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Understory is an annual publication sponsored by the   
Department of English at the University of Alaska Anchorage. 

The journal showcases literary and artistic works by 
undergraduates, provides students with practical

experience in producing a literary journal, and
fosters relationships between Graduate and

Undergraduate students and faculty.
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In the two years that I have worked with  
Understory, I have seen some truly brilliant creations  
emerge from UAA’s Undergraduate students. Whether 
the students are submitting the work that we publish  
each year, raising funds to print Understory, or putting  
each year’s issue together, each year a uniquely  
talented group of individuals step up and take on the 
challenge of creating Understory. 

It was a distinct privilege to work with our  
talented staff this year. For the first time in Understory’s 
history, we had a contest for the cover art. Traditionally,  
we pull a piece of submitted art to be our cover. In an 
attempt to have an original piece of art grace our cover  
that represent’s Understory, we ran a contest. Many 
wonderful and creative images were submitted. The 
editorial staff was unable to reach a decision about  
which piece best represented Understory; therefore, we 
have included the three best submissions in the back of 
this year’s issue.

I would like to thank all the faculty, students, 
and staff that helped with this year’s issue. Without the  
support of the UAA English, Fine Arts, and Creative  
Writing Departments, Understory would not be in  
existence. Thank you. 

Letters from the editors
editor Lars singleton

I had just come up from Louisville in my beige 
Ramcharger. I was looking for a fresh start. I had left 
behind a difficult divorce and was in considerable debt 
from playing the ponies. When I saw the flyer advertising 
Understory, I knew I had found my calling. Attending a 
meeting, I learned they were in need of an assistant editor. 
“How much does it pay?” Was the first question I asked. 
The editor gave me a look of confusion as he informed  
me it is an unpaid position. I nodded thoughtfully. “Okay, 
I’ll take it!” And I haven’t regretted it. 

It has been an adventure working to create a 
journal from the idea, up. It has been an honor to work  
with such sterling, dedicated individuals. And as it turns 
out, I did get paid. Payment arrived in the form of the 
excellent submissions of writing and art that make this 
publication so great. I hope when you read this journal 
you will sense the energy and excitement that went into 
creating it and that it shall provide entertainment for  
years to come.

Letters from the editors
Assistant editor K. Arielle Johnson
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When a photograph of mine was accepted as a 
visual arts entry in Understory 2012, my eyes were opened 
to a position in the club: Layout Designer. As a graphic 
designer, I jumped on the chance and here I am—doing 
the layout for my first mass-printed publication. It has 
been an exciting journey enticing my fellow students  
to submit their work and watching all the behind the 
scenes work that has to go into a journal like this.

I would just like to congratulate the fine individuals 
who were accepted this year. As an artist myself, I know  
how nerve-wracking it is waiting to hear whether or not  
you have been accepted. I believe that the work that 
got into this years’ journal shows a wide sampling of the 
unique styles of UAA students. 

I have thoroughly enjoyed being a part of 
Understory. Between all the silliness of a shopping cart 
parade (which we won first place for most Eco Friendly 
Cart!), bake sales, and Haunted Halloween Fun Night 
fundraising, the members of Understory have dedicated 
many days refining the journal you are about to witness.

With that, I present to you: Understory 2013.
Enjoy!

Letters from the editors
Layout designer Jenna! roosdett

I hate to begin a thank-you note with vain praise 
 for my favorite writer, but bear with me if you will. My 
roots are in the agricultural Midwest, and the writer who 
probably shaped me the most, besides Thoreau, is a 
Kentucky farmer named Wendell Berry. He has been 
writing about our food crisis for thirty years. He has  
been writing about community for more than half a 
century. Berry is part ecologist and part poet, part cultural 
critic and part pastoral geneticist.

Berry often reminds us to be thankful for what we 
have. A couple titles come to mind: The Gift of Good Land 
and “The Gift of Gravity.” The latter, a poem, describes 
the journey of water and its ability to shape the land, 
and of course, the human condition so often found in  
ecopoetics. Berry writes, “We are what we are given / and 
what is taken away.” 

Hopefully the quote from Berry will resonate 
with you. It certainly resonates with me, especially as I 
think about opening the 2013 issue of Understory. There 
seems to be no truer statement for a magazine of  
creative writing and art than “We are what we are given / 
and what is taken away.” 

This issue of Understory is a gift, and all of us 
reading this issue have many people to thank to have 
such beautiful collection of art and writing in our hands.  

Letters from the editors
Faculty Advisor douglass Bourne
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Thank you to the many contributors. Thank you to the  
faculty and staff of the Art Department, English 
Department, and Sigma Tau Delta. Thank you to  
those who donated to our many fundraisers. Thank 
you to our judges: Mariano Gonzales, Garry Kaulitz,  
David Stevenson, Aisha Barnes, Kate Quick, Tracy Bushnell, 
and Brianna Dym.

Most importantly, this issue would not be 
possible without the efforts of a dedicated staff. In 
addition to putting together a magazine, this crew has 
utilized talents above and beyond the publishing of 
a magazine. They attended countless Club Council 
meetings. They coordinated many fundraisers. They 
won awards. They labored over submissions. This staff is 
amazing. Much praise and gratitude to K. Arielle Johnson,  
Younger Oliver, Jenna! Roosdett, Sally Pak, and  
Christopher Richardson. Last and certainly not least, 
this issue would never have come together without the  
tireless efforts of Lars Singleton. Thank you for all your  
time and dedication, Lars. And thank you, again, to all  
the staff. I appreciate the opportunity to work with you. 

Without further ado, please accept this work of art, 
this gift. I’m certain there is much to be taken away. 

STORY
UNDER

2013

Welcome to
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It’s blunt and produces nothing
in the imagination.
To call three poorly constructed
Heavily indented sentences Poetry,
Is to call format the truth
It uses imagery that is
More pointless than a text messaged smile.
It tries to deliver its point
Like a clogged shower drains water.
Its message then becomes stagnant
because it could have been done
more elegantly and creatively
in a single concise prose sentence.

This is a Bad Poem
Quoc duong

Heroes on duty
Julie rychetnik
Digital Photography
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Slip backwards among the reeds, 

Stiffening the shoulders 

As the surface tension breaks 

And give a mental number - any number - to the 

Uncountable bonds forming and exploding

At the unassuming violence 

Of your smooth and lacquered skin. 

Breathe before the nostrils fill. 

And stifle the instinct 

That ushered forth your seed

From amongst a million other seeds; 

Imagine the roots and limbs, the blades and buds 

Melting from your frame 

And wait.

To ophelia
Joseph selmont

U
n

d
e

r
sT

o
r

y
 2

0
1

3

5

U
n

d
e

r
sTo

r
y

 2
0

1
3

4

Into the Light
Chelsea Klusewitz
General’s charcoal sticks and white charcoal pencils



The reeds, among the reeds, 

Slip backwards, gracefully cutting 

Through the water and downward sink: 

Strands of black hair 

Cling to your cheek and neck. 

