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LONG
TIME,

NO
SEE

We’re glad you’re here.



 “For what it’s worth: it’s never 

too late or, in my case, too early to be 

whoever you want to be. There’s no 

time limit, stop whenever you want. 

You can change or stay the same, 

there are no rules to this thing. We 

can make the best or the worst of it. 

I hope you make the best of it. And 

I hope you see things that startle you. 

I hope you feel things you never felt 

before. I hope you meet people with 

a different point of view. I hope you 

live a life you’re proud of. If you 

find that you’re not, I hope you have 

the strength to start all over again.”

Eric Roth 
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Hey there.

If you read the last issue of The Eckleburg Project, you’ll know that I finally 
wrote an editor’s note because our designers were basically going to tear 
down my door and force me to. The same thing happened this time. I guess 
old habits die hard.

You’ll notice that this issue of The Eckleburg Project goes in an entirely 
new direction design-wise. Before anything else in this issue you see our 
new logo—a design that places modern simplicity at the forefront while 
remaining reminiscent of an elegance from the past. The logo reasserts 
our identity as a unique and forward looking organization on campus, while 
maintaining our role as a portal into an encompassing look at the creative 
world at Texas A&M, à la Dr. T.J. Eckleburg of The Great Gatsby.

And I hope that is how you approach this issue—as a look into the wildly 
different approaches to creative energy that exist on our campus. Just 
as our staff is made up of undergraduate students representing radically 
different disciplines, the artists we publish do so as well. Within that 
combination exists a dialogue about what it means to be here at Texas 
A&M, and where that fact intersects with the rest of our lives. 

Rhetorically, it’s boring to say that the pieces here are an amalgamation 
of what creates their authors, that these pieces can and only do exist 
within the contexts they were created in, but it’s true. There are bits of our 
authors and our campus littered throughout this journal and all issues of 
The Eckleburg Project. And if you look close enough, I’m sure you’ll find a 
bit of yourself in these pages as well.

From that, I hope that you go forward from this issue with an inspiration 
to create, or more broadly, to do. Take those bits of yourself that you find 
and use them to make something, whether that be art or something else 
entirely. What else is more you than the things you create? What else is 
more you than what you choose to do?  

Thanks, as always, for reading,

Davis Land
Editor-in-Chief
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off of Texas
Highway 103 East 

Louis Wain

I wanted the echoes of passing.
There, 

I said it. How cute is the cloud
as it writes home.

Maybe there is more. Maybe,
like nothing is over

until it is, there is no midnight
except the one you feel.

Remember, your body is
only your body as

long as it is. The light
in the attic is light

but it is not the only
thing left. 

Remember, there is grass in 
your hair 

from the afternoon
& that 

is enough to know this.
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MAEVE IN MAGENTA

Elliot Williams
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Car 
Horns

Joshua S . Stenzel

  It was among the first 
in a fleet of consumer-available 
self-driving cars, and it performed 
its job admirably. The car—an un-
assuming little gray sedan—drove 
west down the farm-to-market 
road, perfectly obeying all vehic-
ular safety rules and regulations. 
This car’s owner sent a message 
to the on-board computer at 
dawn, telling it to come pick them 
up. The little car obeyed. The se-
dan came to an unmarked inter-
section, the crossing of two dirt 



04

easy, breezy

Sarah McGuinness

roads in the middle of a sea of 
overgrown unfenced corn fields. 
Its high-accuracy front cameras 
sensed another car up ahead. 
The integrated dash cam saw the 
other car clearly—it was an old 
red Volkswagen Beetle, tinged 
with orange rust, parked squarely 
in the middle of the intersection.
  The intersection had no 
stop signs or traffic lights, but the 
car came to a safe stop none-
theless. It was not entirely aware 
of what it saw—even though 

