Andonis Decavalles Scholarship Winners

Named in honor of the late Andonis Decavalles, Professor Emeritus of English and Comparative Literature and award-winning poet, this annual scholarship is given to an undergraduate student or students based on poems submitted and judged by the Creative Writing faculty.  The winners for 2009 are:
Cut in Marble

Erica O’Brien

I. 

Arachne at her web,

With blithe indifference to her gods--

The hands that made her hands so skilled,

The minds that dreamed her.

She will learn too late 

Or never learn

What debt she owes,

And with what blood she must repay it.

II. 

I am everything, incarnate,

Possible and protean, 

Promethean, unbounded,

Brought to bay

By other gods.

I have dared excel amidst the mud,

And giving into mortal hands 

Have created my own thousand faces.

Walking Along at Night

Megan Kellerman

Walking along at night

There is a type of freedom

That not many people enjoy

Compressed by shadows,

My world wrapped around my crown in headphones

Shielding my eyes from headlights

And streetlamps, as if they were the sun

Small things puncture the rhythm of my walking

A stranger and I stop in our steps

As the intruding beams of a

Car introduce us to each other

Wary because of light, playing off

The superficial sense of sight

We pass each other with nerves rumbling like thunder

Because it's dangerous to be out

Walking along at night

Nothing happens.

I swivel one way, then the other

A mechanical ballerina in her music box

Furthering the danger by getting dizzy in the dark

But the stranger's bent form does not challenge me—

He has not turned back

If these are the adventures I can have in this life,

Then I'll take them

Everyone else is bottled up in glass cases,

Seeing things but doing little else

But shadows trick you and tease you,

Make you learn the true nature of things

As they cry out, "I AM HERE!"

Senses intensified by lack of the light

And things are clearer, amplified, tight

The world enters my ears between bursts of song,

And I oblige it by hitting the button

And exposing my head

If I'm going to do what I came to do,

I have to leave my own glass case behind.

The creature greets my eyes as wind rushes through my hair

A body of water, family obsidian,

And a monster gliding across its surface

It twists its long white neck

And considers me with a black bead of an eye,

Nearly hidden in a patch of black feathers

Sight

I watch it float towards me, gargling water,

Unruffled by the noise of smaller fowl on the shore

It dives for pebbles and seeds that I've

Thrown into the pond

And I watch it.

Its head dips down, down

The neck elongating like a plumber's hose

Wrenches back up like a tube

 From the throat of a patient having his stomach pumped

Its body never moves

Only its neck

It's beautiful and terrifying

And I don't know why it is as it is

But for this instant I have thrown

Myself into Fascination

And I feel as though I'm stealing grains of sand

 From the hourglass that Death wears

Around His neck like a pendant

There aren't many, but they'll stay

Hidden in my pockets even after He claims me

And this creature at my funeral,

Diving for the dirt

Enslaving me again

As everyone else is bottled up in glass cases.

I put my headphones back on

Point myself home

And crumble the seeds in my pocket.

