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317 5yem:&r Myars and Karis Ritzman

Art and literature are active communication. What
you hold in your hands is a collection of experi-
ences and images created by people who want to
tell you something. Just like a good conversation, a
late night text, or a message from someone in need,
‘each piece carries an emotion and a message.

Don’t let the static nature of text or images fool you
into thinking that the work now stands alone, when
the truth is that behind every piece is a human be-
ing pushing it towards you. Because we publish only
work of Lock Haven students, these creators are
each one a classmate, an acquaintance, or a friend.

Back in the golden age of letters, correspondence
meant primarily the mail sent between two
people. In modern times, we associate it more

" . with the similarity between two ideas or objects.

Our hope for this edition of The Crucible is

that it can occupy both definitions.

By communicating what we feel through what we
create, we can start to see the constant connections
we share with one another.
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Ephemerality

Richard McKnight




Prelude

The 2015 edition of The Crucible has been made possible with the

support and contributions of the Lock Haven University Student .

Auxiliary Services, Inc., with special thanks to its director, Jodi
~ Smith, and the English and Art departments.

We are especially indebted to the efforts of the English and
. Art Departments. The continued efforts of these depart-

_ ments have generated a bountiful source of works to choose
~from. Some of the literature in this issue of The Crucible was
- written in Professors Maddox-Hafer and Washington’s cre-

ative writing workshops or in composition classes offered by
- the English department; some of the artwork was created in
*  studio courses in the art department. Classes such as digital
. photography, electronic art, drawing, and printmaking are
R  taught in the John Sloan Fine Arts Building,

- Lock Haven University is an equal opportunity employer and N
ourages applications from minorities, women, veterans, and
persons with disabilities. Lock Haven University is a member of
the State System of Higher Education.

Book ',Paéed%ﬁgluandtymglaphybyﬁckMgKnig*m ©2015
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Spirit
Wesley Charles




impressing people who really don'’t care but judge.

Society knows just what to say about you

but never stops to think who you really are.

Live my life with no emotions, no emotions,

no strings attached and no further conversations

shushh... Don't get feelings involved; that’s what split both our
parents apart.

Pent up pain and tribulation closed by a corkscrew of past
relations,

drops seeping out through tear ducts.

~ No Emotion.

- No Time.

~ Two planners deep? Am I crazy or organized?

By the blank stares of my peers, I assume I am crazy

I just wanna be planned and prepared for an education that I
am paying $80,000 for.

So next time you ask me why am I so prepared,

don’t be surprised that I shove my student bill in your face.
$1440 are placed in your internal bank account each day.

_ No time for people.

There are so many names and faces; everyone just becomes a
blur--

“dude,” “pal,” and “buddy” are nouns that replace those I don’t
know.

8.6 billion people in the world and you still think your name
matters?

The reality is you decide your worth, don’t let others define you.
Let your every word be original; plagiarism is illegal.
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Father's Dm;
h] GArltj Heider

Happy Father’s Day,
my personal superhero;
you deserve to be honored on this day
just as much as Mother’s Day.
Today,
~it's my turn to treat you to dinner. "
~ T'll even drive this time, too. ; iy liaay
~ Take a break, sit down, relax - 8
something you never do.
I think you've forgotten how.
We may be the only
mother-daughter pair here,
but you deserve the Father’s Day special on the menu
just as much, if not more, than the fathers around us.
It's the least I can do to repay you
for being there every inch of these years that I have grown.

Twenty years

of booster shots and vaccines,

teeth-cleanings and cavity fillings,

glasses and contacts and braces -

You were there to hold my hand every time.
_ You were the one who rushed me to the hospital 7
- when I fell off the bed and snapped my arm. 3




You slept in hospital chairs overnight

as nurses monitored my breathing

after so many asthma attacks.

Every time my lungs failed,

it was you who sat with me for twenty minutes,

countless times over twenty years,

while a machine nursed my lungs back to health.

You were the first to see me smile a new, sparkly, straight
smile after two long years of being a metal-mouth.

. Twenty years of sacrifice;

- L work this hard every day -

~ all school and work, no time for play --

for you.

- Twenty years and two kids

. byyourself.

' Endless hours spent at work six days a week
just to feed us every night.

- All the clothes you didn’t buy,
the hair-appointments you cancelled,
your Saturday nights out that you spent in
when I was heartbroken or sick
did not go unnoticed by my eye,
nor were they ignored by my heart.

Twenty years old, and still

with every crisis, every heartbreak,

~ every major decision I may make,

on my bad days and my good,

yours is the first number 1 dial .
because I know you will pick up the phone
like any super-parent should.

Happy Father’s Day, Mom.
Now enjoy your food.
Today more than any day,
you are “Dad” too.
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wouldn't I give for a chance to change this?