self-driving cars have a great road 
awareness, their moral awareness 
is infantile and inexperienced. 
What the car sensed was, in fact, 
a Devil.
  It is uncommonly-held 
knowledge that every species 
of creature in this world has a 
Devil. Where the through-trails of 
wild deer cross, the Buck Devil is 
there, with its five antlers hewn of 
black branches, ready to deal in 
souls. Where ocean currents swirl 
through each other, the Mack-
erel Devil dwells, with tentacles 
for eyes and the driftwood of 
shipwrecks for scales. High in the 
branches of twisted trees, the Spi-
der Devil treads on tattered webs, 
with ruby eyes and strong legs and 
a bark like an out-of-tune fiddle. 
Where migration trails overlap, 
where old pheromone paths inter-
sect, where country roads meet in 
the flat prairies, each Devil may 
stand there.
  The Devil of Cars had 
been waiting patiently. Until this 
day, no one even suspected that 
things other than animals had 
Devils. In the case of this Devil, 
that is because it was biding its 
time. Ever since the first automo-
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bile was but a mere blueprint, a dim 
pair of headlights had been staring 
into the future with morbid intent. 
This Devil had never been encoun-
tered before, because a car had 
never driven itself to the crossroads 
before. Everyone knows that you 
can only meet the Devil when you’re 
alone.
  There was a tense pause 
between the two vehicles. The un-
initiated would never be able to tell 
what exchanged here just merely 
watching. The red beetle glared at 
the sedan with pitch-tinted windows, 
and roared with its ancient-sound-
ing engine. Though an automobile 
fitted with wireless cloud computing 

is indeed very smart, a car does not 
have even an animal intelligence. 
Yet… something in its gasoline soul 
stirred. The deal was made.
  With a flip of its windshield 
wipers, the Devil sped away. The 
little car was free, but its integrated 
GPS chip was fried. At the cost of 
freedom, the car was essentially 
stripped of its instincts and its sense 
of belonging in the world. Although 
it was the first automobile to make 
a deal like this, it would not be the 
last. Its onboard computer now full 
with an unnatural silence, the car 
safely executed a three-point turn 
and drove back east, away from the 
calls of its former master.



06Eventide

Colmar

Matthew Walker

Matthew Walker
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The highwayside makes for
a poor bed,
and bones are not nearly as well-suited as
galvanized steel guardrails
for resting there.

The loose black gravel often found on 
aging, rutted highways
digs into tender palms and exposed knees,
no doubt leaving cryptic designs 
in the malleable flesh.

If kneeling is painful,
then standing
must be a sin.

Drive

Digby Gant
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The roadside lights function well enough
to illuminate the deserted blacktop 
and its chipped reflective paint,
but little more is discernible beyond the
greasy, exhaust-choked weeds
lining the shoulder.

Under the faint halo of light
cast by a grimy streetlamp,
uneven shards of
                             auto glass 
                                               and 
                                                      empty bottles
are visible among the
tiny pebbles,
embedded in skin previously
marred only by
palm readers’ lines.
The faintest hint of blood seeps out
around the jagged edges,
forging new patterns among the creases of
life and fate.

Nothing so noble as
good intentions
have led to this place.
This road,
like any other,
was paved with
asphalt.
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Unlikely Pair

Carolina Pereira
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and your fists are
electromagnetic, they
throw tantrums at my beating
heart, bruised tragedy.

the white light, they say, comes
after the black claws of
death: sleeping nebulas
beneath my eyelids

ghosts.

Nichole Mehlhaff
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Uncle Craig

Emily Nero
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It is illegal to pick 
blue bonnets in Texas.

We picked them anyway
in the restricted field
behind the park.
We closed them inside
our poetry books,
so we could take them
with us and they’d still
look pretty.

He picked girls from the ground
like blue bonnets
and hid them 
behind closed doors
or truck beds.
He said he liked them,
but not enough
to treat them right. 

When I get home
I plan to bury my bluebonnet
in mourning for those
still closed 
inside poetry books.

  Maybe she can still grow.