Now think upon the baby in the basket 

Floating among the ancient reeds 

And know the emptiness 

That filled his Egyptian mother. 

And just as her grief 

Must have darkened the sun 

So does the overbearing sun 

Now recede, refracting through the ripples, 

It’s weight diffused almost to the point of 
exoneration. 

Count now the empty stars, 

Cast aside your symbolic petals, 

Close your eyes to this barren world, 

And wait.

On the slow breath out

There are only

So many ways

To sift through

The mind’s wreckage,

To categorize

Memories

By place, date, or

In terms of damage done;

To separate

The little traumas

From the morning’s treasures:

Grapefruit halves,

Soft kisses, a friend’s funeral;

To sew patches

Over the rips

Torn by obsessive

From ophelia
Joseph selmont
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Rubbing;

To scratch

At the forever-itch

Festering

Just beneath

The skin;

To feel the scab

Gather and grow

From a tiny stream of blood;

To forget

The way he

Shook out his hair;

To throw

Endless rocks

Into the center of the universe

And look out after them

Until there is nothing

But a single, gray string

Spiraling all around me.

On the fast breath in 

I barely notice the water.

Home
danielle Morgan

Ballpoint Pen
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Metamorphosis
Jessica Addington
Charcoal and Graphite

She can sit and contemplate what it might be 
in the future or if they really are at the end of an era; a 
beautiful, but nonetheless, fleeting and transient era. 
She can lie in her bed and coerce her day thoughts into 
invading her night dreams. They reoccur and re-obscure 
the concrete moments when she thought she had made 
a decision. Walk away, or sit down, or move on or not, but 
anything is better than the constant call to consider what 
is no longer, and what is no longer a story to ponder. She 
can vindicate the insouciant skin she wears like a winter 
jacket, hiding the words of a love not had and never 
talked about in the left breast pocket. Maybe it was 
as real as she made it in her brain, maybe all the details 
she constantly replays in her head are paramount in the 
way their lives will continue to grow together and not a 
sign of sickly, sad denial in the least. 

she
Julia Murakami
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I smear grease on my cheeks
To make my face work.
I stuff socks in my bra
To make my chest perk.
I squeeze my feet in shoes too small
And balance like a freak.
I stick contacts in my eyes
So I don’t look like a geek.
I kill my hair with chemicals,
Then burn it ‘til it’s straight.
I rarely eat and I run like Hell
To keep from gaining weight.
Perfect isn’t perfect.
There’s always room for more.
Higher standards? Higher face lifts
Ought to settle out the score.
Now that I’m filled with plastic,
And my hair is not my own,
With my face all painted pretty,
Am I beautiful to the bone?

Perfect
rebecca deisher
Winner of the Hayden Carruth Award!

Badonk
Jenna! roosdett

Charcoal sticks



Burnished gold fades
to a softer brown
with time.
Growing, splitting, breaking,
the variations in length
and shade
are like tree rings, marking
the seasons.
Bows and pigtails
are replaced with lovers’
fingers, caressing where
baby’s fists will one day
grasp.

Crowning Glory
Brianna dowdy

sleeping Lady
Chelsea Klusewitz

General’s charcoal pencils and compressed charcoal sticks
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rocky
Jenna! roosdett 
Digital Photography

Every Blond Hair
Every blond hair a soldier
laying about my house,
waiting in ambush
to launch surprise attacks
I thought I had defenses against.
Their weapons are memories
(of what was) and reminders
(of what can no longer be).

One got me on the couch
the other day
right as I sat down to watch t.v.
He unloaded a barrage of images
of us
next to each other and laughing
entire nights away.
It seemed sadly fitting
that I desposed of him
in a trash can.

every Blonde Hair 
Paul Hayes

U
n

d
e

r
sT

o
r

y
 2

0
1

3

17

U
n

d
e

r
sTo

r
y

 2
0

1
3

16



I’m not sure I’ll ever forget
the bastard that snuck up on me
overnight
to occupy the pillow you once used,
so his attacks came to groggy eyes
connected to a tired brain
that still had trouble believing
I was sleeping alone.
I should have given him a better death
something more deserving for a traitor,
but in my half-asleep state
I merely grabbed him from his perch
and tossed him to the floor.
(I’m sure the vacuum finished the job later).

There was one found
tangled in a towel,
I don’t think he was quite in the position
he was hoping to be;
he lobbed his strongest weapon,
a picture of you right after a shower.
I smiled and shrugged
then threw him into the shower basin
to later be washed down the drain.

And then I thought the war was over
that no more troops remained
but one more had to show up
to shatter the peace that had settled in the house.
He was hiding in a sweater,
that one of mine
you used to wear,
right within the collar

from which he reached up and tickled my ear;
it wasn’t until I grabbed him
his missiles were fired.
They struck their target
with uncanny precision.
Suddenly there you were
wearing this sweater
(and nothing but)
and you were laughing
that beautiful sound
filling my room and my ears;
it was almost too much to bear.
No simple death of fading away
for this assassin
of a joyous heart;
I’d make sure he paid
as much as he could.
I took him to the kitchen sink
where I set that fucker on fire,
burned away his entire existence.

Every blond hair a soldier,
and every day a battle.
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diffusion
Xenia Vlieger 
Digital Photography

sacred Grounds
Joseph Lurtsema

“To the spirit of my muse”

The Angel guards the sacred grounds

Past the gates and over the mounds.

Beauty radiates from her watchful eyes

Shooting out into the white, blessed skies.

The Angel glides across the holy grounds, 

Dancing in the land of withering sound.

Alone, she cares for what is said.

She sleeps on a stalwart bed. 

The Angel playfully smiles to release

The lustful wildness of the beast.

For her sassy lips soften men in dire,

Strengthening the bounds of great desire.

The Angel excites much activity

A blossoming coming forth as if from captivity.
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With beauty that goes far beyond the stars

Attracting even the Martians from Mars!

A delicate flower in harmony 

A humming bird to set her free.

A Prince desiring her return,

An Angel to eventually learn

That love still exists in the sacred grounds.

Dragonfly Blues
Aubrey Morgan 
Watercolor on Arches paper
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The seer (Time Perception)
rachel Lee
Digital Photography

I want to sit here before you in a new light. I’ve sat 
beneath florescent bulbs, chandeliers, street smog and  
fog. But I feel I am ready for the spot light. Over here, Johnny, 
I’m front and center! I got something for ya, and it’s been 
a long time coming. Now I’m ready.  Now I’m breathing. 
Yeah that’s right, this piece of wood is screaming! I’m alive! 
I’ve caught your eye!

So, have you seen it like this? What’s this  
perspective really afford? Just some keys, a dirty dish, an 
ashtray with the day’s last cig? As long as I sit... It sits on  
me more and more.

