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Hello lovely reader:

Where to even begin this letter?

It seems unbelievable that two years ago, TEP did not exist. Now, approaching 
its two-year marker, the magazine has gone through countless makeovers, will-
ing revisions and edits both organizationally and in-print, and expanded beyond 
our original anticipation. With three wonderful issues to prove for it all, this 
third magazine will be my final issue serving as Editor in Chief of TEP.  

As sad as I am to say goodbye to this lovely magazine and all of the people 
involved with this very hefty project (and man, do they pour their heart and soul 
into it), I know that TEP was never about me, never mine to begin with. It was 
yours.  Eckleburg is a creative creature that exists on its own for you, because of 
you. Art projects begin because of creative agency, but it takes a village to raise 
an artist (…or something like that). You, dear reader, are both the creator and 
the village.

Art and college are really not all that different; they involve growing, learning, 
and applying, only to grow again. This is why we need art forms like literary 
magazines, like student organizations on campus: to leave little pieces of our-
selves here, and take little pieces of others with us.

Soon, you too will graduate. Eckleburg, the student organizations, part-time 
jobs, the memories, and friends will live on without you, but will reshape 
because of time and energy you poured into them. This is the simplest, truest 
reflection of art at work in us. 

I have one final hope as you read through the vulnerable, humorous, intriguing, 
and engaging art created by your fellow students: may you be reminded of why 
you do what you do and why you love what you love. Above all, remember that 
you are not alone.   

Cheers to you reader, Texas A&M, and Eckleburg. 
It’s been one heck of an adventure.

Madison Mae Parker
Editor in Chief

Editor’s Note i
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One Night! And one night only!
See the Beautiful Madame balance 
upon the back of a horse, 
Suspended from Death by no more
than a Length of Rope!
Come one,
Come All
To See this great marvel.
One Night Only!

Tender Folly
Kathryn Wilmotte

Come Back Tomorrow.
One Night Only.

We will come.
We will see Madame enter, take the 
horse’s rein in her hand and swing 
upon its back. It will stand still until 
she is settled and then, at her prod-
ding, step out. 
Inch-inch-inch along the rope.
Its eyes are dull, its tail hangs low.
Up-up-up upon its back.
Her dainty foot lifts and comes to rest 
behind the ear,
The other on the saddle-- frilled pink 
satin,
A tender piece of folly.
Inch-inch-inch along the rope.

We will watch all night.
The horse will continue forward, the 
rope begin to creak and for a moment, 
they will falter. No one speaks or 
moves, except the Madame.
Inch-inch-inch across the saddle.
Jump to the next foot.
Smile to the audience.

Up-up-up our eyes follow.
She is our tender bit of folly.
Below her will be blackness.
Day will come, and it will grow darker, 
a frozen abyss, a churning well of 
suffering, From which comes the caul-
dron of our sorrow and disease.
Inch-inch-inch onward to Death’s 
door.
But we are held here; some trick of 
enchantment, no doubt.
The lady’s dress ripples as she switches 
feet.
We will applaud and return to our 
gossip.
Up-up-up goes the lady’s arms.
And then the horse jumps.

In one flourish they fall,
Black and white, frills and flowers, 
tripping and tumbling over and over. 
Down-down-down into the darkness.
Where do they land?
We do not know.



2

Your lips on my fingertips
like if ships were riding the blips of my 
heartbeat you’d find driftwood on the

shores of my mouth.
If my eyelids were the shutters of a 
cheap camera phone,
the prints could hang between the 
Mona Lisa and a Jackson Pollock 

We are the messiest perfection.
You hate holding hands but always 
hold mine and 

My God, you are divine.
I’ve traced the line on your forehead 
about seven-hundred times and put 
your name between seven-hundred 
rhymes and my skin still chimes every

time
you touch me.

Your breath squeezing between my 
hair follicles sounds like a rhapsody 

Beethoven would be proud of
Mozart would be proud of

my headphones would be 
proud of

You’re the book I’ve been trying to write 
since I awkwardly gripped a pencil be-
tween my fingers and I’m not sure when 
I’ll get to the final chapter but

I don’t mind waiting a while.
Goosebumps laugh their way across 
my skin when you lift my chin to 
grapple my irises with yours.

Our eyes, core to core. 
Floored.

We are a chain link fence made of 
diamond and orange rinds.
We’re Cuties but we’re invincible.
Always in stride like we

take things in stride like
we fight things from the inside

on the inside.
Your heat waves match the ones in my 
hair like you’re the reason it curls or 
straightens

2 Combustion
Leslee Nugent
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You are the ringlet at the nape of my 
neck and the split end at the finish of 
my ponytail
You and I move together like two legs 
on a stroll or two bodies and one soul

Like please let me enroll in the way 
my name rolls off your tongue

the way the ‘L’ sounds like the 
beginning of ‘I Love You’ every

single
time.

They say home is where the heart is 
and mine looks a lot like the green 
and gold flecks in your eyes

Your chest is where my bed(head) 
lies and your arms are the walls of 
all my favorite rooms

Your retinas could be the drains be-
cause you always see through the dirt
And your heart could be my electric-
ity.

Your heart is my electricity.
I’m bright because you light me up, 
like what tanning feels like without 
the sunburn

Without the dehydration stomach 
churn.

Your radiator keeps me forever 
flushed like

The pinks in my cheeks could be 
turned into 365 Valentine’s Day 
cards.

I’ll give you one a year. 
Your warmth makes me melt

but I wish that we could melt be-
cause I can’t get close enough

Your skin is so tough I can’t seem to 
make my way through the pores, like 
a bunch of doors without windows or 
keys
Like trying to steady my shaky knees

Like trying to steady some shaky 
trees as they shudder with the 
wind

Goes down their spines like 
oxygen goes in my lungs when I 
see you

When I breathe you. 
Like trying to steady my shaky knees

Like trying to steady some shaky 
trees as they shudder with the 
wind

Goes down their spines like 
oxygen goes in my lungs when I 
see you

When I breathe you.
You are the relief of finally sneezing, 
my bed after a day that seemed like 
four, coffee when I can’t stand, and an 
effortless but excellent hair day.

You are every cliche love song I 
can run through my head at one 
time and time after time they nev-
er get old.

We are bold like the letters on bill-
boards and people can see us from 
miles around without us making a 
single sound.

Silent like headphones in the lost 
and found,

Like an upside-down frown,
The middle of town at three 
am

Noiseless affection, but what an explo-
sion chemistry makes.