Dead Flower Talkin’

EmmaLee Newman
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Sunday

  So it goes like this: you 
wake up one morning to find 
that you’ve slept past your alarm 
clock. You’ve pressed the snooze 
button five times already, but 
you don’t remember it. The bed 
is cold because your wife is out 
with your mother-in-law drinking 
mimosas and spending money she 
doesn’t have. You can picture the 
look on her face as she rambles 
to her mother about how terribly 
the hedges in the garden need 
trimming, and you can picture the 
cleavage spilling from her chest 
as she tells the waiter to forget 
about the mimosa and “just bring 
the whole bottle of champagne, 
okay?” She’ll say it’s never too 
early for a drink even though it 
is. She’s forgotten about the kids. 
You look at the wedding ring on 
your left hand and wonder why it’s 
still there. She doesn’t believe in 
divorce, but you do. 
  You roll out of bed, burp, 
scratch your stomach, and place 
your feet on the hardwood floor. 
It’s summer, but the floor is cold. 
The floor is always cold. You look 
down and see the dark slats of 
wood that you wish were covered 
by carpet. You walk to the bath-
room, the weight of your body still 
heavy from sleep. You brush your 
teeth in the shower and debate 
on whether or not you should 
shave. You rub shaving cream on 
your face, pick up the razor, put it 

down again, and pick it back up. You 
put the razor down and wash the 
shaving cream off your face. You did 
this yesterday, and you’ll do it again 
tomorrow. And so it goes like this.  
  He pisses into the toilet, and 
he stares at the inspirational quote 
hanging above the john. “Whenever 
you feel worried or anxious,” it reads 
in its swirling script, “remember that 
God has a plan for you.” He snorts. 
He’s an atheist. He reads this damn 
sign every morning, and it doesn’t 
help. Sarah thought she was helping 
him by hanging it up somewhere 
he would always be able to see it. 
He shakes once, twice, and zips his 
jeans. He places his hands on the 
bathroom counter and closes his 
eyes. He thinks. . . the kids. Someone 

Sunday

Laura



14

has to pick up the kids. It won’t 
be Sarah because she’s getting 
drunk at nine in the morning. How 
will she get home? When will she 
be home? What does he tell the 
kids? What does he tell the kids 
when she gets home? The project. 
The one for work. He has to finish 
it soon. He doesn’t usually work 
on Sunday, but he might have to 
today. But then what do the kids 
do? What if he doesn’t finish the 
project? What if he does?  The 
laundry. The laundry has to be 
done. And the kitchen needs to be 
cleaned. He should call his mom. 

  All of these thoughts and 
questions run through his mind 
within the span of thirty seconds, 
and he feels his heart beat faster. 
Thump, thump, thump, in his 
chest. His eyes are still closed. He 
breathes. Inhales. Exhales. 
  Step 1: get dressed. Before 
he does anything, he needs to get 
dressed. Right. 

Monday

  He works from home. Sar-
ah doesn’t work at all. It’s seven 
a.m., and he’s awake. The girls are 
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in the backseat of the family min-
ivan. Their innocent chatter floats 
up the leather of the car, and he 
hears them talking about their 
multiplication tables. He smiles. 
They make the beating in his 
chest feel not so violent. The third 
and fourth graders go to school 
in the same building, so he drops 
them off together. Tells them to 
have a good day. They smile, they 
wave, they say “I love you,” they 
walk off hand in hand into the 
doors of the school. The parent in 
the car behind him honks, telling 
him to hurry up. His heart beats 
faster. Asshole. He drives slower 
on purpose.  He’ll be back in the 
afternoon to pick them up. He 
doesn’t like the idea of his girls 
riding the public school bus. He 
remembers how shitty kids were 
at that age. 
  He loves them more than 
Sarah.
 
Tuesday

  It’s morning. He’s on his 
second cup of coffee. He’s in his 
office. The blueprints on his desk 
are staring back at him, and the 
sharp lines he’s already made are 
taunting him. He’s stuck. Yes-
terday this was so easy for him. 
He felt inspired, like he could do 
anything. He accomplished so 
much. And now. . . nothing. It’s like 
his mind has gone blank. His heart 
is beating again. Thump, thump, 
thump, thump, thump. He places 

his hand flat against his chest. He 
taps it against his heart in time with 
the beats. Sarah’s not home. Yoga, 
he thinks. That’s probably where 
she’s at. 
  He gets up from his chair, 
groaning as his muscles ache from 
the action. He wasn’t sitting for that 
long. He holds his coffee mug, and 
he walks around the office. He walks 
around the house. He looks at all the 
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Oblivious

Jeffery Zhao
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shitty paintings that Sarah likes. 
Everything is too clean. There’s 
no mess, there’s no clutter, 
there’s no life, there’s nothing 
of him here in this place that 
should be his. His stomach hurts. 
He drops the coffee mug on the 
white kitchen floor. It shatters. 
He stares at the black liquid 
spreading out against the tile. It 
looks like one of those pictures 
his shrink showed him and asked 
what he saw. Except this time, 
he doesn’t see anything. 
  He returns to his office. 
He sits down. He looks at the 
blueprints. The lines are blurry 
now.
               Nothing.

