thank you for your time,

Margaret Mae Clark, Editor in Chief



Editor in Chief
 Margaret Clark

Managing Editor
 Jason Arrington 

Head of Design
 Crystal Torres

Blog Editor
 Monica Symonds

Prose Editor
 Breezy Zuniga

Poetry Editor
 Sarah  Roberts

Publicist
Ashton Mathai

Advisors
Lowell Mick White

iii



Design Team
 Kate Greene 
 Audrey Ryden
 

Screening Team
 Joanna Zhou
 Nancy Benton
 Chandlar Harvey
 Alyssa Peña
 Lewis Edwards
 Lincoln El-Amin
 Bailey Grams
 Charles Womble
 Sabra Jones

iv



Primary 1
                  Kara Laughbam      
 

Ok! 3
                                      Ashlynn Zibby 

Winter 4
                                       Rebekah Jolly 

War Hymm 5
                                       Haley Walker 

Human 6
                 Abdullah Abu Aljamal 

Reclaiming My Body 8
                                   Shim Mi Kadota 

The Fish 9
                                           Alyssa Pena 

Taps on Monday night 11
                               Charles Womble 

Airborne 13
                               Madison Lawson 

My Queen - A Letter 15
                   To My Mother    
                                         Sabra Jones 
v



17 Cannibal
 Ashley Zbylot

19 Paper Forest
 Amber Walters

20 Hazy
 Kara Laughbaum

21 Sijo lll
 Jake Shatzer

22 Skulls
 Carolina Pereira

23 Longing
 Andrea Dearborn

24 Going Coastal
 Kara Laughbaum

25 Kristallnacht
 Lewis Edwards

28 Portraits
 Charles Womble

vi



Primary 
Kara Laughbaum

1



2



3 Ashlynn ZibbyOk!



In the bleak morning,
Elms sit under the greying skies
Amongst simple, still whisperings
Of the wind – cold and clear.
Everything becomes visible in
The dead of winter,
Where all the leaves branch away and
The blistering chill strips the bark grey.

In the bleak morning,
Vibrancy shines in rays of grey and white,
And the sun sneaks between the branching
Silence, filling barren spaces with
Warmth and gold.
Eyes now see the leaves of the leaf, branches of 
the
Branch, silence of the silence, snow of the
Snow, the sun of the sun.

Rebekah Jolly

Winter 
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I could never tell which was stronger, the 
persuasive handshake you exchanged with my 

father or the force with which you made me feel 
your lips on my retreating, skin.

I could never tell which made you happier, when 
I finally accepted your empty apologies or when 

you successfully slammed me against the wall of my 
own home without anyone taking notice.

I could never understand how our welcome mat 
would lose its welcome just by having you stand 

upon it.
I could never tell why we said grace over our food 

when I was the one begging for mercy.
I never understood why you wasted breath you 

could’ve used to yell at me on saying foolish things 
like it won’t happen again.

I know that love requires no self defense so I don’t 
know why I let you suit me up for war.

War that built up walls instead of tearing down 
pre-existing ones.

War that created infinite casualties yet somehow 
left me still breathing, still afraid.

Hiding hurt and bruises alike, slowly stitching up a 
white flag from every scrap of me you tore away.
The eighth deadly sin is how long it took for me 
to stop choosing to justify you and choose me 

instead.
The greatest war hymn I ever mustered up was 

goodbye.

War Hymn
Haley Walker
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You crawled through my mouth,
Slithered down my esophagus
And made yourself a bed in my gut.

You pinned up pictures on the walls of my stomach,
And brought in a series of negative thoughts
Like one would move in a couch or a table or a dresser
Gradually turning what’s mine into yours.

It got worse when I could feel you
Travel through my bloodstreams
Reaching every crevice of my body
Stealing air from the inside out.

My body became gloomier the longer you stayed and
People started asking why I sulked in solitude
But no one knew that you were my friend
During the early mornings and the darkest hours.

I grew accustomed to your residency,
Even began looking for you through my reflection
As if my existence depended on your company.

You followed me place to place better than my own shadow,
Making your presence known through the way
I walked with my shoulders bent toward the ground
And how I enjoyed my time spent in an empty parking lot.

Eventually, I tired of always accommodating to your stay
Always feeling numb so that maybe you could feel
Something other than the shame of taking away
Any chance of happiness that I had.

Depression, you do not own my body. I do.

