
VOLUME XIX, Issue I                                 September 20, 2019



22 The Flipside

The Flipside is a publication dedicated to providing an 
alternative media outlet and forum on the UW-Eau Claire 
campus by welcoming the writing, artwork, photography, 
and involvement of all students and community 

members. By reflecting on news, perspectives, and opinions 
on local, national, and international issues, we seek to develop 
participatory democracy and freedom of speech.
All published material remains the property of the individual contributors. 
Opinions of the writers and contributors are their own. Articles found within 
in no way reflect the opinion of The Flipside as a whole. The Flipside reserves 
the right to reject any advertising, articles, letters, images, hubcaps, or any 
other materials submitted for publication
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“About The Flipside”
Hayley Jacobson
The Flipside Editor In Chief 

Hello! I am so excited that you picked up a 
copy of The Flipside! Inside these pages are 
stories, opinions, poems, pictures, and more; 
all created by the students and faculty of UW 
Eau Claire. 

You’re welcome to join them, of course. We 
would love to read or print whatever you have 
created or want to talk about in these pages 
as well. You see, we, The Flipside, are the only 
free speech publication here on campus. Our 
goal is to create a space where everyone, and 
I do mean everyone, is capable of speaking 
their mind through different forms of writing 
and art. 

Every piece in these pages and pages past 
belongs to the person who submitted it. We 
do not own your work once we publish it, it 
will always be yours. It’s the same thing with 
the opinions you send us. They will be yours.

The Flipside only has two rules when it comes 
to submitting pieces. One, you can’t break 
the first amendment. That’s pretty easy to 
do. We rarely break the first amendment in 
everyday life as it is. The second, though, is 
a bit more important. You are not allowed 
to publish under a false name. If you submit 
your opinion to us, or any of your works, you 
should be proud of it, and put your name on 
it. 

Even if you don’t want to submit any of your 
work, (which I understand, it can be pretty 
scary) I hope you enjoy the flipside and 
pick it up every time you see a new issue. 
Share it with your friends, family, or use it 
for wrapping paper. It’s surprisingly nice for 
wrapping up fragile things, especially if you’re 
moving. 

Whatever you chose to do with The Flipside, 
we hope to see you in the future. If you 
want to read past submissions, just go to our 
website at TheFlipsidePress.org for more! 

“Say His Name: George 
Floyd”
Sydney Schwantes

Our world suffers from oppression, cruelty 
and hatred. The murdering of George Floyd 
was the utmost definition of a tragedy. The 
loss of a life that was at a matching value 
of yours or mine. As humans we are all 
susceptible to sufferance and enjoyment, it 
is on these grounds that we are all deserving 
of equal treatment. Words could never do 
justice to describe the pain felt from this loss. 
I cannot speak on behalf of the minorities 
who experience such pain on a daily basis. 
White privilege is existent as a result of 
historic and enduring racism. Our country’s 
history still haunts us in the modern day. It 
has been pushed back, silenced and gone 
unrecognized. If there is any hope for our 
society to become better we need to address 
the systemic racism that has been caused by 
historical injustice. 

As a society we can be better. 

We NEED to be better. 

We NEED change. 

We NEED love, acceptance, and equality. 

Sadly, history cannot be rewritten but it can 
be learned from. Our institutions have failed 
us and continue to fail us. What has worked 
in the past is not what will be sufficient in 
our future. This change may seem bigger 
than you, and in part it is. It is a collection of 
efforts. But together we are that collection 
and a piece of that is you. It all begins at the 
individual level. 
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It is time to listen, to stand with one other, 
and most importantly accept each other. 
Our small acts of progression can accumulate 
into a movement. A movement that takes us 
away from our past and into a superior future. 

Don’t just be kind, understanding, and 
accepting, but spread it amongst yourself. 
Make the effort to be a part of a collective 
change so that tomorrow looks better than 
yesterday.

“The Conquering”
Leah Woodward
English Major

Every human that has ever lived on Earth has 
pondered the same unanswerable question, 
without ever receiving any response that fully 
satisfied them. 

Sure, some people made up their own 
answers in order to continue with their lives 
and stay sane, but each of these, though 
usually vaguely inspirational, left everyone 
who heard them with a hollow taste in the 
back of their brains. Nothing a human could 
invent would ever truly satisfy mankind’s 
thirst to understand. And yet, we still asked.

Why do we exist? We asked the sky.

Why were we created? We asked our gods.

Why us? We asked the universe.

But of course, we never expected to receive 
an answer. We just went about our lives and 
tried not to think about it too much.

