
1 | The Fioretti 2019

THE FIORETTI
2019



THE FIORETTI
2019



ii | The Fioretti 2019 iii | The Fioretti 2019

The Fioretti
Fall 2019

NICHOLAS KEPPOL
Editor-in-Chief

JESSICA WILDER
Assistant Editor

CONNOR MILLER
Design & Layout Editor

PROFESSOR WENDY VERGOZ
Faculty Advisor

WHAT IS THE FIORETTI?
The Fioretti is a Marian University student publica-
tion founded in 1943. The word “Fioretti” comes 
from a collection of short stories and popular 
legends about the life of St. Francis of Assisi (patron 
of Marian University and the Sisters of St. Francis of 
Oldenburg), titled Fioretti di San Francesco d’Assisi. 
The word itself means, “Little Flowers.” This is our 
collection of work or “Little Flowers” from students 
of Marian University over the 2018-19 school year. 
We hope you enjoy this edition of Marian University’s 
Fioretti.
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An Introduction
by Hannah E. Sobhie 
In loving memory of Homa Vaziri – Poet.
With reverence.

The table is set
Memories of Others swirl around it 
as smoke does
or goldfish in a bowl
And rain comes down without knowing what it’s feeling
or so it seems
But a Prayer for Relief was heard:

My yellowness to you
Your redness to me

And fires are set
A light from the First Morning blinks within them
glowing over an empty grave 
where wolfish tongues say “Dead”
but are fooled

And cancerous winter touched only for a moment
but couldn’t stay 
because when morning came a flock of bird escaped the ribcage 
taking their song to join their mothers in the garden

this is an introduction
to the place where music goes after the song ends 
the first light after death 
where spring fades into view
and a life glows radiant 
you’ve bloomed

Sarah Storm, Allison Mansion, 2018



6 | The Fioretti 2019 7 | The Fioretti 2019

Archer (The Sun Follows)
by Nicholas Keppol 

The Archer awakes, before all others
He draws his bow
The bow is silver and magnificent
He takes his shot of the day
The Sun follows

He starts his day, before all others
He harnesses the horse
Four-horses take place in the chariot
He rides his chariot through the sky
The Sun follows

He sees the injured, before all others
He feels their pain
He goes to the children and adults
He brings medicine on his chariot
The Sun follows

He sees things, before all others
He is an oracle
Delphi and Delos bring people to him
He explains his visions from the chariot
The Sun follows

He sings sweetly, before all others
He plays his lyre
A golden, beautiful lyre of music
He plays his music from the heavens
The Sun follows

He is Apollo, before all others
He slays the wicked
His arrow brings pestilence to pests
The same illnesses he cures
The Sun follows

Beauty of “Abba”
by Ruthann Gorrell 

Blessed are You, dear Abba.

Abyss of night and break of day break out in bold acclamation.

Basking basin and babbling brook bid tribute to Your bounty.

Bird and bee, bear and beaver bear witness to Your being.

Boy and brother, brethren and beloved breath Your blessing.

Barren and birth, burden and bliss burn in declaration.

And I am left bereft of words as I behold Your beauty.



Connor Miller, For Love of You, Charcoal, 2018
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Pantoum
by Therese Miller

He’s the reason I like analog watches.
They’re mostly for fashion,
the loud ticking hands
twirling like a Busby Berkeley show.

It’s mostly for fashion,
the watch I wear, but
the twirling like a Busby Berkeley show
is also a persistent reminder.

The watch I wear
was a gift from him,
a persisting reminder
not of the time, but of love. 

My watch was a gift from him
and he also wears a watch to remember
not just love, but also the time.
He is always late

so he needs a watch to remember
that the girl he loves is always early
and if he is late,
then she gets impatient.

I am always early.
He makes me wait, tells me to be patient
but then I get impatient
and all my nervous ticks come back.

He makes me wait, tells me to be patient. 
I’m still trying to get used to it.
All my nervous ticks come back
and I can’t tell if I want to kiss him or punch him.

I’m still trying to get used to him
and when he takes 10 minutes to order McDonald’s
I can’t tell if I want to punch him or kiss him.
He can never make up his mind about little things.