Here sits their books and magazines, their drinks 
perspire little rings. The Newspaper with its pages, so very 
gray and heavy. Sometimes it’s paper and a pen waiting...
patiently and ready to be the list that gets done or just 
the right words, assuming someone will listen. There’s the 
view of the sky in the window and the world behind it that 
they go to every day, to collect their strings of feelings and 
things that they’ll come home with. Sometimes they’re 
dried out and tired. Sometimes they’re bright and inspired. 
Sometimes it’s their wild habits promising but petty,

Coffee Table Monologues
Kenzie snyderman
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or their even wilder dreams bold and wise and 
steady. Whatever it is, it’s laying here on me

 I’ve been bought and dumped and rented, new 
and old and reinvented! ...I’m graffiti at the least

I’m the only piece of furniture in the room with balls 
enough to be louder than the T.V.

So, remember this surface ‘cause it’s remembering 
you. Not ‘cause I want to, but because I have nothing better 
to do. Now I’ve said all that will fit on this old wooden slate 
and it’s here for whoever, whenever; whatever my fate.

rusty Tear
deroy Brandt

Digital Photography
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What your soul sings
ellen davis
35mm Black and White Film Photography

Quinn told me this story once and now I have to 
pass it on. She said it was the story of the night the last 
sunflowers bloomed. I couldn’t tell you for certain exactly 
what a sunflower is or even how much of the rest is true. 
You’ll just have to judge for yourself.

oOo 

James sat on the steps of the white house shaking 
in his muddy uniform as the dawn approached.  The old 
house had survived the first civil war and was barely making 
it through the second. The windows on the first floor were 
cracked, the tall slender columns were peeling and the 
fields were overgrown. The oak table in the living room 
that Granddaddy had built for Grandma was rotting. The 
house was not much to look at now with all its grandeur 
gone, not like in the summer harvest celebrations. The 
foyer used to be open to welcome everyone, and the 
chandelier above the main staircase lit the night with one 
hundred candles. The only visitor now was James and he 
couldn’t stop the tremors. The colors of the Delegates 

Lincoln County road
elise schapira
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Uniform were fading, but they were the only clothes he 
had.  His bare feet sunk into the dirt and he hung his head 
between his knees, trembling.  His company was miles 
away and there wasn’t enough time for them to find him 
and bother with dragging him back.

All he had with him was the newspaper clippings 
wrapped around the letters. His left leg was stretched out 
to the side as he took deep ragged breaths. The ghosts 
of the plantation were silent, and rusting machinery stood 
guard. The weeds were taller than the crops had ever  
been. James didn’t have a watch to keep time, but he 
estimated that there was still a day left before the West 
delivered on their threats.  His blood was soaking into the 
stairs. James looked down at the cursed leg and forced 
himself to stand up. 

As James hobbled into the house dust leapt up 
to greet him, and the walls leaned in a little closer. James 
found his way to the bedroom on the second floor. The 
canopy bed was draped in faded purple silk. He eased 
himself into the sheets, sinking into the rare luxury. It was 
nothing like the canvas tents he’d been sleeping in. 

Death had warned him years ago that his undoing 
would lie in his loyalty. James understood now, and he 
accepted the price. The leg stung and oozed and James 
could not stop shaking. Anna Beth put her hand on his for a 
moment to help him steady a little before she disappeared 
again. James wished she would stop doing that, the heat 
was unbearable without her ghost wandering about.

Her lingering memory reminded him of times 
before the war. It used to mean something when two lovers 
lay hidden in the sunflowers and swore they’d be together. 
A promise ring wasn’t meant to be broken. Somewhere, 

James knew she still wore the one he’d given her on top 
of the Ferris wheel. He wished he could go back to those 
summers. He wanted to relive the days when his dad had 
taught him how to shoot straight. He remembered lining 
up the spoiled fruit and extra mason jars that they shot. 
The memories were so far away in the past that they were 
colored in sepia tones like a photograph. Taking a deep 
breath, he laid out the letters and smoothed the creases in 
the newspapers.

The headlines screamed up at him, their stories 
that still had their claws attached to his life: WALL STREET 
IN A PANIC. HOOVER FORCED OUT OF OFFICE. FDR’S 
NEW DEAL MET WITH ANGER: CONGRESSMEN WALK 
OUT. WEST COAST STATES REFUSE TO COOPERATE: 
‘THIS PLAN DOES NOTHING.’ WAR. 

He’d been born two years before the great crash, 
back when Coolidge was in the middle of his Presidency. 
Each headline tracked another life event.  His mother 
wouldn’t stop crying when he announced that he’d be 
signing up for the Delegates. She couldn’t handle losing 
him so soon after burying her daughter.  James ran his 
hand over the papers that he’d read so many times; he 
had made it his job to record history. Someone had to 
remember. The letters were more mementos that he 
was saving, things to jog his mind if he had the chance 
to grow old. There was one from his sister, writing from 
the University before it was bombed. Three more from his 
parents that he couldn’t bear to open. James knew that 
writing back would have hurt them more.  The last one 
was from Anna Beth. It was the only letter she had written 
from the hospital; a last request. She wanted to see the 
sunflowers again. Like the ones that were behind her house 
and under the bridge that led to the Church. He sent her 
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one; dried and pressed between two pages of parchment 
where he had scratched I love you. James never knew if 
she got them. The nurses did not send him a reply. Despite 
his efforts the letters were creased and starting to lose their 
color. He scratched at his leg and considered breaking the 
seal on the others.

There was nothing to lose; the day was young and 
he wasn’t going anywhere. He fell asleep and dreamed of 
the battlefield. The Battle of Clearwater last week was in 
shades of blue with not a word of English. Soldiers were 
yelling at him but it was all gibberish. Across the field his 
sister’s University was bursting into flames.  To his left the 
horse his captain rode was panicked. The sunflowers were 
falling back into the ground. 

A knocking on the door-frame startled James 
awake. He began shaking again. The tall man in 
the black suit leaned against the wood. “G’morning.”  
He straightened his blue tie and walked in. “How ya  
doin’ today?”

James sat up a little straighter. He shook his head. 
There was only one person that could have followed 
him. Death drummed his fingers on the bed post. “James 
m’boy, I thought I’d lost ya after Clearwater.” He tilted his 
head and inspected James carefully. His gray eyes were 
cloudy as he drawled, “Shit, there’s been a lot o’bodies to 
keep track of lately.”

“You’ll have to pardon me for running. “ James 
tried to keep his voice steady. “First time we meet left a 
bad taste in my mouth.”

“That’s your fault.” Death gestured causally at the 
wound. “You really outdid yourself this time.”

James ran a hand through his hair. “Does it matter?” 

He looked to the window. “World will end no matter what.”

“How can you be so sure?” Death pulled up a chair 
and rested his elbows onto his knees.

“The West has built the bomb.” James lowered his 
voice, “the Bomb.”

“Maybe you can teach the Delegates to outrun 
Death.”

“Yeah, well I’m doing a bang up job at that.”