Until one day, when the universe answered. 
And it wasn’t what we had expected, not at 
all. But that’s what happens when you have 
no clue what to expect. 

On Friday, April 2nd, Their images appeared in 
the sky, warm and kind. Although nobody had 
seen Them before, They were recognized in 
the way only a long lost parent can be. 

Every human trusted Them with every cell in 
their being and beat their allegiance with the 
sound of their hearts. 

A voice, tinny at first like an out-of-tune radio, 
then deep and booming as it gained power, 
reverberated inside humanity’s collective 
DNA. 

“Hello, humans. We are The Masters. 
We created you. And you will fight.” 

There was a pause. And then a crash. 

Everyone and everything ground to a halt. 
The puzzle piece that had been missing 
since the dawn of mankind had slotted itself 
roughly into place. We were humans. And we 
would fight. 

After that day, now called The Awakening, 
many things changed. Humans threw out 
things that were not needed. Computers, 
books, television, games, sports, art. 

Now that we knew what it was all for, those 
things were unnecessary. All that was left 
was for us to prepare. We would soon be a 
part of a bloody war, the intergalactic war 
that humanity was created for. There would 
be no more questions. There would only be 
weapons, explosions, and death.

Our purpose is to fight. Our purpose is to win. 
Our purpose is to conquer.

Glory be to The Masters. 
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“Out Of Time”
Anne Sikora
Marketing Comprehensive Major

You consume me. I feel your gaze searing into 
me from miles away. Your soft hand caressing 
my cheek as it trails behind my ear to pull 
me closer into your lips, moulding with mine.  
Your hands on my waist, my hips, my breasts, 
my ass, lower still. 

My hands in your hair, still greasy from the 
night before. On your strong shoulders, your 
waist, your hips. Hands stroking, touching, 
grasping. My nails digging into your back 
as if to hold onto this moment and make it 
last. Through clothes, under clothes, without 
clothes. Physically you are here. 

But you are a million miles away from me 
mentally.  Lying next to you, I feel your back. 
That device in your hands, side-tracked by the 
world outside. 

It wasn’t like that when we met. You saw me. 
You listened to me. There is no time to fix it. 
It’s finished. 

It was the beginning of a new summer. The 
longer days stretched the possibilities that 
could be and would be. Freshly graduated 
from college and without a job to tie me 
down until the fall, I looked forward to 
spending time up in the northern woods of 
Minnesota and slowing life down before it 
picked up again. 

I had met you on that sanded down wood of 
the dock five years ago. My feet in the still 
warm water of the day, I looked out across 
the bay, toward the pine and oak trees 
stretching up to the sky.  
  
The sun was setting in a beautiful array of hot 
yellow, blazing orange, ruby red, royal violet 
and edging black into the night as it fell. 

It was a perfect moment. A light breeze 
caused a chill to run up my spine. I still wore 
my simple black bikini from a day out on 
the water. Water clear enough to see the 
occasional sunfish swim by. The water was 
still except for a few small ripples but I heard 
rushing in my ears. 

Looking to the mouth of the bay, a red and 
black speed boat entered before slowing to a 
stop. Wearing orange swim trunks and a black 
lifejacket, you jumped out of the back of the 
boat with skis in hand. Soon enough, you were 
pulled out of the water, hands grasped to the 
rod connected to the boat. You made a lap 
around and were starting to pass me. Trying 
to kick off one ski, you lost your balance 
and wiped-out in front of me. You fell hard 
before letting out a scream. Being able to get 
to you sooner than your friends, I dove into 
the water and swam to you. Your screams 
stopped by the time I got there. 

“Hey! Are you okay?” I called to you as I 
approached. You were floating on your back, 
clutching your ankle. 

“Hey. I think I broke my ankle.” 

“Let me get you to my dock and we can take a 
look.”

I was able to haul you back to shore and with 
your help, got you up onto the dock. Laying 
you down, I took a better look at your ankle. 
It had already started to swell. With a little 
poking and prodding at your ankle, I looked 
back up at you.

“I honestly have no idea what to look for. I’m 
just following what I see on TV.” This made 
you laugh and smile though it turned to a 
grimace. “I think we should get you to the 
hospital.” 

“I agree,” you said. 
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Like a scene from a Hollywood film, the glass 
vase shatters against the wall beside your 
head. Another screaming match ensues as if 
we are playing a game of who can yell louder. 