How does he take 10 minutes to order McDonald’s?
He always knew where he would go to college
but he can never make up his mind about little things.
It makes my eye twitch –

how did he know where he would go to college
while I broke down over it?
It makes my eye twitch
that he has what I want.

I break down over
the future.
He has what I want, but
will my watch tell me when our future should start?

The future.
The loud ticking hands
won’t tell me when our future should start.
But maybe that’s another reason I like analog watches.
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The Reader’s Dilemma
by Brandilyn Worrell

Her feet shod with memories that both warm and remind
Her hands cupping direction as it dribbles through her fingers
Her head full of ideas rattling around with her doubts
Her heart full of cautious hope seeping in through her scars
Her eyes gleaming with fate and a few frightened tears
She faces down a shrouded path 
The large trees and twists ahead block from sight
What might be clear passage or her worst nightmares’ delight
Decisions, decisions, but now is the time
She takes a deep breath and

Samantha Boylan, Untitled 1, 2018
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SNAPDRAGON SUNRISE
by Samantha Hoyt

The lake water steams into the dawn.
The air smells faintly of distant rain showers.
So memory tells me. It’s been so long.

I blink before the image is gone.
Black coffee, dressing gown with orange flowers.
The lake water steams into the dawn.

Stomach hard with sickness, but fingers strong
and filled, it seemed, with secret powers.
So memory tells me. It’s been so long.

The old pink radio plays big band songs.
She sits alone in those empty grey hours.
The lake water steams into the dawn.

Her lips are pale, her face is drawn,
she gets to work. She bakes. She scours.
So memory tells me. It’s been so long.

Over her grave the grass grows long,
and far above it, a pine tree towers.
The lake water steams into the dawn.
So memory tells me. It’s been so long.

Carnage in Creation
by Brandilyn Worrell

Your stomach flips as you reach dizzying heights
Peeking over the mount to glimpse new worlds
Weaving paper into gold /crafting words into weapons or balms
You’re writing
 
You’re suffocating under the deepest ocean
Flickers of inspiration float about, but the rest is void
The words won’t come / you flail vainly about
You’re writing
 
Your stomach a black hole / your throat a sandpaper pipe
Famine and drought consuming you, you reach for a pen
Relief floods through you like a clear, cool stream
You’re writing
 
Pain. Everything is red.
Dripping, soaking, bleeding onto your hands, you pull back each delicate 
fold
Surveying the carnage committed by a friend
You’re writing
 
Never prepared when it decides to strike
Staring hopelessly as the universe opens in spectacular display
Your face illuminated in the glow / but knowing it can never be captured
You’re writing
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Sarah Storm, Lake Sunset, 2018

Playing before a grandstand peopled with ghosts
by Brandilyn Worrell

Their eyes slightly glassy with the fog of their last breath, 
Bodies swaying as if blown by the breeze.
A breeze mimicked by hushed voices that still echo—
A cacophony of quiet. 

Words float down, half sentences with half-understood advice
Attempting to influence but unable to touch. 
Unseen in the sunlight, only darkness reveals 
Their pale faces peering out, looking across the years. 
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Rolling Through the Ocean
by Nick Keppol

The sparkling sea beckons and shimmer
It calls men, women, and children dimmer

It is filled with mystery and wonder as 
It brings fish and other creatures harass

Children wade shallow into the water
Unaware of the ease of them to falter

Adults swim farther out and laugh
They splash unaware of their epitaph

Even farther, boats float about
Filled with fishers of bass and trout

Farther than that a liner of cruise
Filled with passengers to bruise

A lowly worker sees it first
As passengers quench their unslakable thirst

A fin swims away

A cloud breaks the day

A flash is seen

The waves curtsy and bow
As they begin a dance now
They get higher and low

They splash those that splash in the beach
They are the first to feel the wrath of the sea
As the waves grow and grow
They are yet to finish though
They grasp the children and the adults rush to their aid
Lives started are ended after beginning