Death smiled softly, and looked at the papers 
spread out.  “Think they’ll really drop it?” He picked up one 
of the headlines. “The boats across the Styx are weighed 
down enough as is.”

“Seems t’be the most likely outcome.” James 
looked up at the ceiling. “There’d have to be some kinda 
miracle to save us from ourselves.”

“Let’s be honest here James. The world will move 
on. This house will tell you that much.” He leaned back 
in the chair.  “Hrm. I got time to kill afore things go crazy 
tonight.  How would you like to make a deal?” With a 
flourish he withdrew a copper pocket watch from his 
breast pocket. There was a scythe engraved on one side, 
crossed over an hourglass with a border around it and on 
the opposite side was an illegible name. James stared at 
him blankly without understanding. “I warned you last go 
round to be careful. You gotta earn it this time. Tell you 
what, I’ll even give you Anna Beth back if you win.”

“And my leg?” James watched the pocket watch 
swing back and forth. 

“You think you can try to cheat me and walk away? 
That limp will remain.”

“Alright. I’ll shoot you for it.”
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Death smiled softly. “Oh?”

“Outside. On the old oak tree should be the 
tire swing. Thirty paces away, see who can put three shots 
in it.”

“And your weapon?”

James pointed to the closet. “My granddaddy’s 
pair of LeMats is in there.  From the War of Northern 
Aggression.”

Death raised one eyebrow and considered it. He 
looked at his pocket watch then tucked it away. “Sure you 
can walk outside? You’re shaking mighty bad.”

“I can make it. Grab the revolvers and let’s go.”

Death pushed his chair back and reached for the 
closet. James grinned. The old guns had been neglected 
in the past three years, and no one had cleaned them. They 
were relics of another century. The walnut grip wasn’t as 
sturdy and the blued steel was speckled with rust. His dad 
had showed him how to shoot them years ago, but now 
James shot with new guns. The accuracy had improved 
a lot since the first civil war. He swung his leg over the 
bed and got up slowly. He left the letters and the papers 
behind. Death stood by the door-frame with the wooden 
box under his arm. “Shall we?”

James hobbled toward the door. “Follow me.”

Death trailed after him. The sun was brighter than it 
should have been. He hummed a little, a blues song from 
the radio. “Mmm, Senor, Senor, can you tell me where 
we’re headed? Lincoln County Road or Armageddon? 
Feels like I been down this road before.” James wanted 
to yell at him but it wasn’t worth it. He was using all his 
effort to walk straight. The oak tree was behind the house, 

overgrown and intimidating. Death looked up at the long 
branches. “Musta had a lot of fun here.”

“Yeah,” James said as he stopped a good distance 
away. He shrugged off his coat and squinted at the tree. 
“My sister liked to be on the tire swing, and I had to push 
her. She said it was like flying.” He turned to Death and 
pointed at the low branch. “See it over there? Three shots.”

Death took off his suit coat. He kneeled down 
and opened the beaten wooden chest. There was some 
of the ammunition in there that Dad had kept. James 
took the offered gun and loaded it. Death did the same. 
“Gentlemen first,” James nodded.

Death raised up his arm and assumed firing 
position. He took aim at the left side of the tire swing and 
squeezed the trigger as he exhaled. The pistol jumped. 
They both looked to the tree but the tire swing didn’t 
move. Death frowned and glared at the gun. “Your turn,” 
he grumbled.

“You gotta be wary with these beauties. Aim’s 
terrible on the damn things.” James said cheerfully. He 
lifted the revolver and aimed for the middle of the tire 
swing. He took a deep breath and let it out half way as he 
adjusted for the slack in the trigger.  There was a tremor 
building in his shoulder as he squeezed off a round. The 
bullet hit with a small pop as it smacked into the rubber 
and swung wildly with the momentum. James nodded to 
Death and stepped back. “One.”

Death lifted up the revolver and adjusted his 
stance. He aimed higher this time. Breathing slowly 
he cocked back the hammer and fired. His arm jerked  
again, but he kept himself steady. The bullet skipped 
over the tire completely. Death shook his gun and  
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cursed. “What did you do to these guns?”

“Nothing.” James shrugged. “That’s the problem. 
Beautiful revolvers but they need a lot of care.” James 
planted his leg behind himself and closed one eye. He 
aimed just to the right this time, and let another round go. 
It hit on the edge of the tire, sending shreds of rubber to 
jump in the air. James lowered his arm slowly and forced a 
smile past his pain. “Two.”

Death bit his tongue. He unbuttoned his collar 
and waited for the tire to stop moving. He tried to mimic 
James’s gestures. He fired without bothering to second 
guess his aim. The bullet hit the tire right next to where the 
rope wrapped around. “Goddamn one,” He hissed.

“Nice.” James nodded. He opened up his shoulders 
and shot. The bullet missed the tire, but hit the tree. “Well, 
shoot. Guess that’s your turn.”

Death grinned and the sun glinted off his gold 
plated front tooth. “Ain’t that a damned shame.” He 
checked the rounds in his revolver and shrugged. “Maybe 
we oughta switch guns. Just to be sportsman-like. In the 
name of fairness.”

“If you want. Won’t make much of a difference.” 
James held his gun out, and switched them.  He raised 
one eyebrow. “Be careful, the hammer on that one is a 
little tricky.”

Death held the revolver, feeling the weight. He 
stood back and took stance. The tire swing was still. 
He aimed and fired. His bullet hit the rope and the tire 
twitched. “Two.”

“Sorry, but we’re only supposed to hit the tire.” 
James said, barely concealing a smile.

“Bullshit.”

“Them’s the rules. But just to be fair,” James opened 
up the barrel of his gun and retrieved one of bullets, “you 
can have an extra shot.”

Death took the bullet cursing under his breath. 
He jammed it into the gun. “Fine, fine.” He took his time 
setting up the shot. He bit down on his tongue as he fired 
the gun. The bullet missed completely. “Goddamn.”

James lifted up his gun slowly, savoring it. He was 
about to fire when the shakes hit him again, this time 
harder and he fell to the ground convulsing. Death leaned 
over him. “Looks like you gotta problem there.”

“Just give me a minute.” James clenched his teeth. 
“It. Will. Pass.” He bit back a scream and rolled onto his 
side. Taking deep long breaths he pushed himself up. 
“Where’s my gun.” He growled.

“That’s what’ll happen when you’ve got an 
infection.” Death added with his outstretched hand. 

“Shut the hell up.” James grabbed the revolver 
and got up carefully, leaning heavily on his uninjured 
leg. He held onto his arm, squeezing it to keep it steady. 
His heart was pounding as he closed one eye to  
focus on the gun-sight. The gun went off without a 
hitch. He smiled and let his arm drop. The shaking was 
fighting him and winning. His eyes rolled backed into 
his head as he fell again. James started to scream as the  
pain flew through his veins like fire. Death looked from 
him to the tire swing. It was dancing wildly from where  
the bullet had hit it. He smiled. “Well, shit.” He looked 
back to James. Pulling out the pocket watch, he clicked  
it open and shut. He snapped and James’s body fell limp.
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“Do you think you’ll miss the sunflowers? Magic like 
this is rather peculiar.”