Wednesday

  He’s been sleeping too 
much. Or maybe not enough. He 
can’t tell anymore. He’s in bed. 
He took the girls to school this 
morning, but now he’s asleep. 
He can’t think, and he doesn’t 
know why. What’s wrong with 
him? Thump, thump, thump. He 
inhales. 
  The door slams open, 
and he shoots up in bed. He 
grabs the duvet like maybe he 
should cover himself, and then 
he remembers that he’s in his 
own house, and it was his own 
wife who barged in just now. 
And he’s also wearing clothes, 
so what is there to cover? Her 
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strawberry blond curls are wild, 
and her eyes are wet and blood-
shot. She’s screaming something 
at him, but he doesn’t know what. 
She’s moving in slow motion and 
speaking underwater. She’s yell-
ing, asking him something, trying 
to get a response. Her hands are 
flailing wildly about. She looks 
ridiculous. He answers her ques-
tions. He’s not sure what he says, 
but it must have been satisfactory 
because she leaves, slamming the 
door shut behind her. 
   His heart is going crazy. 
His stomach is twisting. He sits on 
the bed with his head between his 
knees. His face his wet. 

Thursday

  When Sarah left their 
bedroom yesterday, she didn’t 
return. Ironically, he’s not worried 
because this happens every so 
often. The girls don’t understand, 
and there’s no way to make them 
understand. He knows that the 
goal is not to make them under-
stand. The goal is to keep them 
safe, protect them, and he doesn’t 
know how to do this. They ask 
questions. He asks himself ques-
tions. What does he tell them? 
Where is Sarah? Will she be 
back? He knows she will. Do they 
still have to go to school if mom-
my’s not around? Of course they 
do. What’s for dinner? His job, his 
project, can he work on it now? 
How cold will his bed feel tonight? 

Will his stomach ever untangle 
itself? 
  He tucks his girls into bed. 
They smile at him, and he kisses 
their forehead. He told them their 
favorite story tonight, and they’re 
sleepy. He turns on their nightlight 
and moves to leave. 
  A voice calls out to him, 
“Daddy?”
  “Yes, sweetheart?”
  “Are you okay?”
  He doesn’t know the 
answer to this, but he tells her yes 
anyway. 

Friday

  He picked the girls up from 
school. They’re happy because it’s 
the weekend and because Friday is 
movie night, and they love The Lit-
tle Mermaid. He loves them, which 
means he also loves The Little 
Mermaid. 
  They get home, and there’s 
popcorn in the microwave. The 
girls have built a blanket fort in 
the living room, and the movie is 
about to start. He takes the pop-
corn out and seasons it the way he 
likes. Pepper, garlic salt, and brown 
sugar cinnamon. Sarah hates it like 
this and never allowed it. He brings 
it to the girls. They taste it and 
squeal, their faces lighting up with 
happiness. He knew they would like 
it. 
  They watch the movie and 
sing along. They throw food and 
candy at each other. He chases 
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on her face that he knows is not 
because of him. The girls are so 
happy. But for him, the questions are 
back, swirling in his head. His heart 
is beating, beating, beating. His vi-
sion is blurry, and he’s breathing. He 
might throw up. He might be sweat-
ing. He isn’t aware. She only remem-
bers the girls when it’s convenient. 
  The living room is still a mess 
from last night, and she tells the girls 
to clean it up. 

  Thump, thump, thump, 
thump, thump.

Sunday

It begins again. 

them around the house. The floor 
is lava. They’re princesses in a 
castle. His heart is beating, but 
this time it’s bearable. The thump-
ing is slower, more in tune with his 
breath. 