By now, it has turned into white noise. 
Another battle that you and I fight against 
each other instead of together. It’s a vicious 
cycle that repeats itself: You and I love. You 
and I fight. We are addicted to the pain, 
addicted to the highs and lows we cause each 
other. There’s no time to fix it. It isn’t worth 
fixing. 

It isn’t long before I break down sobbing with 
my back against the wall. I can’t will myself to 
keep doing this. I can’t change who you are, 
and I shouldn’t have to either. I finally gave up.

“I--,” I start. “I can’t keep—hic—keep doing 
this.” 
 
You crouch before me, suddenly the kind man 
I fell for. 
 
“We can fix this,” you say as you reach out a 
hand on my shoulder to comfort me. 

“This is why we don’t work,” I whisper 
between my hands, not bearing to look you 
in the eyes. “This constant one-eighty shift. 
One second everything is perfect, the next we 
battle each other for control.”

“Don’t say that. We will work through this, like 
last time.”

“We never did work through it last time. 
We keep telling ourselves that we do but in 
reality, we convince ourselves that we did. I 
need to leave.” 

The streetlights blur as I race past them, 
like balls of fire being thrown against the 
darkened sky, one right after another. 

BZZZZ BZZZZ. 

My grip tightens on the steering wheel as 
my phone vibrates for the third time. I know 
it’s you, trying to call me. But I can’t do it 
anymore. You and I can’t be fixed. 

An echo of distant cries shrieked into the 
night. I see myself in my car, realizing it’s me 
screaming.

“Down In The Mind 
Webs”
Evan Scott Rognholt
Music Composition Major, 
Creative Writing Minor

That morning he awoke and saw things were 
no different than before. The apartment was 
still dark. Outside the screaming wind was 
indistinguishable from the raindrops spearing 
the side of the building. Occasionally there 
was the clatter of a roof taking flight or a 
garage crashing down, but the storm made 
them all sound the same. And at the foot of 
his bed was the osprey.

He rose from the bed, which he could 
not recall using in the past three days 
and stumbled to the kitchen. The osprey 
hopped off the bedpost and followed him, 
its shuffling feathers and clicking talons 
breaking a silence that he often forgot was 
there. 

The refrigerator offered little, and so did 
the cupboards. Now with the osprey in the 
apartment, food was running out faster than 
he’d planned. He could hold out longer than 
most, his mixed blood giving him a better 
chance at survival, but he still needed to eat. 
He assumed at some point bird would have to 
be on the menu.

Opting for a string cheese, he opened the 
package and leaned against the counter as he 
ate, staring at the bird. The bird stared back, 
two soulless gazes in a deadlock. 
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He munched on his cheese thoughtfully as he 
tried to concentrate on the wind instead of 
the osprey’s eyes. Finally, he consumed the 
last bite, while the osprey got nothing, and 
muttered something under his breath.

“I heard that,” said the osprey.

“No, you didn’t,” he replied

“You said ‘I’ll give you one corn chip.’ You 
really shouldn’t concern yourself with me.”

The man could not bring himself to argue, 
for the bird was probably right. After all, it 
talked. Perhaps it did not need food like he 
did. Perhaps it wasn’t even real, a figment of 
insanity driven forth by nearly a year with no 
human contact. It could be some subconscious 
reflection that he should take heed for the 
sake of his continued existence. Or maybe it 
was an entirely original creation, and had no 
bearing on who he is whatsoever. And yet, 
despite such logical deductions for a man so 
isolated, he could not deny that the bird was 
more than a hallucination. He could smell 
the osprey, feel the osprey, had been hurt by 
the osprey, as evidence by the scars on his 
arms. To conjure a mental image that vivid 
would take sheer madness, and his cognitive 
function and survival instinct had in no way 
diminished to that level. Was the bird an 
illusion? In a world supposedly without magic, 
this seemed unlikely. The bird was either real 
in some inexplicable way, of it came from 
deep within the cobwebs of the mind, a place 
psychology had yet to discover.

 Time passed uneventfully as usual 
and now he sat on the leather sofa, staring 
at the black TV screen. The osprey sat 
on the armrest, watching him. When the 
storm began, the TV had blended into the 
darkness of the apartment, rendering it 
almost invisible. Now he could clearly see its 
rectangular frame. He wished it would turn 
back into imperceptible darkness. 

