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This last summer I visited 
New York City and, of course, the 
Guggenheim was one of my top 
priorities. My mom and I wandered 
through the Giacometti exhibition 
for hours—going around and around 
the white spiral until we reached the 
top—and then going back down to 
the first floor.

During our trip, we made it a habit 
to go to the gift shop in nearly every 
place we visited—partly because I 
was an unabashed tourist and partly 
because I just really like postcards. In
the gift shop, I saw a sign that said, 
“Modern Art = ‘I could do that’ + 
‘Yeah, but you didn’t.’” This likely 
common saying that I had read 
reminded me of The Eckleburg 
Project, both in the sense of the 
organization, the journal, and the 
artists that contribute to it.

It is entirely too easy for those who 
do not attempt art to say, “I could 
do that.” And technically, they would 
be right, because creativity is in 

everyone to some capacity. The 
difference is the attempt. Many 
people could be Editor-in-Chief or 
a graphic designer, but they
don’t try. Many people have the 
ability to write a poem or make a 
sculpture, but there are so few
poets and sculptors. It takes 
someone who believes in the world 
around them, even though it fails 
them constantly. It takes some-
one who draws inspiration from 
their surroundings, both the good 
and the bad. That is what sets an 
artist apart: a willingness to try. I 
am thankful for those of you who 
have the courage to create prose, 
poetry, and art for our journal. You 
are at the center of The Eckleburg 
Project, and it would not be the 
same if not for individuals like you. 
Keep striving to create.

I am also thankful for those of you 
that have helped to turn The 
Eckleburg Project from a concept 
to a reality. You each have had a 
unique hand in the publishing pro-
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cess, and this journal is the culmination of 
all your hard work and dedication.

Lastly, I thank you, the reader, for 
believing in this organization and its 
purpose: to create a living collection of 
Texas A&M students’ ideas and experiences 
by publishing their prose, poetry, and art. 
Just by reading The Eckleburg Project, you 
are bringing that purpose to life.

Yours Truly,
Sasha Adams
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Lindsay Evans
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new york city, 11 september 2001.
blacksburg, 16 april 2007. 
binghampton, 3 april 2009.
fort hood, 5 november 2009.
tucson, 8 january 2011.
oakland, 2 april 2012.
aurora, 20 july 2012.
oak creek, 5 august 2012. 
newton, 14 december 2012.
boston, 15 april 2013. 
santa monica, 7 june 2013. 
washington navy yard, 16 september 2013.
isla vista, 23 may 2014. 
charleston, 18 june 2015.
chattanooga, 16 july 2015.
roseburg, 1 october 2015. 
colorado springs, 29 november 2015. 
san bernardino, 2 december 2015.
orlando, 12 june 2016.
dallas, 7 july 2016.
baton rogue, 17 july 2016. 
little rock, 1 july 2017.
nashville, 24 september 2017.
las vegas, 1 october 2017.
sutherland springs, 5 november 2017.
benton, 23 january 2018.
parkland, 14 february 2018.
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Before you woke
I ate the peach 
you were likely saving. 

Maybe it was for
a salad, or your
lunch, or an afternoon snack. 

But now it’s gone. 
Devoured, carved, peeled
down the back. 

Hopefully you 
trust me enough
to still do the shopping.

I promise I’ll
buy another make
sure that it’s ripe. 

Maybe I’ll even 
put it back before
you wake. 

MOURNING THEFT
Jackson Greer
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SIMPLY
INSPIRED
Nalani Tiscareno
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How amazing that the blue sky 
Changes to black in a matter of minutes;
Two colors, different and set apart to signify
Night— a new night never before seen. A 
Night full of fresh promises and unconquered
Goals. Goals set apart for the black sky. Out
With the blue and all that we did or didn’t do, 
Left to rest. 

If we pause our hurried day long enough, we 
May see the anxious orange, blushing, only 
Revealing itself for so short a time, only enough
To alert its passersby to finish what they’ve started or
Take in what’s been done. 