" Tt was a slow wave, like a deep sound through the air, with =

out of my jeans and t-shirt. I knew I should set my alarm

before I zonked out but my arms felt like lead, as did my

chest and shoulders. I breathed in my own scent through |
my pillow and held it for as long as I could before exhaling, |
flipping onto my back and staring at the cracked plaster
ceiling. My eyes drifted shut without my noticing. What

~

B felt the shift in perspectives. He felt the body set »
its thythm at his command when he sensed the darkness
from the eyes. He pensively allowed the images to spark
through his lines, keeping himself at a bit of a distance
to ensure everything ran according to...well, the way he
knew it should. Will did nothing to help, as usual, except
keep up his banter. He was as random as always; the only

fiifference was in the speed at which Will desired things.

peaks and dips at regular intervals: much more tolerable.
Will and the drummer from below were very close
like this, and she likéd to follow his suggestions a lot of
the time. B was not very fond of this close relationship. It
created mor ecl os .ﬁ)r him to fail at controlling, but he tried

e

o

N
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not to let it get to him for the moment. When the body
caved into his rhythm, he controlled everything. Will was
encouraging her to pump pseudo-adrenaline through the
' veins with an image of a secret escape through a window,
“ ‘ & _the sharp feeling of keys in a pocket, cold midnight air un-
oticed by cautious, tensed-up shoulders.

3 . That gentle beating vibrated down below.

~

m,ghl had not provided a very restful sleep, causing me to
ﬁﬁh up early without the help of my alarm, and I would feel _
day. My boss would probably notice it too, and that - =

ver good. That tiger-lady didn’t have the patience in,;\
e at a normal rate and always seemed to huff her way i
the employees, badgering them about efficiency.

S waggomg to be a very long day at work later. Too bad I
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restore everything to homeostasis, but his attempts hadn’t

started working until Will calmed down. Now all he had to

do was give off the necessary sparks that kept everything

running smoothly.
The drum below was exceedingly audible now. It
iy &wam 't distracting, but in fact, familiar. She was much morg
relaxed now than she was before. When Will had let out oo X2
' ﬁsi1;1\ek, she had beat so hard, B had to work specifically on .'
- not letting it get out of control, even if everything else was
running rampant, like those damn legs. It’s like they had
a mind of their own or something. Now, however, she was
humming along as usual, but with a strange likeness to...Will!
B finally had found him: he was hiding in the humming, and
singing the same tune. In fact, B couldn’t tell the difference
Sy between the two anymore.
He made the face twitch into the tiniest of smlles and

L) L
he hadn’t a single clue as to why he did it. -

~

The car needed gas, presumably again, and I pulled
OVer at a gas station the color of the arid earth. I had enough
to fill the tank, purchase a small map of Utah and a bottle of




cold soda, and still have some left over. The minimart was
pleasantly chilled, but I rather liked the feel of hot wind on
my neck as I rolled down the car windows, stacked my feet
on the dashboard and gingerly pressed the soda bottle to my
sore jaw bone. I breathed in deeply for what felt like the first
_ time in years. I breathed freedom. Anxious freedom, but a
4 : 'fl'eedom nonetheless, and it made me smile just a little. The
léaJ was off my chest and shoulders, and I felt a peaceful .
~ little jump inside. I had finally had enough, and now that the
dry land stretched before me, I wondered why it had taken
so long to do what I wanted. I opened the map and traced a

12

road to a new life with my fingertip.
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Cold Leaves
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The passion died somewhere in between watching students

sleep in his classes, reading term papers which used excessive block ‘f
quotes to reach the page limit, listening to the 1000% farfetched

excuse for frequent absenteeism or late work, tuning out Sheila
at the dinner table over her crappy meatloaf, and commuting in 2
his used Hyundai sedan listening to classic rock radio forlaeké{ - -f_f
better idea. But he sat at his desk and attempted to work. St | ng . _ :
at a blank page here was better than doing it at home, with hls '
rambling about celebrity gossip and the girls at the hair salon, and
that infernal Chihuahua Trixie yapping at him.