Reclaiming My Body
Shim Mi Kadota



For as long as anyone can remember, there has always been an 
enormous fish swimming above the city of Vigil. The fish, which had 
scales of yellow, white, and orange that glittered in the sunlight, swam 
slowly in large, perfect figure eights thousands of feet in the sky, 
casting shadows on the old ruins of the city as the citizens went about 
their daily lives. From when the sun disappeared to when the moon 
rose, the fish never strayed from its course. The only irregularity in its 
pattern was at noon everyday, on the nose, when peach-colored flakes 
fell from the sun. The fish scrambled to catch the majority of the flakes, 
but always left enough leftover for the citizens of Vigil.

The city dwellers depended on the fish, whom they lovingly named 
Howard, for keeping track of time, for inspiration, and for motivation 
to continue on their merry way from day to day. They reasoned that so 
long as Howard was still circling over their city in his elegant fashion, 
all would be right with the world. As long as Howard was there, no 
harm would come to them.  

Then came that fateful day where Vigil didn’t feel how it should have 
felt. That morning, Vigil felt empty and deserted, although no citizens 
had passed away or left the city overnight -- not that they could leave 
anyway with the boundary in place. The women counted their children, 
the men counted their neighbors, and saw that no one was missing. 
Nothing seemed out of place. So why did they feel like the world was 
at its tipping point?

With bated breath, the citizens cast their gazes to the sky and saw the 
comforting dark shadow of Howard hovering in one position above 
the city. All at once, they released their tension and relaxed. Except 
for one little girl.   

The Fish
Alyssa Pena
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“Mama, look! It’s Howard!” she screamed as she pulled on her 
mother’s skirts.

Her mother, upon coming to the same shocking realization of her 
daughter, emitted a piercing scream. “Howard is still; our guardian 
is dead!”

At last, chaos ensued. Citizens scattered in the ruinous streets in 
search of stores to pillage or a safe spot to kneel and pray to the gods 
for forgiveness. What could they have done to kill Howard? How could 
he have died?

In the midst of the apocalyptic scene within Vigil, no one noticed the 
giant shadow that blanketed the buildings and cobblestone walkways. 
No one noticed the two pale pink fingers that emerged from the sun to 
gently grasp the beloved Howard by his tail and remove him from the 
sky. No one noticed the ripple of the blue eternity of the sky, and most 
certainly, no one noticed the new creature of blue, black, and white 
scales circling the city as its predecessor once did.

Then, as if by magic, Vigil slowed into a reassuring calm once more. 
Men and women smiled at one another as they helped each other to 
their feet and began cleaning up the mess of the riot. They looked 
skyward to the fish and gazed in admiration.

“Oh he’s beautiful!”

“Indeed. He should have a name.”

“I like the name Howard.” 

“Howard…what a lovely name, indeed.”

10



We all deserve a song.
An anthem at nightfall.

I found this solemn peace
alone on the concrete

the day the senator
waved. The hymn played.

The volley did not fly.
The tower did not sing.

Only a lonely breath
from where the soldiers leave.

An unexpected wind
to form up in the night.

The nation woke to knell
and bow at morning light.

Taps on 
Monday night.

Charles Womble
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A i r b o r n e
Madison Lawson

The average mosquito cannot fly far or fast, often staying within several 
hundred feet of where they were hatched.

Airborne travel is my family’s love language, but it seemed to fissure and 
break as I stepped on the cross-Atlantic flight. I could smell every meal, 
the packaged cookies like an off-brand Christmas and the bitter coffee a 
reminder that my eyes sagged. The meat made my jaw tired and the rice 
tickled my teeth. The air was thin and each breath made my throat tighten. 
I started watching the horror film It just as the plane reached the Atlantic. 
Pennywise, with a drooping smile, sharp teeth, and a lazy eye, morphed to 
fit the child’s biggest fear, a walking infection, a burnt corpse, a headless 
body. I wondered what he would become for me. But then I knew he could 
not become my biggest fear. A small mosquito already had.

Mosquitoes have six needles they use when they suck blood. One of them 
spits saliva back into our bloodstream to move it. Sometimes, this leaves 
us with an often-deadly virus, which just hitched a ride in the mosquito; 
there is nothing in it for her.

I heard Meg sniffling two seats over and watched the light on Haley’s 
phone. I leaned over and asked Haley for an update every thirty minutes. 
She took it like a pro. When the flight attendant saw me shaking, she 
asked me if I was cold. I said yes, but I could hardly feel it. She brought 
me an extra blanket and a hot bottle of water to hold against my stomach. 
I felt the heat like a harsh reminder of my own body. My own mortality. 
The mortality of my sisters beside me. Of my mother waiting for the 
ambulance in Russia. Of my father, stuck in a malaria-induced coma with 
failing organs and no medicine to bring him back to life.