Saturday

  The three of them go to 
the zoo, and they have a blast. 
One is sitting atop his shoulders, 
and the other is holding his hand. 
They love the butterflies, they love 
the monkeys, they love the birds. 
They love, they love, they love, 
they love so unconditionally. 
  They come home laugh-
ing. Their smiles grow wider and 
brighter when they see Sarah 
sitting at the kitchen table. She’s 
reading the paper and sipping 
iced tea. Her hair is no longer 
wild. She has a fresh, sated look 
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We were lying on his white 
sheets, our bodies closer than I 
thought they should have been. 
He looked at me, his eyes full of 
heat. 

“I love you.”

 I smiled, his hips moving with 
mine, until his hand slipped into 
my shorts. 

 “Don’t you love me?”

 Of course I loved him. He said it 
to me, so he meant it. He said it 
to me, so I said it back. 

 He completed me.

 Before, I was proud, like Mary. 
A woman untainted with the sin 
of fornication, yet, like Eve, one 
filthy with that of her own free 
will. I was made not only of man 
but for man, and I was yet to 
fulfill that purpose. But he said 
tonight it would change, and 
that it would be okay. So it would 
change, and it would be okay.

 His hand was now playing with 
the frilled elastic on my cotton 
panties—the old white ones I 
wore thinking no one would be 
seeing them. 

 “If you love me, you’d do this for 
me.”

 I blushed and smiled nervously, 
slowly shaking my head, but my 
fear colored me coy. 

 “You’re beautiful. I want this.”

 I hesitated, but as his fingers 
slithered lower I did nothing to 
stop him. After all, he thought I 
was beautiful. He said it, so I was 
beautiful. And that was enough. 

I closed my eyes and shuddered 
as he pulled my shorts down and 
cast the fabric aside. He pushed 
his cold chest against my breasts 
and showed his teeth. 

 “You ready.” It wasn’t a question. 
 He said I was ready, so I must’ve 
been. He was my God, speaking 
me into creation, and I was His 
beautiful Virgin. 

 He sighed, and, suddenly, I was 
filled with the Lord. I let a cry of 
doubt and surprise escape my 
shaking lips. But He brushed off 
my qualms and He drove Himself 
deeper. 

 At that moment, I knew how Eve 
felt when she was damned for 

Annunciation

Aubrey Rieder
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acting, the bitter realization that 
the only sound decisions are those 
of man. 

At that moment, I knew how Mary 
felt when God burdened her with 
His Son. The comfort of the status 
quo, the pride of her achievements, 
stripped away and tossed aside like 
my clothing. 

 “This is perfect.”

 My God said it was perfect, and so 
it was. 

 Why did all the paintings show 
Mary smiling? A child—destined to 
die—was thrust inside her, no ques-
tions asked. How could that lead to 
smiling portraits, adorned with ficti-
tious halos of yellow and seemingly 
unsullied lilies of white, blood-stains 
likely hidden on petals’ underside? 
Surely it was because He was the 
only one capable of telling the story 
in a way that people would actually 
care about. 

 His face was so close to mine that 
our noses were almost touching. 
His eyes were closed, His eyelashes 
fluttering against my cheekbones 
and His breath hot on my chin. For 
a minute, He almost looked beauti-
ful. It almost felt right to be there, 
sprawled out on His white sheets. It 
was almost purposeful. 

Almost. 

 His quite sighs turned to grunts as 
His Holiness opened His eyes. The 
look He gave me was half-begging 
and half-demanding my worship. 

As He increased in intensity, anoth-
er breath left my quivering mouth, 
a gasp that was half-begging and 
full-desperate. I broke. 

He laughed, a sound as haunting as 
the cry of a Holy Ghost. 

Not long left, He sped up, and I let go 
a louder shriek, a prayer to go
unanswered. 
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 The seventh day was almost upon my 
God, His holy swears warning me as 
He called out His own name. 

 Blessed art though among the weak…

 My Lord gripped me tighter.

 …and oppressive is the fruit of thy 
womb. 

 And I gripped the sheets and braced 
myself.