James laid on the ground cursing.

“Don’t worry. A deal’s a deal.”

James felt something hit his chest, and a clink as the 
metal chain landed next. Then blackness came over him 
and there was nothing left. The sun was close to setting.

oOo 

Anna Beth drew a cold towel across James’s 
forehead and whispered to him. “Sweetheart, wake up, 
wake up.”

James groaned and rolled over. The bed was so 
soft, even if it smelled musky. Anna’s voice was gentle. He 
knew the fever was claiming him. The dreams were too 
vivid, too real. Her lips pressed gently onto his forehead. 
Unlike before he could feel the warmth in her lips; she 
wasn’t floating on the edges. He opened his eyes and saw 
her.  She was the same as the day of the county fair with 
her hair pulled back in a blue bow. She was even wearing 
the sunflower patterned dress he’d bought her. “James, 
what have you done?”

“Anna Beth?” He sat up and looked around. The 
newspapers were on the bed. The letters were there. She 
was there. Outside the window the sun was setting. “Oh 
god,” he breathed. “The bomb.”

“He said we’d be safe in the peach cellar.” She 
helped him balance.

“He?”

“Come on, we have to go.”

James looked down at his leg. It felt stiff, but there 
was only a scar now. He got up slowly and took her hand. 
“Anna, I thought I wouldn’t see you-” He froze when he felt 
the tremors in the earth.  “You’re going to have to let me 
lean on you. Do you remember how to find it?”

“’Course. Back of the pantry. Where we used to 
hide after you got bad marks in school.” She laughed.

He smiled and hobbled down the stairs. “Jee-zus, 
it’s good to see you again.”

He draped one arm around her shoulder as they 
hurried out.  In James’s pocket he could feel a weight 
hitting against his leg. He stopped and pulled out the 
watch. Anna looked at it fondly. “We’ll be alright when the 
second hand stops.”

He looked at her and raised one eyebrow.

“Just trust me. There’s so much I have to tell you.”

The canned peaches were still fresh in the cellar 
when the nukes fell later that night. Something went wrong 
in the timers or the wires, but the bombs worked mostly. 
The old South was hurt, but on a much smaller scale. 
The damage wasn’t just physical--histories got wiped 
out. The great sunflower fields that were once wild had 
disappeared.  There was a shortage of crops and a system 
of rationing was created. Nothing would grow for a long 
time. The President of the Delegates reassured the scared 
country that there was nothing to fear anymore, nothing 
except fear that kept us from action. It would be a long 
while before the wounds would heal.

oOo 
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I looked at Quinn. Some of it was from my history 
books on the former United States. I asked her what it was 
supposed to mean. She just smiled and shook her head. 
“You’ll understand sooner or later. But for now, there’s 
something I want to give you.” Quinn took an old copper 
pocket watch out. “Here, I think your Grandfather would 
want you to have it.”

Turnagain at Low Tide
ellen davis

35mm Black and White Film Photography
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Behind the Lines
Jessica Addington
Mixed Media

He had woken up in the hospital a few days ago. A 
sight so familiar to him he had forgotten why he might be 
there.  He couldn’t remember why this time there were so 
many cards and flowers and well wishes. It was only when 
the nurse came in and thanked him did he realize that the 
War was over. He could go home.

He had defeated the enemy but not before failing 
to save the one person he had promised himself he would 
keep safe. She was gone. He felt the heat in his eyes but 
the tears refused to fall. He had seen so much, survived 
for so long he didn’t know how to allow himself weakness 
anymore.

He was tired. So tired. The years of fighting were 
like decades, and he felt too old for his body.  He just 
wanted to close his eyes and not see the faces of dead 
friends. Or worse, see her smiling face as he told her he’d 
protect her.

He remembered the day he met her. She had been 
walking in her bare feet as he patrolled by. She had given 
him a gaped-tooth smile and handed him a flower as she 
said “Thank you for helping us.” 

Indelible
Morrisa P. Clark



Two weeks later the bombs came. He had seen her 
again and she was frightened and crying, he picked her 
up and carried her away from the carnage. She looked 
so scared when he set her down, as scared as he had felt 
and he told her that it would be alright. Seeing her made 
him feel braver than any training he had ever gotten. He 
had charged back in, promising her, promising himself 
that everything would be okay. He thought it was an easy 
promise to keep.

The few members of his company that survived 
had come by and tried to cheer him up. He could see in 
their eyes that the sincerity was there, but the men saying 
the words had their own scars. They tried to tell him that 
in every war there were ‘acceptable losses’. He didn’t see 
how a little girl could count as one. He knew they were just 
as damaged as he was. They were reaching out so they 
wouldn’t be alone. He hoped it made them feel better, he 
wasn’t sure if it helped him.

It took him until the end of the week for him to 
realize he didn’t even know her name.

Finally the doc came in and said he was free to go. 
Free to go. He had dreamt of those words. Had laughed 
with his team members thinking of the day their great 
adventure would be over and they could go home heroes. 
Now he was told by everyone he met that he was a hero, 
but there was no one to laugh with anymore. 

He was packed up and shipped home. There 
was confetti, waving flags, cheers and everything he had 
dreamt about coming home to. He had pushed his way 
past, ignored the congratulations, the words of thanks 
and the affectionate touches from strangers. He got in a 
cab and went home. The sound of his bag hitting the floor 

echoed through the house. Welcome home.

Would the nightmares ever stop? Would he ever 
be able to stand the sound of fireworks? He supposed he 
should take it one step at a time and see if he could handle 
just laughing again. 

He didn’t leave the couch for the first few days. 
He kept the T.V on something that was mellow, no loud 
noises, no screaming. It was after the first few days that he 
realized he had left the War. But there was still a battle on. 
Every day over there he had fought for survival; he had to 
be brave when he was scared, he had trained himself to 
run towards danger not away from it. Now he had to fight a 
new enemy. He had to fight to survive in a way his training 
never prepared him for. No not survive, live.

He needed the strength to acknowledge that he 
was a hero in the eyes of the world. He had saved lives 
and nothing could change that. He had accomplished his 
mission. Heroes saved lives; but something that no one 
ever talked about was that heroes also made mistakes. 
They made promises that they couldn’t keep. 

They weren’t less of a hero for being human.

That night he slept in a bed. He got up. He 
showered. Had some coffee. Watched the news. Then he 
went to his front door and opened it.
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Jungle Fight
Anastasia Ward
Adobe Illustrator and Photoshop, Winner of the Turnagain Art Award!

Electric light constellations

like distant galaxies of nuclear families

sit down for dinner.

Bright stars full of hopes and dreams

pass the mashed potatoes

and burn brighter

than they are led to believe.

Some, quiet satellites orbiting alone,

warm themselves in the glow of

plasma screens—scattered points of light

on the black velvet expanse

of distant meadows and rolling hills.