Farther out the fishermen try
Their minds on the crying wife at home

They attempt to reach shore, but no --
They sink down
Down
Down
Bodies never to be found

The passengers of the ship rap against the walls
They are blown here and there by the raging wind
They panic and look for their loved ones to no avail
They start to see the terror in the faces of the staff
Titanic repeats! They cry and reach for lifeboats
A mother finds her child in the water bobbing - alone
A husband clings to his wife and looks up
He sees the hungry, horrendous face of the wave
Hundreds fly over the rail to the fin that awaits them
The fins thank their provider for their food and memories
The captain attempts to hang onto its balance
His years of experience trying to keep the balance
His hands break keeping the wheel in balance
He is swept by the roaring sea
A wave, huge and red with blood arches over the helm
The captain lets go as he sees the demonic face of the ocean.

The ship sinks

The water calms
With the screams
With the deaths

As quick as it began,
It ended
And people, 
roll through the ocean again
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Samantha Boylan, Untitled 2, 2018

Nothing perishes
by Brandilyn Worrell

Dust cushions their bones, soft under my fingers;
The ridges of the spine telling a story all their own.
Breathing in their decay takes me back to that time
When now-ghosts thumbed the pages I gently caress. 
Pages so thin I’m scared they would tear, 
Hemorrhaging ink as their story is lost. 
In the front is scrawled someone’s love for another
Made immortal to all except book worms and mold. 
Curled in a corner of the couch, I bring the book close to my face
And breathe life into the pages once more.  
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Like Water
by Samantha Hoyt

  The 
 stream runs 
from its birth.
It grows, and from a clear trickle
  the water muddies.
Its power attracts those who take and take
  and give, in return, impurities,
so that when it reaches the place it was meant to be,
    it would only destroy.
 The stream moves on.
It runs, abandoned  by those who once used it
  because once they touched it,
   it was no longer fit to be touched.
It carries its salts, its oils, its disease to the end.
   It gives up. 
  It is swallowed.
 It ceases to be a stream.
But then, the water rises. It becomes the storm.
It falls, purified, to the place where it once sought rest
 but could not linger.
Now a pond, it can stay,
 bringing life instead of death.

And so, my love, will I return
 (purified)
 to you.

The White Blanket
by Nicholas Keppol

The White Blanket stands
Cool, wisps of breath
Envelop all I see
I hear the burning call of frozen Earth

Cool, wisps of breath
Hold me captivated in festering ignorance
I hear the burning call of frozen Earth
Every year it holds me

Hold me captivated in flustering ignorance
Hades holding me captive
Every year it holds me
Give back my Persephone

Hades holding me captive
As we dance dazed by our fading lives
Give back my Persephone
Within my own imaginings I hold Hell

As we dance, dazed by our fading lives
The white blanket stands
Within my own imaginings it
Envelops all I see
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The Boy and the Bird
by Therese Miller

In the summer when Logan was eight and Jude was four, we found a 
baby robin with a broken wing in our backyard. I’ve rehabilitated injured 
animals before, so I thought it might be a good experience for my boys 
to take him in. Logan desperately wanted to hold him. I told him no, let 
me do it – the poor thing is hurt.

The boys named him Copper. I bandaged up his wing and my husband, 
Scott, grabbed the old birdcage from the attic for him. A pet robin – 
sounds like an adventure!

As Copper healed, the boys took a liking to him. They made any excuse 
they could to go over to his cage: to hold him, pet him, feed him, or even 
to clean up his poop. Poor Copper hardly had a waking hour to himself, 
but Logan was the one who pestered him the most.

His wing healed and then he learned to fly. We worried that if we took 
him outside then he would fly away. We lectured the boys: “Do not let 
Copper outside! He’ll fly away, and we’ll never see him again!” Despite 
his parents’ warnings, one day Logan snuck Copper into the backyard 
and released him. By the time I realized what was going on, I was mor-
tified. Logan had defied me for no apparent reason, and I was sure 
that because of Logan our little bird had flown away and would never 
come back. Just as I stepped out the back door to call out to Logan, 
he stretched out his left index finger and Copper came right back to 
perch on it. It was like something out of a Disney cartoon. Copper flew 
off again, landed in the grass. Flew up, landed on Logan’s finger. This 
became something that they did almost every day.