What an explosion we make.
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here, considering
trees casting their form upon 
the fleeting train cars

portraying their gaunt
stillness in the absurd glow
of an obscured sun

the carriages end
and their shadows perish and
the trees revel there

All the Trees of the Field Will Clap Their Hands
Matt Sanner



55Fallacy
Eric Zhang
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“Where did we come from?”
“I’m not sure what you mean,” 

Jack said. He lay on his car’s hood, 
his arms behind his head, and 
looked at the stars. Violet lay next 
to him, her legs crossed. The stick-
iness in the air held Jack and his 
alcohol inside a blanket, so he had 
to feel his drunkenness, had to stay 
where he was and acknowledge the 
shittiness of Violet’s question.

Violet had wanted to go some-
where, so he took her to Lake 
Bryan. The lake wasn’t much, 
but it was water, and water drew 
something out of people. It made 
not-talkers talk and it made talkers 
philosophical. He and his college 
friends spent time at the lake. He 
always told himself he wouldn’t 
come back, but he did. Not enough 
time separated him from gradua-
tion and goodbyes, so he couldn’t 
yet enjoy the memories. He could 
only sit in them like you sit in a 
plastic kid’s pool in summer.

Violet’s words brought him 
back. “You know what I mean,” 
Violet said. “You do. Let’s start sim-
ple. What did your family believe?”

Violet had made it clear she 
didn’t want to talk about job 
searches and favorite colors. Jack 
asked her to pick the topic of con-
versation. Her choice: religion. He 
had expected something lighter.

He shrugged. “They did the 
Christian thing,” he said. “The 
church thing. They said things like, 
‘We don’t care if we offend, because 

The Lake
Mark Dore6
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we’re trying to change your eterni-
ty.’ Like, ‘We’re all eternal beings.’ 
Like, ‘You’re going to live forever 
whether you want to or not.’ Like, 
‘Hate the sin but love the sinner.’”

The answer didn’t satisfy her; 
she wanted more.

“They missioned all over the 
world,” he said. “They used ‘mis-
sion’ as a verb, for Christ’s sake. 
Chili, Peru, China, Mexico, Ice-
land, Nicaragua, Tunisia, Egypt. 
I’m forgetting some. That’s why 
they’re so old—they waited to play 
the career-and-kids game until 
after the globetrotting. My dad has 
this shelf, and it’s his favorite thing. 
It’s full of Bibles, each one trans-
lated in the language of a place 
he’s spread the Good Damn News. 
From their stories they’ve saved 
the souls of probably, who knows, 
a thousand people? They believe it, 
through and through. Not Christ-
mas-and-Easter Christians. The 
real kind. Followers of Christ.”

“What does that make you?” 
Violet asked. 

“They’ve shared the story of 
the birth, life, death, and resur-
rection of Jesus —you know the 
drill—every day of their adult lives. 
Every day. How many times did 
they share it with me? They asked 
me if I read my Bible, if I said my 
prayers. Things like that. But they 
didn’t give their little Gospel pam-
phlets to their only son.”

Jack sat up. He told her he 
thought she might be the first per-

son to ask him, straight up, what he 
believed 

“That can’t be true,” she said, 
but he nodded. She threw her head 
back and laughed a dry chirrup of 
a laugh. “We’re messed up, you and 
I. You know that?”

“Yeah,” he said. 
“You didn’t answer the ques-

tion. The first one. Where we came 
from.”

Teachers always told him he had 
a way with words, but they asked 
did he always have to have the last 
one? Now, though, he couldn’t find 
the words. He still swished religion 
around his mouth every now and 
again. He hadn’t spit it out but he 
wasn’t close to swallowing. 

“What’s that verse where God 
says he spits out lukewarm water 
because it’s neither hot nor cold, 
and people are like that?”

Violet didn’t answer. Jack as-
sumed she didn’t know.

“My dad is fond of it. Says it a 
lot. This might sound weird—I 
think I’m lukewarm but I don’t 
think I’ve been spat out yet. Like 
maybe I’m on some kind of wait-
ing list. Or I snuck in a backdoor 
and I’m a lugey He’s forgotten to 
hock on the sidewalk. Maybe I’m 
that mucus-y saliva that doesn’t 
quite come up when you clear 
your throat. Maybe I’m like that in 
God’s mouth. I guess I could have 
been spit out long ago and I never 
noticed the difference. I don’t buy 
that, though. I think I’d know.  
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I think I’m in some kind of 
spiritual mouthwash purgatory.”

“I don’t think that answered my 
question, despite the beautiful im-
age of Divine Listerine,” Violet said.

“I believe we weren’t an acci-
dent,” Jack said. He chewed on each 
word. “But I don’t know if that 
means we’re on purpose.”

“That’s a cop-out,” Violet said.
He had no answer. He had no 

prepared answer, and he certainly 
had no real answer. He stood and 
stomped away, feeling like a fourth-
grade version of himself.

“Running away is for little girls,” 
Violet called out. Jack didn’t an-
swer, just stood facing away from 
his car, squinting as deep into the 
lake as he could, which was not far 
at all, dark and oily as it was, with 
the lights from the icehouse muck-
ing up Jack’s vision. 

 “I think I’m going to hell,” Vio-
let said. No answer.

“Revelations 3:16,” she said. 
Jack turned, cocked his head in 
her direction. She sat upright and 
straightened her back but her voice 
quailed anyway. “The verse. About 
being lukewarm. ‘So, because you 
are lukewarm, and neither hot 
nor cold, I will spit you out of my 
mouth.’”

Violet kept her head down and 
didn’t see Jack take slow steps back 
toward her.

“My family was more about 
books and movies,” she said. “More 
about not talking than talking. 

Remember those games of chick-
enfoot and spades, we would say. 
I didn’t—don’t—remember any 
games; I only remember the mov-
ies and the books. We’d laugh and 
Grandmother would pour more 
wine for everyone.

“Grandfather was going through 
some shit that Easter—I’m thinking 
of an Easter weekend, for some rea-
son. Guess it mattered, somehow. 
Grandfather’s mind was starting to 
go. Body already had. It made my 
Grandmother hurt. Anything at all 
brought her to tears. She watched 
these sad little shows about animals 
on the laptop we bought her, the 
one we gave her so she could video 
chat with us, only I never called her 
on it, not once. I was a bad grand-
daughter. She watched these shows 
and said she chose them because 
they didn’t show the predators. 
Cheetahs and lions always shit 
on other animals on those shows. 
You’ve seen them. Like, you’re 
watching a deer-looking thing, or 
a herd of somethings, and they’re 
grazing and a British bastard is say-
ing words like ‘habitat.’ And then a 
pack of wolves and bam: circle of 
life. But Grandmother’s shows left 
that part out. The gazelle or wart-
hog or wildebeest just kept grazing 
and the camera panned away to a 
meerkat or something.