Above, incandescent balls of gas

look down, disbelieving,

at our complexity.

nightscape
Brianna dowdy
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Undone (season of the Ghost)
rachel Lee
Digital Photography

The darkness grew heavier, sliding a thin sheet 
of pressure around the air that Amber walked through. 
She could feel the wolf’s presence not far off and pushed 
herself to move faster. It had started trailing them near the 
northern edge of Otter Lake. The sun had nearly set when 
she’d first caught sight of that ashen-gray blur, slipping 
between the shadows of the trunks, vanishing like a mirage 
when she turned to get a closer look. 

As she carried her infant-niece, Johanna, on her 
back along the lake’s western edge and wound down 
around to the southern tip, curving back toward the 
parking lot and the old, blue Ford, it slithered out from 
between a pair of firs. The sun was gone now, the sky a 
pink hazy memory of its vanished warmth. In the waning 
light, she could make out the arc of the wolf’s ribcage, tufts 
of matted fur clung tightly to its skin in some places; other 
spots lay bare. It was alone. 

The creature took a hesitant step forward. Amber 
reached for the bear-mace her husband, Kyle, had insisted 
upon when she had first suggested the idea of these 
weekly hikes. Her hands shook and she fumbled with 
what the package had said was an easy-release safety. The 

Mist of Memories
Craig Miley 

Winner of the Understory Literary Award!



orange cap came tumbling off and fell to the ground as 
the wolf took another step forward. Amber struggled to 
hold the can steady, trying to remember what her husband 
had said, the way his voice had come through the laptop’s 
shitty speakers as the webcam pulled a ventriloquist act 
and put them in the same room, she sitting on the Ft. 
Richardson side, he the Kandahar. 

“Do you really need to do this Amber?”

“I can’t just sit at home anymore.” 

 “Look, Amber, if this is about Samantha—your sister 
wouldn’t—”

“Kyle—” 

“I’m just trying to—”

“Don’t. I’m doing this. Where’s your bear spray?”

“Storage unit, the Action Packer tub on the second 
shelf, it should be right on top of my hiking gear.”

“How do I use it?”

“Pull the safety. Aim for the eyes. Wait till it’s in 
range, about thirty feet or so.”

“Will I even have time left to spray if a grizzly is 
thirty feet from me?”

“If you stay calm.”

“Thanks.”

“I love you.”

“—I love you too.”

“Remember, calm.” 

Calm was not among the things in Amber’s head 
as the wolf limped closer, a gash on the outside of its left 

hind leg slowing its pace. She wasn’t thinking anything. 
All that came were flashes of physicality: the weight of 
Johanna’s head resting against her back as the baby slept 
in the brand new baby-carrier, the sticky condensation of 
her sweat against the armpits of the old Bearpaw Festival 
t-shirt she was wearing under her new jacket, the whisper, 
no, the promise, of a breeze glazing across her face, the 
burbling chatter of the lake’s gentle ebb as a duck landed 
on its glassy surface.

The moment broke. The wolf surged forward and 
Amber’s heart pumped so hard her vision jumped with 
every beat. She fumbled the bear mace, swatting it out of 
reach in her panicked attempt to catch it. She hesitated. 
Her brain was so set on the bear mace as her only line of 
defense that she almost dove after it despite the futility. 
Instinct won out: Amber ran. The wolf chased.

Arms pumping, chaffing against the thick straps 
of the baby carrier, she ran. The dense scrub of trees 
beside the lake reached out for her, pulling her onward 
with the prospect of the open space between each trunk. 
Their staunch thicket of pliable branches jutted out in all 
directions. A formless wall of nature. She ran into it without 
hesitation, surrendering all sense of direction as the forest 
engulfed her.

Johanna cried loud, long wails of confusion. 
Amber’s skin stung as the crisp September air seared 
through her light windbreaker. Aided by the multitude of 
tears made in the jacket’s slick, gray surface as she collided 
with branches and plunged forward, the chill coursed 
beneath the cloth and under her skin.

Amber felt her niece’s weight plunge downward 
with each step, causing the straps to dig a little bit deeper 
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into her shoulders and put a little more pressure on her 
knees. She felt it particularly in the left one, which she’d 
thrown out as a Junior in cross-country. The weight was 
relieved for the briefest of instants as her brand-new trail 
shoes pushed off the moist soil.

The shoes had rubbed blisters on the ball of her 
right foot and on her left big toe as she had hiked around 
the lake earlier. They ruptured now, sending a sweep of 
fluid over her sweaty feet before the inflamed, red flesh 
beneath began to sear with each pounding stride.  She 
shouldn’t have left without breaking the shoes in. It was 
what Samantha would have done. Amber could hear her 
trailblazing, mountain climbing, older sister’s voice even 
now, whispering to her from the darkness, over the sound 
of her own ragged breaths and Johanna’s cries.

Didn’t I teach you anything? You’ve got to wear 
them around the house, break ‘em in first. I’ll do the 
outdoors; you do the fashion. Trust me and we’ll be hiking 
up Flattop in a pair of matching dresses in no time.

 The only time Amber remembered ever seeing 
her sister in a dress was at prom. Samantha had gone 
wearing a deep, forest-green gown, arm in arm with 
Timothy Shockey. The same man who, twelve years later, 
would father her only child, during a one-night stand at a 
Montana motel. Amber couldn’t recall what her sister had 
worn on her feet the night of prom. The thought slipped as 
one of Amber’s laces caught on a root.

She collided with the unforgiving earth at full speed, 
skidding across the forest’s undergrowth like a rock tossed 
over the thin surface of a lake. Soil filled her nostrils and 
she spluttered for air. Her hands were bleeding. The red of 
her blood looked thick and black in the growing darkness. 

The thought of Johanna’s fragile head slamming 
against the cushion of the baby carrier as they’d hit the 
ground made Amber want to puke, but she didn’t have 
the air. Coughing and gasping she managed to stand, 
pushing herself on, certain the wolf was just behind. The 
scent of fresh earth mixed with the taste of bile in her 
mouth as her senses reeled with the surge of adrenaline.

Amber’s legs burned and she limped on her left 
side, her knee sending an S.O.S. out to her brain, crying 
out for a halt to the retreat. Her breaths were becoming 
harder and harder to pull in. It felt like her lungs had been 
perforated and shredded, unable to hold air. She could 
hear a soft fwump, fwump, fwump—fwump fwump fwump 
as the earth behind her was impacted by something 
large, something heavy. Johanna shrieked. Amber flung 
herself to the right, hoping to put just a little more distance 
between them and the wolf.

 Without the lake’s edge to guide her, she was 
irrevocably lost. The adrenaline had run its course and 
Amber’s pace slowed. Her long strides turned into wobbly 
stumbles. Oh, Kyle. You were right. This was stupid. I’m not 
her. I’m not her.

