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It’s near sundown, 
Friday night in 

early May in Ag-
gieville. The air 
outside is slightly 
thick, and occasional 
bursts of wind whip 
down Moro Street, 
a channel chock-full 
of cars and parched 
students zipping 
between pubs like 
ping-pong balls, swig-
ging satiating suds 
and hurrying through 
their last hurrah as 
the onslaught of finals 
week looms closer.

At the corner of 
Moro and Manhat-
tan Avenue sits a 
sanctuary of an-
other sort: The Dusty 
Bookshelf, keeper of 
untold riches. Here, 
you won’t find bliss 
in a bottle — but it 
offers its own menu of 
sensory delights: the 
angular, kaleidoscopic 
swirl of colors and 
tones in rows of book 
spines; the cool touch of smeared glass as one lifts open a display 
case; the sweet scent of aged leather binding and faintly fray-
ing paper; the faded whispers and gentle creaks of the floor as 
treasure hunters shift their weight, shuffling through the aisles; 
silence.

The barely audible murmurings of the store’s patrons slowly 
rises to soft conversation, then to modest greetings, and then, 
enthusiastic laughter as wine is poured, chairs are set out and 
smiles are exchanged. It’s an overture — a foreword — to an eve-
ning where lovers of language share the splendor of the written 
word, its nuances, delicacy and power. 

It’s a poetry 
reading, a gather-
ing where each 
turn of phrase 
— and the turn of 
a page — mines 
new depths of 
expression, where 
emotions are 
dragged out into 
the open and 
pored over like a 
lost photo album. 
The smudgy 
black ink on a 
page undergoes 
a transformation 
from statements 
stamped on a 
sheet of paper to 
airborne agents of 
truth, honesty and 
naked expression 
— revelations.

Opening 
remarks are made, 
and the crowd 
inches their way 
to their seats. A 
tall, bespectacled 
man with silvery 
hair and a full 

goatee to match takes a seat behind a short table, offers a simple, 
warm welcome, maps out his “plan” for the night, and reads:

Speeding through a Kansas winter night
 I stop at a lonely spot to peer at
   the jet black canopy pierced by untold daggers.
The dark vista,
  cleansed by a chilly breeze
   Stops time...
And I get very small.
  At that moonless moment there are no
  atheists on the prairie.

omething 
to sayS

Artist and poet Mark Chapman ’65  
taps into experiences within us all
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These are the words of Mark Chapman ’65, investor turned 
artist, turned poet. Chapman, who currently resides in Cat 
Spring, Texas, attended school in Broughton, Kan., a small 
town leveled by the construction of Milford Dam.

He served in K-State’s Army ROTC while earning degrees 
in political science and history, and was commissioned as a 
captain in the U.S. Army. After attending law school in Texas 
and two years of military service, he dove into his career as an 
investor in real estate, gas, oil and stock trading.

Yet it was only a little over a decade ago when his artistic side 

emerged. He fed his creative impulses, and the paintings came 
fast and furious. Soon after, he felt a calling to write poetry, so 
he put down his paintbrush and picked up a pen. 

How does one handle the switch from an intense career in 
business to the life of an artist?

“It’s been a subtle transition,” he said. “The biggest question 
I have is ‘Do I have anything to say?’ I like poetry to be direct, 
emotional and truthful, but it also needs to say something in a 
unique manner that people will find stimulating.”

While exploring his artistic pursuits, he continues to fuel his 
passion for his alma mat-
er. Interestingly enough, 
among the range of proj-
ects he has supported at 
the university is Brough-
ton, Kansas: Portrait of a 
Lost Town, 1869-1966, a 
book published by M.J. 
Morgan, K-State adjunct 
professor in history and 
research director in the 
department’s Chapman 
Center for Rural Studies.

As his output began to 
grow, Chapman pub-
lished his first volume 
of poetry in December 
2010. Titled An Art-
ist Writes, the book is 
packed with musings 
on human nature, love, 
guilt, technology, death 
and travel, among other 

themes. It also is illustrated with many of his paintings. 
What’s even more intriguing is Chapman is entirely un-

schooled in his art. Free of the shackles of the often rigorous 
standards and expectations of academia, he writes and speaks 
with liberated passion and unbridled zest for living life.

“What poetry I have read was difficult to understand, so I 
strive to make mine accessible,” Chapman said. 

Perhaps it’s his vast well of experiences that fuels his 
inspiration. It’s certainly not other poets. He once picked up a 
book of poetry, read the first entry, turned the page, and then 
decided his time was better spent creating his own work.

“It seems pointless [to me] to be reading it when you 
should be writing it,” he said.

Some might say his viewpoint would be skewered in a class-
room, but Chapman’s approach, or philosophy, rather, isn’t in-
tentionally abrasive or defiant. He simply sees what he sees, and 
writes what he wants to write, letting his art guide him wherever 
he wishes to go. His purpose is simple — to create something 
new, and to tap into the deep well of imagination, observation 
and the shared human experience that exists within us all.   
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Left: Mark 

Chapman 

’65 gives 

a poetry 

reading in 

Aggieville.  

Samples of 

his artwork 

are shown.