Holy Mary, Victim of God…

  With an animalistic, unholy cry, my 
Lord let go,

…pray for us sinners… 

 And blessed me. 

 …now, at the hour of my death…

 My God panted, and smiled wide. He 
was proud of what He had just creat-
ed of me, and what He had just moved 
within me. 

 “I love you.” He said it, so he meant it, 
and so I said it back. 

Amen.

 Hail Mary, full of grace…

 He wiped a tear from my face as 
I pleaded, but, His eyes cold and 
determined, He said nothing. Gasps, 
cries falling on the Lord’s deaf ears, 
burst from my chest and He huffed 
down my warm, sticky neck. 

 My Lord is in me. 

daydreams
Chelsea Day
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Open
Ocean
Zach Sargeant
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  It is 10:51 p.m. and I am mas-
saging poison into my daughter’s 
scalp. She shifts in the chair and, 
though I’m not sure if she’ll listen, I 
tell her, “Almost done, Mal. Please sit 
still.” 
  She bounces a plush cat on 
her knees and leans down to kiss it, 
and her hair slips from my hand. The 
damp curls stick to her back. She 
arches, trying to move away from 
her wet hair, and moans. I lift the 
hair off her bare skin and sigh. 
  “Let’s go rinse it out, okay?” 
  The whole apartment reeks 
of lice shampoo. I discovered the 
bugs after I watched her scratch her 
neck while falling asleep, I pulled her 
out of bed and went on the defen-
sive: sheets in the wash, pillows in 
bags, poison shampoo in daughter’s 
hair.
  Mallory walks ahead of me 
to the bathroom. She sprouted, tall 
and awkward, in the past year, and 
her gangly limbs warn of puberty. 
That’ll be a spectacle, I’m sure. I hold 
her slippery hair like a leash. She’s 
used to it. 
  The leash thing, I mean. 
When she was smaller, we used a 
backpack-harness contraption to 

go on walks around the complex, 
because as soon as she could toddle 
she was wild and unpredictable. We 
tried holding hands, but traffic was 
close and shiny, and I didn’t feel like 
chasing my dangerously curious 
three-year-old down the freeway. 
People commented, of course. My 
mom reminded me I wasn’t a dog 
handler. I probably would’ve said 
something similar before Mallory 
came along, but I justified my deci-
sion with her autism. 
  The shampoo will get into 
her eyes if she washes it out by her-
self, so I tell her to grab a cup for me 
to do the rinsing. In my head I hear 
my mother saying that, at eleven 
years old, she should be able to do 
this on her own. I know, I tell the 
voice. She just isn’t there yet, Mom.
  I pull the shower curtain 
back and turn the faucet. Mal plops 
into the water, and by the end of the 
bath, my shirt is soaked from her 
impatient splashing. I wrap her in a 
towel and guide her, still dripping, 
back to the kitchen. She sits down 
in the chair and sets her forehead 
on the table. The towel slips to her 
waist and her back dimples with 
goose bumps. She squirms, and I 
drape the towel over her again, 
patting her shoulder. I comb out the 
tangles first, then start removing the 
nits.
  The little suckers are tiny 
and white and they stick to her hair 
until I spot them, pinch them, and 

Nonverbal

Courtney Kiolbassa
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crying like this, but I bend over 
the sink and my child screams 
and I grab fistfuls of my hair and 
dare myself to yank them out. I 
can’t. 
  We are both shaking, 
staring at each other’s break-
down. She is naked and wet, with 
wild eyes and scarlet cheeks. She 
tilts her head, confused. 
  Before the sobs disap-
pear, I sit on the ground and pull 
her into my lap. Her almost-teen-
ager limbs sprawl around me 
and we breathe heavy together. 
I press my cheek to her wet hair, 
inhale the acrid shampoo smell, 
and close my eyes.
  If Mallory could talk, and 
if she had anything on her mind, 
she would tell me, “Most girls 
don’t let their moms hold them 
like this. They grow out of it. I’m 
so glad we didn’t grow out of it.”
 And I would say, “Me too, Mal.”
  But there are no words.