 Johanna had finally run out of breath and her cries 
became hiccups. I’m sorry, Sam. I’m sorry. A wall of fog lay 
ahead, stretching through the forest in both directions. 
Amber collapsed. Her limbs deadened, she slid a few feet 
farther, her face dragging along the ground, her bottom 
lip catching against root and earth. The taste of dirt filled 
her mouth as she let out a last gasp of surrender and her 
body came to a halt in the light, gray mist. 

“I’m sorry Sam.” Her voice came out in a whimpering 
croak, clogged by the gritty soil. Samantha would never 
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hear her. There was no one to listen now but the marble 
slab in a plot back in a Montana graveyard. No one to 
listen now, but her sister’s daughter.

Get up. Come play. The sound of laughter bloomed 
in the air. Amber could smell the booming presence of 
her father’s elderberry pie, familiar, welcoming. Get up. 
Come play. A little girl stood a few feet past Amber. Her 
form was flickering and distorted, as if cast upon the mists 
by a projector. Even as a little girl, there was no mistaking 
Samantha’s shock of long red hair, and the familiar crook 
in the upper left corner of her lips as she smiled. Don’t 
make me tell you again. Look he’s coming. 

Samantha extended a small, delicate finger, 
pointing behind Amber. The wolf was plunging through 
the mists right toward them. Grimy fangs bared, saliva 
trailed along its jowls in thin streams.

Come on.

“I can’t,” Amber said. Her swollen tongue clogged 
her speech.

Let me help you. The little girl reached down 
and took her hand. Amber wrapped her fingers around 
Samantha’s. Her sister’s hand flickered and sputtered, but 
its firm grasp never waivered. Amber was yanked to her 
feet and tugged forward. She stumbled and nearly fell 
again. Run. 

Amber took a step and then another. Samantha 
smiled and released Amber’s hand, turning back the other 
way. 

“Don’t leave me,” Amber said. Samantha smiled.

Go on. With a whoop of innocent glee, Samantha 
turned and swept at the wolf.

Amber did her best to run. She gasped and panted 
as the cramp in her side started to feel more and more 
like someone had broken one of her ribs and was pushing 
the jagged, splintered edge in against her organs. She 
kept her strides long and even as they had once been in 
her cross-country days. Her shoulders were now numb to 
the pain and Johanna’s weight had disappeared. Amber 
would have feared her niece lost to the fog if not for the 
swish of her windbreaker against the baby-carrier’s straps. 

The fog thinned as she stumbled onward. Beyond 
the haze at its end, Amber could see the Otter Lake 
parking lot and the silhouette of the old, blue Ford. It was 
within reach and she pushed a little harder, digging for 
what her track coach had called “the last gasp”. She nearly 
collided with the door of the truck as her frantic brain tried 
to command her weary body to stop. The silver tab inside 
the window told her she’d left the door unlocked. Amber 
wrenched it open, sweeping Johanna off her back and 
onto the front bench seat before scrambling in after her. 
She slammed the door shut and thumbed down the lock. 

She could see the wolf hurtling out of the edge of 
the fog just a few feet away; wispy strands of vapor seemed 
to cling to its sides as it emerged from the forest. It was 
almost to the truck when the little girl appeared. She ran at 
the wolf, arms wide open. They collided and tumbled back 
into the fog together, vanishing in an explosion of green 
mist. Clutching her niece tight to her chest, gurgling, 
hiccupping, sobs tumbled out between Amber’s breaths, 
penetrating the still, stale air of the truck’s cab. She watched 
as the green mist dissipated amongst the rest of the grey 
fog like a congregation of lightning bugs departing into 
the night—each going their separate way.
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Jessica Addington
Hi! My name is Jessica Addington and I am 
currently pursuing a Bachelor’s Degree in  
Art with a focus on drawing. My whole life 
I have had a passion for drawing and have 
recently been drawn to capturing the beauty 
of the human figure in expression in my 
drawings. My main goal is to convey the 
talent that God has blessed me with and  
use it for other people to enjoy. 

deroy Brandt
Deroy Brandt is a senior in the Art Department. 
He uses his photography to project the world 
around him to those who are willing to see. 
In the future he hopes that he will be able 
to use his photography to emphasize social 
change in effective and imaginative means.

Contributors

Here you will find the names, biographies and 
photographs of the people featured in the journal as well 
as Understory 2013 staff. Understory staff are noted with 
an asterisk.
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Morrisa P. Clark
My name is Morrisa P. Clark and I am so 
excited to get my first short story published! 
I have written ever since I was a kid and 
though I’ve wanted to be everything from 
a superhero to a fashion designer I have 
always loved writing. Indelible is not based 
on any one war or person; it’s based on 
my perception of the human experience in 
war. It is not political merely an observation. 
Thank you so much for everyone who helped 
me get this out there and I hope my good 
fortune will continue!

ellen davis
Ellen Davis is a California girl living in Alaska 
and likes to think that the Tolkien quote;  
“Not all those who wander are lost,” applies  
to her. She has traveled the world, earned a  
BA in English Literature, a Master’s in 
Library and Information Sciences, and is 
currently working as a Librarian. During a 
trip to Australia with her first digital camera 
she discovered her joy and passion for 
photography, but it took her a few years 
(coughEIGHTcough) to decide it was time 
to make a serious commitment to the 
relationship, and is now in pre-BFA status  
for photography and sculpture.
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K. Arielle Johnson*
Born on the silver anniversary of the Good 
Friday Earthquake, Ms. Johnson is presently 
pursuing an art degree at UAA. An amateur 
acrobat, she spent 6 months in Quebec 
studying under the great tightrope walker 
Gaston Langlois, but was asked to leave 
after her poor French skills resulted in the 
accidental deaths of 3.

shaina Jones*
Shaina Jones was born and raised in 
Anchorage, Alaska and graduated from 
East High School in 2009. She is currently an 
English Literature major and Theatre minor 
at UAA, and loves reading, writing, and 
many different forms of art. She has enjoyed 
volunteering for Understory and learning a 
little more about the editing process.

sara Kalamarides*
Sara Kalamarides was born and raised in 
Anchorage, Ak. She is graduating in May with 
a degree in English Literature and another 
in the Spanish language. She would like to 
pursue a career as a high school English 
teacher. She hopes to attend graduate 
school at UAA.

rebecca deisher
Rebecca Deisher will be graduating this 
Spring with a Bachelor’s degree in English 
Education with a Communication minor. 
Some of her passions include reading, 
writing, dancing, singing, travel, and 
languages. (Lately, she has been working 
on her tribal Orkish accent.) Rebecca is very 
excited to be getting married this Summer 
and is looking forward to a week long 
honeymoon in Hawaii. While there, Rebecca 
hopes to Hula, snuggle with a dolphin, and 
learn some native Hawaiian phrases.

Brianna dowdy
Brianna Dowdy is graduating this May with 
a degree in English.  This fall, after 16 years 
in Alaska, she will be returning to her native 
Oklahoma, where she hopes to both survive 
the heat and pursue a career in editing.