In the black there are caverns in the mind yet
To be explored, mysterious as the far-reaching,
Never reached stars. What will we find
When we look inside and examine the events
Of the blue— what’s to be reflected, regretted, 
Rejoiced when we lay our heads in the black? 

Oh black sky, how we meet you with a bitter-
Sweet hello. Come black, that we may hope for blue. 
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MY WALKING SAINT
Layne Matthews

She reads her Holy Book
Everyday, excavating, searching
For new meaning and territory
Unexplored though eighty years.

I know she never finds the same
Thing. I know she finds that bit of 
Truth unheard of to her eyes, ears, 
Soul and I reap the reward.

I call my Mama C’ and I learn 
A little something new about her,
About myself, with every gentle word
That passes through the other side— 
The Other Side, she takes me with her. 

She told me I like to be self-
Sufficient. She begged me to 
Rely on Him—my Author, Redeemer. 
She told me to stop trying and I 
Felt my throat tighten, pierced
By her desperate words. 

How she sees into my dirt
And sees beauty in the mud. 
How she will always see, find
The Beauty hidden in all.
She is truly beautiful. 
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MY WALKING SAINT

PINK AND YELLOW
Kendall Ward
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Tabernacle
At the age of seven, “Tabernacle” was still a word that I practiced under my 
breath. I spent car-rides home in the backseat of my mother’s Toyota Camry, 
looking out the window and unknotting the syllables in my little mouth. My 
mother’s eyes would suspiciously glance the rearview mirror every few minutes of
mumbling until she’d ask, “Honey. What’d you learn at school today?”
“Mama,” I’d say, “ I learned that a ta-ber-na-cle is what you call the gold box 
that holds Jesus at Mass.”

Trophy
You’d think that by the time I hit junior-high, the gold-star system would have 
been something of the past, but every time I open my red conduct folder, neat 
rows of metallic stickers wave to me in gaudy enthusiasm. A star in Math, a star in 
Reading, a star in Science, Art, Social Studies, Choir, Physical Education, and I kind 
of hate myself for it. I watch the rest of my classmates open their folders together
and I notice gaps in their subjects like missing teeth. Ryan Gill, my punk, curly 
headed classmate, leans over to my best friend, Nina, and asks what she’s going 
to be when she grows up. Across the room, I am oddly jealous when she touts:
“It’s not like I need good grades. When I grow up I am going to be a teacher and 
a trophy wife.”

79Au
“Sedimentary,” My dad flips the notecard.
“It’s made out of sediment,” I respond.
“And what is sediment?” He continues.
“Sand, shells, and fragments of other material,” I recite.
“Good. Now Igneous?”
“Rock formed when magma cools and hardens…also known as volcanic rock”
“Good, now Metamorphic?”
“Rock that is changed due to intense heat and pressure.”
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Mine
For a moment I was diminished to part of a small 
living organism—a vacuole in an amoeba swaying 
in plasmic flow; we swayed together. It must have 
looked seamless from the audience: this mass of 
high school girls stacked on risers. I could feel the 
rental polyester fabric tight on my shoulders as 
soon as we stopped singing.

Before the applause, though, I catch my director’s 
eye and the smile that escapes her—a full smile that
says this is mine. Her baton finally falls to hers side, 
her signature on her masterpiece, and she keeps 
her eyes on us as parents, grandparents, and little 
sisters cheer. She considers us, and we consider her: 
a creator and her creature, an alchemist and her 
transmutation—vacuoles in an amoeba that flows, 
in its element, waiting to be changed.

