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Tang Dynasty 
in a Cherub 
Kind of Way 

Breese Pickel 

Long ago I felt this pain 
It was truth 
And the realization there of 
I might never see you again 
So I didn't let go 
I held you there 
Night Thoughts by Li Bai 
Because I love the moon too 
But never did I see it while I was there 
So I shouted 
I yelled 
I WANNA SEE THE MOON 
Then on July 5th 
Fireworks in the air 
I saw it there 
Through a faint 
Thin cloud 
And it too reminded me of home 
So with a grin 
I could let you go 
Understanding that we now have a home together 
The big white moon 
That comes out at night 
To remind us 
We're holding each other again 
Tonight 
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Fairview 
Terrace 

Breese Pickel 

Smoke rings above my head 
Broken up by the air 
I can feel your hands on me 
And you 're not even here 

Summer streets bum my feet 
As I tip-toe into evening's stare 
Headlights flash ash tray come too near 
And I come crashing down on 
You 

Headlights streetlights the dull yellow 
The sky looks so two-dimensional 
I live inside a jigsaw puzzle 
And my pieces haven't come together 

Ash covered cherry bums dull bright 
As my camel disappears from sight 
Paint chips from the center beam 
And I come crashing down on 
You 



Life Artificial 
Ben Wilson 

Soft humming beehive in a 

Tint of phosphorescent-delicious honey, 

Resting on a fancy perch. Or, an 

Eye among every now and then eyes 

Evoking grand thoughts and 

Telling all its secrets to midnight passers by. 

Life artificial, a sun in a universe to which I am 

Insensitive. Perhaps our sun is encased in 

Glass as well, a 

Hazy beacon for cosmic sleepy walkers, 

Telling all our secrets tonight. 

You 
Sarah Whittle 

I can see it in your eyes, 

The fear that resides; 

It's staring back at me. 

Within your sadness and lack of friends, 

Your loneliness contends; 

Onto your face it's worn wearily. 

Your lips, they don't respond, 

Even though of many words they're fond; 

I still hear what they say. 

Your unhappiness is clear, 

It's too bad you're my reflection in a mirror, 

... and all I can do is look away. 
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Damaged Hope 
Carol-Ann Tyler 
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a girl sits alone at a cold window pane, 

turns to escape the suffocating shame 

his memory haunts the back of her mind 

refusing to go, though she's screaming goodbye 

a thousand times she replays the scene 

and every time she is more to blame 

her eyes, her lips, her shivering skin: 

fresh tears expose her pain, 

a word is drawn in her breath on the pane 

she doesn't know how it became 

visible in her mind before she saw 

her fate written on the window 

her eyes fall on wrists that her mind 

scars with hopes of an end 

she's alone 

damaged 

stop 

the pain 

she's haunted 

ashamed 

broken 

ruined 

"escape" 

already 

approaching 

realization 

no more pam 



Why I Write 
Carol-Ann Tyler 

I write to know myself. 
I write to create. 
I write to eat words with my eyes, 
my mind, 
my heart, 
my soul. 

I pick up each word with my fingers, 
touch its smoothness, 
feel its roundness of meaning. 
They slip out of my hand, crashing onto the table 
but not breaking, 
spinning themselves into a moving journal 
ofmy life. 

I write to humor the pain in my heart, 
to dilute the fear inside. 
I write to expose my dreams, 
to attract hope. 
I write to capture my own passing, 
to become immortal on the page. 
I write to peek through the curtain, 
to share who I am, 
and to learn with everyone else. 
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Haikus of Love 
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Wrinkled tan jacket 
Crinkled skin, blue smiling eyes 
A hand on my back 

A cold winter night 
Warm feet below the covers 
My cold toes find you 

Paintings by Jeanne 
Beko, from left to right, 
Phucket and Happy 
Dos. 

Carol-Ann Tyler 

I said forever 
For dishes, for messy rooms, 
Forever's not clean 

Looking for a home, 
Your hand travels down my arm 
Our fingers converse 

Our baby's eyes close 
I could watch you forever 
Holding her softly 

Crayon marks the floor 
Scattered toys and braided hair 
She has your smile 



THE 
CHRYSALIS 

Written by Adrienne Davich 

In April 2003, The Chrysalis reemerged 
on the Willamette University campus, 
ending a two year hiatus from publica­
tion. The Willamette student body was 
surprised and curious. 