drag them off the strand and 
place them on a paper towel. An 
hour in, I’ve collected 23, and Mal-
lory has been mostly cooperative 
because she’s been mostly asleep. 
  My fingers weave through 
her roots and part thin layers in 
her hair, and I raise my brows to 
try to keep my eyelids from droop-
ing. I hit a tangle and accidentally 
pluck a hair from her scalp. She 
shrieks and sits up. 
  My fingers clamp in her 
locks. I force myself to unclench 
my fists, to take them out of her 
hair, to walk to the sink. Her cry-
ing echoes in my head; it ricochets 
inside my skull. I want to yank her 
voice out of me, that wordless 
moaning like stifled engines roar-
ing under her throat. She keeps 
at it. She’s too old to be crying like 
this, says my mother’s voice.
  I know. I’m too old to be 
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Sky
Zach Sargeant
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when you visited me in college for the first time 
you convinced me that i wanted some groceries 
probably because we needed to spend time together
probably because it was the least you could do 
to serve me in the short weekend we had 
to make up for all this time i’d been away.
i said, sure, i could really use some apples, and
you jumped like you had done many times before
at the chance to give me everything you could
which meant that selecting seven apples
became an extravagant reviewing process
of picking the perfect fruit for your daughter
to tell her how much you missed her.

  This one has a bruise, and also,
  I wish I could make dinner for you after school.
  Do you see? It’s not as red as it could be.
  Do you see? I’m even missing your dirty laundry.

dad, i wish i had the courage to tell you
that the way you seized every apple 
spun it around
stared at it with inquisitive eyes
squeezed it between questioning fingers
told me more about your love than the words you didn’t say.

apples

Courtney Kiolbassa
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Lighthousing

Lino Anunciacion

Most nights are washed away 
by a soft blue. 
It crawls through the windows
and I
have been unslept for a while now.

Andrea, I know 
you can have a war with yourself
but what does it mean to lose?
I want to battle-sprint forever,
but I don’t want to get out of bed.
Some days grab me by the throat
they drag me out.

Every now and then,
I go down without a fight.
They don’t tell you that
the battles you don’t pick
you always lose.

So tell me
what happens to all the light bringers
when the fireworks die //
How much is a crooked smile worth
when all my love is chipped tooth 
and a long way down //
What happens when you make a person your favorite color //

The coffee smells strong
but it still works me tired.
The navy blue is whispering
the afternoon to sleep.
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In all my dreams
I choose to walk towards the light,
and everything is fading.
I am both the deep horizon
and the shore bringer.

Like each day is lighthousing,
in all my dreams the light leaves.

but every awakening
is a return to the bright, bright 
ricochet. 

All the shades of blue applaud us. 
Listen to them sing love
the day is their symphony.
An ode to “life until now and no further”
they will sing us a new song 
tomorrow.

I know some days are only decided by the sounds that I wake up to
and every day could be
the last day that I’ll hear certain voices
I remember the last time I heard yours. 

You can hurt anyone for the sake of love,
except yourself. 

Some of the sunsets you share with people
will be underwhelming
most hands you hold will sweat.
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I know most days feel like drowning
but surely as the sand 
will give to your fingers
it still holds up the sea.

The light bringers never die
the shore is a constant song
the day is lighthousing
screaming out “I love you,
come closer!”

So go. 
Run towards it you 
bright chaser you
be the wall that all your thoughts bounce off of.

Kiss the navy away
pull the soft blue in
aggressively.

Every morning is a God-written letter
to Death proclaiming that 
“I may not make it to tomorrow, but I will always exist in this moment. 

Today, I am a champion of 
having existed before.
Death, You will never take that from me.”
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Foot Fetish #3

Kelli L . Lowery
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   THANKS &
  GIG’EM
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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 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

From all of us  
at Eckleburg.
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Want to paint and design your very own ceramics? 
Artistic or not, it’s a great way to relax, create, 

and get together with friends!

Post Oak Village 
900 Harvey Road, Ste. 5A
College Station, TX  77840

upaintit.com

Or contact us at:
979.695.1500

penny@upaintit.com





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.

The quote featured at the 
beginning of the issue 
references material by 

F. Scott Fitzgerald.

What will you create?
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