“If that isn’t the model of ste-
rility, I don’t know what is. That’s 
my family, a scrubbed-in surgeon 
who never gets around to making 
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that first cut. Anyway, for context, 
Grandfather was on his way out, 
Grandmother soaks in diluted 
wildlife documentaries, and I’ve 
since learned that my parent’s mar-
riage was done-zo but they were 
waiting for me to graduate high 
school, like that was the statute of 
limitations on Hurt and Pain. We 
had insecurities, blemishes out the 
ass. We didn’t see each other often. 

“Every person in that room wore 
a cross necklace. Mine was two nails 
in a cross shape. My grandfather 
got it for me back when he wasn’t 
an angry bastard, when we used to 
say things like, ‘I love you,’ to each 
other. He used to believe. When he 
died I don’t know if he could spell 
‘Bible.’ I always wondered whether 
that matters. I dated a guy who was, 
and I mean this literally, the dumb-
est person I’ve ever met, but it was 
fourth grade and if I squinted hard 
enough he looked like Lance Bass. 
He’s probably dead, because no way 
that guy lived to make eighteen. 
Almost-Lance Bass didn’t have the 
capacity for abstraction. No way 
he found religion. That mean he’s a 
goner? Satan’s pool boy?”

Jack hoped the question was 
rhetorical because he had no an-
swer, and soon Violet continued.

“Back to Easter weekend,” 
she said. “My family reels under 
burdens, and hanging around our 
necks was the cross we all claimed 
carried our sins and curse words 
and bad things—you know, ‘in-

sert Christian word here,’ et cet-
era—and we watched movies. And 
drank wine. And said goodnight at 
ten, because we were that family, 
only I didn’t go to sleep because 
I was in Act One of an existential 
microwaving of everything I knew. 
Shouldn’t we have talked about 
something? About anything?”

Violet sat up further and leaned 
on her hands. He returned to 
the hood and watched her as she 
spoke. Her words gained passion 
in the telling and she projected her 
voice, but somehow she seemed 
quieter than ever, Jack thought.

“I don’t know if that’s when I lost 
my faith,” she said. “Damn it—and 
now I’m using their phrase. It seems 
so lazy of us to say we either have or 
don’t have a faith. Just because my 
faith isn’t Joel Osteen’s or Mother 
Theresa’s or my elementary school 
crossing guard’s—that means I 
don’t have any at all? I have faith in 
some things, and on good days I 
might even have room for a God. I 
go through phases. Whatever faith 
is, I’m not good at it. It’s not in my 
pocket but it might be in the old 
backpack in my closet. I didn’t just 
set my faith down on the street and 
leave it. I didn’t lose it.” She trailed 
off. 

Jack spoke: “One of the best 
Christians I ever knew stabbed 
people last week.”

Violet gave him a look.
“Did you hear about that? At a 

community college in Oklahoma. 
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Billy Armstrong took a little pocket 
knife and ran around slicing peo-
ple. You heard about this. He cut, 
like, ten people.”

Violet’s eyes bulged. “You knew 
that guy? I read he told the cops 
he’s fantasized about it since he was 
little.”

“He taught me sign language,” 
Jack said. “The alphabet, ‘Jesus 
Loves Me,’ that sort of thing. We 
went to church camp together 
when we were little.”

The air hung wet with damp and 
it was too hot to be comfortable 
because everyone knows you don’t 
go outside in Texas in September, 
but he was enjoying himself. He 
hadn’t opened himself like this in a 
long time. It sobered him from the 
night’s drinks. 

He looked over at Violet, who 
had her eyes closed. She might be 
sleeping but he couldn’t be sure. 
She looked pretty from this an-
gle, Jack thought. Looked pretty 
from most angles. But maybe the 
prettiest things about her, in that 
moment, were her ears. Even if 
she wasn’t listening, she gave the 
appearance of listening. 

He continued: “When I heard 
Billy’s name on the news I thought 
of two things. First, the sign lan-
guage he taught me. I sort of 
unconsciously began forming 
letters with my right hand while I 
watched. An ‘A’, a ‘B’, a ‘C.’ The sec-
ond thing I think of is an incident, 
maybe the last time I saw him. We 

were at church camp and it was the 
last night. Worship songs. People 
saying, ‘Will you sign my shirt?’ 
or, ‘Don’t worry, I’ll see you next 
year.’ We were brushing our teeth 
and laughing at the screams across 
the road because we knew the girls 
found a scorpion. One kid, we 
called him Tiger, don’t know why, 
he ragged on Billy pretty hard all 
week. Billy was deaf. Did I mention 
that? The news never did. They 
talked about his psychological 
evaluations and fantasies, not his 
deafness. Seemed important to me, 
but what do I know?

“Anyway, Tiger lost his parents 
a long time ago and it always made 
him a bit of a jerk, but the mostly 
tolerable kind. The world dealt him 
a bogus hand in a lot of ways, so 
you’d kind of shrug when he got 
pissed. Like, ‘Go ahead, bud. You’ve 
earned as much.’ He would get vul-
nerable and cry and say heartfelt 
things and then he would get an 
anger boner and yell at people. He 
made fun of Billy that night about 
a girl he had a crush on—a certi-
fied, card-carrying church camp 
attention whore.”

Jack laughed for a moment, a 
deep chuckle that made Violet 
smile.

“Sorry,” he said, composing him-
self. “Sorry. Quick tangent: That 
year it rained when we were load-
ing our buses and saying goodbye. 
The camp shirts we all had to wear 
were white because we didn’t have 
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much of a t-shirt budget that year, 
I guess. So after a week of falling 
in love and talking about boobs in 
our cabin bathrooms late at night, 
we’re left with raging hormones 
and a hundred middle school girls 
with developing breasts and soaked 
white shirts. The cool things for 
girls to wear back then, I guess, 
were these colorful bras. Polka-dot, 
pink, electric blue, thick stripes, 
you get the idea. And we could see 
them all that day. Some of the girls 
acted embarrassed. Others straight 
up owned those wet t-shirts, and 
you know Billy’s little bimbo strut-
ted through the rain. All the guys 
had to carry their backpacks in 
front of them to hide the unwanted 
erections. We squirmed our hands 
around in our short pockets to 
hide it, and all we did was draw 
suspicion. The Great White T-Shirt 
Fiasco and the gateway to loosely 
concealed middle-school horniness 
it flung open. I can’t imagine what 
the counselors were thinking. Bet 
they enjoyed it. Bet they remember 
a time like it in their pasts. What a 
great moment.”