Universities across the United States are homes to well­
regarded literary journals, and Willamette University is no 
exception. However, The Chrysalis, Willamette's literary 
arts magazine, experienced a two year gap in publication, 
leaving many community members unaware of the rich his­
tory and ongoing tradition of this arts journal. Behold a 
story and celebration of The Chrysalis and Willamette 
University, past and present. 

From Jason Lee to The Jason to The Chrysalis 

The Chrysalis acquired its name in 1997, but the presence of a literary arts journal on the Willamette campus is 
decades old. In 1965 , The Jason emerged as the Willamette community's first creative writing and arts publica­
tion. For nearly forty years, The Jason preserved artistic expression-- written and visual artistry in all its forms 
-- and nourished an appreciation for the history and cultural uniqueness ofWillamette University, the oldest insti­
tution of higher education in the west. The title, The Jason, was chosen for its reference to Methodist mission­
ary Jason Lee, who played an integral role in the development of Salem, Oregon and the founding ofWillamette 
University. 

Jason Lee was born outside of Standstead, Quebec, Canada in 1803. As a young man, he moved to 
Massachusetts, where he was educated and ordained by the Methodist Church. In 1834, he was assigned to estab­
lish a mission in the western "Indian country," and settled on the Willamette River, approximately ten miles north 
of the area that is now Salem, Oregon. Here he started a school to teach Native Americans Christian virtues. 
Less than a decade later, a flood forced Lee to relocate his school to the site that is present-day Salem. 

Though Lee was steadfast in his efforts to spread Christianity, he was not very successful at impressing white, 
Christian values on the small Native American population. However, he was able to promote the importance of 
education for Native American and white settlers alike. This emphasis on education is thought to be Lee's lega­
cy, as it lead to the founding of The Oregon Institute, a school of higher education for the growing white popu­
lation. The Oregon Institute later became Willamette University. 

In 1965, a group ofWillamette University students established a literary arts journal, which they named The 
Jason. From 1965-1996, The Jason was published annually, but in 1996, after an extended debate, then-editors 
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replaced the title of The Jason with The Chrysalis, and 
production continued until it came to a startling halt in 
2001. Due to poor management, a Spring 2001 edi­
tion of The Chrysalis was not released. The maga­
zine's small staff had been plagued by editors' travels 
abroad, which contributed to missed deadlines and 
organizational oversight. A Spring 2001 edition of The 
Chrysalis was eventually sent to press, but a finished 
publication was never distributed on the university 
campus. Hundreds of copies of The Chrysalis were 
left unread. 

In Fall 2001, the Associated Students ofWillamette 
University (ASWU) turned down requests to fund a 
2002 edition of the magazine, and thereafter The 
Chrysalis became an inactive student media organiza­
tion. 

A NEW AUTUMNAL LEAF 

In Fall 2002, The Chrysalis was reestablished by a new 
editorial staff, and a modest edition of the magazine 
was released in April 2003. 

The Chrysalis, 1997 
Fraser Island 
Eric Stocker 
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This 2004 edition of The Chrysalis was produced 
with an expanded budget, made possible by ASWU. 
Now future editors are left to continue and improve 
upon this creative writing and arts journal. In celebra­
tion of the past, present and future publication of The 
Jason and The Chrysalis, here are some selections 
showcased over the past thirty-nine years. 



The Jason, 1996 

On Playing 
Ophelia 

Jennifer E. Grose 

Elusive Ophelia 
Anguished siren 

Dedicated to Beth Powell 

Forgotten in the light of day-
By moonlight she tumbles into the waters of my 
dreams-
And drowns herself 
Night 
After 
Night. 

I'm desperate to catch a glimpse of myself again 
But in all reflections I see only her pale face 
Eyes staring blankly into mine 
Silken hair undulating 
Lips moving 
Still moving. 
Yet when I reach out to hold her, 
To urge her trapped spirit towards peace, 
She disappears 
And leaves me 
Wearing my rue with a difference. 