He wished he couldn’t see the osprey in the 
reflection, or himself for that matter.
With no TV, he had to make his own movies, 
and the one that always played was the day 
the osprey entered his life. That dreaded 
day when the promise of a solitary and slow, 
inescapable death was snatched away in 
exchange for confusion and uncertainty. It 
should not have been any different from 
the other days of this year dominated by 
storm. He had opened the window, which 
he could do since the wind often blew in the 
opposite direction, and did do because it was 
the closest he’d be to fresh air for the rest 
of his life. He had sat on the sofa, as he did 
now, and watch the stunning acrobatics show 
performed by debris outside. And then the 
show flew right into his living room.
 
That moment with the osprey suddenly on 
his coffee table was etched in his mind, as if 
a sculptor had cut his head open and chiseled 
it into his hippocampus. They’d remained 
motionless, just staring at each other, for 
what seemed like an eternity, and indeed nine 
inactive waking hours would feel that long. It 
was the osprey who spoke first.
 
“How are you alive?” He’d wanted to ask the 
same thing. Neither had seen a living being 
since the tempest began.
 
“It talks,” he had whispered.

They’d continued to stare for a few seconds, 
at which point there seemed to have been 
a mutual understanding that neither really 
knew what to make of the other or how to 
proceed. After that, the osprey had gone the 
bathroom, which it apparently knew where to 
find, and pressed itself against the towels to 
get dry.
 
That was two months ago. For two months 
the osprey had been staring at him, eating 
small rations of his food, sitting on the 
windowsill voicing its desire to fly away, and 
talking. Talking! Birds of prey don’t talk!
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Suddenly a bit angry, he made an abrupt turn 
toward the bird and spoke through nearly 
clenched teeth.

“What are you?”

“That is not something I definitively know.” 
This was not the first time the osprey had said 
something to that effect.

He lunged for the animal, but it merely took 
flight and clenched his hair in its talons, 
screeching indignantly. He tried to fight but 
couldn’t grab the ball of feathers directly 
above him. After a minute of fruitless flailing 
and painful hair-ripping, he conceded and 
collapsed upon the leather.

“You shouldn’t have done that. You wouldn’t 
if you knew,” the osprey said plainly.

“Knew what?” the man gasped.

And that’s when the lights came on.

Insomniscient
Colleen McCluskey
Graduate Student
English Literature & Textual nterpretation

She doesn’t sleep often or well, no matter 
how many of the little cerulean capsules she 
forces down. 

She’s tried as many as the bottle says are 
safe, and past that, but to no avail.

She supposes it makes sense. An over the 
counter sleep aide won’t calm the scent of 
brimstone that lingers in her nostrils after 
rising each morning, and she’s not willing to 
try anything stronger.

She deals with the visions, which her 
armchair psychologist acquaintances so 
crassly refer to as night terrors or idiopathic 
nightmares, by drinking.

Of course it isn’t alcoholic. 

That’s one thing she can still consider a 
virtue; she’s lost plenty of those throughout 
the centuries.

In any case, her outward appearance is of 
someone too young to consume liquor. It 
wouldn’t do to end up serving multiple life 
sentences for something so trivial. 

At least, that’s what she assumes is done 
for anyone without the capacity for proper 
passing. She hasn’t bothered refreshing 
herself on the American legal system since 
the eighties. 

Instead or rum, or whatever libations the 
youths these days use to cope, she swallows 
caffeine.

It’s easy to get, and no one questions her 
habits, especially when she blends in so 
easily with the other, more impermenent 
millennials.  

It doesn’t matter the form. The little 
crimson tablets she chews in the morning, 
the latte at twelve o’clock, the black tea in 
the evening. They’re all effective and easy 
to stockpile. 

She avoids the truly nasty alternatives. 

It wouldn’t do to develop an overly 
expensive or felonious habit just as the 
eschaton immanentizes. 

She stays awake for hours on end, pushing 
her body to its limits, trying to see just 
how long she’ll be able to make it before 
collapsing into a catatonia inevitably 
accompanied by sickly, sulphurous effluvia. 

These little test runs are something she 
prides herself on being able to accomplish 
with relative ease. 

Her most recent record is eleven days, each 
punctuated by delirium and debility.
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“Geryon & Daedalus”
Anna Wendorff 

Dear Orenda,

    It appears that I am in a defensive 
absolution. It is quite painful as I cut deeper 
into the souls, but I must not stop. You 
subvert me at every twist of your head. Your 
dreamers lie prone in wait for salvation while 
the gusts beneath my wings torture their 
cheating hearts. The sheen of the scales on 
my back match the notches on their grimy 
tongues. Your ones walked through that 
colorless city spouting hopes and fears, only 
to be twisted into discs at my circle. The red 
spots of before-life deeds clot their eyes 
before my shades of grey. I rule the fantasy of 
which you have set out before me. One where 
unchecked fluidity struck pyrrhonism into 
damnation. And so your fools wail eternally 
for trust in beauty. 