Wheat
I am twenty years old and Dr. McAnally is fifty-eight 
when we decide to walk El Camino de Santiago. 
She packed up her neurobiologist husband, and I 
laced up my shoes, signed the waver, and became 
a test subject along with 11 other students: pio-
neers of “a global citizenship learning experience” 
– something new that the business school is trying 
out to examine the student-professor dynam-
ic. On our 24th day of walking, I share mile 11 with 
Dr. McAnally. She has been humming to herself all 
morning, “This grain is wheat, and that one is barley, 
there are some oats,” She puts a name to every 
living thing we pass until we sit for lunch on a grassy 



bend. The hills sway golden before us. Before biting into her sandwich she 
turns to me.
“Sara, would you look at this! No fences! How do you suppose they 
separate the plots of land? What do you think?”

Dawn
June 29th 2016,
The farmland in Spain is something else. It goes for miles—no boundaries 
except for the shift of crops:
wheat turned to barley turned to sugar snap peas. There are no barriers 
here, no red lines, no
barbed-wire fences for keeping animals and neighbors away.
In Spain, the farmland lies outside of the town. The farmers commute to 
work each day to harvest their
crop. Here they must realize that they have no right to claim what was 
theirs to share in the first place. So
they meet us in the fields, arrive on the job well dressed and proud, wave 
at the pilgrims walking, and
offer a cherry off of their tree, the fruit of their labor.
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Wedding Band
Once, when I was in college, I sang in a wedding band, which is to say, 
I sang at a priest’s ordination. I watched as he married our Church, laid 
prostrate before the altar before saying, “I do.” It had been eight years 
coming, restless nights in seminary, joys, and fallouts with his beautiful 
bride, but they made it! 
I pray that they settle in well together and work out all of the normal 
newlywed discomforts. After all of that searching for the perfect one, his 
vocation had found him, (ambushed him, really) but chose him nonethe-
less.

Oro
The Spanish words “oro” and “coro” sound remarkably similar: gold and 
choir. Which is exactly what we
were—our makeshift multilingual mass choir. So it didn’t surprise me when 
a Spanish priest, trying to find
his pew at the opening World Youth Day mass, tapped on my neighbor’s 
shoulder and asked “Estos son
los asientos para el oro?” “Are these seats for the gold?” I couldn’t have 
been mistaken. He called us gold
because he heard it, too.

12
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GOLDEN DREAMS
Shannon Yap
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ON
WOUNDS
Sara Garza
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Maybe it was that the morning was cold and I was holding your hand.

Maybe it was that we held each other through the night, and we woke 
up with your chest pressed to my chest, your hips pressed to my hips, 
your face pressed to mine.

Maybe it was because I was the first person to sleep with you after you 
started hormones, and your body started to let you feel like a woman.

Maybe it was the fact that when we were together the night before we 
looked into each other’s eyes and it felt like something else. It felt like two 
words, three syllables. Something that we would build together.

But that morning I thought I heard you say you love me.

Over the din of the music and your car’s tires on a gravel road, I thought, 
“I am a bad person for you to love.”
I didn’t say anything to you, I wouldn’t have said anything to you then.

Now, though, I want to tell you that it’s easy to mistake an act of 
intimacy for love, especially when you’re starving for it. Especially when 
you’re starving for either, really.

I want to tell you that sometimes I feel like a bee, like I only have 
enough in me to love one person, and
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I’ve already wasted my stinger on someone who didn’t love me back. Now 
I just buzz in circles until I die, and I’ve buzzed, briefly, to you.

I want to tell you that people have told me they love me before. I have 
not loved any of them.

I want to tell you that I can give you my body, because it’s how I show 
people that it’s mine. But that’s all.

I want to tell you that maybe you ought to hold off on such pronounce-
ments until you know my last name.

I want to tell you that no, being queer and a woman and a  person does 
not get better, but after a while it can get easier.

I want to tell you that there might be people who will help you lighten the 
load if you let them.

I want to say to you that I hope you find what you’re looking for.

It won’t be me.

