The Trillium
Fall, 2007



The
Trillium



The Trillium is the official arts publication produced by the
students of Trinity College. The ideas expressed herein are
not necessarily those of the faculty, staff, or adminis-
tration of the college.

Entries are judged on the basis of creativity, thought-
provoking ideas, and freshness of style. The student co-
editors do not know who the authors of the entries are.

Managing Editor: Lydia Erin Allums
Co-editors: Bethany Crocker
Joshua Held
Stephen Hull
Jamie Smith
Typist: Liz Morgan
Cover: Dancing Bear by Caitlin
Greener
Title Page Artwork: Trillium by James Allen

Class of 2004

Faculty Advisors: CIliff Williams, Production
Kristin Lindholm, Editorial

Copyright © 2007. This material may not be reproduced by any
means in part or in whole, without written
permission from the authors.

November, 2007



BRYAN ARNESON

KELSEY NYBERG

CAITLIN GREENER

DAVID RABE

SAMUEL COCAR

BRYAN ARNESON

TITUS HATTAN

TITUS HATTAN

ZACH PIETRINI

NATALIE ELZINGA

CAITLIN GREENER

DAVID RABE

BRYAN ARNESON

JOSHUA HELD

SAMUEL COCAR

STEPHEN HULL

CONTENTS

The End of Dreams

John Lennon and a Flower

The Amazing Traveling Hat

Cambridge Doorway

Descent of Persia on Greece,
or Break of the Dawn
on the Patriots

The Last Prayer

Sunset at St. Mary’s Lake

Sunrise over Guidecca,
Venice

This Autumn

Msichana

The Merchant’s Wife
Statue at Versailles

On a Gravestone in Illinois
Amor Vincit Omnia

A Small Bird

The Man in the Moon

10

11

12

14

15

16

17

18

19

20



BRYAN ARNESON

THE END OF DREAMS

“Do not part with your illusions. When they are gone you may
still exist, but you have ceased to live.” - Mark Twain

| dreamed like a slave dreams.

| dreamed the dreams of hope and harmony;
of rubix cube worlds that fall into balance,
after so much delicate tinkering,

with one turning.

| slept in miry blankets that were my dreams.
They were a mother’'s embrace

and the steam that rises from hot cocoa.
The dreams were stained glass butterflies,
living crystals, like snowflakes gone feral,
and they held time their captive.

This is the end of dreams.

Sometimes she leaves before you offer your heart.
Sometimes the prodigal doesn’t come home.
Sometimes water is thicker than blood

and sometimes water washes blood out.

At sometimes you'll regret mistakes that you've made
and plead for a fifth or sixth chance.

At sometimes you'll spit fire, fault, point fingers, and fail.

At sometimes you’ll give up on finding something great.

Forget your misery
and frame your dreams.
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