The cursor hovered over the Firefox icon on his taskbar, =
bridging the paper in progress with the half-dozen or so windows
of pornography he’d left open. Porn used to do something for him,
but now it was just a habit to stare at video clips while sipping his
Scotch. In this way, porn and philosophy had become one and the
same for him. He'd scarcely played his guitar since the time he’d o
begun grad school years earlier, but the old thing was in his car. T
trunk from an open mic night he'd almost attended the previous
evening. An impromptu practice earlier that day proved he still had -
it, at least as much as he ever did, but something inside couldn’t let
him take the stage. He missed singing and playing, but he couldn’t
stand the thoughg of being a star for just a brief set, then rejoining
the reality of his empty career and home life.
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The alcohol helped him along, but an inevitable tipping
point had been reached. Sherman made a drastic, impulsive
decision as he finished his drink with a quick swig. He was going
to New York, that night, to live, without so much as a goodbye to
Sheila. He didn’t care that it was the middle of the fall semester

g Qnd"someone would have to cover his Philosophy 101 sections,
1 g%? ’d,;idn t caré that he'd probably max out a credit card on gas
as he crossed the country in his clunky Hyundai, and he didn’t
'~ care about the acute threat of homelessness. He certainly didn’t
care about his mortgage or how his wife would make do now
that she probably couldn’t coast by on looks anymore at 34. He
was going to start making music again, and hopefully land on
his feet playing gigs. He’d probably wait tables, too, to make
ends meet. Even if shit hit the fan, he’d find a way. The threat of

failure in an unforgiving city was still better than the spiritual

 death he was living through every single day. Nothing scared
¥y hnn anymore--he’d already been to his personal hell. He left the |
building wondering what Nietzsche would have to say about all
of it, before acknowledging that he didn't really give a shit.
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He'd seen enough in his near decade on the job not to ol E2
x 8

broken up about much, but this one hit him particularly ‘.r : |
Ms. De La Rosa was like family to him. A good friend of his
mother’s, she lived a floor above him in the Spanish Harlem
apartment building where he grew up. As ateenager, heused
to take out her garbage. Chuck couldn’t fathom how a heart W
attack could’ve befallen her; she was always a health fanatic, -
never smoked, only drank a glass of wine a day, and vigor-
ously walked anywhere she headed; she’d often brag about
never needing a MetroCard. Little did he know, though, that
she’d also been stealing money from her employer, HM ke
Funeral Home on 109® Street, for years. So what d’ﬁe"‘m"‘.ﬁt _
\was a penny lying tails up in the embalming room one &2y £ U8
aboutamonth,a
fiddled withher
re she die ('

wasapennythatrodeinhercoinpulsefor
penny that was accidentally dropped as sl_1e
ednpursewhﬂecmssingthesmet,mor.nenjsbefo
Apennywithi; ched mint mark reading “DD-




Timothy “T-Money” Henderson, drug dealer, age 30.

Date of death: April 16", Cause of death: gunshot wounds.
Chuck Martinez had a feeling he’d get a call like this. He'd
worked for years to finally get daylight shifts on the ambu-

lance crew, but, team player that he was, he agreed to pull

night shifts for a couple of weeks until the new guys were
) "' trained, ending the work shortage at his dispatch and put-

 graveyard shift in the least bit because violent crime calls
: like these were the norm. He'd seen shootings, stabbings,
and overdoses, and learned through his first eight years on
the job that getting used to seeing these things night in and

- night out wasn't the same as accepting it as a fact of life.

They tried their best to save Henderson as they
. rushed to the nearest hospital, but the blood loss was too
. severe. Another senseless killing, probably from a rival
- Vépl?g-ster or dealer. As Henderson was pronounced dead on .
arrival, Chuck took a hard look at his face and realized why
he’d seemed familiar. They'd attended P.S. 135 together.
Chuck recalled he’d had a nickname, “T-Dollar” or some-
thing ridiculous like that, and they’d worked on an 11t grade
history project together. Well, if the term “together” is used
loosely - hong r rol s}gudent Chuck did all the work while

ting the out of whack schedule back in order. He didn’t miss =
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T-Something-or-other was chronically absent from school but

managed to show up on presentation day. The pairing was
assigned, but Chuck had taken it in stride because at least the

| hoodlum never actively gave him anytrouble. He thought it a

1 :1 P ;ftmnge coincidence to see the guy like this all these years later.
. Police cleared Timothy Henderson'’s pockets in search of ID _
ﬁahd confiscated the rest as evidence, but they’d missed a penny
he’d picked up face down earlier that day just for shits and
giggles, a penny that found its way onto the embalming room

floor as the body was dressed for his funeral.

Carlos “Chuck” Martinez never realized how many near

misses he’d had with the ominous DD penny, nor the power

of the seemingly mundane object. He accidentally threw the

penny in the garbage that night along with a convenience store

receipt for a bottled Pepsi and a lottery ticket he’d bought on
“awhim - the Powerball jackpot winner. Model eitizen Chuck
Martinez invested most of this into community betterment and
continued to live a fairly normal lifestyle as an EMT. Why did
the death dealer coin spare him? Some might say it’s because
the dark, shiny penny only went after those guilty of the sin of
greed, while others would say he was the lucky one who found
the penny l\?up ‘We'll never know.
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Submerged
Mit;hel]e Albert
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Eyes wide open, breaking free from the sockets;
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deep in thought, a process I am not used to.