Jack wiped away laugh-tears, but 
maybe one or two were of nostal-
gia, of a world he lost or was taken 
from him, a world of church camp 
and polka-dot breasts.

“Anyway, Tiger prodded too 
much and Billy lost it. Shoved the 
kid against a wall and wailed on 
him. Was hitting him in the teeth 
and the nose—the places squishy-

soft church-camp white kids avoid-
ed hitting in times like this. When 
we got in fights we would kind of 
sidearm punch each other’s arms 
until the obligatory fight breakup 
and ‘hold me back’ back-and-forth. 
It scared the rest of us. The news 
called him a quiet, unassuming 
person and they got that bit right. 
They threw in a few stretchers—
Twain would call them that—but 
they got that bit dead right.”

Violet’s hand found the middle 
part of his back. He thought it felt 
too high on his back to be roman-
tic and too low to be friendly. An 
acknowledgement. 

“In the days after Billy’s in-
cident, the headlines started to 
change,” Jack said. “The paragraphs 
about his deafness were tucked 
into the last hundred words of the 
story. And that’s the meat of it. 
He couldn’t communicate as well 
as other kids and so school and 
church and myself and all the rest 
left him behind. He just got left be-
hind. What do you think happens 
to a not-rich deaf kid with anger is-
sues? He gets left behind. I left him 
behind. So far behind I forgot he 
was there until he stabbed people.

“The reporters said Billy had a 
fascination with mass stabbings, 
that he fantasized about cutting 
the faces from people and wearing 
them, that he thought of exper-
imenting with cannibalism, that 
he planned the stabbing for weeks 
in advance. His neighbors said he 
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had no visitors and he was a doting 
boy who spend time on the front 
porch with his parents and loved 
to read, naturally. They all like to 
read. Killers, I mean. Or ‘slashers,’ 
as they’re calling him. You know 
what I think of when I think of a 
slasher? I think of Tracy McGrady, 
or Vince Carter, or Kobe Bryant. 
A type of basketball player. And I 
think that shows how ill-equipped 
I am to function in this world.”

Jack told Violet more about 
Billy. He equated Billy with the 
church, and if someone who was 
raised around Christians like Billy 
was—with great parents like Billy 
had—could end up like this, what 
did that say about the church? Did 
the church fail him or did he fail 
the church? Jack wanted to write 
it all off as a firsthand encounter 
with the embellishment of the 
media establishment. One headline 
read, “Image of hopeful mass killer 
developing.” A newspaper isn’t 

Twitter, he thought when he read 
it. You don’t get to print things 
about an image developing. If an 
image has developed, report it. If it 
hasn’t, don’t. And carelessness like 
that made him close to blocking it 
out.

But another part of him 
thought maybe Billy did want to 
wear faces and cut throats. Jack 
hadn’t known him since eighth 
grade. He couldn’t know the inner 
workings of an older, more jaded 
Billy. Maybe Billy Armstrong was 
a twisted individual. Jack couldn’t 
process it but the more he aired 
it out to Violet the more import-
ant it seemed. He saw a parallel 
between Billy and Jesus but he 
couldn’t root it out, couldn’t give 
it air to breathe. Once he did, 
though, he would know some-
thing he didn’t know before. He 
would know faith or he would 
know he didn’t have it or he would 
know it couldn’t be had. 

1212
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An hour passed and Jack’s words 
trailed into nothing. He didn’t give 
a conclusion to his one-sided con-
versation but he didn’t see the need 
to wrap something as jagged and 
bloody as Billy into a little snack 
for him and Violet to digest. 

Clouds had moved in and he 
couldn’t see the stars anymore. He 
pressed a button on his phone and 
the screen illuminated to show 
him the time: 4:13 a.m. He started 
a new job in the morning and he 
thought maybe she had school. He 
asked and she said yeah, but she 
had an idea she’d skip it. 

“I’m ready to go, probably,” she 
said. He nodded. He thought about 
asking Violet for the link between 
Billy and faith and whether she 
might have any insight, but instead 
he clambered into his Prius and 
turned the ignition.

Jack set his alarm for the work-
day and fell into sleep in a position 
he knew would tie his back into 

knots but he didn’t care. He knew 
he would look like hell for his first 
day of work, and he’d dappered up 
for the interview, so he thought 
this might be too much a contrast. 
On the way in to work he decided 
he will flip open the cap on a pack-
age of mints and shake a few into 
his mouth to mask the beer-smell. 
He will pat down his hair and use 
the stick of deodorant he keeps in 
his car. It will have melted but he 
will manage to get enough between 
his pits. He will inspect himself 
in the rear view mirror before he 
steps out of the car. By the time he 
walks in to work in three hours, he 
will look a whole lot like himself.

13
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You poured your soul into me

I thought it would taste like love
But I choked—
 Angst
 Day old
 And    
 Musty nostalgia

You were easy on the eyes though
And delicate on my skin
With those blood stained lips of 
yours 
Those sweet apple kisses
The kind that dripped down the
sides of my mouth;
Sticky
The kind that left a bitter taste;
Like a poison,
A serpent bleeding venom,
A sting that sunk in my flesh

I licked you up with my tongue 
A modern day Eve

And hardly even noticed a mark.

Eve
Gabrielle Aguilar
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This poem smells a lot like second 
hand guilt from a first hand smok-
er.
It is stray dog happy. 
Running through oncoming traffic. 
It is just to smile and pity it.
It is butchered imagery served raw; 
a lot to digest. 
I will call it new shit.

This poem sounds like the lan-
guage deafs think in; hard to hear.
It is puppy mill disgusting.
It is judging people more on their 
beliefs of the after-life and less on 
their basic human decency.

This poem is degrading your God 
to the form of man.
It feels like writer’s block when 
writing a suicide letter.
Like someone calling it a blessing 
when you worked your ass off on 
it.
I will call it speechless.

This poem feels like bare skin 
touched by bared arms.
Like racism continuously being 
excused for ignorance.
It is lower middle class voting re-
publican stupid.
This poem sounds like all the 
phones ringing in the rubble of the 
twin towers.
It is the NSA before 9/11 useless.
It is the human race fighting one 
another with galaxies upon galax-
ies right there!