I don’t say anything. I smile, and hold your hand. We go to breakfast. Lat-
er, I leave.
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I used to sing these hymns like
the words left my mouth with a destination but 
I can’t fit this church on my tongue 
anymore. 
I can’t Sunday best myself to fit 
into this quiet room 
because what if I am the bullet that wrecks it all
I’ve been consumed by 
too many unholy things 
to ever see anything other than a sinking ship in 
the mirror 
glass bottle silence around me. 
I’m waiting for it to crack like everything else 
But I still believe these hands are strong enough 
To hold something fragile 
without breaking it 
so I take all the holy left here 
I plant it right into the ground 
watch it bloom before me 
into a wilder love than I have ever known. 
Its mercury and lightning 
every gospel thing 
suddenly 
these songs don’t wrestle my lungs to be sung 
anymore
this tame heart is rattling in its cage 
a beast that’s just seen freedom for the first time 
We, pedestrians trespassing 
on holy ground and who ever would believe 
   We belonged here 
   Dear God this 
   is what we were made for 

HOLY WINDS
Hannah McKeon
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“Space. The final frontier,” a voice 
announced, barely audible through a 
crackling speaker. A rough hand gave it 
a quick smack, then the sound cut out 
entirely.

“Oh, come on,” Denny said, whacking 
the box a couple more times for good 
measure. Nothing. The dark lines in his 
forehead deepened as he settled back 
into his usual slouch. At least the screen 
still works.

Bending down under the console, he 
was guided only by the flickering light of 
a monitor and muscle memory. As he felt 
around for loose wiring, the door behind 
him slid open.

“Did you change the flight path a minute 
ago?” a calm voice asked. Flinching, 
Denny thumped his head on the console 
as he tried to stand.

“We were on a collision course.” He 
pressed a hand to his temple, and 
turned to see a stout redheaded 
woman flick on the lights. Malin’s frizzy 
hair didn’t quite fit into her bun, and a 

few auburn strands stuck into the air 
at Denny’s eye level. Behind her, the 
spacious, industrial room had wires 
running along the floor to the console. 
One curved wall consisted entirely of 
windows that encased the endless 
black of space, freckled with starlight.

“We should’ve just passed near an 
uninhabited planet, what’s the 
problem?” she asked, turning toward 
the screen. Denny quickly jammed a 
couple buttons, and the image 
switched back to scanners.

That was close. “There’s debris up 
ahead,” Denny said.

“That’s it? Shouldn’t be a problem, 
you’re a pilot. What am I paying you 
for if you don’t pilot?”
He paused. “It’s a graveyard field.”

“Aw, you’re not afraid of ghosts, are 
you?” She grinned.

Yes. “Ghosts? Ghosts are hardly the 
problem. There are miles of wreckage 
out there, and who knows what else. 

ADRIFT
Megan Metcalf
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Some of that old tech could come back 
on.”

Before the captain could reply, an 
orange light on the console started 
flashing. Denny glanced down to check 
the screen. A hulking shape began to 
take form.

“Another ship just entered this system.” 
The pilot’s eyes widened as the image 
grew clearer. Deep scars marred the hull, 
and ivory paint across the side formed a 
skull. “Hunters.”

“Those rotten—” Malin tightened a fist, 
then forced herself to relax. “Fly into the 
graveyard field. Now.” 

Denny stared back for a moment. I’d 
rather face the hunters.

Then he obeyed. The massive field of 
debris orbited a deserted planet. Shards 
of steel half a mile long floated lazily by; 
any paint had long ago been bleached 
bone-white by the nearest star. The 
remains of a battlefield untouched by 
rust. Scattered throughout the shrapnel 
lay enormous warships torn in two, and 
tiny, single-pilot vessels twisted at 
unnatural angles. That could be us.

Narrowly skirting the severed hulls of 
ships, he navigated directly into the 
field, then slowed to a near stop. He put 
them at the mercy of the planet’s grav-
ity, drifting in orbit, like twigs floating 
down a river.

“Cut the power. All of it.” Malin said.