_ 5 AM on the corner of right and wrong,
 Iseeall the charred faces, white lights.
 The bitter cold of the morning rattles my bones.

Loud music in my ears, smooth jazz,

horns, ragtime chords, trumpets.

Hollowed spirits. Louisiana men

playing card tricks in the streets.

I am uneasy, cold from thinking;

the tenderness of the bass

~_drum and guitar prepare me for release,

less tense, though I am anxious to

get to my destination.




The Gate
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The woman in the f
she looks at me tk
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, 'I‘herelsacontroversy d

~ thelines drawn onthe ; !5;

tell a story and Ain’t I a lovel
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My head, filled with hog

I put more time into ple

love is the act of doing
Man said that words a
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between man and woman; because while
she holds onto every word,
man moves to brainstorm.

Here I am,

sitting in a dark room, alone, aging.
- I'm 35, and I haven’t found anything to live fqr.
‘I write to keep my thoughts intact,
il I read to memorize the rhyme schemes.
| It is not too often that I leave my cellar;
the rays of the sun burn my skin.

The cold of the night stops my heart,

I stay in one place so that I can write.

I write best in my mind when I am asked to recite a rhyme,

when I am required to state an ideology.

~ Iramble when I am alone in my cellar thinking about my. a8
own shortcomings as a man.

Here is when I fee_l most alive because I know

ﬂ:atwhﬂethereampeqpleofﬂlewoﬂdmamhinginoneacoord,




I am of the world beating my own drum and writing my own lyrics.
I wonder what is wrong with love that it is not befitting enough

to please any prospect. I ponder if love became so available

that no one person desires the very thing that is at their fingertips? Love.
Why is it so easy for a child to look at an old box of matches and

% #j;gmgine a race car?

% isit that I can see myself in this cellar as bones rotting,
' Inn;!gmemyselfasapanofthegmund,

- Imnh&rtheleakyﬁimasandsqwlgrpipes

 I'see the playful mice.

I can see the cob-webs forming on the wall

- asthe basement spider weaves his way up and down

the center of the web where the stout of the web began.

~ Tlook onto a blank piece of paper and begin to write;

'3 this will be a letter to my depressor.

:
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Writer Biagmffﬁies

Alyssa Turner Agerton graduated from Lock Haven University
in 2013 with a degree in English Literature. She recently moved
to South Carolina with her husband and two cats. Her new
favorite place is the local public library, and she is currently
spending her time rereading “Fear and Loathing in Las Vegas”
for the fourth time. .

%
Keith Meredith is a senior. He studies English with a g o
concentration in literature. He wants to go down as one of the
best writers of his generation, and strives to be a better writer
every day. He won't stop until he feels that he is one of the best

writers of the 21st century.

John Sosnowski is an English Writing graduate of Lock Haven
University. Currently experiencing life in an odd post-graduation
limbo, he has resolved that he’d like to be a librarian when he
grows up. Despite his chosen academic and professional fields,
he believes he just might love music even more than literature.

Akiya Shirk is a senior studying English writing and editing. She
loves reading, but when she has free time, her favorite hobby is

to ride her pet dragon, Oppa, through the midnight sky in search
of star dust mites that she uses for making delicious truffles. She
also enjoys letting her imagination entertain her for hours. Oh,
and her name is pronounced “ah-k“eye”-yah,” but she never gets
mad when someone pronounces it wrong. Cheers!




Alan Ninan studied health science at LHU as a freshman, which
inspired his work.

Carly Heider is a junior double-majoring in Secondary English

_ Education and Special Education. She is originally from the Pitts-
irgh area. She works part-time at Ruby Tuesday and volunteers
% e a week at the Salvation Army’s after-school program. Her

' friends and family would describe her as a quirky, kind, hard-

- working person. She loves to read and write, and keeps a lot of

- her poetry to herself because it is all so personal. She is also really
_ into those indie movies that nobody ever hears about (like the

- kind that win Oscars and you have no idea where they came from
“because they were never in theaters).

© Michael Eubanks is a non-traditional student studying English,
with a writing concentration.

Karis Ritzman is an English major with a minor in environmental
studies. Writing has been a love of hers since she was a child, and
she enjoys creating stories on dark, uncomfortable topics.

- Jarrett Thompson graduated from LHU with a BS in
b fyntgrdisciplinary Studies and a minor in English.
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Artist Blographies ,,
lle Albert is a senior from Coal Townshlp, P
Graphlc and On-Line Design. She enjoys crea
print and web design along with digital phot o1
‘5: esigns are inspired by past and present art mg
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