Let’s take pride!
We will call it a civil war!
 This poem is an existential crisis 
on acid.
Like wearing white pants on your 
period terrifying.
It looks like left arm amputee.
It is no sign of a war hero; just a 
product of shooting up too much 
heroin.
This poem is a requiem.
We will call it a dream.
This poem is a 6 year old shoveling 
to China; like digging for knowl-
edge.

It is spent lives fighting for rights.
Just to fight one another.

It tastes bitter like the CIA and co-
caine.
This poem sounds like, “There are 
more African Americans in prison 
today than were ever in slavery.”
And it looks like activism in the 
form of Facebook.
We will call it profiling.

This poem is pre-occupation seek-
ing occupation.
There will be no revolution.
This poem is monkeys with egos.
We will call it the human race.
We will call it-

New Shit
Aleenah Spencer
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The clown mirror of my mind 
makes me feel inadequate next to 
you, and I know that you would 
laugh because your eyes hover 
above my head, where you see a 
halo you compare to your horns, 
the ones you’ve made for yourself 
because you thought they would 
fit better. You don’t see the zig-zag 
legs that reflect in the glass, thick-
er than yours because I run, I run 
because they’ll never be yours! 
Thin and long, like they belong to 
the model you used to dream of 
becoming before you gained that 
college weight that made you turn 
to dieting like religion. I went to 
church and tried to find my worth 
in the God I know made me per-
fect, but I still tried to stretch out 
the zigs in my legs every morning 
so I could walk straight next to 
you when we went to the mall, and 
you bought heels you liked, and I 
bought heels to keep up.

The friends in high school that 
never asked me to hang out told 

me my sister looked like a goddess, 
and I agreed. You were Venus, born 
naked and unruly, as beautiful and 
reckless as the sea that filled your 
eyes, so blue! Minerva, I was born 
with this armor that keeps me 
stiff, afraid that I won’t live up to 
the role of my father’s brainchild. 
I watched you with my eyes that 
aren’t quite blue, I watched you 
dance around, discontent, but I 
saw grace in each step you took, 
and I tried to follow, but the zags 
in my legs made me stumble so I 
stayed behind where the road was 
even and I could manage a straight 
line.

Comparison was a third sister to 
us both, a dark friend who whis-
pered kind things about one to the 
other, but never let us sit content 
in each other’s presence, and I wish 
that God had given better instruc-
tions for how to handle this thief of 
our joy, but I don’t think He had a 
sister, so maybe he wouldn’t know.

Fun Houses and Clown Shoes
Sarah Van Sciver



18

I was born into a grave.
Thick pitch walls abounding, ready 
to cave in at the faintest 
disturbance.

I was born deaf
to my own piercing shrieks. Still I 
cry
out, lungs
desperate for air, for love, always 
coming up short. More,

more! Always for more I ask, 
demand.

The walls constantly grow,
enclose around me
as I dig deeper,
my nails black as the tar I realize I 
am made out of.

I feast on it, too, that dirt.
My only sustenance, I devour
without ceasing. The sweet
sharp paste clings to
my tongue
the roof of my mouth
the back of my throat.
By the handful I shove it in, licking
my palms to try to get them

clean but never
expelling the filth from the crevices.

Sleep my only solace, I fade 
in and out
restless

Until my Father
deigns to reach
down into my grave
His Holy Hand.
Even just a single finger.
Like a baby my miniscule hands
clench around
His index like my whole world 
depends on
this single finger
and
in that moment I just feel
His skin, not like mine, but rather
infinite and encompassing and so 
immaculate.
Too weak to keep my grip, my
dirty hands slip off
but
I do not fall.
He lifts me onto His shoulders
like a sheep, suddenly white.

A Single Finger
Amanda M. Rothbauer
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I. APRIL IS THE CRUELEST 
MONTH...

I read over my grandfather’s 
shoulder that April afternoon, as 
I sat with him, in that off-white, 
white-hot hospital room, inhaling 
silently with every labored, comat-
ic breath my grandmother took. 
This was my first exposure to T.S. 
Eliot’s words, in the quiet of Syl-
via’s final day. Six years later and I 
hesitate before remembering her 
first name. Maybe it’s no coinci-
dence that the first segment of The 
Wasteland is called “The Burial of 
the Dead” and maybe some days 
it’s easier to remember lines from 
a poem than your own grand-
mother’s name. But I buried her 
in April (the cruelest month) and 
now my memories are heaps of 
broken images, some more broken 
than the next.

II. I WILL SHOW YOU FEAR IN
A HANDFUL OF DUST...

I will show you yourself in a hand-
ful of dust because you’re so damn 
scared. It’s clutched roots and stale 
coffee—April—again and this time 
the hospital bed is shaped father. His 
heart couldn’t pump enough blood 
to feed his open arms (outstretched 
palms, overworked fingertips) so it 
stopped. Doubt hung in the doc-
tor’s empty words and I searched 
my heart for answers, hearing only 
“My Irish child, why do you linger?” 

20 Hyacinth Girl
Kayla Shelley



21

Hearing “broken cord beats cause ar-
rhythmias.” They can’t mend my bro-
ken heart—his broken heart. I sat in 
the hospital room, this time, alone—
wondering how my grandfather 
found peace in this prophetic poem 
and wondering if my father would 
ever call me hyacinth girl again.

III. THEY CALL ME THE
HYACINTH GIRL...

Hyacinth—young boy loved by the 
gods. Hyacinth—died trying to 
impress the gods. Like Hyacinth, I 
would have died for the chance to 
impress my father that day. When 
Hyacinth left the world, even the 
gods mourned. They fought for 
him. Refused to let Hades claim 
him. Crafted flowers out of his 
spilled blood and taught us that 
death makes idols out of us all.

Hyacinth—emerging petals from 
the blood of an ended life. Hya-
cinth—poisonous brown bulbs 
that May coaxes into shoots of 
flowers. Like the hyacinth, I germi-
nate in the harshness of April and 
the hollow of cracked soil. Trying 
to see through the dead trees to 
May—her dewiness carrying the 
weight of death begetting life. Her 
warmth somehow coaxing corpses 
into crimson. Her light nurturing 
bulbs into blooms.

Son of man, there is hyacinth in 
all of us, our flaws hidden in the 

shadow of the red rocks (come 
into the shadow in the red rocks). 
We are storage organs for the ugly 
and divine, the burial and resur-
rection—tendrils sprouting shoots 
of sapphire irises, crimson veins, 
golden locks of hair.

Son of man, God can cultivate 
gardens from our bloodshed.