Mosquitoes are considered the deadliest “animal” in the world. There are 
over 3,500 different types and of all of those, only one species carries  the 
Anopheles gene, which transmits malaria and kills more than one million 
people every year. 
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It was Thursday, about 11 am Texas time. 11 am Russia time. 6 am Paris 
time. I hadn’t slept through the night since Sunday. We would see my 
mom in 17 hours. She hadn’t slept at all since Sunday. We would see my 
dad in 27 hours. He had done nothing but sleep since Sunday.

Only female mosquitoes bite. They need the blood to grow, hatch, and 
nurture their babies.

In a pregnant nine hours, my parents’ would get on their own five-
person flight. The pilot who guided them. A female doctor, keeping my 
dad alive, checking his vitals every half hour, adjusting his medicines to 
keep his blood pressure and heart rate level. The altitude would be their 
biggest fear for that eight-hour flight. A male nurse, feeding water to his 
motionless body, covering him with a blanket because his temperature 
will drop, making sure the machines kept breathing for him. My mom, 
who sat on two chairs that folded into a bed. My mom, who ate overcooked 
chicken and picked her way through a tin of assorted Hershey candies. 
My mom, who was given a sleeping pill that didn’t make her sleep. My 
mom, who watched the sunrise for eight hours because their plane was 
chasing the sun. My dad, on a gurney, strapped to machines he didn’t 
know he was depending on. They traveled airborne in fear.

One study found that mosquitos land on people with Type O blood nearly 
twice as often as A+. My dad is A+.

A mosquito fits on the tip of your finger, the ability to take hundreds of 
lives just by trying to feed her young. Our plane was huge, transporting 
hundreds of passengers.  My parent’s was small with only five. We all 
were flying airborne to keep a family together, to keep a family alive.

But our dad was dying.

What was there to do?
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I remember when my heart was broken.
Something in my soul was caught on something in my lungs
So every breath tore my being apart until it was as thin 
as a thread
Stretched taut like a guitar string
It did not sound like music, but like nails on a chalkboard
The screech making me want to plug my ears and run away 
from myself.
The only place I could run was into her arms—
Thank God they were always open so wide.

When in days of great turmoil my eyes
watered in time with the tide of the beach
So that sometimes I felt so much I drowned,
And sometimes I was dry,
She was eternally calm and collected. Even as I fell to pieces
Her hands caught every shard
And superglue was never far.
She watched me with the strength of the moon
Bright glow in my dark nights
Leading me somewhere that resembled safety
Even to the monsters that creaked down the stairs of my brain
And infected my veins.

She was the white walls covered in murals of vast, open spaces
My sweet escape.
She was the lush carpets that I laid in
when my bed was too consuming.
She was the warmth for my frigid fingers,
And the cool breeze for my fevered brow.

M y  Q u e e n — A  L e t t e r 
To  M y  M o t h e r

Sabra Jones
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She helped me fight myself
short hair brushing her shoulders
Every time she turned towards me.
I was her first priority.
She stretched her heart, her muscles always so warm
From constant use,
To my tangle of limbs and helped me breathe again
Because my diaphragm was a croaking, crackling floorboard
Bowing beneath the weight of the hefty rocks crushing my 
chest and
She is superwoman, she is Atlas, she is the mother in all
the fairytales
Who taught the princesses how to dream,
And never left them behind.
She is my queen.

I will never be able to thank her for the
slack in the rope around my waist
That leads straight to her wrist
Created at birth, not even severed by death
That she refuses to let go of.

But my, how she doesn’t mind behind dragged behind 
while I fly.
How she has flown to rescue me
Out of depths, away from heights
To safety, to change, to age.
This cord connects me, respects me, loves me,
And she does even more.

She is the umbrella that protected me from wind and rain
And the wings I rode as I jumped from rock to rock.
She is the rocks.
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You are a list of everything you hate
But be advised the day grows late.
Preying faithfully, like the nimble mantis;
Leaping from leaf to leaf,
Searching for something to ravage
To satiate and fill the gnawing 
emptiness inside.
You become truly savage
When another unfortunate victim
Happens to cross your path.
You snatch it in your jealous arms,
And unleash abhorrent wrath.
Then you devour it bit by bit.
But when its dead and gone,
you’re forced to keep moving on.
Like a lion, pride is in your heart.
You rove the dry, grassy savanna
the gloss of your black mane
sends the sweltering heat of fear
Into the hearts of all the creatures that 
are near.
While looking for a lioness to claim

So that you can grow your pride
You find her hidden with her cubs.