“Captain—” “Just do it.” The pilot took 
a deep breath. She doesn’t pay me 
enough for this.

He flipped a few switches. The whir-
ring of the engines slowly died, and 
the buzz of electronics ceased. Si-
lence crept in around them. Then the 
lights went dark, and only the stars 
remained.

Both stared out the windows, through 
the drifting relics of a battle long 
forgotten. She scanned for the hunt-
er ship, counting the seconds until 
it passed into view; he focused on 
the debris, watching, hoping nothing 
would puncture the ship, and praying 
nothing out there would power back 
on.

After nearly three minutes of waiting, 
that sickening, white skull appeared 
in the distance. It almost seemed 
to laugh as it came dangerously 
close to the graveyard field. A piece 
of shrapnel scraped along the bel-
ly of the hostile vessel, but it wasn’t 
deterred. Just another scar for the 
collection.

“Captain, we need to run.”

“We’re too close. Don’t you touch 
those controls.”

“We have to try.” Denny chewed his 
fingernails. “The debris will kill us be-
fore the hunters get a chance.”

“Three minutes and they’ll be out of 
range.”
“But—” “I know what I’m doing.”

“… I know.”

At last, the hunter ship coasted by, 
away from the field. Back to the 
waiting game.
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Thirty seconds passed.

The skull angled out of sight, and they 
watched the rear of the massive ship 
shrink smaller and smaller as the sec-
onds ticked past, one by one.

The pilot fidgeted in his seat. That one is 
awfully close.

Two-thirds of a small vessel momentarily 
blocked their view. Something moved in 
the cockpit. Denny flinched as the stiff, 
floating body of the vessel’s pilot stared 
back. It looked as if it might blink, or 
reach out to drown them in the vacuum 
of space.

One minute. 

“We’ve got to get out of here,” Denny 
said as the small craft passed out of 
sight.

“Just a little longer.” The hunter ship was 
well out of sight by now, but Malin still 
gazed intently out the window.

Two minutes.

Seconds drifted slowly past like the 
shattered hulls of ships around them, 
broken glass and pale faces scattered 
throughout. Denny tapped his foot.

“I swear, if you don’t stop that—” Malin 
started.

“What?” “Your foot.”

“… I’m just nervous.” “I know.”

The floor shuddered beneath their feet. 
Steel groaned as shrapnel wrenched the 
hull out of shape, but it did not break.

Three minutes.
“Do it now. Only auxiliary power first, just 

enough to check the scanners,” the 
captain said. Denny flipped a switch. 
Below them, the engines struggled 
back to life, and the gentle whirring 
soon echoed through the ship. He 
waited for the screen to light back 
up.

“They’re gone. Now can we please 
get out of here?”

“Go ahead,” Malin said.

The ship powered back on, one sec-
tion at a time. Electric lights hummed, 
and the speaker crackled. As the ship 
picked its way back out of the field 
and broke free of the planet’s gravi-
tational pull, Denny kept a tense grip 
on the controls.

Almost there. Within minutes, they 
were clear of the debris and on their 
way again.

“That wasn’t so bad, was it?” Malin 
said. Denny glared back as she 
continued. “Come on, you had no 
trouble navigating that field. Even 
the ghosts were quiet.”

“I want a raise.”

“Why don’t we discuss that later.” She 
dismissed the thought with a wave 
of her hand. “First, a more press-
ing matter: what episode were you 
watching?”

As their ship made its way toward the 
edge of the system, a light orbiting 
an empty planet flickered to life for 
the first time in decades.
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PAPER FORESTS
Amber Walters

“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 bumble bee.

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.  
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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 Florence 
Davies, thanks for being there as our advisor and friend 
when we needed it the most. You have been invaluable 
to the success of this magazine. To Lowell Mick White, 
our newest advisor, whose additional guidance will only
continue to strengthen TEP. To our great University, its 
faculty, its students, the creative community of Bryan/
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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