Quoc duong
Quoc Duong is a English major. He likes 
the outdoors, except when he doesn’t.  
He performs drums in the indie/hip-hop 
band GhengisKhan and is a line cook at 
Larry’s Cocoon.

Paul Hayes
I was born in Montana and raised in Alaska. 
Joined the Air Force and left Alaska for a 
few years, but came right back when my 
enlistment was up.
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Aubrey Morgan
All throughout her entire life, Aubrey Morgan 
has been making art. She always participated 
in art clubs and activities throughout middle 
and high school and is now pursuing a BFA in 
painting. Aubrey plans to graduate in spring 
of 2014 from UAA. 

danielle Morgan
Danielle Morgan is an Art major in her  
second year at UAA. She is an adventurer 
of space and time, having traveled from  
the 1980’s, recently having arrived in 2013.

Craig Miley
Craig Miley is currently pursuing a BA in 
English and a minor in Creative Writing 
and Literary Art. He aspires to be a full-time 
writer and considers his story’s selection 
in Understory an honor and a step toward 
that goal. In order to sustain these studies 
and dreams, Craig works as a veterinary 
technician at Cornerstone Animal Hospital.

Julia Murakami                No photo available
My name is Julia Murakami; I am 21 years 
old. Sometimes I try to write stories that  
will inculcate meaning into somebody; 
I want to do it forever. Writing for an  
existence is what brands my English and 
Philosophy majors daring.

Chelsea Klusewitz
I was born in Germany, but have also lived 
in Maryland, Pennsylvania, Australia, Hawaii, 
and now Alaska. I feel lucky to have seen and 
experienced all of the places I have, and I 
really want to travel when I finish with school. 
Right now I am working on completing 
my BFA with drawing as my focus. Art has  
always been my passion, and even though 
drawing is usually what I gravitate towards, 
more recently I have been exploring  
painting, ceramics, and other mediums.

rachel Lee
Rachel Lee is an artist from Anchorage, AK, 
who will receive her Bachelor’s Degree in 
Photography at the University of Alaska 
Anchorage in the spring of 2013. She 
studies the difficult themes of life that are 
experienced by many through recreating 
them in beautiful and interpretive ways. She 
hopes that her artwork will inspire meaningful 
conversations among her viewers and that 
individuals will make personal connections 
between her art and their own lives. 

Joseph Lurtsema
Joseph Lurtsema is a Pre-Med student at 
UAA and a freshman. When not obsessively 
studying and taking tests, he spends time 
working out, writing poetry, and spending 
time with the people he loves. Joseph enjoys 
volunteering for the community and is 
leading a team to Guatemala this summer for 
a medical outreach program. He hopes that 
he will be accepted into WWAMI medical 
school and work on becoming a doctor.
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younger oliver*
Most people ask how I got my name; I’m 
named after a gang of Wild West outlaws, 
the Younger Gang. Currently, I am a senior 
English major at UAA, and I hope to get into 
Cambridge for my Master’s in Modern and 
Contemporary Literature. I have addictions 
to Rockstars, reading, and British television. 
I have lived in a lot of places, including the 
East Coast and the Caribbean, but I grew up 
in the Alaskan bush and think of AK as my 
home. Working with the Understory 2013 
group has been amazing, and I look forward 
to being a part of the 2014 issue as well.

Jenna! roosdett*
Recently accepted as a BFA student with a 
primary emphasis in Graphic Design and 
secondary in Photography, Jenna! has 
been rediculously excited to be a part of 
Understory 2013. With graduation set for 
Spring of 2014, Jenna! has pushed herself 
to take on the operation of her very own 
business, Jenna! Fleur Designs, as well as 
making rent monies as the Graphics Team 
Manager at UAA Student Activities. With the 
very little free time Jenna! has, she enjoys 
cuddling with her man and her kitty, making 
baked pickles, watching a few Disney blu-
rays and maybe chugging a few Monsters.

Julie rychetnik
Julie Rychetnik was born in Texas and has 
spent the majority of her life in Alaska. In 
2009, Julie earned a BA in English with a 
minor in Psychology and a minor in Theatre. 
In 2012, Julie earned a BA in Art. Julie works 
for the Anchorage Fire Department as a 
911 Dispatcher, and is passionate about 
photographing the brave individuals that 
protect our community.

elise schapira
Elise Schapira was born and raised in Alaska. 
She is in her fourth year as an Economics 
Major at UAA who’d rather go dancing than 
stay in class. Her life’s ambition is to make 
sure everyone has a story to tell, and a laugh 
to share.

Ivonne segura*
Ivonne Segura is a senior studying English 
Literature. In her free time she enjoys baking 
anything and everything on Pinterest. She 
hopes to someday be the winner of Cupcake 
Wars and have her own show like Cake Boss, 
but better.

Joseph selmont
Joe Selmont was born in Florida and spent 
his formative years in the Matanuska Valley. 
Most of the time he is a student at the 
University of Alaska Anchorage. On occasion 
he is a poet, essayist, and short story writer. 
He does not miss Florida.
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Xenia Vlieger
Xenia Vlieger was raised in Idaho and moved 
to Alaska in 2011 because of the military. 
She is currently pursuing a BA in Art with an 
emphasis in photography. Most of her work is 
strongly influenced by Literature and History.

Anastasia Ward
Anastasia Ward is an illustrator who  
specializes in working digitally. She has 
worked on a number of published projects, 
which include an animated TV spot, a 
children’s book, and is currently working 
on an interactive children’s book for the 
Kindle. To view her portfolio please visit 
her Facebook page at www.facebook.com/
artofanastasiaward.

sheila sine*
Sheila Sine was born and raised in Alaska, 
and graduated with a BA in English Literature 
with a minor in Creative Writing from UAA in 
2012. This is her second  year volunteering 
for Understory. She also volunteers with the 
49 Alaska Writing Center, a local creative 
writing  non-profit and is a member of 
Writer’s Ink, a local writing group. At present, 
she is working on a novel and miscellaneous 
short stories.

Lars singleton*
Lars Singleton is proud to work with 
Understory for a second year in a row. He is 
in his last year of his Bachelor of Arts degree 
in English specializing in literature. Lars has a 
deep passion for the creative arts, and enjoys 
writing creatively. 

Kenzie snyderman
I have been a traveler all my life. However I 
have recently adopted Alaska as my home 
and am happy to be raising my family here. 
I am a mother of two children (Zipporah, 4 
years; and Boaz, 9 months), a student and a 
freelance writer.



Cover Art submissions

In this section we acknowledge the three best 
submissions to the Understory Cover Art Contest.

Though there were several beautiful submissions  
to the contest we have decided to only feature the  
three best in this section. Please enjoy the work of 
these three artists that we thought best represented the  
theme: Understory; a layer of vegetation beneath the  
main canopy of a forest.

Casey Kleeb
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Jenna! roosdett
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Matthew eidem
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