C a n n i b a l
Ashley Zbylot



So you selfishly end the promise of 
her tomorrow.
Brutally, you taste their blood.
Cracking their bones in your haughty jaws
Understand that when you’ve completed
Your obscene feast
Devouring every last piece
You’ll find that all along you were feasting 
on your own flesh
Like a desperate mariner on a desert isle:
Utterly alone.
Compromising parts of his own body for
his survival

Cutting off all pieces -limb by limb-
There will be nothing left of you.

For in illusion you consume yourself entirely 
in your hate.
Your pride tempts you into thinking that 
you’re great.
Really, everything you saw to loathe in 
someone else
Was merely a reflection of yourself.
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“I won’t be long,”
She called back to
Her mother as she rushed
Off to the stacks.
Wading into paper forests
Intending to get lost.
In some other world
Standing quiet and still,
She found a place to hide.
Reality melts away into
A pirate race, then she’s
Swimming in the sea,
And flying next to fairies
On the back of a bumblebee.
Alas, her mother finds her
Sitting all alone
And tears her from the page
Making all her friends fade,
Back to ink and paper as if they
Had never played.

Pa p e r  F o r e s t s
Amber Walters
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h a z y
Kara Laughbaum
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Winter in Hyesan, chilled bone. Frozen river forlornly calls.

A new day with bitter breath and a new man, his knees in frost.

Red snow runs. The river beckoned. Forgotten soul—the world rests.

S i j o  I I I
Jake Shatzer
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s k u l l s
Carolina Pereira

22



little puzzle piece

misplaced under the table

there i lie in wait

l o n g i n g
Andrea Dearborn
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g o i n g  c o a s t a l
Kara Laughbaum 24



Good morning, Mr. Window Breaker. That is you: one who breaks 
windows. You ought to feel ashamed: ashamed for breaking windows in 
the dead of night for all to hear: ashamed of the shattering of glass brought 
about by rocks tossed by your soft, pink hands, Mr. Bastard Window 
Breaker. It will take days to fix the damage—and that you did it to you and 
your parents’ old home (God rest their souls), no less—what a wretched 
creature you are. You’re lucky your aunt Clarice has decided to do her 
annual good Christian turn and post your bail—very lucky, she reminds 
you. But what made you do it? What possessed you?

You remember everything but the motive. Maybe there never really was 
one. You had come back to the town where you grew up to see an old 
friend. The friend bailed. You got upset. You drank some. You drove 
over to the house, got out of the car, sat on the hood. You considered 
the house’s architecture as dry crunching leaves tumbled down from the 
knotted birch trees on the front lawn and landed on your lap. The house 
stuck straight up out of the ground like a tombstone. Fake wood bleached 
enamel white, blinding. Its presence mocked you—the memories stung. 
You gathered up a handful of leaves and crushed them in your hand. Your 
breath fogged out in front of you. You ground the leaves into dust. 

The rocks were there, and you threw. In the act of throwing you felt a 
power over your past. 

The police came and you didn’t care. You were sitting on the hood again 
making mounds out of leaf powder.

Do you know of Kristallnacht, Mr. Window Breaker? Yes, you say, picking 
at the crumbly grouting between the bricks of your holding cell. Well, 
you have replicated it on a much smaller scale, says Clarice—and, truly, to 
imitate the Nazis is an affront to all known metrics of human decency—do 
you wish to carry tiki torches and wear white polo shirts and march upon 
Charlottesville, Mr. Window Breaker? Got any Jews in your oven? 

This last line was cracked by your uncle Leon; he sniggered and folded 
over; he actually pointed and laughed at you, Mr. Window Breaker, an 
action that until now you thought only happened in books. Clarice huffs 
and glares at him in the way that she does to people who shame her, who 

k r i s t a l l n a c h t
Lewis Edwards
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try her patience: a stony thing it is, this glare, drawn starkly with squinting 
eyes and pursed lips. It was being trained on you until Leon became the 
new number one undesirable in the room; but this is not the first time you 
have had to endure it. 