IV. ONE MUST BE SO CAREFUL
THESE DAYS...

I spend most days wondering why 
I’m a hyacinth girl. Thinking about 
the hyacinth girls that came before 
me (grandmother’s petal skin). 
My mind says no. No. HURRY UP 
PLEASE IT’S TIME. Figure your-
self out, Hyacinth. Do something 
worth your own name.

But I can’t get past the coincidence. 
The Aprils. The collision of death 
and pretty words. So my copy of 
the poem is wrinkled, stained 
with ink, and some days I wear it 
tattooed it across my chest like a 
manifesto. These lines are either 
relief in the shadows under this red 
rock or heaps of broken images. I 
can’t tell which is which anymore.



22

I am guilty of taking the coward’s 
way out.
The weighty finality of scratching 
nib to paper,
The flowing liquid hues of black 
and blue,
Permanent bruises, repeated, on 
parchment- 
heavy punches on the remnants of 
a teenage spirit.

Reverberating and refreshing for 
six quick years, 
F5. F5. Click. Escape. Ctrl-alt-delete. 
Restart? 

Naiveté is more startling, more 
telling,
Than the misguided binge of mis-
placed emotion
of a misbegotten notion of what is 
a mistake.

Too many romantic heroines as a 
boy,
Too much feminine heroin as a 
man.
I was happily drugged by my adora-
tion,
But I will willingly work through 
my withdrawal. 

Good night, good riddance, good 
luck, goodbye.

The Breakup Letter
Marc Wynn Rauckhorst
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Sarah McGuinness
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Dim light.
it moves slower in longitudes,
in coffee specks on tables,
like love in a vacuum;
it spreads in all directions,
equipotentially to all avenues and 
all synthetics. 

Every fiber of being,
every ounce of holy water,
in union squares and busy streets,
its a very special kind of existence
where one is overloaded
with constant energy and pseudo-
random noise. 

Time is the distinction we wait for
from one side of the room to the 
other,

through copper pipes and iono-
spheric interference,
bouncing around signals with mul-
tipath syndrome, 
losing precision codes from
magnetism and gamma radiation.

Modernization consumes all but 
the greatest
of our distortions in the naviga-
tion,
where latitudes push love back into
ephemeris almanacs and catch us 
up again,
at the azimuth and the height of 
eccentricity:
to reset our clocks in ailing light.

At the Perigee
G.  Seth Frank
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I only remember two dreams 
now. I walk through the streets 
of New York. I walk through the 
images from you on my wall. The 
noise and the people are infinite. 
If I ever focused on the exhaust or 
the sounds of dress shoes on pave-
ment or the people that would jos-
tle past me without a first thought, 
let alone a second, it would over-
whelm me. I let it all mix together. 
I eke out small bits of every sense 
and let them blend together, a 
power I only have in dreams; a 
power that I need in reality. The 
other is the one I’ve had ever since 
we were young. Do you remember 
us talking about our dreams so late 
into the night? We would watch 
the sun rise and we would miss the 
significance of it all.

Your pictures of New York are the 
only ones I care about. They used 
to rest in a book, a picture album, 
like mom used to make, beneath 
my bed. I used to only look at them 
when I was high. I used to only look 
at them when I wrote. But now they 
are on my wall. They fill all of the 
spare emptiness. They fit between 
my Neutral Milk Hotel posters and 
blown-up images of Marilyn Mon-
roe. If I want to look at anything 
in my room, I have to look at the 
pictures you took for me. It is both 
punishment and therapy.

Mom blames herself as much as 
I blame myself. We no longer get 
along. I only call to talk to Dad. We 
pretend there’s nothing missing. 

26 To the Boy Who Almost Made It
N.Z. Mapes
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We pretend you were never a fac-
tor. I don’t go home often anymore. 
When I do, I spend as little time in 
that house as possible. It’s a suc-
cessful Thanksgiving break when 
I don’t spend more than one night 
in our old room. I threw a vase 
against the wall on Christmas Eve. 
Sometimes Mom screams because 
there’s no other way for her to get 
it out.

If love is a precipice, where you 
either jump off the ledge or back 
away indefinitely, then you threw 
me eight feet clear of any chance of 
return when it comes to New York. 
You were there for one year and 
when you returned, you returned a 
salesman. You threw me that pitch 
of yours, all about height and wind 
and people and the constant linger-
ing of cigarette smoke, even if no 
one had smoked in that place for 
four months, and I swung with my 
whole body. I swung at that spiral, 
like we used to in the front yard. 
There is no possibility of a broken 
window now, though; I don’t swing 
so wildly much anymore.

I always thought it was so odd 
that the dreams that scared you 
the most were the ones where your 
teeth fall out. You always thought 
it was so odd that the dreams that 
scared me the most were the ones 
where I slept on the clouds and 
was happy being ten thousand feet 
from home. I never saw any fright 
in losing something if there was no 
pain to accompany it. You never 

saw any fear in a perfect isolation. 
Think of the freedom, you would 
always say. Think of how cold it 
would be, I would always say.

You finished school and you dis-
appeared into the smog of the big 
city. You disappeared into that city, 
the one dad always said was too 
dangerous. You disappeared into 
a high rise. You disappeared into 
some great elevated happiness. You 
disappeared into a beautiful blonde 
that smoked more in one week 
than you could have stomached in 
all of college. You disappeared into 
a one-room flat without a proper 
stove. You disappeared into streets 
that never end unless they finish 
and neighborhoods that go up as 
opposed to out. You disappeared 
into New York and you returned 
with a poison in the form of pic-
tures.

What beauty I saw in the oddity 
of New York. What a grandness I 
saw in a world that would rather 
get taller. I saw a powerful mystery. 
I saw what it meant to be too busy 
and persevere despite. I saw bright-
ness when it was unnecessary and 
noise when I would have enjoyed 
quiet; I saw a world where escape 
meant the same as being entirely 
unable to escape.

There was a lot of intrigue in the 
idea of air that doesn’t know what 
it is like to be clean. I liked the idea 
of a city so entirely man-made that 
even the parks are famous because 
of how many times their names 
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have rolled off men’s tongues. I 
wanted numbered streets and infra-
structure that has been pored over 
since birth. I needed the rigidity of 
a world where I could be as much a 
sardine as a separate consciousness.