— Kalopsia

“Sambre”
Anna Wendorff

in the night in which he was betrayed…
We ask you...can you see it?

man covered in muck is but a child
fields do not wait for the sweet and mild
sent to build a new world wild 

We ask you...can you see it?

hunched over that bowl
sweet contents spilling sacs 
rib slim marimba 

come closer…

hues held mask grief 
ran off that road last week
high-hot rod down to hell

closer still…
thud that dream to no end
beat hack sick pulse 
course through that causeway 

machine parts are made to gleam expressively
debased as receptacles of that leafy, cloudy 
soul. (1)
….too close 

(From the Dialectic of Enlightenment)

It’s a rotten ordeal, but she no longer 
wishes to be freed from wakefulness. 
Morpheus has taken the role of tormentor 
as a savior, and she refuses to fall back into 
his duplicitous arms.

In the coming days, when the world ends 
and the sky burns, she’ll be ready as the 
revelations that scorch themselves into the 
space behind her eyelids reach their peak. 

She doesn’t know what will happen when 
the seas eventually run sanguineous; even 
her divinatory gaze can’t penetrate the 
mists of time clouding the far future. 

Over time immemorial, she’sironically 
become predisposed to lachesism; longing 
for the release of disaster.

Selfishly, she hopes that, in time, her 
dreams will offer a respite from reality like 
everyone else’s. 
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“At An Edge”
Evan Scott Rognholt
Music Composition Major, Creative 
Writing Minor

The tide has washed out of the bay,
Revealing in the sand and clay.
I wish I could just let it stay.
But it’s my job to take away.

And from the distant lighthouse shines
A golden light split by the pines.
Upon the beach a net of lines.
From deep below something now whines.

And fear is now what grips my mind.
What supernatural did I find?
It’s breaking forth, the stars aligned.
It tells me what to leave behind.
From all directions movement now,
The blend and distort soothes somehow.
I stand firm. I cannot allow!
Please leave, but tell me what art thou!

Mine eyes now forcibly awake.
To when and where? Why did it take
Me ‘cross the edge? There’s some mistake.
Without a choice, I now forsake.

“Death Lingers On 
My Mind”
Maddy Lunde
Creative Writing Major, Journalism Minor

Death lingers on my mind every moment of 
my life and I am terrified. 
I don’t know how to rid myself of something 
so inevitable, something that reaches its cold 
hands inside me and strangles my larynx and 
crumbles my ribs and my heart,
oh that’s the worst part. I can feel it fluttering 
inside me and I can feel how fragile it is and 
sometimes. 

Sometimes I think if I think about it 
(too much or too long or for too little time)
it’ll forget its job and shudder to a stop and 
then I’ll be gone.

Gone but what does gone mean? Gone is only 
a sensation known to the living and if the 
dead are only known by the living does that 
mean when the sun extinguishes itself and 
the lights go out
(too much too fast) 
will we all be gone?

Death lingers on my mind every moment of 
my life and I am terrified. 
But sometimes, it wraps its arms around me 
like a long-lost friend, tucks me into bed and 
wishes me goodnight. It flutters my heart 
with anticipation, and it turns my fragility into 
strength and 
(If I’ve made it this far I must be immortal I 
must be I must be)
it invites me to embrace it to accept it to just 
let it be. 

Death lingers on my mind every moment of 
my life and I am terrified.
The inevitable cannot be changed and I 
must live every day with the possibility of 
surrendering my soul
I must be brave but I must accept what I fear 
the most as a reality 
I must be strong but I must accept that I am 
weak 
I must breathe but I must cease eventually 
I am alive 
But I will be dead. 
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“The World Is Nectar”
Ruby Sonnek

The world in nectar
  The sky in moon
The flower blazing
  the sunless noon
Here about and here to stay-
  Each tide will reach us,
each northern way-
  The silver dusk at dawn
pales to meet her carrion
  The light of mirrors
Settling down.

“News”, “Vaccine”
Hailey Johnson
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“Untitled”, “The Issue With Isolation”
Hailey Johnson
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“Current State”, “In Decay”
Colleen McCluskey
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“Untitled I”, “Propagation”
Caroline Hehir, Colleen McCluskey
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“Tin Lizzie”, “Untitled II”
Colleen McCluskey, Caroline Hehir
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