A boy and his bird – how inseparable they became. Logan was an 
animal lover just like me, but there was something special about his 
relationship with Copper that he didn’t have with our black lab, Buster, 
or our white cat, Saffron. Logan wanted to bring Copper everywhere with 
him. He got upset when we took trips to the mall or the park because I 
wouldn’t let him bring Copper along.

Logan got creative in finding ways he could include Copper in whatev-
er he was doing. The one I remember most is his tricycle riding. Logan 
would perch Copper on the back of his trike one afternoon and ride 
down the street. Whenever he stopped the trike, Copper would fly off 
into the nearest patch of grass and then fly back onto the trike. Then Lo-

gan would start pedaling again. Watching them from the front porch one 
day, I called Scott to come outside and see the adorable game our son 
and his bird were playing. The two of us watched on contentedly, holding 
hands, until Copper tried to land behind Logan on our neighbor’s drive-
way.

Copper had only ever landed on grass before, so he wasn’t used to 
landing on asphalt. It took him longer than normal to get his bearings 
and prepare to take-off again, and Logan didn’t realize it. Logan couldn’t 
even see him since Copper was right behind the trike, so he backed up 
his trike to try and find him…

Scott and I were across the street, but we still heard the crack. We 
gasped at the same time Logan did. Logan jumped off his trike, forget-
ting all about it as it rolled down our neighbor’s driveway. He knelt next 
to Copper and wailed. “Oh no, Mommy, oh no!”

I dropped Scott’s hand and ran to my son. It’s just a broken wing, I told 
myself. We can rehabilitate it. Copper will be okay.

When I got to Logan and looked down, I saw Copper’s brain splattered 
on the asphalt. I had to pull Logan away by force. I had to ask Scott to 
bury the bird.
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The Space Between Us
by Samantha Hoyt

I can only give him the smallest gifts now.
I carry his dress shoes under my coat,
protecting the scuffed, worn leather from the rain
 with my own body.
I wash the socks he left on my floor,
keep the canvas he painted for me free from dust.
He cannot bring himself to collect his things.
I hope he never does.
But today he needs those shoes
 more than he needed me.

His heart is a neutron star,
 collapsing in on itself,
 filling galaxies with light,
but so heavy that
 when I reached out to hold him
  I broke.

Let’s Talk About It
by Therese Miller

This past May, I went to the wedding of two of my friends from 
college. The bride was only 20 years old. I was 21, which meant that I 
could drink beer at her wedding reception, but she couldn’t. I couldn’t 
help but find it strange that they chose to get married so young. I’m not 
criticizing their choice – they both seemed ready – but something about 
the whole situation freaked me out. She was younger than me, had 
known her significant other for less time than I’d known mine, and was 
about the same maturity level as me. What made her seem so ready to 
get married? I asked her mom about it several months before the wed-
ding, and she told me, “Why would they wait? If they get married sooner, 
they’ll avoid temptations of the flesh.” Temptations of the flesh? Are you 
telling me the best reason they have for getting married at age 20 is to 
avoid having premarital sex?

I’ve been with my boyfriend Tristan for five and a half years now. 
He’s a gem. I’m so happy with him. But I’m not ready to get married.

***

When I was in high school, I loved the song “Wouldn’t It Be Nice” by 
the Beach Boys. I thought the lyrics related to me and Tristan:

Wouldn’t it be nice if we were older
Then we wouldn’t have to wait so long?
And wouldn’t it be nice to live together
In the kind of world where we belong?

At the time, I thought I would be ready to get married by now. I also 
thought I wanted six kids. Oh, how wrong I was.

***

I know another couple who got married when the bride was 20. She 
was pregnant with their first child at the time. I guess those darn temp-
tations of the flesh got to them. I don’t blame them for getting married 
so young, but I do blame them for raising their kids to cry to get what 
they want. Those kids always get what they want, too.