So much of my knowledge of 
New York is conjecture. I’ve never 
been, and probably will not until 
it is time for me to move there for 
good. It’s nearly to the point where 
that would be my preference. A 
part of me wants to not really know 
what is coming next as I pack my 
toiletries into separate baggies. So 
much of New York is my imagina-
tion. Maybe that helps the obses-
sion. I used to imagine a city of 
pure gold, or if not gold than some 
literal figment of what others called 
the American Dream. It was glory 
in destination. The sky scrapers 
would rise forever. Looking up 
at them would make me dizzy. I 
would learn not to look up. I used 
to be able to see a jade empire, 
protected by the statue of liberty in 
all her imperial, impartial majesty. 
She was set at the mouth of the 
city. There was no entrance but the 
one she guarded. Learning she was 
French was a real blow. Learning 
she wasn’t jade was even worse.

I have a third dream; one that 
I have never told anyone about. 
I’m in the clouds. The fear of the 
isolation no longer bothers me. It is 
blissful. Sometimes there are girls 
there with me. They always speak 
like you used to in your letters 

home, the ones that you never 
wanted Mom and Dad to see. They 
always talked about the dark side 
of New York. I listen to them until 
I can’t anymore. I yell and scream 
and I hate them. I hate them and 
their voices for casting a shadow 
on something that you made so 
pristine for so long. And then I fall. 
I sink right through the cloud. It 
loses its interest in supporting me. 
And then I’m falling towards the 
New York landscape. I don’t know 
what it really looks like, so all I can 
see is the image on the postcard 
you sent to the family your first 
week in town. The buildings and 
the ground never get closer, but I 
know that I am falling. I am falling 
to finality. There is something in 
the city, something I would be able 
to catch a glimpse of, if only the 
city would approach me. And that’s 
it. I fall forever, or until I wake up. 
Whichever comes first. I haven’t 
been able to outwait forever yet, 
but I haven’t stopped trying.

New York is this picturesque en-
emy that I must conquer. You took 
all the millions of pieces of that 
city, the buildings, the spires, the 
people, the taxis, the atmosphere, 
the hollow lives, and you used your 
hands to mold it into an iron-clad 
warrior. You turned it into this 
great guardian of yin and yang, of 
light and dark. You shaped its mus-
cles to be greater than mine could 
ever be and you shaped its brain to 
be more than I could even write. 
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You created a monster and you set 
it before me. You set it before me 
and told me I couldn’t go around. 
I had to go through. I have to go 
through. There could be a million 
of me and I would never defeat the 
legacy you left for me.

 Sometimes I wish you had cho-
sen to suffer through all your pain 
and agony and mistakes. Sometimes 
I wish you had to live your life with 
guilt and sadness and an ever-pres-
ence that sits and cackles mania-
cally on the shoulders of me and 
Mom and Dad. I look it in the eyes 
sometimes and I whisper that I wish 
it was you upon our shoulders. Your 
laugh is so much gentler than the 
laugh of blame. It returns my glare 
and always smiles. It licks its lips 
before breaking them apart to show 
vicious, yellowed and filed teeth. It 
will eat us because you told it to.

You stole something very im-
portant from me. In a way, you 
stole my happiness. Before, before 
everything, the memory I was most 
excited for was the one of sleeping 
with my child. On heavy summer 
afternoons and light spring morn-
ings, we would fall asleep together 
on the couch, my child at my chest. 
She would fall asleep to the rhythm 
of my heartbeat. The possibility 
made me happy. But now, now 
what I look forward to the most is 
dying. Dying!—Dying so I can find 
you and hold my brother again. 
You stole that from me; in a lot of 
ways, I will never forgive you.

29
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I sold my humanity for a loud 
voice,
Every word I gained charged with 
zealous joy. 
With chalice gold I called myself a 
pilgrim,
I crafted stained glass depicting my 
sad plight. 
I borrowed rags to cover velvet 
robes,

Fatal (right)
Randal McDonald



31Adrenaline (above)
Kati Hewitt

And hammered nails for my own 
cross. 

Yes I’ve sold my humanity;
Divorced myself from empathy.
There is no heart in a movement’s icon-
There is no life in a judgment stone.
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Is this a haiku 
Written by a college student 
I am a rebel

The Rebel Haiku
Kinsey Arnaud32
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Hush now, quiet now,
Let Albritton sing her hymns.
Be still, be calm,
Like the darkness of the night.
Head up, head clear,
For the students now gone past. 
Stand strong, stand firm,
Against the rifle’s sharp cry.
Breath in, breath out,
As the Corps bugles play on.
Hold close, hold tight,
All those who you love so dear. 
Walk slow, walk home,
As those who went to Heaven.

Silver Taps
Andrew Huebner
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He saw it all, he says-
Under the brightness of the moon 
The glint was unmistakable.

That illuminating glint, he says, 
Shined upon the pale visage
And withheld not a thing.

His eyes locked to their devious 
counterparts, 
Burned their hue into memory,
And branded his mind.

He sits here,
At this table, in this sterile room, 
Answering rounds of questions.

I haven’t the heart to tell him, 
That each color, each detail, 
Each paintbrush of memory, 
Is a lie.

Lucidity
Kyle Stone
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The Moths flew to lantern
slithering inside a parched mouth 
hung [over] church pews
watered down wings
doused in diamond dust
“Wait for it to turn desert.
It won’t take long—just extinguish 
the flame 
licking hymnal wounds inside your 
cheeks.”
The Others turned off the light
left their welcome mats noosed. 
“They will ruin all we have.
There is not enough holy water
Not enough holy
to swallow their wings.
Not enough moth balls
to suffocate their

empty
hunger.”

Porch Light Gods
Madison Mae Parker

And the homeowner bellowed 
from his cigarette 
“We all once had wings,
but you sheared them off with 
paper and tongues. 
Called it
h a n d l e b a r s . 
(called it)
o i l s l i c k .
l a n d m i n e .
y o u l o g y.

We all once hungered like that. 
Hungered like wind,
Hungered like mouse teeth, 
Hungered like, 

Now 
you are satisfied with your own 
fist.”
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It should come as no great 
surprise to anyone that the good 
people of the IRS were the ones 
that finally took down Peter Pan. 
They said he owed six million in 
back taxes. People did not question 
this because, for the most part, no 
one knows what a back tax is in the 
first place.

Technically, Peter Pan was seven 
hundred and three years old when 
they took him out of Neverland, 
even though he’d been twelve for 
something like six hundred and 
ninety-one of them. This proved 
problematic, because you couldn’t 
put him in jail with all those cam-
eras pointed towards him. There is 
such a thing as bad publicity. Every 
politician with a front page kind of 
sex scandal knows this.