The Chrysalis, 1998 

Serenade 
M.D. Usher 

I assure you I am the common folk 
Poet-cum-plumber your mother warned you 
About, a smithy preferring tricks 
To the trade, a pop-eyed, bow-legged joke 
Of a man, fat, steatopygous too. 
Butt: like a soldier to melt, mortar to mix 
You, kiss and caress you, darling, I will, 
Swear by the hair of my chinny chin chin. 
Just open the door; let me in, honey, 
In! The other suitors long are gone. Still 
The night lies silent. Come now: 'tis no sin 
To indulge a poet in his poetry, 

A plumber to use the tools in his box, 
To listen when a monster lover talks 
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The Chrysalis, 1997 

Cancion Para 
San Francisco 

(Muerte, Mi Hermanita) 
Amanda Cornwall 

muerte, me hermanita 
ella baila afuera de mi mundo 
baila, en frente de mis ojos. 

su baile toea mi alma 
las ondulaciones de las caderas 
abra el rio de mi mente 

sabes, muerte, pequena hermana 
la grita de su cuchicheo 

muerte, mi hermanita 
baila en mi sombra 
rie en mis silencios 

muerte, hermana, juegas conrnigo 
juegas con mi, cuando aplasteas mis pulmones. 

adentro de mi, algo empieza 
muerte, mi hermana 
animas mi lucha, mi deseo 
para la paz eternal. 

50 

Son_g for 
St. Francis 

(little sister death) 
Amanda Cornwall 

death, my little sister, 
she dances just outside my world 
dances, in front of my eyes. 

her dance plays my soul 
the rippling movements of her hips 
open the river of my mind 

do you know, little sister 
the scream of your whisper? 

death, my little sister 
she dances in my shadow 
laughs in my silences 

death, sister, you play with me 
play with me as you crash my lungs. 

inside me, something begins 
death, my little sister 
you inspire my fight, my wish 
for eternal peace. 



The Jason, 1995 

13 
Childhood 

Stories 
Lucas Hill 

1. Earl Warneke was infamous for the time he was caught 
in the men's room at the Expo Park with a pencil up his 
ass. 

2. They told me my great-grandfather died cleaning his 
gun. I didn't figure out (until I was 13) that he wasn't 
cleaning his gun at all. 

3. When he laid the rabbit in its shallow grave it gave a 
soft, soft, sigh. 

4. Kelly VanAmburg, my mom's old friend, was drunk one fine summer morning when I was ten, and caught 
me looking at her huge breasts, which hung out of her bathrobe. She angrily seized me and smothered my face 
in her sweaty bosom: "Look at them! Look at them!" 

5. Matt Gwynn used to bark drunkenly through his greasy mustache how he was going to take the kids and go 
down to California. Cathy, his beautiful wife, beat him to it. Now Matt is alone and rakes lawns for a living. 

6. Russel Harp punched me in the nose, and so he became my best friend. 

7. On the day I found the dead rat on the playground, Mr. White (with hearing aids like huge yellow dog 
boogers) praised my dimples. 

8. We buried the dead bird with rocks . I was told not to let my baby sister touch it. Dead things are bad for 
girls. 

9. Mike Mitchell was pale and fat like a grub and his nickname was faggot. We called him faggot until he 
dropped out of school and disappeared. 

10. Nathan LeOvure threatened me with the DREADED HEART PUNCH until the day I punched him in the 
throat. 

11. Richard's uncle John had a stroke and spent the rest ofhis life drunk and twitching in his wheelchair, 
swinging his good arm at his nephew. When he died, Richard told me he'd gone back to Arkansas. 

12. He had a dog once named Bimbo, who died from being locked in the car for two days in July in Los 
Angeles, and it was my fault, my fault, my fault. 

13. When my sister was a kid we fed her a piece of candy, and then told her it was poison. You're gonna die, 
you're gonna die, we chanted. She got over it, but now she carries two knives, everywhere she goes, and takes 
candy from nobody. 

51 



(i 
II 

• • • 