One of my family friends is married to a bald white guy who has a 
huge tribal tattoo on the back of his leg. Sometimes I think about the 
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sight of him in shorts and I can’t help but giggle. I’m always tempted to ask him what 
tribe he’s in. They have two boys together. 

People like that will joke with me. “Never get married, Therese,” they’ll say with a 
chuckle. “Never have kids.”

Some of my friends have their whole weddings planned out, but they’ve never 
even dated anyone. Sometimes it’s the only thing they want to talk about. They know 
what they want their dress to look like, what songs they want to play, who they want 
to invite, everything – except who they’re going to marry. It’s like they’re expecting 
their future spouse to fit right in and complete the puzzle. Some of them even know 
how many kids they want and what they’ll name those kids. Bleh.

***

So many of my classmates got engaged last spring that my friends started 
talking about who they thought would get engaged next. They talked about Brittney, 
Amy, Maddie… and suddenly their eyes shifted to me. “You and your boyfriend have 
been together for a while, right Therese?” they asked. I nearly gagged on my turkey 
sub. Please, please don’t ask, I thought.

I go to Marian University in Indianapolis. Tristan goes to Ball State University in 
Muncie. We never get these kinds of questions when I visit him in Muncie. I’m more 
likely to get asked if Tristan is gay, and honestly, that question bothers me less than 
any questions about marriage – I mean, Tristan is a theatre major, after all.

***

Wouldn’t it be nice if we could wake up
In the morning when the day is new?
And after having spent the day together
Hold each other close the whole night through?

I think the problem some of my friends have is that they romanticize marriage 
too much. Yeah, I said it. Marriage isn’t always that romantic. One of my friends (who 
was single at the time) used to tell me about how great it would be to be married and 
wake up next to your best friend every morning. If that’s what you want, sister, then 
get a damn roommate.

***

Happy times together we’ve been spending
I wish that every kiss was never ending

“I don’t know how you handle long distance, Therese,” my friends will tell me. 
“Well, I wouldn’t really consider an hour-long drive to be ‘long’ distance,” I’ll say. “It’s 
just… distance.” But I honestly can’t stand the couples on campus. They’re together 
all the time. It’s so annoying.

 
Tristan doesn’t know my friends very well. He’s not in town often enough to get 

to know many of them. I know it bothers some of my friends that they don’t know this 
person who’s such a big part of my life, but there’s not much I can do about it.

***

Sometimes I find myself wondering what it would be like to take his last name. 
His last name is Zavaleta. As if my first name isn’t already hard enough to spell and 
pronounce, imagine me having that last name too. That’s just too many letters in 
such a weird order. I tried typing it out, but it felt wrong, so I deleted it.

Please, try not to visualize it. It’s weird for me to think that you might be visualiz-
ing it right now. Get those thoughts out of your head.

***

One of the things I’ve always liked about Tristan is his relationship with his family. 
He’s the youngest of four siblings and he’s close with both of his parents, especial-
ly his mom. Actually, he’s so close to his mom that he’s turning into his mom. It’s a 
good thing I like her. Family is so important to me. It must be something that runs in 
my family. My mom once told me that she knew my dad was “the one” based on the 
way he talked so lovingly about his own mother. My mom and dad have been happily 
married for 26 years now.

***

There’s something strangely alienating about having friends who are newlyweds. 
Couples who I had no trouble hanging out with while they were dating suddenly seem 
like they’re in a completely different world from me once they get married. I wonder if 
they ever feel alienated. I wonder if they ever feel like they’ve grown up too fast.

***

You know it seems the more we talk about it
It only makes it worse to live without it
But let’s talk about it
Oh, wouldn’t it be nice?
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A few months before one of my friends got married, he started enthusing to me 
about wedding plans and how much he loves his fiancée – you know, the normal 
stuff that people who are engaged talk about. He abruptly stopped his enthusing to 
squint at me. “How long have you and Tristan been together?” The implication behind 
that was excruciatingly obvious. None of your business, that’s how long.
 

So please don’t ask. Let’s not talk about it. Oh, wouldn’t that be nice.

Samantha Boylan, Untitled 3, 2018
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