It made sense to put him to 
work, what with the cuts to the 
education budget and all. But what 
are you supposed to do with a kid 
far older than child labor laws, they 
asked themselves. Finally, one man 
in the back with a tie too short for 
his bulging torso said it was prob-
ably like those oil change stickers, 
right? Change at 35,000 miles or on 
August 16th, whichever happens to 
come first. Yes, everybody said, this 
sounds about right. We can’t really 
afford to say no to another pay-
check in this economy, can we?

And that is how Peter Pan end-
ed up employed by a coffee shop, 
where everybody is too busy to 
notice that their barista is a twelve- 

Whipped Cream
Jessica Smarr 37
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year-old that used to have mer-
maids for friends. Peter, which was 
printed in big, capital white letters 
on his name tag, had to take a bit 
of time coping to the pressures of 
the job. It was hard for someone 
who had never spent any time 
dying to understand why everyone 
else was in such a hurry to get to 
the end.

But eventually it got a bit better, 
and even if he didn’t understand, 
Peter had come to terms with the 
people who thought their suits 
were too expensive to say yes to 
whipped cream on their coffee. At 
least, that’s what Danielle had said 
when he asked about it, her answer 
smooshed right between two sighs. 
The problem was not, he thought, 
that he did not understand. Be-
cause whenever he asked his ques-
tions, no one else usually seemed 
to have the answer either. In fact, 
he wasn’t sure what the problem 
really was at, he just felt one in the 
pit of his stomach.

For example, when he was walk-
ing home one day and he had for-
gotten to take off his apron, he saw 
a picture of a woman in tight, tight 
jeans that were three stories tall. 
She did not look happy or com-
fortable or anything but beautiful, 
he thought. He wanted to know 
what she was doing there and if 
she was important or not, and so 
he approached a woman on the 
sidewalk who wore a frayed jacket 
and frayed pants and frayed hair in 

a way that made her look as if she 
had been well-worn by questions.

“Excuse me, miss, who is that 
lady up there? Why is she there? 
Why isn’t she happy?”

The frayed-out woman looked 
at him and, honestly, was so baffled 
by his questions that her confu-
sion swallowed up any answer she 
might have given. Peter did not 
know this, however, and found 
himself hurt as she walked away 
without even parting her lips and 
sighing like Danielle. This was 
another problem with people who 
had an expiration date pushing 
harder and harder down on the 
small of their backs. Sometimes 
they just had to keep walking 
before they found the right words, 
because they had a certain amount 
of ground they planned on cov-
ering that day. Eventually, Peter 
would do the math on this and 
decide that was why people lied. 
The truth, though it tastes bet-
ter in your mouth, is much more 
time-consuming than a lie. It is the 
same reason people keep eating 
McDonald’s.

But he did not have this in-
formation, because there are just 
certain things that require personal 
experience.

In the end, even people who 
had been around a long, long time 
didn’t seem to understand things. 
And not the regular complicated 
stuff like how their cell phones 
worked or why no one seemed 
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to ever predict the weather that 
well. It was the stuff like, “Why 
do people like to eat popcorn at 
the movies,” and “How can people 
afford to fill football stadiums and 
not their neighbor’s bellies,” that 
no one seemed to know the answer 
to. Sometimes it even made them 
mad, like it was wrong to ask ques-
tions in the first place. This caused 
Peter to have even more questions.

There was another girl at work 
named Julie who always bit her lips 
and played with the silver cross 
she wore around her neck when 
a customer yelled at her. One day 
Peter asked what the cross was for. 
Julie, who had a laugh like loose 
change at the bottom of a tin can 
(in a good kind of way), told him 
all about this man named Jesus and 
something about grace and life and 
heaven and things. When she got 
to the part with the cross, Peter got 
confused. Julie was a very nice girl 
who really liked this man named 
Jesus, but she wore his murder 
weapon around her neck.

After this, Peter decided maybe 
sometimes people just did things 
without really knowing why. And 
just because Julie couldn’t tell him 
why she’d wear something that was 
supposed to be covered in blood 
and corpses, that didn’t mean it 
didn’t make her feel better when 
she ran her fingers over it while 
someone chanted decaf, decaf, 
decaf in her direction. And even 
though Peter liked asking ques-

tions and still thought understand-
ing was important, he thought 
maybe some things were even 
more important than that.

Like the woman who was sitting 
in the park one day who was too 
busy fighting the curls out of her 
face to see the man holding a bou-
quet coming towards her, his worn 
pants rising too high over his mis-
matched socks. That was the first 
thing she saw, his green and blue 
socks, before she quickly buried 
her smile in the blooms he brought 
her. Peter wanted to stop and ask 
why the man did that, what the 
flowers were for in the first place, 
but the woman had a petal caught 
in her teeth and pink smile to 
match the man’s and Peter knew 
flowers couldn’t explain themselves 
and that had never really bothered 
him before.

He curved up his own pink lips 
and he would bring in flowers for 
everyone at work tomorrow be-
cause even though flowers didn’t 
really mean anything, they seemed 
to make people smile and that was 
probably enough.
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The Eckleburg Project would like to 
thank the University Writing Cen-
ter for their support and funding of 
the magazine as well as Dr. Valerie 
Balester, executive director of the 
University Writing Center. In addi-
tion, we would also like to thank the 
Texas Alliance Foundation for their 
generous support, donation, and 
belief in the magazine. The magazine 
would also like to thank The Associ-
ation of Former Students and Texas 
A&M University for their support 
of this project and its creative vision. 
To Florence Davies, thanks for being 
there when we needed it most. To 
Mic Check Poetry, we don’t even 
know where to start. Your support 
has been invaluable. We would also 
like to thank the faculty and students 
of Texas A&M University, who brave-
ly picked up this project and dove in, 
head first, the creative community of 
Bryan/College Station, Texas, and ev-
ery brave soul who shared their cre-
ative work with the editorial board. 

Lastly: You.
Thank you, reader, for contribut-

ing to this art project as well. Your 
eyes add to this project as much as 
the artwork itself. 

Our hope is that you will find 
infinitely more joy, inspiration, and 
comfort from this magazine than 
can be expressed on a simple, tape-
bound, 6X9” page. 

And to all the hands and hearts 
that have influenced this work— 
Cheers. It truly takes a village to 
raise a creative project.  

—The Eckleburg Project Staff 
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Now, it’s your turn.
Go forth and  create.



For updates on what we’re doing and weekly terrible 
puns, visit our website at www.theeckleburgproject.com 

or follow us on: 

facebook.com/TheEckleburgProject

@LitTamu

@TheEckleburgProject

TheEckleburgProject.tumblr.com