When you were eighteen and proud you thought you could flirt with the 
boy that delivered packages to the house you lived in with your parents 
and aunt Clarice, your mother’s sister. You were so very proud that you 
had him over for dinner and took him to your bedroom after. Prouder still 
to lie: to say that, no, it wasn’t your first time; you whispered your secrets 
into his ear as the two of you lay sweating in the dark under blankets 
post-euphoria: you were so afraid, Mr. Window Breaker, but you had 
wanted the package boy to feel none of this: you were letting your veneer 
down, you said: you felt you were finally beginning to lay yourself bare. 
And you were made bare by this, you were: so bare, so naked, that when 
your door flung open and your light was switched on and your parents 
and aunt Clarice were standing there, with Clarice’s face illuminated so 
brightly that she seemed for a moment to be an angel cloaked in a cloying, 
bright halo, you felt as though someone had degloved you: vivisected you, 
robbed you of your skin and left your organs sprawled out on the bed next 
to the package boy lying silent like a corpse: like a faceless mummy, like 
a rotting mannequin. 

Here is where Clarice’s glare first wounded you: your parents stared at 
your perversion from the other side of the threshold, and her head was 
between theirs: where their faces read shock, disappointment, hers read 
anger: the glare was loud. Loud enough to ring in your ears and in the ears 
of the package boy so strongly as to render you both incapable of looking 
at each other the next day, or the day after, or any of the days after that. 

It is such things in your past that made it so much easier to withstand 
the glare moments earlier; you believe you are acquainted with it as one 
becomes with a poison ingested in small doses over many days. 

And you feel less shame now than you did lying under the blankets with the 
package boy, than you did in the moments after being discovered where 
you begged, pleaded with your parents not to disown you, your face flush 
with the crossing heats of fear and subsiding pleasure; breaking windows 
is a simpler thing, you feel.

 And when Clarice finishes glaring at Leon, and turns her steel eyes back to 
you: you are ready, and you receive it.

26



27



The definition of my affection differs from each different connection, and 
never have I made a relationship identical to the last. There has always been a 
rogue detail, a single spec of irregularity unique to each of my acquaintances. 
Many people can be categorized, by traits that the masses share. They either 
stumble on their words, hide behind a distant gaze, or hold their chin up and 
smile, but nothing can keep a person from spilling out the beautiful ink that 
constitutes their being every once and a while.

I can remember those details better than anything. They are frozen in time, 
encapsulated in my mind like magnificent paintings. I can walk back through 
the halls of my memory and stop at each illustration and reminisce in each 
moment. I can feel the motivation for each brush stroke, the rough and bloody 
fists of brothers, tears on the cheek of a sonless father, and the sparks that 
ignite between the lips of lovers. They are bound to the painting and tied to 
my soul. Yet, they are different now I cannot lie. Their worth has increased 
with scarcity and time.

Some portraits are missing, lost in my abyss that will one day consume the entire 
collection. Thankfully, the ones that strike me most, and loom so gloriously, 
still hang with hardy nails. I savor them. I enrich myself in remembrance and 
evaluate them frequently. I glance back and forth at each of them and know 
one day there will only be a handful left for me to admire. My halls will be 
mostly empty, and my walls will be scratched and buffed, but the few paintings 
that remain will continue to pull on me with specific gravity, still surprising 
me with their many subtle details.

I wonder what might have happened if the canvases were left blank. No image 
ever created. No illustration to remind me of the many smiles I’ve seen or the 
many hands I’ve held. It would be a colorless past indeed. One where paint 
and canvas never meshed, and my halls were left empty, lonely, and stale. A 
past without these paintings would be a past for someone else, for I painted 
each of them and in turn, they each painted me.

Po r t r a i t s
Charles Womble
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All material contained in The 
Eckleburg Project was obtained and 

published with each author’s consent. 
All rights to the material are property 

of each author, respective to their 
contribution. The viewpoints and 

opinions expressed in the material do 
not necessarily reflect the viewpoints 

and opinions of The Eckleburg 
Project, its staff, its sponsors, or 

Texas A&M University.
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From All of us at Eckleburg:
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The Eckleburg Project would like to thank the University 

Writing Center for their continuous support and funding of 

the magazine. The staff there helps make all of this happen, 

and we are truly grateful. To Lowell Mick White, our 

advisor, whose guidance will only continue to strengthen 

The Eckleburg Project. To our great university, its faculty, 

its students, the creative community of Bryan and College 

Station, and every brave soul who shared their creative 

work with our screeners, thank you for your support of this 

project and its creative vision.

To all the hands and hearts that have influenced the work 

we’ve published here:

Cheers all around.

It truly takes a village to raise a creative project.

—The Eckleburg Project Staff
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